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Please attribute the authors of these resources in the Order of Service and in the service itself.

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

Part 2: List of Resources

Part 3: Worship Resources

Part 1: Sample Order of Service

This sample order of service illustrates one way to break the sermon (aka talk, lecture, etc.) into two or three parts. One part would use one of the sermon excerpts provided below, while the other one or two parts would be based on the theme and written and delivered by members of your congregation. An alternative using two parts would be to use two of the sermon excerpts in this packet.
Announcements
Gathering Music

Opening Words
Hymn
Chalice Lighting (either spoken by worship leader or in unison by congregation)
Sung Response #123 Spirit of Life by Carolyn McDade  (remain seated)

Spirit of Life, come unto me. Sing in my heart all the stirrings of compassion.

Blow in the wind, rise in the sea; move in the hand giving life the shape of justice.

Roots hold me close; wings set me free; Spirit of Life, come to me, come to me.

Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member)
Meeting and Greeting (invite people to greet each other)
Music 
Exploration I 
Suggested length 5 minutes (500 words) written by a member of the
congregation on the theme. (If you are just doing two explorations, eliminate

this one.)
Sharing of Joys and Sorrows (with lighting of candles or another ritual)
(unison response) For the joys shared, we join you in celebration. For the sorrows and concerns spoken here, may you feel our sympathy and compassion. For all that remains unspoken, both joy and sorrow, may the caring of our community offer you both kindness and hope.

Readings from the Common Bowl (use ten quotes from the Touchstones journal read by two people alternating—don’t read the names of the authors of the quotes, but allow a few beats between them so people can absorb the words and the meaning.)
Exploration II             Use one of the sermon excerpts provided below (ten minutes/1,000 words)
Offering
Reading or Responsive Reading

Exploration III
Suggested length 5 minutes (500 words) written by a member of the
congregation on the theme.
Hymn

Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison)

We extinguish this flame but not the light of truth, the warmth of community, or the fire of commitment. These we carry in our hearts until we are together again.

Closing Words

Postlude
Part 2: List of Resources
1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Come Into This Room by Rev. Susan Maginn (91 words)
1.2: All of Us Are Beautiful by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (106 words)
1.3: Rise! by Rev. Gretchen Haley (in three voices) (119 words)

1.4: Wholeness by Rev. Sharon Wylie (166 words)
1.5: Embracing the Unexpected by Krista Flanagan (107 words)
1.6: Listen! The Spirit Is Calling! by Rev. John Saxon (215 words)
1.7: Surrender to This Life by Rev. Gretchen Haley (126 words)
1.8: For the Beauty of the Earth by Rev. Barbara Pescan (57 words)
1.9: This sanctuary of ancient dreams by Rev. Jack Mendelsohn (142 words)
1.10: We gather here to worship by Rev. Gary Kowalski (78 words)

1.11: The Larger Life before Us by Rev. Clarke Dewey Wells (77 words)
1.12: The Hearts of Our Whole Community by Jules Jaramillo, adapted (112 words)

1.13: The Bright Thread of Hope by Rev. Gretchen Haley (149 words)
1.14: Wake Up! by Rev. Christian Schmidt (157 words)
1.15: Our Lives Intersect and Intertwine by Rev. Tania Márquez (101 words)

1.16: A Summons by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (132 words)
1.17: Come, Come To This Place by Rev. Daniel Budd (136 words)
1.18: Come down off the ladder by Rev. David Blanchard (131 words)
1.19: Let Us Begin by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (219 words)
1.20: All That We Share Is Sacred by Rev. Andrée Mol (157 words)
1.21: To Remember Our Promises by Rev. Sarah Stewart (129 words)
1.22: Being Sanctuary by Jennifer “Jo” VonRue and Linette Lowe (115 words)
1.23: Beauty by Rev. Mary Katherine Morn (77 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: We Are a People of Beauty by Rev. Kimberlee Tomczak Carlson (52 words)
2.2: Within the Heart of the Flower by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (40 words)
2.3: Rise Up, O Flame (15 words)
2.4: Beautiful is thy light by Lawrence Collins (38 words)
2.5: To Abet Creation by Annie Dillard (adapted) (31 words)
3.0: Hymns 
      Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines
3.2: SLT #21 For the Beauty of the Earth
3.3: SLT #22 Dear Weaver of Our Lives’ Design
3.4: SLT #44 We Sing of Golden Mornings
3.5: SLT #57 All Beautiful the March of Days
3.6: SLT #69 Give Thanks

3.7: SLT #75 The Harp at Nature’s Advent
3.8: SLT #76 For Flowers That Bloom about Our Feet
3.9: SLT #77 Seek Not far for Beauty
3.10: SLT #78 Color and Fragrance
3.11: SLT #82 This Land of Bursting Sunrise
3.12: SLT #94 What Is This Life
3.13: SLT #130 O Liberating Rose
3.14: SLT #305 De Colores
3.15: SLT #319 Ye Earthborn Children of a Star
3.16: SLT #326 Let All the Beauty We Have Known
3.17: SLT #328 I Sought the Wood in Summer
3.18: SLT #329 Life Has Loveliness to Sell
3.19: SLT #330 The Arching Sky of Morning Glows
3.20: SLT #379 Doxology

3.21: SLT #380 Doxology

      Singing the Journey

3.22: STJ #1014 Standing on the Side of Love

3.23: STJ #1018 Come and Go with Me—Zipper: There’ll be beauty in that land…
3:24: STJ #1053 How Could Anyone
3.25: STJ #1054 Let This Be a House of Peace
3.26: STJ #1064 Blue Boat Home
      Popular Music
3.27: Beautiful by Christina Aguilera (4:41)
3.28: Broken & Beautiful by Kelly Clarkson (3:54)

3.29: Beautiful People by Ed Sheeran (feat. Khalid) (3:18)

3.30: You're Beautiful by James Blunt (3:22)

3.31: What Makes You Beautiful by One Direction (3:26)

3.32: Beautiful Day by U2 (4:03)

3.33: Beautiful by Anne-Marie (3:26)

3.34: Beauty and the Beast by Celine Dion & Peabo Bryson (4:01)

3.35: Beauty in the Struggle by Bryan Martin (2:32)

3.36: Beautiful by Eminem (4:14)

3.37: Beneath Your Beautiful by Labrinth ft. Emeli Sandé (4:27)

3.38: Beautiful by Bazzi feat. Camila Cabello (3:14)

3.39: Young and Beautiful by Lana Del Rey (3:58)

3.40: #Beautiful by Mariah Carey ft. Miguel (3:35)

3.41: Beautiful by Gordon Lightfoot (3:22)

3.42: Beautiful by Mali Music (3:42)

3.43: Scars To Your Beautiful by Alessia Cara (5:10)
3:44: Just the Way You Are by Bruno Mars (3:56)
3.45: Beautiful Soul by Jesse McCartney (3:20)
3.46: You & I (Nobody In the World) by John Legend (4:15)
3.47: Lovely by Sara Haze (3:45)
3.48: Big Girl (You Are Beautiful) by Mika (3:09)
3.49: Imperfect is the New Perfect by Caitlin Crosby (3:41)
3.50: Little Things by One Direction (3:37)
3.51: Oh, Pretty Woman by Roy Orbison (6:18)
3.52: You Are So Beautiful by Joe Crocker (2:48)
3.53: Came so far for Beauty by Leonard Cohen (4:05)
3.54: Beautiful by Snoop Dogg ft. Pharrell Williams (5:21)

3.55: Beautiful Inside and Out: 71 Songs About Beauty

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: The Beautiful Tiger by Rev. Christopher Buice (438 words)

5.0: Meditations

5.1: For Change by Rev. David Breeden (104 words)
5.2: Garden Prayer by Rev. David Horst (387 words)
5.3: Guided Meditation for Potential by Martha Kirby Capo (457 words)

5.4: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (169 words)

5.5: No Hot House Flowers by Rev. Lisa Doege (125 words)
5.6: The Chalice of Our Being by Rev. Richard Gilbert (209 words)
5.7: Soul Lifts by Rev. Tess Baumberger (201 words)

5.8: Body and Breath by Rev. Mary Gear (241 words)
5.9: Thanks Be for These by Richard S. Gilbert (244 words)
5.10: The Journey by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer, adapted (180 words)
5.11: Theology of Love by Rev. Dawn Fortune (72 words)
5.12: To the Blessings of this Season by Rev. Ken Sawyer (158 words)
5.13: Crystal of Creation by Rev. Tess Baumberger (100 words)
5.14: A Thanksgiving for the Elements by Eric Williams (67 words)
5.15: Sensory Reflection by Rev. Claudene (Deane) Oliva (300 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: O Source of life and love by Rev. Bruce Southworth (158 words)
6.2: Entwined by Rev. Stephen Shick (114 words)
6.3: O Maker of Order by Rev. Anne Mason (205 words)
6.4: Prayer to Mother Earth by Rev. Lucy Bunch (188 words)

6.5: Holy and Creative Light by Rev. Charles W Grady (320 words)
6.6: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)

6.7: God of Life and Beauty by Rev. Lucinda Duncan (76 words)
6.8: Prayer of Co-Creation by Rev. Lyn Cox (179 words)
6.9: Part of a Larger Life by Rev. John Saxon (407 words)
6.10: The Circle of Connection in Our Lives by Rev. Anne Mason (155 words)
6.11: The Beauty Way, the Navajo/Diné traditional prayer (48 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #436 We come to this time and place by Rev. David Pohl

7.2: SLT #441 To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp

7.3: SLT #446 Religion by Rev. Vincent Silliman
7.4: SLT #517: Beauty of the Green Earth by Starhawk
7.5: All too often, we pace the geometries of our walled gardens by Rev. John Millspaugh (135 words)

8.0: Readings

8.1: Fragile and Rooted by Rev. Carolyn Owen-Towle (139 words)
8.2: Choose to Bless the World by Rebecca Parker (303 words)
8.3: More Than We Deserve by Rev. Robert Walsh (181 words)
8.4: What To Do with Beauty? by Rev. Karen Johnston (75 words)

8.5: What Do You See When You’re Awake? by Sakyong Mipham Rinpoche (169 words) 

8.6: Resort to Beauty by Joseph Robertson (excerpt) (225 words)
8.7: Ode to a Flower by Richard Feynman (241 words)
8.8: Desiderata by Max Ehrmann (312 words) 

8.9: Ask of Life Everything Good and Beautiful by James Kavanaugh (259 words)
8.10: The Soul of the Soul by Rumi (43 words)
8.11: An Infinite Expectation of the Dawn by Henry David Thoreau (112 words)
8.12: The Lotus by Goldie Hawn (122 words)
8.13: Dark and Light by Jacqui James (288 words)
8.14: Light and Dark by Rev. Gary Kowalski (136 words)
8.15: We Are a Rainbow People by Rev. Naomi King (277 words)

8.16: Map of the Journey in Progress by Rev. Victoria Safford (355 words)
8.17: Meditation on Opposites: by Alex Kapitan (188 words)
8.18: The Grout by Marcus Hartlief (486 words)
8.19: All Beauty Heals by Matthew Fox (248 words)
8.20: Illuminating the Beauty in Our Broken Places by Omid Safi (135 words)
8.21: Beauty and the Humiliated by Dan Hirsch (238 words)

8.22: In beauty may I walk… by Anonymous (147 words)
8.23: God went to Beauty School by Cynthia Rylant (127 words)

8.24: Reverence: Gateway to Beauty by John O’Donohue (223 words)
8.25: Slow, Dark Beauty by John O’Donohue (172 words)
8.26: Concern for Beauty and Oppression by Robert McAfee Brown (112 words)
8.27: The Beauty Way by Meg Brulatour (172 words)

8.28: Eagle Poem by Joy Harjo (140 words)
8.29: from When Elephants Weep: The Emotional Lives of Animals by Jeffrey Moussaieff Masson (249 words)
8.30: The Three Maries by Teresa Honey Youngblood (304 words)
8.31: On looking for the beauty in life by Patrick Lane, Canadian Poet (249 words)
8.32: Stirring the Oatmeal by Robert Johnson (202 words)

8.33: A Hunger for Beauty by John O’Donohue (170 words)

8.34: A New Paradigm of Beauty by Rev. Wendy Jones (350 words)

8.35: The Beauty of the Earth by Rev. Kimberley Debus (339 words)

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones (30 words)

9.2: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (53 words)

9.3: A Guiding Light by Rev. Martha Munson (33 words)

9.4: Daring Vision by Rev. Maureen Killoran (31 words)

9.5: It Becomes More by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (44 words)

9.6: The Work We Share by Rev. Krista Taves (54 words)

9.7: As Breath to Song by Becky Laurent (33 words)
9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
9.9: Shape a New World by Rev. Rolfe Gerhardt (60 words)

9.10: This Is the Message of Our Faith by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)

9.11: We Keep Its Light in Our Hearts by Rev. Maddie Sifantus (35 words)
9.12: Flame in Our Hearts by Vanessa Titang, M.Div. (43 words)

9.13: Growing out of Our Comfort by Melissa Jeter (52 words)

9.14: Move Through the World in Love by Maggie Lovins (44 words)

9.15: Hope Continues by Rev. Kevin Jagoe (84 words)

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: May the love that gives to life its beauty by Rev. George G. Brooks (44 words)
10.2: Go in Peace, Love, and Beauty by Rev. Sarah Lammert (30 words)
10.3: Carry With You by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman (51 words)
10.4: To Soulfully Survive the World’s Mayhem by Rev. Heather Rion Starr (52 words)
10.5: May Our Lives by Rev. Chris Rothbauer (35 words)
10.6: Shine! by Rev. Mary Edes (76 words)

10.7: Let Our Lives Be a Prayer by Rev. Joel Miller (27 words)
11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.

      Annotated Sermons

11.1: Wabi-Sabi Saves the World by Rev. Denis Paul

11.2: Beauty Amongst the Thorns by Rev Chris Jimmerson
11.3: Where Shall You Seek Beauty? by Rev Janet Parsons

     Sermons and Sermon Excerpts
11.4: Seeking Beauty as a Spiritual Path by Rev. Lynn Thomas Strauss (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,140 words)

11.5: Beauty as Well as Bread by Rev. Lissa Anne Gundlach (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,338 words)

11.6: Beauty We Live by Rev. Daniel S. Schatz (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,060 words)

11.7: Save It and Savor It by Rev. Robert Hardies (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,050 words)

11.8: What Is Beauty? What Is God? by Rev. Mark Hayes (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (772 words)
11.9: Beyond the Eye of the Beholder by Rev. Lisa A. Wiggins (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,224 words)
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Come Into This Room by Rev. Susan Maginn (91 words)
     Come into this room, weigh into this chair, breathe into this body, the very body that will be you, for better and for worse, in sickness and in health, till death do us part.

     Come into this day, raise your gaze into this light, this one steadfast sun who watches over all growing beings, even you, even now.

     Come into this heart and break into the boundlessness of wild beauty, no beginning or ending in you, but flowing through like whitewater, reaching toward all that ever was and ever shall be.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/come-room
1.2: All of Us Are Beautiful by Rev. Thomas Rhodes (106 words)
We come in a variety of colors, shapes, and sizes.

Some of us grow in bunches.

Some of us grow alone.

Some of us are cupped inward,

And some of us spread ourselves out wide.

Some of us are old and dried and tougher than we appear.

Some of us are still in bud.

Some of us grow low to the ground,

And some of us stretch toward the sun.

Some of us feel like weeds, sometimes.

Some of us carry seeds, sometimes.

Some of us are prickly, sometimes.

Some of us smell.

And all of us are beautiful.

What a bouquet of people we are!
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/flower-communion
1.3: Rise! by Rev. Gretchen Haley (in three voices) (119 words)

A: Because the tides are rising

B: So must we

C: Rise!

A: to this moment

C: Rise!

B: to this day

C: Rise!

A: to this life

B: This place in the web

A: That is yours, and ours.

C: Rise!

B: Because the earth remains

A: Our only home

C: And we

B: Fellow travelers

A: Its only hope

C: For healing

B: Wholeness

A: Salvation

C: Rise!

B: Before the mystery

A: Before the big bang

C: That started it all

B: That this infinite universe

A: Still takes notice of us

C: Still feels the in and out of our breath

B: Still holds us

A: Connects us

C: Rise!

B: Or surrender

A: With gratitude

C: For this beauty

B: This chance

A: To be a part of it all

B: To give back

C: To weave

A: Life

B: Past,

C: Present,

A: Future

B: Everywhere, Always

C: As one

A: Come, let us worship, together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/rise 

1.4: Wholeness by Rev. Sharon Wylie (166 words)
We speak so often of brokenness in religious life,

Let us speak today of wholeness.

You are welcome here, all of you

Every part of you beautiful just the way you are

Here you do not need to be something more or something less

No holding back, no hiding

No exerting yourself, no trying to do more or be more

You have inherent worth and dignity

Nothing to prove here,

Nothing to prove to me or the person sitting next to you or to the children or to anyone

You don’t have to try and be witty or more quiet or more outgoing

You are beautiful; every part of you beautiful just the way you are

You do not need to change anything about yourself to be welcome here:

Your skin, your hair, your belly, your limbs, your face—all beautiful just the way they are

You are extraordinary

Each and every one of you different from each and beautiful in your own beautiful way,

Breathtaking.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/wholeness
1.5: Embracing the Unexpected by Krista Flanagan (107 words)
     What if everything always went according to plan? At first, we might accomplish more of what we think we need to accomplish. And it may seem less stressful, at first, being able to anticipate what happens next. But after a certain amount of time (and that amount would vary person to person) the once-comfortable predictability would become less comfortable and... well, boring.

     If we always know what happens next, we lose the joy of surprise, serendipitous experiences, and the excitement that comes from anticipating the unknown. Friends, let us gather with open, curious hearts, ready to explore the unpredictable, learn from its wisdom, and embrace its beauty.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/embracing-unexpected
1.6: Listen! The Spirit Is Calling! by Rev. John Saxon (215 words)
     Listen! Can you hear it? The Spirit is calling.

     It calls us in the silence and through the noise and busyness of our daily lives. It calls us in the brightness of the day and the darkness of the night, in times of hope and despair.

     Listen! Can you hear it? The Spirit is calling.

     It doesn’t matter what you call it for it has no name and has many different names. The Spirit of Life. The Spirit of Love. The Spirit of Compassion. The Spirit of Hope. The Spirit of Justice.

     Listen! Can you hear it? The Spirit is calling.

     It’s calling to you and to me. It’s calling us to greater wholeness, greater connection, greater service, greater love. It’s calling us to heal the brokenness within ourselves, in others, and in the world. It’s calling us to live more deeply. It’s calling us to beauty.

     It’s calling us to laugh and dance and sing. It’s calling us to live through life’s pain and sorrow. It’s calling us to live courageously and kindly, to speak our truth in love, and to bend the moral arc of the universe toward justice.

     It’s calling us into community. It’s calling us into the greater Life of all.

     Listen!

     Can you hear it?

     The Spirit is calling.

[Silence]

     Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/listen-spirit-calling
1.7: Surrender to This Life by Rev. Gretchen Haley (126 words)
Give up the fight

For some other moment

Some other life

Then here, and now

Give up the longing

for some other world

The wishing

for other choices to make

other songs to sing

other bodies, other ages,

other countries, other stakes

Purge the past; forgive the future—

for each come too soon.

Surrender only to this life,

this day, this hour,

not because it does not

constantly break your heart

but because it also beckons

with beauty

startles with delight

if only we keep

waking up

This is the gift

we have been given:

these “body-clothes,”

this heart-break, this pulse

this breath,

this light,

these friends,

this hope.

Here we re-member ourselves

All a part of it all—

Giving thanks, Together.

Come, let us worship.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/surrender-life 

1.8: For the Beauty of the Earth by Rev. Barbara Pescan (57 words)
For the beauty of the earth,
This spinning blue green ball, yes!

Gaia, mother of everything

we walk gently across your back

to come together again
in this place
to remember how we can live

to remember who we are

to create how we will be.

Gaia, our home,

the lap in which we live—

welcome us.

Source: SLT #417
1.9: This sanctuary of ancient dreams by Rev. Jack Mendelsohn (142 words)
     Here in this sanctuary of ancient dreams and wisdom and beauty we come to grow, to be healed, to stretch mind and heart, to be challenged, renewed; to be helped in our own continuing struggles for meaning and for love; to help build a world with more justice and mercy in it; to be counted among the hopers and doers.

     In the face of cynicism, darkness, brutality around us and within, we seek to align ourselves with a living community that would affirm rather than despair that would think and act rather than simply adjust and succumb.

     Here we invite the spirit of our own humanity and the healing powers under, around, through and beyond it, to give us the nerve and grace, the toughness and sensitivity, to search out the truth that frees, and the life that maketh all things new.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5352.shtml
1.10: We gather here to worship by Rev. Gary Kowalski (78 words)
We gather here to worship: 

     to seek the truth, to grow in love, to join in service; 

     to celebrate life’s beauty and find healing for its pain; 

     to honor our kinship with each other and with the earth; 

     to create a more compassionate world, 

         beginning with ourselves; 

     to wonder at the mystery that gave us birth; 

     to find courage for the journey’s end; 

     and to listen for the wisdom that guides us 

         in the quietness of this moment.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5440.shtml
1.11: The Larger Life before Us by Rev. Clarke Dewey Wells (77 words)
     Spirit of life and hope, we turn our minds and hearts again toward thee. Awaken us again to the mysteries that humble us, the realities that orient us, the truths that judge and guide us, the beauty that informs and ravishes us, the love that nurtures us, the fellowship that sustains us, the creativity that heightens and deepens and reorders our living, that we may give ourselves in honesty and openness to the larger life before us.
Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5375.shtml
1.12: The Hearts of Our Whole Community by Jules Jaramillo, adapted (112 words)

     This morning, we gather together to worship as a community of all ages.

Let us take a moment to look around at those of us sharing this sacred space.

     Let us recognize the hearts of our whole community—

from our elders to our youngest and all the ages in between.

     Let us embody the beauty of this whole church community—

even when there are a few more wiggles, giggles and chatter.

       Let us remind ourselves to listen carefully, calming our bodies and our minds.

Begin by breathing peace and joy into this sacred place with three breaths.

[......]

Know you are surrounded by the love of this community where all are welcome.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/hearts-our-whole-community 

1.13: The Bright Thread of Hope by Rev. Gretchen Haley (149 words)
     There is too much beauty

in this world

to give up

on it

yet,

and it is always too soon

to surrender

to cynicism.

Bring your doubt,

your skepticism

your downright confusion

even your bitterness—
     but in the midst of all these,

in the center,

wrap your tender fingers

around that still

"bright thread

of hope,"*

feel in your heart that

still steady hunger for

something more,

the vision

we glimpse

every day

in the rising sun

across the foothills

the light

that spreads across

the face

of the one we love

the look of knowing

all there is to know

and still

loving life, loving us

just as it is, just as we are.

     For this hour

we come to

celebrate, to praise, to give thanks

to refuse to give up

to steady ourselves

keepers of hope

brave builders of

this still-possible

world.

     Come, let us worship, together.

*the words of Rev. Victoria Safford in A People So Bold (p. 97)
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/bright-thread-hope 
1.14: Wake Up! by Rev. Christian Schmidt (157 words)
     Let us wake up.

     Not just from the Sunday morning exhaustion, from the wish for a few more drowsy minutes in bed.

     Let us wake up to this world we live in: to its beauty and wonder, and also to its tragedy and pain.

     We must wake up to this reality: that not all in our world have what we do, however much or little that is.

     We must wake up to the idea that our wholeness, our lives, are only as complete as the lives of those around us, of those we are inextricably tied to in a great web of mutuality, of which all of us are part.

     We must #staywoke, in the words of our friends and colleagues involved in Black Lives Matter, working every day for racial justice in our country.

     Let us wake up, let us stay awake, let us #staywoke.

     And now, in this time and place, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/wake
1.15: Our Lives Intersect and Intertwine by Rev. Tania Márquez (101 words)

     It is a wonder and mystery that our paths have crossed;

That in the immensity of time, in the vastness of space, we coincide here.

I am in awe at the ways in which our lives intersect and intertwine,

at the beauty we create when we gather.

May our coming together make us more compassionate,

more just, more caring, and more loving.

May our hearts and minds be open to this offering.

I am so glad you are here.

Let us worship, let us marvel at the miracle of being here, right now,

and the Mystery that has brought us together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/our-lives-intersect-and-intertwine 

1.16: A Summons by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (132 words)
     We summon ourselves from the demands and delights of the daily round:

       from the dirty dishes and unwaxed floors; 

       from unmowed grass, and untrimmed bushes; 

       from all incompletenesses and not-yet-startednesses; 

       from the unholy and the unresolved. 

     We summon ourselves to attend to our vision 

       of peace and justice; 

       of cleanliness and health; 

       of delight and devotion; 

       of the lovely and the holy; 

       of who we are and what we can do. 

     We summon the power of tradition and the exhilaration of newness, the wisdom of the ages and the knowing of the very young. 

     We summon beauty, eloquence, poetry, and music to be the bearers of our dreams. 

     We would open our eyes, our ears, our minds, our hearts to the amplest dimensions of life. We rejoice in manifold promises and possibilities

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5449.shtml
1.17: Come, Come To This Place by Rev. Daniel Budd (136 words)
(based upon words of Rumi)

     Come, come to this place, whoever you are:

Wanderer, worshipper, lover of learning,

All seekers after what is true,

All who seek a community of compassion & diversity

     Come, come to this place, whoever you are:

Though you’ve broken your vows a thousand times

And you’re too busy and you don’t have the time

     Come, come to this place, whoever you are:

Lovers of wisdom, lovers of humanity, lovers of beauty,

     Come to this place where a Love we do not make

Surrounds us and lifts us and nurtures us,

     Come, come to this place, whoever you are:

Ours is not a community of despair, but of hope,

Not a place of judging, but of thanksgiving,

Not a place of certainty, but of searching.

     Come, come to this place, whoever you are,

Come, yet again, come.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/184419.shtml
1.18: Come down off the ladder by Rev. David Blanchard (131 words)
Come down off the ladder. 

Wash out that paintbrush. 

Shake the sand out of your shoes. 

Get up off your muddy knees, 

and give the garden a morning off. 

Fold up the newspaper. 

Turn off the coffeepot. 

Close up your calendar, 

already filled with dates, 

and times, 

and people, 

and places that claim you. 

This church is ready for you to fill its rooms, 

to create its spirit, to generate its warmth, 

to kindle its light. 

This church is ready for you to make community, 

to create beauty, to bend it toward justice, 

to serve its ideals. 

This church is ready for you to be here, 

honoring our past, 

invigorating our present, 

and dreaming our future. 

This is your church. 

Here we are home. 

Here we are whole. 

Let us begin.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5190.shtml
1.19: Let Us Begin by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (219 words)
   We gather at the start of another year in the life of this congregation.

   We gather on the boundary between summer and autumn, 

taking note of time’s passage, and the river of change which it brings.

“To everything there is a season and a time to every purpose under heaven.”
Babies have been born, loved ones have died, anniversaries and birthdays and weddings and much, much more have come and gone.

   This is how we tell time in the heart—by the flow of joys and sorrows, hopes and concerns, and all the events that add meaning to our lives. Even grief adds meaning to our lives, although it is disguised by the turbulence of loss and yearning and sorrow.

   We gather for the start of another year, some of us for the first time, and some faithfully for many, many years.

   We gather for the start of another year with great expectations for this religious community.

   May there be fellowship and support and challenge, a ministry of caring for each other, and service to the larger world. May there be justice making, and inspiration and aspiration and perspiration. May there be learning and laughter. We gather for the start of another year, young and old, and all ages in‑between. Let us begin, as ancient wisdom counsels, in beauty.
Source: Touchstones
1.20: All That We Share Is Sacred by Rev. Andrée Mol (157 words)
     As we gather together,

May we remember

When you share with me what is most important to you,

That is where listening begins.

When I show you that I hear you,

When I say your life matters,

That is where compassion begins.

When I open the door to greet you,

That is where hospitality begins.

When I venture out to bring you to shelter,

That is where love begins.

When I risk my comfort to ease your suffering,

When I act against hatred, violence, and injustice,

That is where courage begins.

When we experience the full presence of each other,

Because of our shared humanity,

Because of our differences,

That is where holy gratitude begins.

     May this space be a table

that is not complete

until all are welcome.

May this table be a space of beauty

where together

we create a series of miracles, and

where all that we share is sacred.

May it be so.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/all-we-share-sacred
This …was written in honor of two Unitarians, Martha and Waitstill Sharp, who during WWII dared to risk their own comfort in order to help save the lives of those in desperate need.
1.21: To Remember Our Promises by Rev. Sarah Stewart (129 words)
Bring who you are as you enter our church this morning.

Bring your best self and your struggling self;

bring your mistakes and your triumphs;

bring your shortcomings and your recommitment to good.

Bring yourself here and open your heart to beauty, to truth,

to the door that is open to the presence of God.

Here in this church we are trying to walk together on the peaceable way;

trying to hammer out division, and hatred, and all that separates one from another.

We try, and we will fall short, but held in love, we try again.

We come together this morning, as a church, to bow our heads in prayer,

to raise our voices in song,

to remember our promises and vow to live by them once again.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/remember-our-promises
1.22: Being Sanctuary by Jennifer “Jo” VonRue and Linette Lowe (115 words)
     Welcome to this space, this sanctuary of peace where we come to not only create our best selves, but to also do the work of creating a beloved community. We come together today as individuals much like individual pieces of glass or pottery that are different shapes, sizes, and colors, all of which are broken, with imperfect jagged edges, but always beautiful.

     While our pieces may not always fit neatly together, it is within this sanctuary, guided by our Principles that we gather together to create a beautiful mosaic. May the brokenness and beauty you find in one another create peace in this space and fill our hearts with love as we create worship together.
Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/being-sanctuary
1.23: Beauty by Rev. Mary Katherine Morn (77 words)
Beauty does more than awaken us.

It also admonishes us.

It demands something…

We are here, in religious community, not to hide from the anguished cries or the tender lullabies.

We are here, in religious community, not to protect our hearts from breaking.

We are here together to borrow courage for the task of coming alive.

We are here so that together we might heed the admonitions of beauty.

Answer its call to create; protect; and preserve.
Source: https://austinuu.org/wp2013/beauty-amongst-the-thorns/ 
2.0: Chalice Lighting
2.1: We Are a People of Beauty by Rev. Kimberlee Tomczak Carlson (52 words)
     Recognizing the beauty around us and within us, in voice and spirit, we gather to light our chalice.

     May we savor the beauty of our abundance and diversity, always cherishing one another and our earth.

     May we remember to inhale the lushness in life knowing that we are a people of beauty.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/we-are-people-beauty 
2.2: Within the Heart of the Flower by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (40 words)
Within the heart of the flower, the fountain of beauty

Within the heart of the community, a fire that warms and dances

Within the heart of each of us, a spark of the spirit of life.

Holy,

holy,

holy.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/within-heart-flower 
2.3: Rise Up, O Flame (15 words)
Rise up, O flame, by thy light glowing,
Show to us beauty, vision, and joy.
Source: SLT #362
2.4: Beautiful is thy light by Lawrence Collins (38 words)
Beautiful is thy light –

Sunlight streaming through windows,

The soft glow of candles,

The flaming sky before darkness,

The moon and the stars that light the night

And the dawn breaking endlessly

Over the bright rim of creation.

Source: Only a Little Planet by David R. Brower
2.5: To Abet Creation by Annie Dillard (adapted) (31 words)
We light this chalice:
“…to abet creation and to witness to it,

to notice each other’s beautiful face and complex nature

so that creation need not play to an empty house.”
Source: http://www.azquotes.com/quote/609925
3.0: Hymns 
Singing the Living Tradition
3.1: SLT #19 The Sun That Shines
3.2: SLT #21 For the Beauty of the Earth
3.3: SLT #22 Dear Weaver of Our Lives’ Design
3.4: SLT #44 We Sing of Golden Mornings
3.5: SLT #57 All Beautiful the March of Days
3.6: SLT #69 Give Thanks

3.7: SLT #75 The Harp at Nature’s Advent
3.8: SLT #76 For Flowers That Bloom about Our Feet
3.9: SLT #77 Seek Not far for Beauty
3.10: SLT #78 Color and Fragrance
3.11: SLT #82 This Land of Bursting Sunrise
3.12: SLT #94 What Is This Life
3.13: SLT #130 O Liberating Rose
3.14: SLT #305 De Colores
3.15: SLT #319 Ye Earthborn Children of a Star
3.16: SLT #326 Let All the Beauty We Have Known
3.17: SLT #328 I Sought the Wood in Summer
3.18: SLT #329 Life Has Loveliness to Sell
3.19: SLT #330 The Arching Sky of Morning Glows
3.20: SLT #379 Doxology
3.21: SLT #380 Doxology

Singing the Journey

3.22: STJ #1014 Standing on the Side of Love
3.23: STJ #1018 Come and Go with Me—Zipper: There’ll be beauty in that land…
3:24: STJ #1053 How Could Anyone
3.25: STJ #1054 Let This Be a House of Peace
3.26: STJ #1064 Blue Boat Home
Popular Music
3.27: Beautiful by Christina Aguilera (4:41)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7kEwGXLdbZ8 

3.28: Broken & Beautiful by Kelly Clarkson (3:54)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Wy9poGs-w6Q 

3.29: Beautiful People by Ed Sheeran (feat. Khalid) (3:18)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=74yb9E3WY1I 

3.30: You're Beautiful by James Blunt (3:22)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oofSnsGkops 

3.31: What Makes You Beautiful by One Direction (3:26)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QJO3ROT-A4E 

3.32: Beautiful Day by U2 (4:03)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=co6WMzDOh1o 

3.33: Beautiful by Anne-Marie (3:26)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5XXfXIWlHxI 

3.34: Beauty and the Beast by Celine Dion & Peabo Bryson (4:01)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CQtHCeabAR8 

3.35: Beauty in the Struggle by Bryan Martin (2:32)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HTv2SzvZ0ys 

3.36: Beautiful by Eminem (4:14)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lgT1AidzRWM 

3.37: Beneath Your Beautiful by Labrinth ft. Emeli Sandé (4:27)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bqIxCtEveG8 

3.38: Beautiful by Bazzi feat. Camila Cabello (3:14)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Uk1hv6h7O1Y 

3.39: Young and Beautiful by Lana Del Rey (3:58)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=o_1aF54DO60 

3.40: #Beautiful by Mariah Carey ft. Miguel (3:35)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oe1wtkkt9-E 

3.41: Beautiful by Gordon Lightfoot (3:22)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bPMe9dMFHEA 

3.42: Beautiful by Mali Music (3:42)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=rxNO3KBQfmU 

3.43: Scars To Your Beautiful by Alessia Cara (5:10)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MWASeaYuHZo
3:44: Just the Way You Are by Bruno Mars (3:56)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LjhCEhWiKXk
3.45: Beautiful Soul by Jesse McCartney (3:20)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ek2PDE1cAyY
3.46: You & I (Nobody In the World) by John Legend (4:15)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Pi3bc9lS3rg
3.47: Lovely by Sara Haze (3:45)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fyfMZSaw0i0
3.48: Big Girl (You Are Beautiful) by Mika (3:09)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yDSK91mUNLU
3.49: Imperfect is the New Perfect by Caitlin Crosby (3:41)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Fli8UpFcpQw
3.50: Little Things by One Direction (3:37)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xGPeNN9S0Fg
3.51: Oh, Pretty Woman by Roy Orbison (6:18)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_PLq0_7k1jk
3.52: You Are So Beautiful by Joe Crocker (2:48)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WvAr9umnZ54 

3.53: Came so far for Beauty by Leonard Cohen (4:05)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yXBT5-0pkyg
3.54: Beautiful by Snoop Dogg ft. Pharrell Williams (5:21)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_FE194VN6c4 

3.55: Beautiful Inside and Out: 71 Songs About Beauty

Video Link: https://spinditty.com/playlists/Beauty-Playlist-Songs-About-Being-Beautiful-Inside-and-Out
4.0: Stories & Illustrations
4.1: The Beautiful Tiger by Rev. Christopher Buice (438 words)

     There once was a beautiful and powerful tiger.

     One day she was captured by a mean and cruel man who put her into a cage. The man kept the cage in the jungle not far from his house. Everyday he would bring out a bowl of water and some food for the lonely tiger.

     Sometimes the tiger would see her own reflection in the bowl of water and she would say, “My, I must be a beautiful tiger.”

     When the man heard her say this he would lie and tell her, “No, you are not a beautiful tiger. You’re very ugly. You’re a pitiful creature.”

     Sadly, the tiger would believe the man.

     Some days, after she ate her food, she would walk back and forth in her small cage and feel energy and power moving through her body, and she would say, “My, I must be a powerful tiger.”

     When the man heard her say this, he would lie and tell her, “No, you are weak and puny. You’re a pitiful creature.”

     Sadly, the tiger would believe the man.

     Then one day, when the man was nowhere around, a lion happened to walk by the cage. The lion saw the tiger inside and spoke to her, “Beautiful and powerful tiger, what are you doing lying about in that cage?”

     “Do not make fun of me,” replied the tiger. “I know that I am neither beautiful nor powerful.”

     “I’m not making fun of you,” said the lion. “You are surely the most beautiful and powerful tiger I have ever seen. I am only surprised to see you lying here when you are clearly strong enough to break out of that cage.”

     “You really think I could break out of here?” asked the tiger.

     “Quite easily, I should think,” replied the lion.

     The tiger was not so sure at first. She had been told so many times that she was a weak and pitiful creature.

      But suddenly it seemed that she could feel energy and strength moving through her body. She began to pace back and forth in her cage and then, almost without thought, she leapt against the cage door and it flew open without any resistance.

     Once outside she seemed dazed. “That cage didn’t even have a lock on it,” she said. “I spent so much of my life stuck in there and the door wasn’t even locked.

     The lion looked at her with soft brown eyes and said, “Those kinds of traps don’t need locks, for it is the lies we believe in that keep us in our cages...and it is the truth that sets us free.”

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/beautiful-tiger
5.0: Meditations

5.1: For Change by Rev. David Breeden (104 words)
     For the setting sun from an airplane window;
for the rising sun from a train window after riding all night;
for the rising sun and setting sun in directions that feel foreign;
for the sunlight even when we are lost.

     For the times the heart has longed to be alone.
For the times the heart has ached for another.
For leaving in fear.
For leaving in hope.

     For the way home
and the way away.

     For the windows and the suns we have seen.
For the windows and the suns we will see.
For memory and forgetting.
For the change that is our lives.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/change 
5.2: Garden Prayer by Rev. David Horst (387 words)
     Early in the morning, before the children are awake and while the grass is still dewy, I like to walk in my garden. It’s “my” garden only because it shares the same small plot of land my family and I inhabit. The garden does not really belong to me; I belong to it—at least for the short time I’m here. Today I’m still in my slippers and have my first cup of coffee in hand.

     Much of what grows had been planted two or three homeowners ago, some I’ve planted since our arrival; but, if they belong to anyone or anything, the plants and flowering trees I come to see and smell — viburnum, dogwood, magnolia, and crab apple— belong to the sun and rain and soil. These living things are a beauty not of my making, though surely made of my desire.

     At the moment, the rose bushes are in full burst of red and perfume. The hydrangeas are sure to open their moppy heads as soon as the sun falls upon them. The weedy looking globe thistles are turning lovely blue and spiky. The foxglove, however, rules the garden. Its central stalk is five-feet high and heavy with pink, scoop-shaped blossoms with charming freckles inside. I am awed by the abundance.

      I’d intended to walk the garden simply to observe and wonder. Ah, but there’s a weed that must be pulled, a stray stem the needs to be pruned, a blossom drooping and fading that should be snipped. So I set down my coffee cup on the back porch, grab a small pail, and go to work. I end up with muddy hands, wet slippers, and a pail full of weeds and trimmings. Why can’t I simply observe and wonder? Won’t the beauty of my small garden world survive without me?

     I step back to the porch to retrieve my coffee, now cold, stamp the dew off my slippers, and take one look back at the garden before I return into the house. The garden is no more beautiful now than when I first arrived. My weed pulling, pruning, and snipping haven’t really improved the garden nor made that much of a difference as far as I know.

     It’s like prayer: The words I speak don’t really change anything, but I know they change me.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/garden-prayer
5.3: Guided Meditation for Potential by Martha Kirby Capo (457 words)

     I invite you now into a time of meditation. You may wish to adjust your position: your feet flat on the ground, your body resting easily against the back of the chair, your hands gently open, palms up, resting on your thighs, your eyelids relaxed and half-closed, your breathing soft and easy.

[Silence]
     The day has been muted and grey, the sun hidden behind a scrim of clouds so diffused they seem like the underside of a gauze canvas draped across the sky. The air, neither cold nor warm, is damp against your skin. You find yourself near a grove of pine trees: loblollies and larches, hemlocks and Austrian pines standing off to the side, slightly removed from the path you’re on, the direction you’re heading. The someplace else you’re supposed to be. [Short silence] Step off the path for a few minutes. Find a spot under one of the trees and settle in.

[Silence]
     Notice the patterns in the bark of the branches. Furrowed and flaky, bark peels away incrementally from the limbs, like a chrysalis rupturing as new life expands and cracks its protective shell. The needles, dark green and stiff in mid-stretch, are each tipped with a fat bead of moisture, drops of water not yet dense enough to free fall to the earth. As your gaze softens and sharpens, you notice droplets of water are also clinging to the underside of the branches. How long, you wonder, has it taken this tree to collect the water from the damp air around it?

[Silence]
     The air is still, still enough to hear the water collecting on the trees. Still enough for you to hear the infinitesimally small sound of a wafer of bark lifting another micron of itself away from the trunk. [Short silence] Inside you there is a chrysalis ready to expand and crack open, sheltering possibilities and potential, glistening with promises. Soften and sharpen your gaze. What do you see? What is the newness that has taken root in you? How will you nurture it?

[Silence]
     In the distance, you hear the wind as it sighs toward your tree. In an instant, you are showered with crystalline beads of water twirling free from their embrace of the tree. The branches lightly flex themselves and settle back into place, open, receptive to whatever may next collect along their ridges and grooves. A nuthatch, intently focused and goal oriented, flits to a spot high on the tree trunk and starts nosing around. A small shard of bark peels off, falling at your feet. [Silence]
     Now, take a deep breath. Take another, and open your eyes, your feet flat on the ground, your body resting easily against the back of the chair, your hands gently open, palms up, resting on your thighs.

[Short silence]
Note: since this meditation’s depth arises from its frequent silences—about 30-60 seconds each -- make sure you allow enough time so that you can guide it without rushing.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/guided-meditation-potential
5.4: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (169 words)

     If, on a starlit night,

with the moon brightly shimmering,

We stay inside and do not venture out,

the evening universe remains a part of life we shall not know.

     If, on a cloudy day,

with grayness infusing all

and rain dancing rivers in the grass,

We stay inside and do not venture out,

the stormy, threatening energy of

the universe remains

a part of life we shall not know.

     If, on a frosty morning,

dreading the chilling air before the sunrise,

We stay inside and do not venture out,

the awesome cold, quiet, and stillness of

the dawn universe remains

a part of life we shall not know.

     If, throughout these grace-given days of ours,

surrounded as we are by green life and

brown death, hot pink joy and cold gray

pain and miracles—always miracles—

     If we stay inside ourselves and do not venture out

then the Fullness of the universe

shall be unknown to us

And our locked hearts shall never feel the rush of worship.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/if-we-do-not-venture-out
5.5: No Hot House Flowers by Rev. Lisa Doege (125 words)
     No hot house flowers, these,

bred for perfection,

dyed and trimmed,

and arranged to order,

clothed in ribbons and bows.

     Not these.

     No, these are hardy, raw and wild.

Grown under the sky, they’ve weathered

the wind and the rain and the heat.

     These drew nutrients from the neighborhood soil and energy from the sun.

These survived pests and disease.

These grow where they were planted

by loving hands,

or the whim of birds,

or the caprice of the breeze.

These have petals washed by dew,

glowing with the colors of the hills,

the sea,

the prairies,

and the rocks.

Their delicate perfume carries in it the fragrance of earth.

     No, not perfect, these.

Only holy, a blessing to

the eye,

and heart,

and soul.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/no-hot-house-flowers
5.6: The Chalice of Our Being by Rev. Richard Gilbert (209 words)
“Each morning we must hold out the chalice of our being to receive, to carry, and give back.”—Dag Hammarskjold

    Each morning we hold out our chalice of being

To be filled with the graces of life that abound—

Air to breathe, food to eat, companions to love,

Beauty to behold, art to cherish, causes to serve.

     They come in ritual procession, these gifts of life.

Whether we deserve them we cannot know or say,

For they are poured out for us.

Our task is to hold steady the chalice of our being.

We carry the chalice with us as we go,

Either meandering aimlessly,

Or with destination in our eye.

    We share its abundance if we have any sense,

Reminding others as we remind ourselves

Of the contents of the chalice we don’t deserve.

Water from living streams fills it

If only we hold it out faithfully.

     We give back, if we can, something of ourselves—

Some love, some beauty, some grace, some gift.

We give back in gratitude if we can

Something like what is poured into our chalice of being—

For those who abide with us and will follow.

     Each morning we hold out the chalice of our being,

To receive, to carry, to give back.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/chalice-our-being
5.7: Soul Lifts by Rev. Tess Baumberger (201 words)

     Wouldn’t it be great if you could take a picture of your soul?

Then when your mother wanted to brag about you

she could show people the picture and say,

“That’s my daughter, doesn’t she have a beautiful soul,

all sparkly and many-colored and flowing all around her?”

     Wouldn’t it be great if we walked around

surrounded by our souls,

so that they were the first things people saw

instead of the last things?

Then people would judge us by who we really are

instead of how we look.

Imagine no more racism, ageism, sexism, fatism, shortism, homophobia.

Imagine falling in love with who a person is,

just by looking at them.

     It would be a kind of cloaking device,

hiding physical faults defects or even perfections.

I’d want it to be mandatory.

Then people would work at making their souls more attractive

instead of their bodies and faces.

     Imagine people knowing by your soul that you really need a hug.

Imagine people helping each other and their souls changing colors

or growing.

     Imagine soul gyms

with exercises to get your sagging soul in shape.

Imagine the long lines forming for soul-lifts

at churches, temples, mosques, synagogues

or nature’s grand cathedrals.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5541.shtml 

5.8: Body and Breath by Rev. Mary Gear (241 words)
     I invite you to imagine holding a ball of light, it might be a glass ball reflecting the light of the sun. Not too hot! Just warm and comforting to your touch. It might be a beach ball, light and airy and colorful. Or any other ball that you can imagine.

     As your body is comfortable, as you breathe in, raise that ball to the sky, toward the sun. Imagine your ball absorbing the warmth and light of the sun. Warm, cozy, comforting. (pause)

     As you breathe out, lower your ball to your belly, soaking in the warmth and light. Breathe.

     Once more, as you breathe in, raise your ball to the sky, toward the moon and stars, the cool and quiet night sky, stars glowing in the vastness of space. Imagine your ball absorbing the coolness and quiet of night. (pause)

     As you breathe out, lower your ball to your belly, soaking in the cool and quiet of night.

     One last time, as you breathe in, raise your ball to the sky, toward all the planets and solar systems and galaxies out in the vast and beautiful universe. Imagine your ball connected to that vastness, absorbing the mystery and beauty of space. (pause)

     As you lower your ball to your belly, soak in the mystery and beauty of the universe.

Breathe. In gratitude for this day, for this Earth, for this community, for this life, we pray. Blessed Be. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/body-and-breath 
5.9: Thanks Be for These by Richard S. Gilbert (244 words)
     For the sound of bow on string, 

Of breath over reed, 

Of touch on keyboard;

     For slants of sunlight through windows, 

For shimmering shadows on snow, 

For the whisper of wind on my face;

     For the smooth skin of an apple, 

For the caress of a collar on my neck;

     For the prickling of my skin when I am deeply moved, 

For the pounding of my heart when I run, 

For the peace of soul at day’s end;

     For familiar voices in family rites, 

For the faces of friends in laughter and tears, 

For the tender human arms that hold me;

     For the flashes of memories that linger, 

For the mysterious moments that beckon, 

For the particularity of this instant;

     For the silence of moon-lit nights, 

For the sound of rain on my roof, 

Of wind in dry leaves, 

Of waves caressing the shore;

     For the softness of summer breezes, 

For the crispness of autumn air,

     For dark shadows on white snow, 

For the resurrection of spring, 

For the faithful turning of the seasons;

     For angular, leafless trees, 

For gentle hills rolling in the distance, 

For meandering streams seeking an unseen sea;

     For cornstalks at stiff attention, 

And brittle plants bristling past their prime, 

For unharvested gardens returning plants to enrich the soil;

     For the sight of familiar faces, 

The sound of our spoken names, 

The welcoming embrace of outstretched arms; 

For the ritual of friendship, 

Reminding us we matter: 

Thanks be for these.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/thanks-be-these 

5.10: The Journey by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer, adapted (180 words)
     It’s a pilgrimage,

like a trek around Mount Kailash,

or perhaps Bodh Gaya,

but it’s life itself,

the whole thing, every moment.

     On the high passes of Mount Kailash,

pilgrims hope for a kind of death,

a rebirth of spirit,

and it’s not a bad thing to go there, do that,

if time and money allow.

     But what of this journey of every day,

and what can we learn from the pilgrims there?

They, light-headed in the altitude,

gasping in amazement

at the alternation of clear, bright sunlight

and windblown snows

amid the vast, craggy highlands

and steep, worn paths.

     It seems to me a wind blows here

from Mount Kailash or somewhere,

and so we pilgrims of sidewalk and parking lot

are sometimes taken unawares —

not so much by windblown snows

as by apples in the supermarket,

or sunshine through the trees

next to the school [where children laugh and play.]

We gasp in amazement,

lifted from our everyday selves,

for no reason at all.

     Let it be a pilgrimage each day,

and may our journeys all be blessed.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/journey 

5.11: Theology of Love by Rev. Dawn Fortune (72 words)
My theology understands humanity as simultaneously fragile and resilient, weak and strong, greedy and generous, mean and compassionate. I see the divine spark in the tension between those opposites. I see the divine in the generosity of those who often have the least to give, in kindness offered by those who would arguably have the most reason to be bitter. The divine is like love in this regard: irrational, unexpected, and beautiful.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/theology-love 

5.12: To the Blessings of this Season by Rev. Ken Sawyer (158 words)
     To the blessings of this season,

may our senses be alert

and our hearts take heed,

for in a busy and sometimes tragic world,

beauty is often the comfort most sure.

      To the blessings of warm, accepting human relationship,

may our hearts be open

and our minds take heed,

for in a lonely and sometimes frightening world,

friendship is often the support than upholds us.

     To the blessings of high ideals and noble aspirations,

may our minds be open,

and our hands take heed,

for in a troubled and sometimes dangerous world,

justice is often the hope that sustains us.

     Forgiving each other and ourselves for all we do not sense,

for the love we do not share,

for the acts of justice we avoid,

let us treasure the parts of ourselves that do respond.

     Blessed be the life that comforts, sustains and upholds us,

and blessed be we who do, now and then, awaken to its grace.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/184537.shtml 

5.13: Crystal of Creation by Rev. Tess Baumberger (100 words)
If there is a heaven, it is right here, right now, 

in this particular arrangement of nature, 

this happening of earth, moon, and star, 

this constellation of instants, 

this laden moment, 

this flash of recognition, 

this particle of time. 

If there is a god, it is all around us, everywhere, 

in every blinking eye, 

in every pulsing possibility, 

in every ugliness, every beauty, 

in every wholeness, every part. 

If there is an axiom in the universe 

it is life, 

it is love, 

it is death, 

it is hatred, 

it is wanting and needing to be 

in this crystal of creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5483.shtml
5.14: A Thanksgiving for the Elements by Eric Williams (67 words)
     The strength of the Earth is the stones

And the same is the source of our bones.

     The Water flows across the ground

And within our blood.  

     The Air blows around the world

And brings us our breath.

     The Fire streams forth from the Sun without ceasing

And sustains our lives.  

     By these elements

We are formed.

     By our voices

The beauty of the Creation is sung.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/292161.shtml
5.15: Sensory Reflection by Rev. Claudene (Deane) Oliva (300 words)
     We invite each of you to take a deep breath into the present moment, and, realizing that not everyone will have the functions to enter into all of these movements, but grateful for the skills that we do have, we invite you, as you are willing and able, to participate in this interactive meditation.
     Spirit of love, God of many names, we enter into this time of centering and sensory reflection. Let us shake out our arms and hands and rest them by our sides. Let us shake out our legs and feet and plant them on the floor. Let us stretch our heads high. Let us take a deep breath of thankfulness.
     Let us touch our eyes, happy to have the beauty of colors, line and shapes. Let us imagine the beauty of the world, the flowers, the trees, the babies, the puppies, all of the things in which we delight.

     Let us touch our ears. Through them we hear glorious sounds, happy ones and sad ones, beautiful songs and lonely cries. Let us listen well so that we may live fully.

     Let us touch our lips, for through these lips we receive the food and drink that nourishes us and helps us grow and we speak the words that express our thoughts and feelings.

     Let us touch our hearts for it is our hearts that we know and share love.

     Let us feel the world around us; In our imagination, let us experience the wind that cools us, the sun that warms us, and the rain that nourishes the earth and cleanses us all.

     The beauty of life is all around us. Let us softly say, each in our own way, thank you. Thank you god, thank you nature, thank you world—and may we smile in delight.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/sensory-reflection
6.0: Prayers

6.1: O Source of life and love by Rev. Bruce Southworth (158 words)
     O Source of life and love,

     Torn by desires to sit back

and to enjoy the beauty of the world—

to savor the blue skies and gentle days—

and by desires to recast the world and to fight its evils—

to save the world...

     Torn by all those things that hurt and confuse

and make no sense amid beauty—

yet supported by all those things that heal and hold us—

smiles, kisses, mountain vistas

and gentle waves, warm words...

     We live in mystery.

We live torn apart at times --

so much glory --

so much pain.

     We live in faith --

faith in ourselves and each other --

faith that we can create bonds of the spirit

that proclaim we are not alone.

We have much health within us --

we can live through the heartache to new life.

     So, for the grace of the world

and all the tumble, too,

this day we give thanks. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5610.shtml 
6.2: Entwined by Rev. Stephen Shick (114 words)
Spirit of Life, God of Love, I am entwined in your delicate web of mutuality. The life energy that makes me reach for the sun also moves me to become wrapped, like the strong bittersweet vine and the delicate sweet pea, around those I meet and love. Here in the tangle of my daily life I feel your pulse and sense what it means to be alive. Here, twisted and knotted, I thrive, seeking the light that will pull from me the fragrant blossom of love. Spirit of Life, help me to experience the beauty of your interwoven and intricate web, that I might always embrace, without reserve, all those whom my life touches.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/entwined 

6.3: O Maker of Order by Rev. Anne Mason (205 words)
     O Maker of Order and Shaper of Beauty, we are grateful for the world in which we live. Instill in us that sense of awe, that we may walk with humble hearts, open to the beauty of all that surrounds us.

     O Source of Peace and Inspirer of Faith, in these troubled times was ask for internal strength and perseverance. Help us to know that we must never lose hope. Help us to act in the world in ways that continue to lift up those who have fallen, to bind up the broken, and to uphold the dignity of the oppressed.

     O Giver of Life, we hold in our hearts all who are harmed by continuing war in the Middle East. Help us all to keep our hearts open to all who suffer while we work for peace and understanding here at home.

     O Forgiver and Hider of Faults, accept us as we are. Help us to know that in the face of all that we fear, that we are enough. We can love, and we can be loved. Just as we are.

     O Patient One, grant us peace in our minds, peace in our bodies, peace in our church, and peace in our world.

     Note: this prayer uses some of the 99 Names of Allah

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/o-maker-order 

6.4: Prayer to Mother Earth by Rev. Lucy Bunch (188 words)

     We pray to you, Mother Earth, with gratitude

For your holding and sustaining love

For the air, water, and soil that feed us

For the mountains and rivers and oceans that calm our spirits

For loving and supporting all beings and all creation.

     We pray to you, Mother Earth, with humility 

Help us to remember our place in the great web of life 

Help us to remember that we are but a part of this great web, 

and that we must do our part for all life.

     We pray to you, Mother Earth, for forgiveness 

For our ignorance and willful disregard of the damage we have done to you, to the air and the waters, 

and the soil and the life of this beautiful planet.

     We pray to you, Mother Earth, for fortitude

to uphold our part in reversing the damage we have caused, 

for fortitude to make and sustain a commitment to do our part to heal the planet.

     Mother Earth, in gratitude and humility, we ask that you hold us and sustain us, 

as we strive to live in connection with you and all life. Amen

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-mother-earth 

6.5: Holy and Creative Light by Rev. Charles W Grady (320 words)
     Holy and Creative Light, teach us to love this earth, our home. Together we live in one small house, even though to us it seems so large, with so many rooms. This quiet star, marbled blue and white, was hanging here and spinning in black space long before we came. Whole families, kingdoms, empires of teeming life arose and passed away before us. Now we are here, not knowing how or why. Slowly we have begun to learn about our house: how delicate, how self-contained, how easily torn apart! Holy it is, this bubble of rock, water, air -- not to be consumed, nor smashed like the careless child’s toy, but to be cared for and cherished, to be kept clean and livable for all the later tenants in their generations. Teach us to be servants of life, and not prideful masters. For we are caretakers and stewards here, with a great responsibility: to watch over the house, to savor its beauty, to breathe its air.

     Eternal One, addressed by the human heart through many names, but never to be encompassed by any name, even the holiest: we would know more of ourselves within this hour. We would find more light, knowing dimly somehow that to be a human is, precisely, to be responsible. To feel shame at the sight of misery condoned; to feel shame when we hear of suffering shrugged away; to resist the inroads of arrogant wrong from whatever quarter; to struggle against oppression. We would stand up with quiet strength, and together plant our tree of justice and truth, our flower of mercy, our stone of understanding, our foundation for peace. May wonder and adventure, curiosity and humor, live in us always. May we search in faith for the green fields beyond the desert of this time, and look for the dawn coming over the sea’s horizon rim, and for the stars beyond the dark. Amen.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5578.shtml
6.6: A Web of Holy Relationships by Rev. Lyn Cox (195 words)

     Who draws us together in a web of holy relationships,

Make your presence known with us and in us and among us.

     Remind us that we are not alone in history,

Ignite us with the courage of the living tradition.

Remind us that we are not alone in entering the future,

Anchor us with patience and perseverance.

Remind us that we are not alone in our times of grief and pain,

Comfort us with your spirit, manifest in human hands and voices.

Remind us that we are not alone in joy and wonder,

Inspire us to honor and extend the beauty we find in this world.

     Divine music of the universe,

Let our hearts beat in diverse and harmonious rhythms,

Cooperating with an everlasting dance of love.

May we move with the rhythms of peace.

May we move with the rhythms of compassion.

May we move with the rhythms of justice.

     Source of stars and planets and water and land

Open our hearts to all of our neighbors

Open our souls to a renewal of faith

Open our hands to join together in the work ahead.

So be it, blessed be, amen.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/web-of-holy-relationships
6.7: God of Life and Beauty by Rev. Lucinda Duncan (76 words)
God of life and beauty:

We pray for …quietness…, knowing that love is quiet.

We pray for the kindness of small acts, knowing gentleness is fragile.

We are grateful to know that thoughtfulness makes no sound, that compassion leaves wonderfully beautiful traces when we open ourselves to wonder.

May ours be a religion which, …everywhere in quietness, in love, and with gentle regard for that which is true and beautiful, in us and about us. Amen.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/god-life-beauty
6.8: Prayer of Co-Creation by Rev. Lyn Cox (179 words)
     Creative spirit, source of life and love:

     We give thanks for the beauty of this day and for the company of those assembled here.

     Thank you for the breezes of change, clearing our heads and bringing fresh ideas. May they cleanse our minds of the oppressions and isms that divide us.

     Thank you for the flame of hope, the heat of righteous anger, the warmth of compassion, and the fire of commitment. May they bubble the cauldrons of transformation.

     Thank you for oceans of love, rivers of connection, tears of relief, and pools of serenity. May healing waters flow over us and through us and among us, wearing down the sharp rocks of despair to bring joy in the morning.

     Thank you for the good earth beneath us, around us, and within us. May we take this clay and co-create a new realm of justice and beauty.

     Thank you for all these and more. We accept our gifts and commit to building, sculpting, painting, singing, and dancing them to life; to abundant life.

     So be it. Blessed be. Amen.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-co-creation
6.9: Part of a Larger Life by Rev. John Saxon (407 words)
     I invite you to join me in a time of prayer, meditation, and reflection—to be fully present here and now, in this sacred time and space, with ourselves, with each other, and with that which is larger than ourselves.

     Source of All, All Life, All Love, All Hope, known by many names and in many ways:

We don’t know who or what you are or even whether you can be called a who or what. Our words fail us. Our minds fail us when we ponder the enormity, diversity, complexity, wonder, and beauty of the universe and this world. And yet we sense, more than know, that our lives are part of a larger Life, that we are indeed connected with everyone and everything in one interdependent web of being, and that there is something, both immanent and transcendent, that nurtures and sustains our lives and Life itself: something that calls us and all life to greater wholeness and harmony.

     We give thanks this morning for all of the gifts and blessings of life: for this day, for the beauty and wonder and mystery of life, for our families and friends, for health and work, for opportunities to learn and love and grow, for the love and support of others in times of illness or despair. But we remember, too, that others, here in this room, in this city, and around the world, live in poverty, hunger, fear, illness, isolation, violence, and economic insecurity.

     In the silence of this room and in the silence of our hearts, may we hear the call to a wider perspective and a deeper resolve.

     May we live with greater compassion and care for ourselves, others, and creation. May we touch each other more deeply, hear each other more clearly, and see each other’s joys and sorrows as our own. May we strive to be and become more than we are: more loving, more forgiving, more kind, more honest, more open, more connected, more whole.

    May we heal and be healed. May we face the uncertainties and tragedies of life with hope, faith, and courage, knowing that Life is good and that we are not alone.

     And in these moments of silence, may our hearts speak silently all the prayers of our lives—our souls’ greatest joys and deepest sorrows, our triumphs and failures, our regrets and fears, our disappointments and losses, our hopes and dreams.

     [Silent Meditation]

     May it be so. Amen.
Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/part-larger-life
6.10: The Circle of Connection in Our Lives by Rev. Anne Mason (155 words)
     Spirit of Life, your very presence among us is what gives us connection. Help us to sense that beneath our feet is the strength we need to keep us grounded. Help us to feel that behind our back is the protection we need to feel safe facing our fears. Help us to know that before our eyes lies the beauty we seek to feel astounded. Help us to lift our heads high enough to be aware of the vastness of our sky and of our spirit, and help us to know that within our hearts lies the love we need to complete the circle of connection in our lives.

     We are grateful, Spirit of Love, for this day. May we use all of these gifts—our feet, our backs, our eyes, our heads and our hearts—to bring Love into this hurting world; this world which we so value, which we cherish. Amen.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/circle-connection-our-lives
6.11: The Beauty Way, the Navajo/Diné traditional prayer (48 words)
In beauty I walk

With beauty before me I walk

With beauty behind me I walk

With beauty above me I walk

With beauty around me I walk

It has become beauty again

It has become beauty again

It has become beauty again

It has become beauty again

Source: https://www.pbs.org/to-the-contrary/blog/6427/the-beauty-way 

7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #436 We come to this time and place by Rev. David Pohl

7.2: SLT #441 To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp

7.3: SLT #446 Religion by Rev. Vincent Silliman
7.4: SLT #517: Beauty of the Green Earth by Starhawk
7.5: All too often, we pace the geometries of our walled gardens by Rev. John Millspaugh (135 words)
All too often, we pace the geometries of our walled gardens,

Believing we are traversing the whole of creation.

With spirits of discovery, let us uncover the mysteries nested in our routines,

With the eagerness of children, let us seek out the secrets unfolding in our peripheral vision.

Let us behold each fellow creature with reverence;

Let us greet each day with praise and thanksgiving.

For life is a gift of incomprehensible magnitude;

Our lives are voyages with unknowable destinations.

Along the way, let us meet, kiss, challenge, and support one another,

Let us fashion a network of mutuality and extend it into the larger world.

In these ways, we forge lives of goodness and beauty;
In these ways, we know the life of prayer. (Or—In these ways, we know the wonder of life.)
Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5909.shtml
8.0: Readings

8.1: Fragile and Rooted by Rev. Carolyn Owen-Towle (139 words)
     See a blossom in your mind’s eye. 

Allow it to fill the interior of your 

   imagination. 

     Greater perfection of form in 

   nature cannot be imagined. 

With inward gaze absorb each 

   wondrous fluted petal. 

     Slide down its humid surface 

   until you drop as the dew into

   its velvety core. 

     Immerse your senses in this safe 

   chamber. 

Such fragile beauty gives impulse 

   to weep. 

     Slowly reverse the journey; 

as you ascend the shaft toward 

   wider light, turn your 

   imagination around and around 

   to see its many facets. 

Stored within is the memory of 

   all flowers. 

     Marvel that this creation, while 

…utterly fragile—yet undaunted, 

   boldly buds forth turning 

   resolutely toward the sun. 

     We, too, shimmer with 

   expectation, exuding our own 

   illumination, color, pulse, and 

   scent. 

     Vulnerable, still we venture our 

   lives courageously toward hope 
   and light, at once fragile and 
   rooted.
Source: SLT #492
8.2: Choose to Bless the World by Rebecca Parker (303 words)
     Your gifts—whatever you discover them to be—

can be used to bless or curse the world.

     The mind’s power,

the strength of the hands,

the reaches of the heart,

the gift of speaking, listening, imagining, seeing, waiting

     Any of these can serve to feed the hungry,

bind up wounds,

welcome the stranger,

praise what is sacred,

do the work of justice

or offer love.

     Any of these can draw down the prison door,

hoard bread,

abandon the poor,

obscure what is holy,

comply with injustice

or withhold love.

     You must answer this question:

What will you do with your gifts?

     Choose to bless the world.

     The choice to bless the world is more than an act of will,

a moving forward into the world

with the intention to do good.

     It is an act of recognition,

a confession of surprise,

a grateful acknowledgment

that in the midst of a broken world

unspeakable beauty, grace and mystery abide.

     There is an embrace of kindness

that encompasses all life, even yours.

     And while there is injustice, anesthetization, or evil

there moves a holy disturbance,

a benevolent rage,

a revolutionary love,

protesting, urging, insisting

that which is sacred will not be defiled.

     Those who bless the world live their life

as a gesture of thanks

for this beauty

and this rage.

     The choice to bless the world can take you into solitude

to search for the sources

of power and grace;

native wisdom, healing, and liberation.

     More, the choice will draw you into community,

the endeavor shared,

the heritage passed on,

the companionship of struggle,

the importance of keeping faith,

     the life of ritual and praise,

the comfort of human friendship,

the company of earth

the chorus of life welcoming you.

     None of us alone can save the world.

Together—that is another possibility, waiting.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/choose-bless-world
8.3: More Than We Deserve by Rev. Robert Walsh (181 words)
     I heard the Second Brandenburg Concerto played in honor of Bach’s 300th birthday, and I was swept away. I remembered a story about the people who send messages into outer space. Someone suggested sending a piece by Bach. The reply was “But that would be bragging.”
     Some say we get what we deserve in life, but I don’t believe it. We certainly don’t deserve Bach. What have I done to deserve the Second Brandenburg Concerto? I have not been kind enough; I have not done enough justice; I have not loved my neighbor, or myself, sufficiently; I have not praised God enough to have earned a gift like this.

     Life is a gift we have not earned and for which we cannot pay. There is no necessity that there be a universe, no inevitability about a world moving toward life and then self-consciousness. There might have been…nothing at all.

     Since we have not earned Bach—or crocuses or lovers—the best we can do is express our gratitude for the undeserved gifts, and do our share of the work of creation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/more-we-deserve
8.4: What To Do with Beauty? by Rev. Karen Johnston (75 words)

What to do with beauty?

or joy, for that matter —

in the midst of tragedy,

of violence, of cruelty?

What do we do with the living?

Give each their due.

Do not lose ourselves in any of it,

but find ourselves anew.

Where there is beauty,

amplify it.

Where beauty is hidden,

reveal it.

Where beauty is ruined,

restore it.

Where beauty is absent,

create it:

This will be our gift to our aching world.

Source: http://blog.awakeandwitness.net/wp/page/8/
8.5: What Do You See When You’re Awake? by Sakyong Mipham Rinpoche (169 words) 

     One day His Holiness Dilgo Khyentse Rinpoche was traveling in southern India, driving back from a particularly hot and swampy area. Rinpoche said to the young lamas who accompanied him, “What a beautiful place, with all the flowers. That was really nice.” 
     We turned to him and said “Rinpoche, where have you been? That place was really unpleasant.”
     He said “No the lake and the mountains there were glorious.” 
     We said, “We must have been in two different places. Let’s turn around and take another look.”
     Returning, they asked Rinpoche, “You find this beautiful?” 
     And he said yes. He was awake, and he saw the world as perfect. 

     When we’re awake, we see that we are and always have been complete and perfect beings in a complete and perfect world. … When we’re awake, we see the inherent and perpetual radiance of the world. With certainty in basic goodness, we emanate compassion and love, aspiring to help others find the courage to discover their fluidity and wisdom.

Source: What Do you See When You’re Awake? Parabola, Spring, 2005

8.6: Resort to Beauty by Joseph Robertson (225 words)
     One method of surviving, emotionally, as an intellect, as a human being refusing to give up on humanity, is the resort to beauty. 

     … Beauty, though mysterious, undefinable, even variable according to subjective experience, is woven into every aspect of life and lived experience. Maybe it is the poet’s province alone to take on the burden of working this through, seeing it always, being aware of the most menial, severe and terrible beauties. But the poet’s work has resonance because it conjures up a latent awareness of improbable charms, hidden among the tortuous threadwork, the causeways of consciousness. 

     … It is in such resort to beauty, which is focus, engagement, comprehension, not escape, not isolation, that one gains perspective as to the worth inherent in certain choices, certain moments, certain sorts of activity. One can put aside any excessive regard for the empty and meaningless; one can put aside the overtly, even stupidly selfish; one can put aside ambitions that have to do with conquest for the sake of conquest. 

     In such conditions, freed from the strictures of want, zeal, and frustration, the mind is better able to recall itself, better able to see the value of actual human beings, actual life, actual interest. Through beauty, not artificial, but real, present and deeply experienced beauty, one is better able to find a genuine relationship to one’s world.

Source: http://www.casavaria.com/lit/aes/beauty.htm
8.7: Ode to a Flower by Richard Feynman (241 words)
     I have a friend who’s an artist and has sometimes taken a view which I don’t agree with very well. He’ll hold up a flower and say “look how beautiful it is,” and I’ll agree. Then he says “I as an artist can see how beautiful this is but you as a scientist take this all apart and it becomes a dull thing,” and I think that he’s kind of nutty. First of all, the beauty that he sees is available to other people and to me too, I believe. Although I may not be quite as refined aesthetically as he is ... I can appreciate the beauty of a flower. At the same time, I see much more about the flower than he sees. I could imagine the cells in there, the complicated actions inside, which also have a beauty. I mean it’s not just beauty at this dimension, at one centimeter; there’s also beauty at smaller dimensions, th e inner structure, also the processes. The fact that the colors in the flower evolved in order to attract insects to pollinate it is interesting; it means that insects can see the color. It adds a question: does this aesthetic sense also exist in the lower forms? Why is it aesthetic? All kinds of interesting questions which the science knowledge only adds to the excitement, the mystery and the awe of a flower. It only adds. I don’t understand how it subtracts.
Source: https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/01/01/ode-to-a-flower-richard-feynman/ 
8.8: Desiderata by Max Ehrmann (312 words) 

     Go placidly amid the noise and haste,

and remember what peace there may be in silence.

As far as possible without surrender

be on good terms with all persons.

Speak your truth quietly and clearly;

and listen to others,

even the dull and the ignorant;

they too have their story. 

     Avoid loud and aggressive persons,

they are vexations to the spirit.

If you compare yourself with others,

you may become vain and bitter;

for always there will be greater and lesser persons than yourself.

Enjoy your achievements as well as your plans. 

     Keep interested in your own career, however humble;

it is a real possession in the changing fortunes of time.

Exercise caution in your business affairs;

for the world is full of trickery.

But let this not blind you to what virtue there is;

many persons strive for high ideals;

and everywhere life is full of heroism. 

     Be yourself.

Especially, do not feign affection.

Neither be cynical about love;

for in the face of all aridity and disenchantment

it is as perennial as the grass. 

     Take kindly the counsel of the years,

gracefully surrendering the things of youth.

Nurture strength of spirit to shield you in sudden misfortune.

But do not distress yourself with dark imaginings.

Many fears are born of fatigue and loneliness.

Beyond a wholesome discipline,

be gentle with yourself. 

     You are a child of the universe,

no less than the trees and the stars;

you have a right to be here.

And whether or not it is clear to you,

no doubt the universe is unfolding as it should. 

     Therefore be at peace with God,

whatever you conceive Him to be,

and whatever your labors and aspirations,

in the noisy confusion of life keep peace with your soul. 

     With all its sham, drudgery, and broken dreams,

it is still a beautiful world.

Be cheerful.

Strive to be happy.

Source: https://www.appleseeds.org/Desiderata_Ehrmann.htm
8.9: Ask of Life Everything Good and Beautiful by James Kavanaugh (259 words)
     Some people do not have to search - 

they find their niche early in life and rest there,

seemingly contented and resigned. 

They do not seem to ask much of life, 

sometimes they do not seem to take it seriously. 

At times I envy them, 

but usually I do not understand them - 

seldom do they understand me. 

     I am one of the searchers. 

There are, I believe, millions of us. 

We are not unhappy, but neither are we really content. 

We continue to explore life, 

hoping to uncover its ultimate secret. 

We continue to explore ourselves, 

hoping to understand. 

     We like to walk along the beach - 

we are drawn by the ocean, 

taken by its power, its unceasing motion,

its mystery and unspeakable beauty. 

We like forests and mountains, deserts and hidden rivers,

and the lonely cities as well. 

     Our sadness is as much a part of our lives as is our laughter. 

To share our sadness with the one we love is perhaps as great a joy as we can know - 

unless it is to share our laughter. 

     We searchers are ambitious only for life itself, 

for everything beautiful it can provide. 

Most of all we want to love and be loved. 

We want to live in a relationship that will not impede 

our wandering, nor prevent our search, nor lock us in prison walls. 

     We do not want to prove ourselves to another or compete for love. 

We are wanderers, dreamers and lovers, 

lonely souls who dare ask of life everything good and 

beautiful.
Source: http://coyoteprime-runningcauseicantfly.blogspot.com/2010/02/james-kavanaugh-searchers.html
8.10: The Soul of the Soul by Rumi (43 words)
Oh soul,

you worry too much.

You have seen your own strength.

You have seen your own beauty.

You have seen your golden wings.

Of anything less,

why do you worry?

You are in truth

the soul, of the soul, of the soul.

Source: https://forum.wordreference.com/threads/persian-rumis-oh-soul-you-worry.2402158/
8.11: An Infinite Expectation of the Dawn by Henry David Thoreau (112 words)
We must learn to reawaken and keep ourselves awake, not by mechanical aids, but by an infinite expectation of the dawn, which does not forsake us in our soundest sleep. I know of no more encouraging fact than the unquestionable ability of man to elevate his life by a conscious endeavor. It is something to be able to paint a particular picture, or to carve a statue, and so to make a few objects beautiful; but it is far more glorious to carve and paint the very atmosphere and medium through which we look, which morally we can do. To affect the quality of the day, that is the highest of arts. 
Source: http://www.literaturepage.com/read/walden-69.html 
8.12: The Lotus by Goldie Hawn (122 words)
[An Indian monk told Hawn], “The lotus is the most beautiful flower, whose petals open one by one. But it will only grow in the mud. In order to grow and gain wisdom, first you must have the mud—the obstacles of life and its suffering.” ... The mud speaks of the common ground that humans share, no matter what our stations in life. ... Whether we have it all or we have nothing, we are all faced with the same obstacles: sadness, loss, illness, dying and death. If we are to strive as human beings to gain more wisdom, more kindness and more compassion, we must have the intention to grow as a lotus and open each petal one by one. 
Source: http://www.goodreads.com/quotes/193026-the-lotus-is-the-most-beautiful-flower-whose-petals-open
8.13: Dark and Light by Jacqui James (288 words)
     Blackmail, blacklist, black mark. Black Monday, black mood, black-hearted. Black plague, black mass, black market.

     Good guys wear white, bad guys wear black. We fear black cats, and the Dark Continent. But it’s okay to tell a white lie, lily-white hands are coveted, it’s great to be pure as the driven snow. Angels and brides wear white. Devil’s food cake is chocolate; angel’s food cake is white!

     We shape language and we are shaped by it. In our culture, white is esteemed. It is heavenly, sun-like, clean, pure, immaculate, innocent, and beautiful. At the same time, black is evil, wicked, gloomy, depressing, angry, sullen. Ascribing negative and positive values to black and white enhances the institutionalization of this culture’s racism.

     Let us acknowledge the negative connotations of whiteness. White things can be soft, vulnerable, pallid, and ashen. Light can be blinding, bleaching, enervating. Conversely, we must acknowledge that darkness has a redemptive character, that in darkness there is power and beauty. The dark nurtured and protected us before our birth.

     Welcome darkness. Don’t be afraid of it or deny it. Darkness brings relief from the blinding sun, from scorching heat, from exhausting labor. Night signals permission to rest, to be with our loved ones, to conceive new life, to search our hearts, to remember our dreams. The dark of winter is a time of hibernation. Seeds grow in the dark, fertile earth.

     The words black and dark don’t need to be destroyed or ignored, only balanced and reclaimed in their wholeness. The words white and light don’t need to be destroyed or ignored, only balanced and reclaimed in their wholeness. Imagine a world that had only light—or dark. We need both. Dark and light. Light and dark.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/dark-and-light
8.14: Light and Dark by Rev. Gary Kowalski (136 words)
Night has its own kind of beauty, different than the beauty of day.

Night is a time of sleep and dreams and

inward visions,

A time of pause within activity.

Darkness is an invitation to imagining and storytelling,

And to using ears instead of eyes to listen to the world in its stillness.

Darkness is the den of life in germination,

And darkness is the portal of death that opens

to eternity:

The mystery of all time past and endless time

to come.

At the center of our being

there is light and there is darkness,

the known and the unknown,

the named and the nameless,

the finite and the infinite.

Light and dark are different,

but not opposed to each other.

Like a mother and father, they are friends with

one another,

and with us.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/solstice
8.15: We Are a Rainbow People by Rev. Naomi King (277 words)

     Somos una gente del arco iris. We are a rainbow people. The rainbow is an arc of light brilliantly displaying all the colors of the visible spectrum, all the colors that combine to make the astounding beauty of our world, all the colors that combine to reflect the astounding diversity of human expression.

     Nous sommes de peuples des d’arc-en-ciel. We are Red people who Respect others. We are Orange people who offer faith and kind treatment. We are Yellow people yearning for learning.

     Somos una gente del arco iris. We are Green people who grow in our search for truth and meaning. We are Blue people who believe in what we are achieving. We are Indigo people insisting on freedom, love, and peace. We are Violet people, valuing the web that does not cease and we did not create.

     Nous sommes de peuples des d’arc-en-ciel. Unitarian Universalism shows up refracted through thousands of different human expressions and experiences, through individuals living our promises, through covenanted communities, through our associations and our actions.

     We are a rainbow people. Together, what we give heals and transforms our world. This is our covenant, our bridge of heaven, our dream and our reality. The flame of the chalice, lit around our world, is the source of light and the pot of gold at the end of that rainbow. The flame of that chalice is filled with the light we bring, and nurtured by our hopes and dreams. We know the rainbow begins with you and with me.
     For, somos una gente del arco iris. Nous sommes de peuples des d’arc-en-ciel. We are a rainbow people. Let us grow the rainbow again today.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/184314.shtml
8.16: Map of the Journey in Progress by Rev. Victoria Safford (355 words)
     Here is where I found my voice and chose to be brave.

     Here’s a place where I forgave someone, against my better judgment, and I survived that, and unexpectedly, amazingly, I became wiser.

     Here’s where I was once forgiven, was ready for once in my life to receive forgiveness and to be transformed. And I survived that also. I lived to tell the tale.

     This is the place where I said no, more loudly than I’d thought I ever could, and everybody stared, but I said no loudly anyway, because I knew it must be said, and those staring settled down into harmless, ineffective grumbling, and over me they had no power anymore.

     Here’s a time, and here’s another, when I laid down my fear and walked right on into it, right up to my neck into that roiling water.

     Here’s where cruelty taught me something. And here’s where I was first astonished by gratuitous compassion and knew it for the miracle it was, the requirement it is. It was a trembling time.

     And here, much later, is where I returned the blessing, clumsily. It wasn’t hard, but I was unaccustomed. It cycled round, and as best I could I sent it back on out, passed the gift along. This circular motion, around and around, has no apparent end.

     Here’s a place, a murky puddle, where I have stumbled more than once and fallen. I don’t know yet what to learn there.

     On this site I was outraged and the rage sustains me still; it clarifies my seeing.

     And here’s where something caught me—a warm breeze in late winter, birdsong in late summer.

     Here’s where I was told that something was wrong with my eyes, that I see the world strangely, and here’s where I said, “Yes, I know, I walk in beauty.”
     Here is where I began to look with my own eyes and listen with my ears and sing my own song, shaky as it is.

     Here is where, if by surgeon’s knife, my heart was opened up—and here, and here, and here, and here. These are the landmarks of conversion

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/map-journey-progress
8.17: Meditation on Opposites: by Alex Kapitan (188 words)
     Spirit of the universe,

Life force that flows through all beings,

Power beyond our knowing,

     We ask you to help us see beyond our dependence on opposites—

To transcend our desire to know who is like us, and who is not.

     Open us to the knowledge that in this room

there are complexities and diversities of identities

beyond black and white,

old and young,

woman and man,

poor and rich,

uneducated and educated,

disabled and able-bodied,

gay and straight,

ill and healthy,

wrong and right,

broken and whole.

     In this room there are people who embody juxtaposition,

who can tell stories written on their bodies about both and neither,

who carry intimate pieces of the truth that there is

no such thing

as opposites.

     Spirit of many names and of no name at all,

Help us find release from our belief that all things must be either/or,

this belief that walls us off from one another,

ensnaring us in a ¬battle of same versus different.

Help us to open our minds,

to deeply listen,

and to truly know one another,

finally glimpsing the kaleidoscopic beauty of the divine.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/meditation-opposites
8.18: The Grout by Marcus Hartlief (486 words)
    The Unitarian Universalist congregation where I served as an intern made a mosaic Tree of Life the summer before I arrived. Congregants of all ages came together to craft the tree’s leaves, using bits and pieces of broken ceramics, jewelry, glass, and stone. There are many precious personal items in the tree, including fragments of the Berlin Wall, a father’s watch face, pieces of great grandmother’s china, and a key to the front door of a loved home. Like the members of the community that brought them together, each part is imbued with memories and meaning; each fragment holds a piece of truth.

     Unitarian Universalists are mosaic makers. We are a people who bring together the broken pieces of our histories and the shining pieces of our seeking and, piece by piece, create a mosaic religion. Our Tree of Life is found in the stories of our living tradition. The bead from a transformational moment of worship at a youth conference. The bit of paper stamped with the blazing emblem of the Unitarian Service Committee that saved lives during World War II. The button or patch on a backpack that proudly proclaims the first justice issue that lit our souls on fire. But our mosaic making tells another story too, one that is often more difficult to see. One that is essential to the purpose of religious community. One that lies not in the beautiful and broken bits and pieces but in the grout.

     Grout. The chalky, gritty stuff that is squeezed between the cracks of tiles. In a mosaic, the grout holds the image together, unifying disparate pieces into a whole. The grout of a community takes years to lay and settle. Grout happens in board meetings and committee meetings and endless emails and slow-moving institutions. It is in weekly potlucks shared by neighbors, a ride to church, and coffee in the social hall after worship. While the folks who show up for church only on Christmas and Easter will hopefully enjoy the beauty of the mosaic they find, they may never know the power of the grout that holds us through all the seasons of life.

     We help to make the grout when we learn each other’s names and when we reach out across generational divides. We help to make the grout when we show up on Sunday morning without having checked first to see if we’re interested in the sermon topic. When a newborn arrives to be blessed by the community, it is the grout that enables us to welcome them. And it is in the grout that we rest when we gather to grieve and memorialize a beloved one who has died.

     Hold us, O Grout.

     Gather us in, through time and space, and make all our broken pieces whole in community. In our multiplicity, make us one. From each of our jagged edges, give us the shape of a communal beauty.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/grout
8.19: All Beauty Heals by Matthew Fox (248 words)
     Ernesto Cardenal says that we can argue about the reason for the universe and the meaning of the universe but not about the beauty of the universe. Annie Dillard comments that “unless all ages and races . . . have been deluded by the same mass hypnotist (who?), there seems to be such a thing as beauty, as grace wholly gratuitous.” We all share beauty. It strikes us indiscriminately. It may be when our child was born into this world; or a simple flower; or a song; or a smile on a face; or a great act of courage; or a dance well done; or a child’s laugh; or a loaf of bread baking; or finding a worthy job; or a snowfall; or when drawn to the Source of Life itself. There is no end to beauty for the person who is aware. Even the cracks between the sidewalk contain geometric patterns of amazing beauty. …We realize we walk on beauty every day, even when things seem ugly around us. 

     Because beauty is a habit of the universe, it is essential that humans be about the good work of showering one another with beauty, and of bringing out the beauty of one another. Not to do this is to obstruct the universe’s intention. Injustice, it seems to me, is always ugly. What is just is beautiful and brings back the beautiful to what was broken. All works of healing are works of making beauty, and all beauty heals. 

Source: Creation Spirituality: Liberating Gifts for the Peoples of the Earth by Matthew Fox, HarperOne, 1991.
8.20: Illuminating the Beauty in Our Broken Places by Omid Safi (Excerpt 135 words, full article 896 words)
Give me someone who knows their own vulnerability and sees mine.

Give me someone whose cracked spaces are golden.

Give me someone who has helped do kintsugi to my cracked spaces.

Give me someone who is open to me doing kintsugi to their cracked heart.

So friends, wabi-sabi me.

Let me wabi-sabi you.

Let’s repair each other.

Let’s seek what’s cracked in each other.

Let’s heal our broken spaces.

Let’s fill what’s broken with gold.

May we emerge more beautiful, more whole, and luminous.

So, my love, come and see the beauty in my cracked spaces.

I see the beauty in yours.

You are not a heart that I will discard.

Do not discard me.

We can emerge from this healing golden, more beautiful.

May all that is cracked and broken be healed be illuminated.

Source: https://onbeing.org/blog/omid-safi-illuminating-the-beauty-in-our-broken-places/ 
8.21: Beauty and the Humiliated by Dan Hirsch (238 words)
     …I spent several months in the presence of beauty so intense that I felt only perpetual awe and gratitude. I had been severely depleted, emotionally and physically, by my activism, this sense of connection with the poor and wounded, and needed to take some time off to do some reflection and “re-charge my batteries.”
     So I traveled for a few weeks, camping by lakes and waterfalls, backpacking far into the Sierras with their breathtaking snow-covered vistas and immense quiet; I was given sanctuary from the world for a time…. I settled down in a redwood forest and listened.

     …During this time away, sheltered in the heart of the world’s goodness, a passage from Camus kept running through my mind as though there were in it the seed of a great truth I had not yet let sprout. Camus, never afraid to confront either the absurdity in life or the beauty of sun and sea, wrote: “Yes, there is beauty and there are the humiliated. Whatever the difficulties involved, I should like to be unfaithful to neither the one nor the other.”
     …We can try to be faithful to both, to the redwoods and seascapes on the one hand and to the sufferings of our sisters and brothers on the other. To be faithful one must love both; to love both we must run from neither; to run from neither we must enjoy fully the beauty of this world….

Source: http://www.committeetobridgethegap.org/pdf/Beauty_the%20Humiliated.pdf
8.22: In beauty may I walk… by Anonymous (147 words)
     This prayer is part of a nine-day Navajo ritual called the Night Chant.

In beauty may I walk.

All day long may I walk.

Through the returning seasons may I walk.

     Beautifully will I possess again.

Beautifully birds . . .

Beautifully joyful birds

     On the trail marked with pollen may I walk.

With grasshoppers about my feet may I walk.

With dew about my feet may I walk.

     With beauty may I walk.

With beauty before me, may I walk.

With beauty behind me, may I walk.

With beauty above me, may I walk.

With beauty below me, may I walk.

With beauty all around me, may I walk.

     In old age wandering on a trail of beauty, lively, may I walk.

In old age wandering on a trail of beauty, living again, may I walk.

It is finished in beauty.

It is finished in beauty.

A Navajo Indian Prayer of the Second Day of the Night Chant 
Source: http://www.wildmind.org/walking/inbeauty
8.23: God went to Beauty School by Cynthia Rylant (127 words)
A delightful and irreverent take on God.

He went there to learn how

to give a good perm

and ended up just crazy

about nails

Source: https://poets.org/poem/god-went-beauty-school 

8.24: Reverence: Gateway to Beauty by John O’Donohue (223 words)
     In order to become attentive to beauty, we need to rediscover the art of reverence. Our world seems to have lost all sense of reverence. We seldom even use the word any more. The notion of reverence is full of riches that we now need desperately. Put simply, it is appropriate that a human being should dwell on this earth with reverence. …Ultimately, reverence is respect before mystery. But it is more than an attitude of mind; reverence is also physical — a dignified attention of body showing that sacred is already here. Reverence is not to be reduced to a social posture. Reverence bestows dignity and it is only in light of dignity that the beauty and mystery of a person will become visible. …Reverence is also the companion of humility. When human hubris intrudes on or manipulates the sacred, the consequence is inevitably humiliation. In contrast, a sense of reverence includes the recognition that one is always in the presence of the sacred. To live with reverence is to live without judgement, prejudice and the saturation of consumerism. The consumerist heart becomes empty and lonesome because it has squandered reverence. As parent, child, lover, prayer or artist—a sense of reverence opens pathways to beauty to surprise us. The earth is full of thresholds where beauty awaits the wonder of our gaze.

Source: http://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/14260
8.25: Slow, Dark Beauty by John O’Donohue (172 words)
     When we decide to explore our lives through creative expression, it is often surprising to discover that the things that almost destroyed us are the very things that want to talk to us. It could be years later; time makes no difference in the inner sanctum of this encounter. The wound has left its imprint. And yet after all this time the dark providence of the suffering wants to somehow illuminate our lives so that we can now discover the unseen gift that is bequeathed. The labor and discipline of creativity refines our blemished seeing, and gradually an unexpected gift comes to light. Because creativity demands patience, skill, expectation, desire and openness, it leads us to another place where we learn to see in the dark. Nothing is said directly in the creative work; it is obliquely suggested. Perhaps creative expression is a way of telling something indirectly that we can never tell out straight.

     Beauty is not all brightness. In the shadowlands of pain and despair we find slow, dark beauty.

Source: http://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/quotes/quotations/view/22276/spiritual-quotation
8.26: Concern for Beauty and Oppression by Robert McAfee Brown (112 words)
     How can [concern for] beauty and [concern for] oppression be understood together? For us the question is, How can they be understood separately? Concern for beauty is not a moral cop-out. It leads us firmly into the midst of all this is going on in our world.

     Where beauty is apparent, we are to enjoy it. Where there is beauty hidden, we are to unveil it. Where there is beauty defaced, we are to restore it. Where there is no beauty at all, we are to create it.

     All of which places us in the arena where oppression occurs, where the oppressed congregate, and where we too are called to be.

Source: http://www.tparkerchurch.org/sermons/20042005/LN_beauty.pdf
8.27: The Beauty Way by Meg Brulatour (172 words)

     Native American tradition is generally assumed to maintain close and respectful links with Nature…. Chief Luther Standing Bear of the Ogala Sioux said, ‘We did not think of the great open plains, the beautiful rolling hills, and winding streams with tangled growth, as wild. …The old people told us to heed wa maka skan ...the moving things of the earth…. Knowledge was inherent in all things…. We learned to do what ...the student of nature learns, and that was to feel beauty….’ To feel beauty is different from merely being able to see it. The Navajo quest for spiritual perfection is called The Beauty Trail or The Beauty Way; to walk it requires the ability to transcend earthly distraction much in the manner Emerson prescribed in Nature: ‘…few adults can see nature… [but] the sun shines into the eye and the heart of the child… in the woods is perpetual youth… we return to reason and faith… all mean egotism vanishes. I become a transparent eyeball; I am nothing; I see all….’”
Source: http://archive.vcu.edu/english/engweb/transcendentalism/roots/legacy/nat.html
8.28: Eagle Poem by Joy Harjo (140 words)
This lovely poem ends with the following words:

Were born, and die soon within a

True circle of motion,

Like eagle rounding out the morning

Inside us.

We pray that it will be done

In beauty.

In beauty.

Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems-and-poets/poems/detail/46545
8.29: from When Elephants Weep: The Emotional Lives of Animals by Jeffrey Moussaieff Masson (249 words)
     One afternoon, a student observing chimpanzees …and climbed to the top of a ridge to watch the sun set over Lake Tanganyika.  As the student, Geza Teleki, watched, he noticed first one, and then a second chimpanzee climbing up toward where he was sitting. The two adult males were not together, and saw each other only when they had reached the top of the ridge. They did not see Teleki. The apes greeted each other with panting, clasping hands, and sat down together. In silence, Teleki and the chimpanzees watched the sun set and twilight fall.

     These chimpanzees were not unique. The primatologist Adriaan Kortlandt recorded a wild chimpanzee gazing for a full fifteen minutes at a particularly spectacular sunset until darkness fell. Some who have observed bears in the wild speak of them sitting on their haunches at sunset, gazing at it, seemingly lost in reverie. From all appearances, it seems that the bears are enjoying the sunset, taking pleasure in the aesthetic experience.

     …Researchers, studying elephants in Kenya, camp in the middle of the East African bush. Sometimes at night the people sing and play guitars and the elephants draw near to listen. Perhaps they are merely curious, but perhaps they take pleasure in the music.  Our own human curiosity should allow us to ask whether elephants find beauty in music, just as the human sense of beauty allows us to appreciate the image of these large beasts moving slowly through the darkness listening to the songs.
Source: http://www.tparkerchurch.org/sermons/20042005/LN_beauty.pdf
8.30: The Three Maries by Teresa Honey Youngblood (304 words)
     My maternal grandfather was one of seven children, four girls and three boys. All three of the boys grew up to marry women named Marie. Now, these women were all born in the nineteen-teens, when the name Marie was in the top 20 as recorded by the Social Security Association, but it always struck me as uncanny just the same. Similarly, growing up in the 1980s, my younger sister was one of four close-knit friends all named Katie. Their given names were variation on Katherine and Kathleen and such, but all went by Katie, and again, it struck me as uncanny.

     But was it really? My grandparents were of German- and Irish-Catholic descent. My mother married my father, an Irish-Catholic man. They moved us into a neighborhood that literally shared a property line with the Catholic church in our suburb. Both Marie and Katie are, of course, traditional European (and specifically Irish-Catholic) names.

     What once struck me as an amusing coincidence I now recognize as evidence of our very profound segregation, of our family’s unwitting, generations-long participation in the structural racism that keeps white people set apart—often in the areas with the better resources—and people of color in the areas that are left. Neighborhood friends, school friends, church friends, were all drawn from this very narrow pool of individuals; in overt and covert ways, I was trained by my culture to see this as “normal.” It took me 37 years to recognize that I had been cloistered off from the beauty, the richness, and the heartbreaking complexity of other people’s experiences. My humanity has atrophied. I have so much now to learn and to do, and some nights I lie awake mad at myself and the system I was raised in for the lengths we go to stay comfortable at others’ expense.

Source: http://www.uua.org/braverwiser/september-28-2016
8.31: On looking for the beauty in life by Patrick Lane, Canadian Poet (249 words)
     As I stood there in the false dawn, …an iridescent blue butterfly the size of my palm fluttered down and rested on the sleeve of my coat just above my wrist. It was winter, it was cold and I knew the Okanagan Valley …did not harbor huge, shiny blue butterflies, not even in summer. …I cupped that delicate butterfly in the hollow of my hands and ran back to the picker’s shack in the hope that somehow the warmth from the morning fire in the woodstove might save it, but when I reached the door and opened my hands, the butterfly died.

     I do not know what …jet-stream wind blew that sapphire butterfly from far off Mexico.... I only know the butterfly found its last moments in my hands. I have never forgotten it and know the encounter changed me. There are mornings in our lives when beauty falls into our hands and when that happens, we must do what we can to nurture and protect it. That we sometimes fail must never preclude our striving. The day the beautiful creature died in my hands…. I swore …that I would …treasure beauty. I swore, too, that I’d believe in honesty, faithfulness, love and truth. The words I spoke were the huge abstractions the young sometimes use…. I stand here in front of you… that I have tried.

     Remember …to hold out your hands so that beauty may fall safely into them and find a place—however briefly—to rest.
Source: https://www.theglobeandmail.com/life/poet-patrick-lane-on-looking-for-the-beauty-in-life/article13048984/
8.32: Stirring the Oatmeal by Robert Johnson (202 words)

     Whether in our birth family or one of our own creation, we find a connection there that makes even ordinary occurrences meaningful.
     Many years ago, a wise friend gave me a name for human love. She called it 'stirring-the-oatmeal' love. She was right: Within this phrase, if we will humble ourselves enough to look, is the very essence of what human love is, and it shows us the principal differences between human love and romance.
     Stirring the oatmeal is a humble act—not exciting or thrilling. But it symbolizes a relatedness that brings love down to earth. It represents a willingness to share ordinary human life, to find meaning in the simple, unromantic tasks: earning a living, living within a budget, putting out the garbage, feeding the baby in the middle of the night. To 'stir the oatmeal' means to find the relatedness, the value, even the beauty, in simple and ordinary things, not to eternally demand a cosmic drama, an entertainment, or an extraordinary intensity to everything. Like the rice hulling of the Zen Monks, the spinning wheel of Gandhi, the tent making of Saint Paul, it represents the discovery of the sacred in the midst of the humble and ordinary.

   Source: http://www.uua.org/re/families/ga/30853.shtml
8.33: A Hunger for Beauty by John O’Donohue (170 words)

     The human soul is hungry for beauty: we seek it everywhere—in landscape, music, art, clothes, furniture, gardening, companionship, love, religion and in ourselves. No-one would desire not to be beautiful. When we experience the Beautiful, there is a sense of homecoming. Some of our most wonderful memories are of beautiful places where we felt immediately at home. We feel most alive in the presence of the Beautiful for it meets the needs of our soul. For a while the strains of struggle and endurance are relieved and our frailty is illuminated by a different light in which we come to glimpse behind the shudder of appearances the sure form of things. In the experience of beauty, we awaken and surrender in the same act. Beauty brings a sense of completion and sureness. Without any of the usual calculation, we can slip into the Beautiful with the same ease as we slip into the seamless embrace of water: something ancient within us already trusts that this embrace will hold us.

Source: Beauty: The Invisible Embrace by John O’Donohue

8.34: A New Paradigm of Beauty by Rev. Wendy Jones (350 words)

     I was just outside listening to a thunder shower sweep through the Grand Valley. And I was taken in by the beauty of the clouds, the rain, and the water.

     And so, began my reflection on beauty.

     What is beauty?

     It’s the lone little flower with a magnificent purple bud bursting through the concrete sidewalk.

     Beauty is tens of thousands of turtles on a beach in Greece heading for the sea after being blocked from their destination for decades because of the trash, as a result of the dedication of a group of humans working together, cleaning up the beach and enabling these beautiful animals to survive once again.

     Beauty is thousands of teenagers refusing to go to school until we do something about our gun laws.

     Beauty is a human being who came into the world as Matthew and then became Abby and then turned herself into a gentle and graceful woman named Billie who spent her time writing poetry until an uninvited brain tumor took her away.

     Beauty is the woman who courageously approached me after one of my sermons on the “me too” movement, voice wavering with tears in her eyes and said “thank you, even my own family wouldn’t believe me.”

     Beauty was her willingness to express that vulnerability and the courage to say words out loud that hadn’t been spoken for six decades.

     Beauty is the individuated divine spark coming to life in each individual person as we open our eyes and look at the world and see it in a new way.

      And so, today I look around, and I realize that every person I see is an expression of beauty.

     Every person has a unique story of courage, vulnerability, joy, survival and each one of our unique individual stories are beautiful and holy.

     Beauty is found in the numerous extensions of love we offer one another in our darkest times.

     This year, it is all blending together as the needs of nature, the needs of human beings, the needs of animals are all being expressed in different ways.

     And they are all beautiful.

Source: https://www.togethercolorado.org/a-new-paradigm-of-beauty/ 

8.35: The Beauty of the Earth by Rev. Kimberley Debus (339 words)

     I turn to theologian Rebecca Parker and her book Blessing the World: What Can Save Us Now….

     First, she says, “our times demand that we exercise our capacity of prophetic witness.” In other words, we must see what is happening, say what is happening, and act in accord with what we know.

     Second, Parker calls us to “the preservation of endangered knowledge.” In other words, access – and talk about – the knowledge that is outside of what the dominant economic system tells us about who we are.” The dominant system tells us many things about financial mobility, race, education, gender, sexuality. But we have knowledge that we can and must share about a world that is not tied to hierarchies and winner take all but rather a just and equitable world where all boats are lifted, all lifted hearts are free, and all souls grow into harmony with the Divine and each other.

     She then reminds us to keep the Sabbath – choose one day to unplug. To not go to work – or bring work home. To not shop. To take time to feel what we can’t feel when we’re too busy running around. To notice the world around us – and not just the people, but the plants and animals and things that we share this planet with, and the very planet earth itself.

      And then, of course, we must bless the world with what we know, what we’ve seen, what we’ve felt. As Parker says, “more is asked of us than we could imagine. The beauty of life is such that it will not let us go until we have offered the blessing we have to give. So let the beauty we have seen become the good that we do, and let us not wrest ourselves free from the claim that life places upon us until we, in faith with all those who have gone before us, place ourselves among those who bless the world.”

     Let us bless the world – the whole world – this beautiful blue boat we call home.

Source: https://firstuniversalistsouthold.org/services/for-the-beauty-of-the-earth/ 

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones (30 words)

We extinguish this flame but not the light of truth, the warmth of community, or the fire of commitment. These we carry in our hearts until we are together again.

Source: SLT #456
9.2: Carry the Flame by Rev. Brian Kiely (53 words)

The Chalice is now extinguished, but its light lives on in the minds and hearts and souls of each one of you. Carry that flame with you as you leave this place and share it with those you know, with those you love, and most especially, with those you have yet to meet.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/carry-flame
9.3: A Guiding Light by Rev. Martha Munson (33 words)

We extinguish the chalice here that it might glow gently in our hearts.

May it light your path as you leave this place.

May it guide your way until we are together again.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6049.shtml
9.4: Daring Vision by Rev. Maureen Killoran (31 words)

We extinguish this chalice flame,

daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,

that freedom, reason and justice

will one day prevail in this nation and across the earth.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/daring-vision
9.5: It Becomes More by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (44 words)

     When we take fire from our chalice, it does not become less.

It becomes more.

     And so we extinguish our chalice, but we take its light and warmth with us,

multiplying their power by all of our lives, and sharing it with the world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/it-becomes-more
9.6: The Work We Share by Rev. Krista Taves (54 words)

It is our work, shared with each other in covenant,

That creates and sustains this beloved community.

We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on

in the directions we have chosen today.

The light of this faith lives on in us, together,

in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.

Amen and Blessed Be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/work-we-share
9.7: As Breath to Song by Becky Laurent (33 words)
As flame is to spirit, so spirit is to breath, and breath to song. Though we extinguish the flame in this sanctuary, may we tend it in our hearts until we meet again.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/breath-song
9.8: Kindle New Sparks by Debra Burrell (36 words)
We have basked in the warmth and beauty of this flame and this community.

As the chalice flame is extinguished, let us carry its glow within.

Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/kindle-new-sparks
9.9: Shape a New World by Rev. Rolfe Gerhardt (60 words)

We extinguish this flame, a mere wisp of matter in process, almost as insubstantial as the thought of it. Yet our civilization has harnessed the power of such a flame to drive and shape a new world. So may it be with the power of our thoughts, that in truth and love they may drive and shape a new world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6050.shtml 

9.10: This Is the Message of Our Faith by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)

Worship Associate: This is the message of our faith

Congregation (left): To act with passion in the face of injustice.

Congregation (right): To love with courage in the midst of life’s pain.

Worship Associate: This is the meaning of our chalice flame.

All: May it empower our hearts until we are together again.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/message-our-faith 

9.11: We Keep Its Light in Our Hearts by Rev. Maddie Sifantus (35 words)
We extinguish this flame,

But we keep its light in our hearts,

with its message of love and justice,

Taking it outside these walls to the world we live in,

until we are together again.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/extinguishing-chalice 

9.12: Flame in Our Hearts by Vanessa Titang, M.Div. (43 words)

Like the flame of the chalice,

may the flame in our hearts burn,

remaining unextinguished.

May it ignite our energies, our drive, our resolve,

to dream, to build, and live into the world

that good which exists, for now, only in our imaginings.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/flame-our-hearts 

9.13: Growing out of Our Comfort by Melissa Jeter (52 words)

We extinguish this chalice today but we are illuminated by a faith that allows us to sit and think. In this quiet time, we can reflect in solitude, meditating on Love, and growing out of our comfort. Though we experience discomfort, we are excited to give birth to a new, just world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/growing-out-our-comfort 
9.14: Move Through the World in Love by Maggie Lovins (44 words)

We extinguish this flame but not its meaning and mission in our hearts.

Our time together has come to an end.

Go in peace, be of service to one another,

and may you move through the world in love for all of your days.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/move-through-world-love 

9.15: Hope Continues by Rev. Kevin Jagoe (84 words)

     When the candle dims,

The wax almost spent

The light turns amber like a sunset

Still it provides light

Still it provides heat

Still it can kindle new flame

And pass its glow on

And contribute to new illumination

When sunsets turn to new days

When seasons transform all

When the candle dims, all is not lost.

     Hope continues, uncertain and true,

like candlelight, ready to spark again.

All is not lost.

     [May we carry the hope of this flame until we meet again.]

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/hope-continues 

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: May the love that gives to life its beauty by Rev. George G. Brooks (44 words)
May the love that gives to life its beauty, the reverence that gives to life its sacredness, and the purposes that give to life its deep significance be strong within each of us and lead us into ever deepening relationships with all of life. 

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5987.shtml
10.2: Go in Peace, Love, and Beauty by Rev. Sarah Lammert (30 words)
Go in peace, embraced by the light and warmth of our gathering. 

Go in love, ready again to struggle on. 

Go in beauty, shining forth like a lamp for freedom. 

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5972.shtml
10.3: Carry With You by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman (51 words)
The worship of the gathered community is now ended. 

Go in peace. Go in joy. Go in love to share

in the ongoing worship of the community in dispersion. 

Carry with you what is precious to us all:

reverence for all life, beauty that displays itself in love,

deep, abiding peace.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5996.shtml
10.4: To Soulfully Survive the World’s Mayhem by Rev. Heather Rion Starr (52 words)
May whatever gatherings or activities we engage …help restore us — 

our connections to one another; 

our sense of hope, beauty, and fun in this world;

our deep knowing that we have to take care of ourselves and each other 

with love and joy if we are to soulfully survive the world’s mayhem.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/soulfully-survive-worlds-mayhem
10.5: May Our Lives by Rev. Chris Rothbauer (35 words)
May our lives be reflections of the beauty, peace, and joy that is possible in the world, and may the love we find in this place sustain us as we go our separate ways.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/may-our-lives
10.6: Shine! by Rev. Mary Edes (76 words)

     Like the cosmic dust following after a great Perseid meteor, we are the living remnants of time and all that has come to pass in its wake—briefly shining lights on the way to eternity. We are only visible to the naked eye for an instant. Take this moment to shine like the start dust you are. May the light of our time on earth shine to bless the world and each other. Shine. Shine. Shine.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/shine
10.7: Let Our Lives Be a Prayer by Rev. Joel Miller (27 words)
Let our lives be a prayer

That waters dry souls

Mends broken hearts

Refuses to be terrorized

Seeks this world’s beauty

And carries us through its storms.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/let-our-lives-be-prayer 

11.0: Sermons, Homilies, etc.

The following involves a summary of sermons as well as the text of Worship Web and Touchstones’ sermons. They are ranked by the ease by which they can be used in part or whole. The synopsis gives you a brief outline of the sermon, while the excerpt represents a compelling passage from the sermon. If you use any of the following excerpts in a sermon (or meditations or readings above), please be sure to credit the author. 

      Annotated Sermons

11.1: Wabi-Sabi Saves the World by Rev. Denis Paul

Source: https://eastshore.org/sermons/may-19-2019-wabi-sabi-saves-the-world/ 

Length: 3,258 words.
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Rev. Denis Paul begins his sermon with a quote by Dostoyevsky: “Beauty will save the world.” Admitting that he is an artist, he states that, like other artists, he is the only one who can really judge beauty. He then riffs on his personality and tendency to truth, meaning, and judging. Admitting that beauty is not perfection, he explores the topic by reflecting on the six names of beauty from a book by philosopher and journalist Crispin Sartwell: English “beauty,” the object of longing / Hebrew “yapha,” to glow or bloom, ethereally / Sanskrit “Sundara,” holiness in all its diversity / Greek “to kalon,” an abstract ideal of logic / Navajo “hozho,” unattainable harmony / and Japanese “wabi–sabi,” appreciating beauty that is “imperfect, impermanent, and incomplete.” The first five take 1,576 words, while wabi-sabi, which Paul believes could save the world, takes 1,042 words. The excerpt is from the section on wabi-sabi. He concludes with a focus on a quote by Robert McAfee Brown: “Where beauty is apparent, we are to enjoy it. / Where there is beauty hidden, we are to unveil it. / Where there is beauty defaced, we are to restore it. / Where there is no beauty at all, we are to create it.”

Excerpt:      There’s a philosopher of craft in Japan named Soetsu Yanagi, who got the opportunity to handle …[a] bowl back in 1931. He said it was made “by a poor man; an article without flavor of personality; used carelessly by its owner; bought without pride; something anyone could have bought anywhere and everywhere. That is the nature of this bowl. The clay has been dug from the hill at the back of the house; the glaze was made with the ash from the hearth; the potter’s wheel was irregular…. The work had been fast; the turning was rough, done with dirty hands; the throwing slipshod; the glaze had run over the foot…. but more than anything else, this pot is healthy. Made for a purpose. Made to do work.” 

     …Instead of succumbing to the broadest idea of taste and sophistication, he created his own taste and sophistication, celebrating the beauty of the everyday, and so elevating every day practices into rituals made sacred by the intention of mindfulness.  

     …Wabi-sabi is at its core: a way, as Sartwell writes, to transcend paradox by immersion in it. The goal is to break down the false dichotomy of beautiful and ugly, ordinary and extraordinary, 

     …Wabi-Sabi’s lesson about beauty, it turns out, is that seeking beauty isn’t a way to elevate ourselves above others based on our individual and cultural standards. It’s a way to connect us, and as Robert McAfee Brown …asked, how can beauty and the plight of the oppressed “possibly be understood separately? [He] conclude[d] that concern for beauty is not a moral cop-out. It leads us firmly into the midst of all that is going on in our world.”

11.2: Beauty Amongst the Thorns by Rev Chris Jimmerson
Source: https://austinuu.org/wp2013/beauty-amongst-the-thorns/  

Length: 1,812 
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Somewhat Easy
Synopsis: Rev Chris Jimmerson begins the sermon with this quote by Robert McAfee Brown, “Where beauty is apparent, we are to enjoy it. / Where there is beauty hidden, we are to unveil it. / Where there is beauty defaced, we are to restore it. / Where there is no beauty at all, we are to create it.” He uses these four assertions to explore beauty. After citing some of the benefits of being aware of beauty, he notes that paying attention to beauty is not always easy, which challenges the assertion, “Where beauty is apparent, we are to enjoy it.”

     For the second assertion, “Where there is beauty hidden, we are to unveil it,” Jimmerson suggests taking a beauty walk. (See excerpt.)

     He combines the third and fourth assertions and then lists fourteen ways in which beauty could be restored or created, all of which deal with making the world more just. He concludes the sermon with the poem Phenomenal Woman by Maya Angelou.
     Jimmerson also shows two short videos during the sermon.
Excerpt: When I was in seminary, they had us do an exercise called a beauty walk that was based on a Native American tradition. They had us go to an area we would not normally associate with beauty and walk through it slowly, being attentive to the potential for beauty we might have missed before, bringing a camera to take pictures of what we found.

     I went to a warehouse/industrial area and was surprised to discover that it was teaming with life and elements of beauty.

· Ants dwelling in the cracks in the sidewalk.

· Flowers finding places to bloom even amongst all the metal and concrete.

· Birds dwelling everywhere they could find.

· The interplay between the bright colors with which people had painted some of the buildings.

· Landscaping people had created to surround themselves with beauty when they sat at their outside lunch table.

· Vegetable gardens people had grown in plots they had created outside the warehouses in which they worked.

     My beloveds, beauty surrounds us, both in the classical ways in which we have conceptualized it and in places we might least expect it, as well as within so many of the seemingly mundane moments of our every day lives.

     I invite you to try the beauty walk exercise and see what hidden beauty you may unveil.

11.3: Where Shall You Seek Beauty? by Rev Janet Parsons

Source: https://www.gloucesteruu.org/home-page/worship-music/sermons-worship-music/where-shall-you-seek-beauty/  

Length: 1,586 words.
Ease of identifying/excerpting meaningful passages: Easy
Synopsis: Rev. Janet Parsons begins her sermon by acknowledging another mass shooting. How can we consider beauty in the face of such carnage? It is necessary, Parsons says, because “Talking about beauty becomes an act of defiance and resistance.” She notes that “most definitions of beauty are very shallow.” Quoting from an earlier reading, she writes, “Beauty, then, is a glimpse, a momentary awareness of something beyond us.” It is something that makes you catch your breath in a moment of awe. Parsons writes that “Beauty is not perfection.” She introduces the Japanese concept of wabi-sabi, which finds beauty in imperfection, and discusses it through her experience in learning to make pottery. She views beauty as a dialogue of call and response. Beauty calls to us, and we respond. (See excerpt.) Writing that the late Irish poet John O’Donohue once said, “God is Beauty,” Parsons notes that God could be Love, Beauty, or Creativity, writing, “If God is our name for a generative life force, in us and among us, fostering life and love, then beauty, true beauty, would be a part of this force.” Before concluding, she refers to an earlier reading on Beauty by Kahlil Gibran, noting, “Beauty is life….”

Excerpt: Call and response. A dialogue.

     So what is beauty? We’ve talked mostly about what it is not. It’s not decorative. It’s not perfection. I was fortunate to officiate at an outdoor wedding yesterday. It was truly beautiful, but not perfect, starting with the cold fog. There were glitches. An arrangement of flowers tipped over. The bevy of little flower girls were gorgeous, but they didn’t all remember to spread their rose petals. And no one cared. It was heartfelt and full of love, and joyful. The families and friends opened their hearts and made it beautiful.

     When I talk about the ugliness of our current culture, I am mostly talking about how closed our society has become, how walled off from one another. We turn away, we use threats and violent speech and wield weapons. We refuse to see each other as beautiful despite being imperfect.

     Beauty calls us to open our hearts and minds, to be aware, to notice what it is offering to us.

      …Call and response. We are invited into a conversation involving our eyes, ears, and hearts, if we can but notice. Perhaps this is what the mystics experience during those fleeting moments when everything mundane falls away, and they suddenly sense the oneness of the universe and their place in it. What can you see? What is revealed to you? And how do you respond?

     Beauty described in this way becomes a living force, much like creativity. It offers itself to us. If we notice, it asks us to respond.

     Sermons and Sermon Excerpts
11.4: Seeking Beauty as a Spiritual Path by Rev. Lynn Thomas Strauss (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,140 words)

     To seek what is deeper is to discover beauty, even in the mundane. Some days it feels hard to live only within the most obvious layer of reality, to only read or listen to the news and not seek out something beautiful to appreciate and be thankful for. To be hurt by a mean-spirited word or crassly stated opinion and not find the inner resolve to balance that nasty experience with a moment of happiness or kindness.

     I search for beauty to counter some of the pain and ugliness of reality. I am constantly on the lookout for ways to create beauty, whether in poetry, in dance, in gardening, [or] in playing with children. Sometimes I feel I couldn’t live without beauty in my life, and luckily it is all around us.

     To seek beauty in the dailyness of our lives requires us to delve deeper into the surface of our everyday experience. Perhaps we need to keep a magnifying glass in our pocket to remind us to look deeper.

     To be a seeker of beauty is to join the ranks of philosophers, poets, theologians and mystics.

     In seeking after beauty we enter the realm of love and desire, of intimate and ultimate; in pursuit of beauty, we may touch upon the holy and the eternal. You may have once studied the writings of Plato and learned of Plato’s Ladder of Eros. In Plato’s Symposium, Socrates recounts the teachings of the Priestess, Diotima, who uses the metaphor of the ladder as an image of a pathway toward the highest level of beauty.

     On the first rung of Plato’s ladder there is love for a particular body. On the second rung is love of all bodies. The third rung brings one to the love of souls, of the whole person. Loving souls is a moral good and brings you to the fourth rung, the love of institutions and unifying forms (such as congregations). Next is the love of the beauty of knowledge. No longer are we focused merely on the physical; now it is the ideas of the mind that we love. And finally we come to the love of Beauty itself – the highest form of Platonic Love.

     Consider, if you will, how it is you seek and appreciate beauty. How many rungs of Plato’s Ladder have you climbed? How much beauty have you seen and loved lately?

     …Religious community is a place to explore beauty, to see with new eyes, to delve into the depths of reality and find what was there all along.

     Religious and spiritual community is a place to explore both outward and inward reality. Outward and inward beauty.

     If you are someone who is adept at measuring and understanding the outward reality – be it a drop of water, the square footage of a house, the concepts of physics, or the number of bagels needed to feed 5,000—then your way of seeing is needed and a good place to start, with the beauty of form, proportion, fit.

     Reality can indeed be viewed by what we can touch and sort and count. I rely everyday on people who see the world in a different way than I…who see, in fact, a different reality, a different layer of beauty.

      But, there is also that impulse to go ever deeper, and this is what spiritual exploration requires of us. Outward reality matters, and offers a level of truth. But there is more to know, more to see below the surface, especially if we turn our attention inward as well as outward.

    Art – whether music, poetry or visual art – is intended to awaken us to that inward exploration by offering an intimation, a hint, of a different form of reality.

     Curiosity draws us back to museums, concerts, libraries, and Sunday morning services, with the possibility of learning something new, seeing or understanding something at a deeper level, hoping to be touched by a revelation of meaning or gratitude or love. Discovering something beautiful.

     Last week, someone brought me a basket of tomatoes, grown in their garden. I love the taste of fresh tomatoes; a taste of childhood, for sure, but I also saw a deeper reality than the tomatoes themselves. I saw, felt, knew this was a gift from the heart. Gifts from the heart are a lot more than meet the eye. The tomatoes were just the tip of the iceberg.

     Philosophers and critics have debated through the ages whether or not beauty is subjective or objective. Augustine asked, “Are things beautiful because they give delight, or do they give delight because they are beautiful?”
     Kant added, speaking of art and form, “taste is fundamentally subjective, every judgement of beauty is based on personal experience and such judgement differs from person to person.”
     The tomatoes …were experienced as beauty, because of my lens, my perspective, the context in which I experienced them.

     Often I work at finding meaning in my spiritual seeking; but of late, I’m looking mostly for beauty.

     Contemporary author and professor of philosophy, Jacob Needleman, speaks of the universe as a teaching. Isn’t that a wonderful thought, to consider the universe as a teaching? He suggests that one important lesson of the universe is that human thought – as wonderful and crucial as it is – must give way to consciousness which only comes through sensory experience. Experience the universe! Ocean, moonrise, horizon, sunset…

     Looking at the stars and planets through a telescope is most definitely a sensory experience.

     Eating ripe, red tomatoes tended by the hands of a friend is most definitely a sensory experience.

     ...Professor Needleman writes, to be seekers of spiritual truth (and beauty), is to be on the long and difficult path to self- knowledge and self-transformation. All curiosity, all learning, leads us to more awakening, to inner truth and beauty.

     It’s not an easy path. Wisdom from many traditions teaches that we must walk barefoot through the fire in search of truth and beauty and love.

     Wisdom teaches that we must enter the cave alone, that we must enter the dark in order to find the light.

   As we are remembered, as we leave love behind when we go, as we walk in beauty and relationships of love in this journey of life, thus we are carried in the hearts and memories of those we have loved. Thus the Spirit of Life lives on in the human spirit.

     We are carried, held up, resurrected by beauty, by Love, by human relationship. That is what we are to learn as spiritual seekers—that Love and human relationship are beautiful; that each person is beloved and beautiful.

     May beauty heal your spirit in the days and weeks ahead. May you know that you are beloved on this earth. Know that you are connected to all that lives. Let us be the beauty that we seek.

11.5: Beauty as Well as Bread by Rev. Lissa Anne Gundlach (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,338 words)

     For many years, I spent most Monday evenings in the basement of All Souls church, where their coffee-hour fellowship hall, nicknamed “Friendship Hall,” was transformed into a dining room for over 300 guests.

     Some of the guests were experiencing homelessness or had marginal housing. Some guests were couch surfing with friends or family or living in shelters, with little privacy, harshly regimented schedules and constant threats of violence or theft. All of these guests were largely invisible to most of the wealthy Upper East Side congregation, though some of them lived side by side in crowded rent controlled apartments, or close by in single room occupancies.

     All Souls was famous for having the best soup kitchen in town. I once got in a cab across town and got to chatting about where I worked, only to have the driver share rave reviews about the chicken and the jazz pianist who frequented the dinners. It wasn’t only the abundant, freshly prepared food and drink but the radical hospitality that the volunteers, many from the congregation, provided.

     At the end of every Monday night, guests spilled out into the All Souls courtyard to smoke and chat. Many lingered in the garden as long as they could. Others went their separate ways and began to blend back into the city landscape once again.

     I always took the subway home. On the platform, I started to recognize our guests. I remember the first time I noticed a gentleman who had recently dined at the church. He was dressed in tattered clothes and set himself apart from the crowd. What first caught my eye was a yellow plastic bag bulging with the take-out containers provided for leftovers each guest was offered. What I noticed next was a bouquet of flowers, stems carefully wrapped in another plastic bag, the same kind that held the take out containers. Not just any flowers, but unmistakably the chancel dedication flowers, beautifully varied in color and texture and arranged by a loving hand and careful eye.

     I remembered that Monday afternoons, along with ensuring each table is meticulously set, an All Souls member lovingly disassembled the two enormous vases of chancel flowers, rearranging the flowers into two dozen smaller vases, one for each table.

     I’m not sure exactly why, but frankly, I was surprised. I’m not proud to say that at first a question arose in my mind, “Why would a hungry homeless person want to take flowers home with him? What would he do with them?”
     As quickly as my thought came and went, heavy laden with my own judgments and assumptions, another feeling overtook me. I felt so moved that the guest had taken the time to wrap the flowers to enjoy and bring home.  “Everyone needs beauty,” I said to myself, “everyone deserves beauty. Beauty makes a difference in people’s lives, if only for a few brief moments.”
     I imagined the bouquet somehow softening him, providing a balm against the harshness of the life to which he returned. Just as the food nourished his body, the beauty of the flowers nourished his soul.

     After that day, I began to see that many of the guests treasured the flowers as much as the food each week. Two young sisters delighted in taking the flowers with them at the end of the meal, quarreling over who got the prettiest ones. Another woman with long beautiful hair took azaleas and tucked them into her braid.

     Like clockwork, each week I watched an older woman stayed till the last moments of the evening, then traveled from table to table gathering the remaining bouquets together into one large arrangement. I asked her if she liked to have the flowers in her home. “Of course, what else would I do with them?” She replied curtly in a heavy German accent. What else indeed but enjoy them? Why did I even need to ask why?

     “Everybody needs beauty as well as bread, places to play in and pray in, where Nature may heal and cheer and give strength to body and soul alike.” These words were written by naturalist John Muir in his 1912 book, The Yosemite. He described beauty as a “hunger” shared by every person, from wealth or poverty. He said, “This natural beauty-hunger is made manifest in the little window-sill gardens of the poor, though perhaps only a geranium slip in a broken cup, as well as in the carefully tended rose and lily gardens of the rich, the thousands of spacious city parks and botanical gardens, and in our magnificent National parks--the Yellowstone, Yosemite, Sequoia, etc.—Nature’s sublime wonderlands, the admiration and joy of the world.”
     Muir was right. Beauty is fundamentally a human need. We seek out beauty, delight in beauty and need to create it in our lives. Beauty is as nourishing to our souls as bread is for our bodies. I know this is true in my own life. I come from a long line of gardeners, farmers and florists, men and women. Every spring in New York, I would haul pots of flowers and herbs and vegetable starts up three flights of stairs up onto my tiny fire escape to make a garden. I rushed to the farmers market every Saturday to buy fresh flowers, and delighted in my walks to the Botanic gardens. Beauty was not a luxury, but a necessity I cannot live without.

     I think this is what Norbert Capek was thinking about when he created the flower communion nearly a hundred years ago. Most of his members had come from the Roman Catholic Church, and while they were eager for a new religious community they did not feel comfortable with the bread and wine of the Catholic communion ritual. Still, Capek felt that the bread and wine ritual bonded members to their faith and to each other. In a time not unlike today, with extremism and authoritarianism on the rise, he looked for a symbol in the peace of the pastoral countryside, undisrupted by human conflict. No wars were fought in the name of the flower, no hatred or oppression, no bigotry or harshness. To Capek, flowers represented pure, boundless innocence, and the temporary but vivid pleasure of color and fragrance.

     Capek felt that the beauty of flowers would challenge his members to discover the same sense of beauty in each other, even and especially because of their differences. While it is easy to see the beauty of a flower, seeing the beauty of another person is more difficult. And yet that is what our task is as a religious community—to bring out one another’s beauty and to celebrate it. Von Ogden Vogt, 20th century Unitarian theologian, knew this well -- he called beauty one of the “three liberal religious absolutes, alongside truth and goodness.” Beauty was a fundamental spiritual need, an aesthetic end in itself but also a calling to understand the trinity of absolutes together as necessary for the flourishing of human love. Truth begets beauty, which begets goodness, and vice versa.  He wrote: “Anything beautiful is an end product, and the joy we have of it an end in itself. But our satisfaction is not enough. The sense of beauty calls us to look and see the object in itself. It says see this flower, (….) see this person, they are beautiful in themselves. It says, see this person—not see this voter, this customer, this employer, this saleslady—but rather, see this person, as (s)he is in and for herself.”
     All those Monday nights spent at the All Souls soup kitchen taught me this well. As we chatted about the flowers, I began to really see the beauty of the guests as they were nourished body and soul. Our common humanity eclipsed the separateness of our lives.

     …Beauty is not meant to be kept to ourselves. We must take our beauty of our beloved community out into the world to share it with others who so badly need our deep and soulful nourishment. …

11.6: Beauty We Live by Rev. Daniel S. Schatz (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,060 words)
“Today, like every other day, we wake up empty
and frightened. Don’t open the door to the study
and begin reading. Take down a dulcimer.

Let the beauty we love be what we do.
There are hundreds of ways to kneel and kiss the ground.” Rumi

     What is beauty? Perhaps beauty is that which touches us at the core of our being. That inner core is itself beauty. Letting the beauty we love be what we do means opening ourselves to our own beauty …all the beauties within us. It is my belief that within every human being is a beauty so intense, simple and complex that it is indescribable. It may be tragic, or it may be almost completely buried, but it exists – so that no human being is incapable of being touched in some way.

     For most of us, the beauty within is not buried, at least not to those who love us closely enough to see us as we are. It comes out, in its own way shines to the world, even sometimes when we ourselves are not aware. …I choose not to take Rumi literally: For me the spiritual path of beauty is about more than letting the beauty we love be what we do – it’s about letting the beauty we love be what we live. That is what happens when we take the love of beauty seriously. It’s not about what we can do, or what we can accomplish; it’s about who we choose to be.

     When I talk about living beauty, it’s not just an activity, like taking down a dulcimer or writing a poem. It’s a way of life that emanates from our inner core, that reflects the beauty in the depth of every one of us. It is beauty that not only shouts to the sky, but kneels and kisses the ground. It doesn’t require action – as Abraham Joshua Heschel said, “Just to be is a blessing. Just to live is holy.” All it requires is that we allow our inner core of beauty to come through in our everyday living.

     …That core of beauty may come out in many ways. For me, one of those ways is an art form – music. Making music is my way of giving praise to the universe, of finding a universe in each note I sing or play. Yet though I am able to live beauty in this way, music is not the only form the beauty I love may take. No one is limited to a single expression of their own beauty.

     There is potentially as much beauty and craftsmanship in a caring exchange with a friend or stranger, or a garden well planted, or a meal well prepared. I often find beauty in a really well run committee meeting. All of these are expressions of beauty within. All of these are aspects of the beauty we live.

     I’m talking about more than finding beauty in every moment. A moment is not something we witness passively, it is something we experience and in which we participate. Undoubtedly we will find beauty outside ourselves. Let it resonate with the beauty within, and let the beauty within add its own harmony to the beauty we find outside us. It is in that moment – when our own beauty lifts itself in harmony with the beauty of all the world – that we will find a celestial music.

     I recognize that what I am suggesting is not easy. It is unlikely that many of us will very often experience a complete ecstasy of beauty, nor should we spend our lives straining for that goal. Likewise, as we add our own harmony to the universe’s beauty, we need to understand that not everyone will recognize it as such, and sometimes the better part of wisdom is to sing quietly. Let the beauty we love be what we do, says Rumi. He doesn’t say “let the beauty we love be what we inflict on everyone else.” Let it be freely given, with no obligations.

     Still, we gain much by opening ourselves to new forms of beauty – we may discover hundreds of ways to kneel and kiss the ground that we had never known before. We may find new expressions of beauty outside ourselves, and that may lead us to find new ways to live beauty in every moment. No one is limited to a single expression of beauty.

     The same is true of life in community. There is no one expression of a community’s beauty, nor of our participation in that beauty. The inner life of community, even more than our individual lives, is vibrant, diverse, and in constant flux. Without the myriad dynamic beauties of a gathered community, we would lose what is most valuable in community. We would no longer be able to relate to one another, for there would be no purpose in relation[ship]. The whole would be less than the sum of its parts, for our stifling sameness would crush individual attempts at adventure, exploration, or eccentricity. Beauty would be overwhelmed by boredom. Even community that unites around some common way of living, as we do [here]…, needs diversity in order to survive and to grow.

     Like individuals, communities may begin to live beauty more fully by realizing the beauty that is within. Think of all the kinds of beauty that lie within every one of us. Think of that times seventy, and you begin to have an idea of the beauty [we are] …capable of living.

     …As we celebrate beauty, and as we resolve to let the beauty we love be what we live, let us maintain no illusion that our chosen way will be easy, or that it will always be safe. To live from our inner core takes courage and a willingness to deal with the harsh judgments of others. The benefits are peace within, a world that is a little more harmonious, a life filled with meaning, and all the other joys that come from a life lived with integrity.

     The life of beauty is rare, and yet it is the most common thing in the world. It is within each of us and all of us, and we have only to reach inside and outside ourselves, take down a dulcimer, let the beauty we love be what we live, kneel and kiss the ground.
11.7: Save It and Savor It by Rev. Robert Hardies (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,050 words)
     [Unitarian minister] A. Powell Davies …said he didn’t fear the temptations of sin or lust or evil or even riches. His great fear, he said, was that he would succumb to the temptation of beauty. That his love of beautiful things would lure him into a life of pleasure and hedonsim that ignored the cry for justice and mercy.
     This is our dilemma: on one hand, our world is full of beauty and wonder, on the other hand, it is broken and wretched. How do we respond to such a world? I think E.B. White -- the author of Charlotte’s Web -- put the dilemma most succinctly when he wrote: “I wake each morning torn between two impulses: the impulse to savor the world, and the impulse to save it. It makes it hard to plan the day.” It makes it hard to plan the day. ...

     Beauty breeds desire. The desire to make beauty last. Staring at someone or something is one of the simplest ways that we try to make beauty last. The longer we stare the longer it lasts, at least from our point of view. Taking a picture is another way. But making beauty last isn’t just about copying the beautiful thing, it’s about being inspired to create other beautiful things. To multiply beauty. You and I might buy a postcard, but when a poet sees a beautiful painting she writes a poem about it. And her poem, when read by yet a third person, inspires another act of beauty. Maybe the composition of a piece of music to accompany the poem. Beauty taps into a generative, creative, vital power within us. The power of our desire to preserve and multiply beauty. “Beautiful things,” writes the philosopher Elaine Scarry, “beautiful things have a forward momentum.” 
     Far from a hindrance, beauty’s creative power is an indispensable tool for justice. Think for a moment over the last century. What successful movements for social change didn’t have a song. Songs people sang to fire themselves up with passion for their cause. Passion for the beauty of their cause. It makes me think that if you can’t sing or draw or paint the world you want to create, then you don’t stand much of a chance of attaining it. The labor agitator Emma Goldman once exclaimed: “I don’t want to be part of a revolution where there’s no dancing!” I suspect she felt that way not only because such a revolution would be unbearably boring, but because it would likely fail without the help of beauty’s generative power.
     But there’s something else about beauty. Lets take another hypothetical. Let’s say you see a movie that you loved and then the next day you run into your best friend. Do you keep the movie a secret from him or do you say: “Jim, you have to go see this movie”? Or have you ever gone to a concert and afterwards purchased a CD of the music, to share with someone you knew would love it as much as you? Have you ever received a postcard from friends traveling in far-off lands -- a postcard with the words “Wish you were here” scrawled on the back. I always wonder if they really mean that: Wish you were here. But I think they do. It fits the pattern. The pattern here is that when confronted with beauty our impulse is to share it. To spread it around. We experience more pleasure when beauty is shared. And so in addition to a generative power, beauty has a distributive power. A re-distributive power. One writer traveled to a dance studio in New Mexico and encountered there a plaque with words attributed to the Anasazi people, the Native Americans from that region. The plaque read, “We dance for pleasure... and for the good of the city.” That should be the motto of our church. Beauty wants to spread itself around so that all might benefit.
     The distributive power of beauty is so important. For this is precisely the point where we can mistreat beauty. …Because the desire that beauty creates in us is so powerful, that if it is not coupled with the desire to share, it becomes a fetish. An idol. We become possessive and covetous. Instead of sharing it, we lock up beauty in a tower to which we have the only key. When we come to this point we are no longer savoring the beauty of the world, we are destroying it. Robbing it of its generative and distributive powers. …

     …I urge us to examine our relationship to beauty. Because the desires it incites in us are powerful. Beauty is tied up with our feelings about money and appetite and sex. So consider for a moment: Does seeing something beautiful make you covetous and stingy? Or does beauty open your heart and your hand with a desire to share it with others? What is your relationship to beauty?
     “I wake up each morning,” said E.B. White, “torn between two impulses: the impulse to savor the world, and the impulse to save it. It makes it hard to plan the day.

     Friends, though there are only a limited number of hours in the day, we have no choice but to savor AND save the world. We must dance -- as the Anasazi say -- “for pleasure, AND for the good of the city.” We really have no other choice. For once we allow the beauty of the world to enter into our hearts and break them open. Once we know the possibilities for beauty on this earth, we won’t be able to stand for pain and injustice. Beauty’s will to multiply and share itself is too strong. Only by savoring the world will we be able to summon the love and desire necessary to save it.
     To open oneself up, though, to both savor and save the world is to put one’s heart at great risk. …William James, the great philosopher of religion, …once said: “We live in a world that is uncertain of being saved. Are you willing to participate in such a world?” Will you risk breaking your heart and maybe your back, trying to save the world you have fallen in love with? I’m afraid we have no other choice.
11.8: What Is Beauty? What Is God? by Rev. Mark Hayes (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (772 words)
     One reason I included the topic of “beauty” …was to point out some interesting parallels, and to provide yet another angle from which to look at the idea of God. First, let me raise the question, “Does Beauty exist?” And if so, what exactly is it? 

     How many of you think beauty exists? . . . Can you prove it? Where is it? Where does it live? Where did it come from? Who or what created it? Somehow, those seem like the wrong questions to ask, don’t they? Sort of like, “Do you believe in God?” 

     We all know that beauty exists, because we have experienced it, whether in a multicolored sunset, or in a work of art or music, or in the beaming smile of an infant, or in an arrangement of flowers. In fact, beauty is not a physical object sitting on a shelf somewhere. Beauty is a quality of sensory experience, a pleasing sense of symmetry, or order, or color, or . . . something. We have a habit of attributing beauty to objects – objects of art or of nature. But we don’t all agree on which objects are beautiful. Each of us brings our own taste and our own previous history of experience and associations. And so I would claim that beauty inheres not in the object, but only in our subjective experience of it. 

     Perhaps there is a theological lesson here. As I said earlier, any useful, meaningful concept of God must somehow touch real life, and be compatible with actual experience. Perhaps God, like beauty, has meaning only within the context of our experience. Perhaps it is only in our experience of life and the world that God manifests. Or at least perhaps those are the only manifestations that are worth our time and effort to understand. 

     One of the most meaningful concepts I find in recent theological work is that of relationship. Theologian Sally McFague, in her book Models of God, writes “individuals or entities always exist within structures of relationship; process, change, transformation, and openness replace stasis, changelessness, and completeness as basic descriptive concepts.” If relationship is a central feature of reality, then perhaps it should also play a central role in our understanding of Divinity. 

     And the exciting thing for me is that these ideas seem to be coming from all directions, not just from formal theological work. Poet Wallace Stevens declares “Nothing is itself taken alone. Things are because of interrelations or interconnections.” Similar messages have emerged from the world of science. Sally McFague again: “Relationship and relativity, as well as process and openness, characterize reality as it is understood at present in all branches of science.”
     And it is our conception of relationship, and of our interconnectedness with others that form the basis of our ethical impulses of justice and compassion. 

     Beauty, as we understand it, lies not in the beautiful objects we encounter. And it lies not within us. Rather, beauty exists, or arises as a part of our experience in relationship with the object of beauty. Joseph Robertson…writes “Beauty touches the core of what is good and valuable about human existence. In locating beauty, the mind itself is beautified, humanized, because it is in consciousness where beauty finds its hold in the world.” 

     Perhaps there is another theological lesson there. Beauty – and God – are finally about relationship – our relationship to the essence, the essentials of life. And it is in our experience, our consciousness, that beauty and God find their hold in the world. 

     So, does God exist? I don’t know. If the concept of God has no resonance for you; if you feel no Divine presence, then for you perhaps God is only the Great Mystery, or even the Great Absence. But if you sense a comforting presence in times of struggle and difficulty, then God the Comforter is there. If you see the face of God in a spectacular sunset or in the radiant smile of a loved one, or hear the voice of God in a Handel Sonata or a Beethoven Symphony, then God the Creator of Beauty is there. If you feel an invisible hand leading you on in works of compassion and justice, then God the Merciful and Just is there. If you sense the invisible lines of connection and relationship between yourself and all other beings, then God the Glue of the Universe, Architect of the Interdependent Web, is there. 

     If you experience God in any of these ways, or in any of a myriad other possible ways, don’t let my doubts or the doubts of anyone else take that away from you. 

11.9: Beyond the Eye of the Beholder by Rev. Lisa A. Wiggins (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,224 words)
     I’ve been flirting with beauty all my life. When I was a typical hormonal teenager, focused on attractiveness, I had a major handicap. I never thought I was beautiful because I had acne. The only way that I made it through this often disfiguring experience was to proudly proclaim that I had a continually “changing landscape.” Not everyone was so gifted with seasonal abundance! 

     As a young adult I resonated with the sign in the front window of my father’s community development office which said: “Who can say I am Japanese, American, African, when in the next day, one …may be a butterfly.” I carried this sentiment into my Unitarian Universalist ministry, developing a spiritual awareness of harmony, balance and creative transformation. And during the last decade I have been exploring beauty in architecture, which has included designing and constructing a geodesic dome. Others balked at the inefficient use of space. To me, I marveled at the balance of space and matter, the gradients of light and shadow and the gorgeous resonance of sound. After praying in the dome a Muslim colleague explained once that “Allah was much closer” there than in other places in which she had prayed.

     The lessons of the aesthetic continue. Recently at a Unitarian Universalist conference a woman shared that ‘beauty always gives something to us while ugliness takes something away from us.’ I hadn’t thought about beauty in those terms. We can be given wings with a soaring piano concert…, a larger heart when we see a random act of kindness or a soulful embrace when watching a spectacular sunset. And then ugliness does take something away, doesn’t it?
     …The road to recovery of the aesthetic won’t be easy because we tend to dismiss its value. And how can we mutually value something which is so individual—that occurs only in the eye of the beholder? What is beautiful to me isn’t necessarily beautiful to you.

     And since beauty won’t generally buy us a loaf of bread, we have tended to dismiss it as an extravagance. The grasp of beauty makes sense for the artist, not for us all. Artistic classes are “icing on the cake” for well-endowed school systems and not for the majority of our children. Or the acquisition of beauty is for only those who can afford it. 

     …the ghost of Gandhi, who gave up all worldly possessions, whispered in my ear, saying once again: “Real beauty is my aim.”
     Real beauty? Is there a difference? In Gandhi’s terms it is born, not in its outward appearances, or in issues of accessibility or affordability, but rather in how it affects the soul. We may begin with beauty being in ‘the eye of the beholder.’ We look at the appearance of people or objects. Sometimes we also see the invisible radiances, such as good character and compassionate actions. When we discover some meaningful and stunning presentation affecting our hearts, we call it “beautiful.” Therefore real beauty, striking a deep chord in us, actually occurs beyond the eye of the beholder—in the heart of the beholder which is a portal to the rest of the universe. We feel tied or bound in an inextricable way to a deeper pulse or aesthetic of life. It draws us in to participate in a more expansive wholeness. It’s as if we find ourselves in a kaleidoscope, one particle embedded in many, through which light is passed through the heart of all and we become changed, a totally new and wonderful combination of symmetrical color and form.

     There is a story of a woman who was asked to teach ‘poise and grooming’ to girls from low-income families in London’s East End. Because she found it silly to try to teach these girls who never had been outside their neighborhood and didn’t know what they were supposed to be poised for, she never mentioned poise and grooming to them.

     Instead she took them on field trips to see the paintings at the National Gallery and a costume collection. They watched the Horse Guard change at Buckingham Palace; smelled flowers at a famous garden and heard vespers at St. Martin’s-in-the-Fields.

     And yes, there was one day at the Elizabeth Arden spa for a ‘day of beauty.’ At the end of four weeks, she said that “the visible transformation in these girls was such that I felt like Henry Higgins—only younger, female, and American. Nothing had changed in my student’s lives in any concrete way, but they had had experiences that hinted at the scope and wonder of their world. Their epiphany brought one for me: beauty rubs off. You cannot stand face-to-face with a Rembrandt and walk away the same person.” …

     When one can perform a random act of kindness or a purposeful act of service that lets someone regain a sense that they are of worth, special, that person becomes a creator of a more comfortable, engaging, aesthetic world.

     But here is the greatest challenge to beauty: We are still talking about “others.” The most difficult place to find beauty is in the mirror. If I were to ask, “How many of you here believe that you are truly beautiful?” I think that few of you would raise your hands. Even we Unitarian Universalists who highly value the worth and dignity of each person have to contend with thousands of years of …Christian religious traditions which tell us that we are “sinners,” or that we should be aspiring toward perfection; or that we have to prove ourselves before we become worthy of peace and joy. It’s like generation after generation of the human race is continually learning how to be ugly: inadequate, flawed and rarely loveable, except by the grace of God.

     Yet consider those beautiful people in your life. They “are not necessarily physically healthy, emotionally together, easy to get along with, or productive and successful…The whole of their being, the good and the bad, is the stuff out of which their beauty makes an appearance. A lover may see it. A parent may embrace it. A friend may struggle with it but love it.”
     What would happen if someone held up the mirror for you? Would you see acne, wrinkles, grouchiness? Someone overweight, underweight, incomplete, angry, with a heavy heart? Or would you see deep beauty? …

     We will continue to destroy everything around us until we see and protect not only the beauty that is all around us, but also inside of us. In truth, beauty is all of us, interconnected. Because beauty really is all about how we come to recognize that we are embedded within existence. It is a conscious and heart-felt process about how the universe can touch us with tenderness and with magnificence and let us feel a part of wonderfully elegant, dynamic source of the universe.

     So let us not just appreciate beauty. Rather, become champions of beauty. Intentionally uncover those connections. Let our souls, which often hide behind the flaws of physical appearance or character, touch beauty and merge us into the wider vision. And let others know the beauty you see in them. For when we all become awakened to the spirit of the whole, the wings of our souls will unfurl, unfurl to lift us into that extraordinary “field of eternity” as only beauty can do.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“A thing of beauty is a joy forever: its loveliness increases; it will never pass into nothingness.”   John Keats

“Do not confuse beauty with beautiful. Beautiful is a human judgment. Beauty is All.”   Matthew Fox

“The beauty of the natural world lies in the details, the intricate patterns, and the hidden wonders waiting to be discovered.”   Rachel Carson

“Life is full of beauty. Notice it. Notice the bumble bee, the small child, and the smiling faces. Smell the rain, and feel the wind. Live your life to the fullest potential, and fight for your dreams.”   Ashley Smith

“I cannot believe that the inscrutable universe turns on an axis of suffering; surely the strange beauty of the world must somewhere rest on pure joy!”   Louise Bogan

“Beauty is unbearable, drives us to despair, offering us for a minute the glimpse of an eternity that we should like to stretch out over the whole of time.”   Albert Camus

“Beauty crowds me till I die. Beauty mercy have on me.”   Emily Dickinson

“I said to myself—I’ll paint what I see—what the flower is to me but I’ll paint it big and they will be surprised into taking time to look at it—I will make even busy New Yorkers take time to see what I see of flowers.”   Georgia O’Keeffe

“Of life’s two chief prizes, beauty and truth, I found the first in a loving heart and the second in a laborer’s hand.”   Khalil Gibran

“The perception of beauty is a moral test.”   Henry David Thoreau

“Let the beauty we love become the good we do.”   Rumi 

“It is cruel, you know, that music should be so beautiful. It has the beauty of loneliness of pain…. The beauty of disappointment and never-satisfied love. The cruel beauty of nature and everlasting beauty of monotony.”   Benjamin Britten

“Personality is more important than beauty, but imagination is more important than both of them.”   Laurette Taylor

“That which is striking and beautiful is not always good, but that which is good is always beautiful.”   Ninon de L’Enclos
“Though beauty gives you a weird sense of entitlement, it's rather frightening and threatening to have others ascribe such importance to something you know you're just renting for a while.”   Candice Bergen

“To experience sublime natural beauty is to confront the total inadequacy of language to describe what you see. Words cannot convey the scale of a view that is so stunning it is felt.”   Eleanor Catton

“In a meadow full of flowers, you cannot walk through and breathe those smells and see all those colors and remain angry. We have to support the beauty, the poetry, of life.”   Jonas Mekas

“The most beautiful experience we can have is the mysterious. It is the fundamental emotion that stands at the cradle of true art and true science.”   Albert Einstein

“There is no definition of beauty, but when you can see someone’s spirit coming through, something unexplainable, that's beautiful to me.”   Liv Tyler

“The more often we see the things around us—even the beautiful... —the more they become invisible to us. That is why we often take for granted the beauty of this world: the flowers, the trees, the birds, the clouds - even those we love. Because we see things so often, we see them less and less.”   Joseph Wirthlin

“Some people, no matter how old they get, never lose their beauty—they merely move it from their faces into their hearts.”   Martin Buxbaum

“The first question I ask myself when something doesn’t seem to be beautiful is why do I think it’s not beautiful. And very shortly you discover that there is no reason.”   John Cage

“In difficult times, carry something beautiful in your heart.” Blaise Pascal

“The moment one gives close attention to anything, even a blade of grass, it becomes a mysterious, awesome, indescribably magnificent world in itself.”   Henry Miller

“At some point in life the world’s beauty becomes enough. You don’t need to photograph, paint or even remember it. It is enough. No record of it needs to be kept and you don’t need someone to share it with or tell it to. When that happens—that letting go—you let go because you can.”   Toni Morrison

“The ability to see beauty is the beginning of our moral sensibility. What we believe is beautiful we will not wantonly destroy.”   Sean Parker Dennison

“People often say that ‘beauty is in the eye of the beholder,’ and I say that the most liberating thing about beauty is realizing that you are the beholder. This empowers us to find beauty in places where others have not dared to look, including inside ourselves.”   Salma Hayek

“We do not want merely to see beauty.… We want something else that can hardly be put into words—to be united with the beauty we see, to pass into it, to receive it into ourselves, to bathe in it, to become part of it.”   C.S. Lewis

“If you look closely at a tree, you’ll notice it’s knots and dead branches, just like our bodies. What we learn is that beauty and imperfection go together wonderfully.”   Matthew Fox

“I see beauty as the grace point between what hurts and what heals, between the shadow of tragedy and the light of joy. I find beauty in my scars.”   Alexandra Heather Foss
“Sometimes, to become whole you just have to put yourself in the way of beauty.”   Cheryl Strayed
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