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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: The Spirit of Giving (77 words)
1.2: The Larger Hope by Rev. Michael Schuler (56 words)

1.3: The Open Heart (77 words)
1.4: A Journey of Abundance (59 words)
1.5: We are here that we might have life by Rev. John Morgan (30 words)

1.6: Generosity Celebrates our Shared Humanity (66 words)
1.7: Committed to Respond by Rev. Lynn Harrison (115 words)

2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: The Abundance of Our Lives Together by Katie Sivani Gelfand (84 words)
2.2: Love Can Transform the World by Rev. Maureen Killoran (59 words)
2.3: Letting Go by Rev. Jay Wolin (161 words)
2.4: Community Chalice Lighting by Atticus Palmer (80 words)
2.5: For Each and For All by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom (56 words)
2.6: Abundance Chalice Lighting by Rev. Dawn Skjei Cooley (29 words)
2.7: Our Welcome to Share by anastasi birosh (31 words)

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #124 Be That Guide
3.2: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life
3.3: SLT #317 We Are Not Our Own

3.4: SLT #322 Thanks Be for These
3.5: SLT #360 Here We Have Gathered
3.6: SLT #402 From You I Receive
3.7: SLT #403 Spirit of Truth, of Life, of Power
3.8: SLT #404 What Gift Can We Bring
      Singing the Journey

3.9: STJ #1000 Morning has Come

3.10: STJ #1001 Breaths
3.11: STJ #1004 Busca el Amor
3.12: STJ #1009 Meditation on Breathing

3.13: STJ #1013 Open My Heart
3.14: STJ #1021 Lean on Me
3.15: STJ #1027 Cuando el Pobre
3.16: STJ #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear
     Popular Music

3.17: Try A Little Kindness by Glen Campbell (2:24)

3.18: We Are the World by USA for Africa (8:00)
3.19: One Love by Bob Marley (2:45) 
3.20: Stand by Me by Ben E King, 1961 (2:57) 
3.21: Wonderful World, Beautiful People by Jimmy Cliff (3:12)

3.22: Dear Mama by 2pac (4:40)

3.23: Bridge Over Troubled Waters by Simon & Garfunkel (4:40)

3.24: Give a Little Bit by Supertramp (4:08)

3.25: Humble and Kind by Tim McGraw (4:29)
3.26: Kind and Generous by Natalie Merchant (3:58)

3:27: Lean on Me by Bill Withers (4:19)

3.28: Gratitude by Earth, Wind, and Fire (3:37)

3.29: Point of Life by Randy Travis (3:37)
3.30: You’ve Got A Friend by Carole King (5:10)

3.31: You’ve Got A Friend in Me by Randy Newman (2:08)

3.32: Your Song by Elton John (3:48)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: When You Have More Than Enough by Dawn Star Sarahs-Borchelt (530 words)

5.0: Meditations

5.1: We Thank You God for Potlucks by Rev. Gary Kowalski (124 words)

5.2: Communion with Earth and Sky by Rev. Stephen Shick (172 words)
5.3: May We Trust in the Spirit by Rev. Greta Crosby (136 words)

5.4: The Chalice of Our Being by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (209 words)
5.5: To Flame by Rev. Stephen Shick (76 words)

5.6: Un-bartered Concern Offered with Unconditional Resolve by Rev. Sam Trumbore (274 words)

5.7: Food for the Spirit by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer (109 words)

6.0: Prayers
6.1: For All That Is Good in Our Lives by Rev. Debra Haffner (88 words)
6.2: Prayer to Mother Earth by Rev. Lucy Bunch (188 words)

6.3: Let Us Bless the Earth by Eric Williams (72 words)
6.4: On Generosity by Walter Brueggemann (292 words)
6.5: The moment of prayer is an invitation by Rev. Earl Holt III (252 words)

6.6: Enter with me that still place within by Rev. Linda Hoddy (148 words)

6.7: A Prayer for Desert Times by Rev. Margaret Keip (184 words)

6.8: A Prayer Addressing All Hungers by Debra Smith (134 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7:1: SLT #436 We Come to This Time by Rev. David Pohl

7:2: SLT #444 This House by Rev. Kenneth Patton

7:3: SLT #465 The Wisdom to Survive by Wendell Berry

7:4: SLT #512 We Give Thanks This Day by Rev. Gene Pickett

7:5: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry

7:6: SLT #649 From Generation to Generation by Antoine de St. Exupéry

7:7: SLT #651 The Body is Humankind by Norman Cousins

7:8: SLT #654 Impassioned Clay by Rev. Ralph Helverson

7:9: SLT #662 Strange and Foolish Walls by Rev. A. Powell Davies

7:10: SLT #664 Give Us the Spirit of a Child by Rev. Sarah York
7:11: Celebrating Abundance by Rev. Julián Jamaica Soto (102 words)

8.0: Readings

8.1: I Am Here, Growing by Melissa Jeter (384 words)

8.2: Begetting Community by Christine Slocum (375 words)

8.3: The Uncovering by Rev. Jennifer Hundley-Batts (361 words)

8.4: Blessed Curses, Cursed Blessings by Becky Brooks (370 words)

8.5: A Blessing by John O’Donohue (218 words)
8.6: What We Need by Rev. Victoria Safford (170 words)

8.7: On Abundance by Rev. Deanna Vandiver (304 words)
8.8: Rare Indeed by James Baldwin (77 words)

8.9: This is the Day We are Given Rev. Lissa Anne Gundlach (332 words)

8.10: The Gifts of Geese by author unknown (212 words) (adapted)

8.11: i thank You God for most this amazing by e. e. cummings (166 words)

8.12: Gratitude by Gary Snyder (After a Mohawk Prayer) (192 words)

8.13: Giving Thanks by Rev. Steve Eddington (241 words)

8.14: A Mother’s Socks by Jeffrey A. Lockwood (430 words)
8.15: The Longshoreman by Rev. Patrick O'Neill (254 words)
8.16: The Shoemaker’s Window by Rev. Patrick O'Neill (253 words)
8.17: Green Beans by Teresa Honey Youngblood (452 words)
8.18: Strangers at the Door by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt (359 words)
8.19: The Kindness of Others by Rayla D. Mattson (426 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: In the end it won’t matter by Rev. John Morgan (42 words)

10.2: Be Generous by David Marell (22 words)

10.3: Blessed is the Path by Eric Williams (62 words)
10.4: The World is Too Beautiful by Eric Williams (49 words)

10.5: Go in peace. Live simply by Rev. Marco Belletini (107 words)

10.6: In this community by Rev. Sydney K Wilde (20 words)

10.7: Share Your Glorious Light with the World by James Morison (103 words)
11.0: Sermons

11.1: Generosity’s Perfection by Sharon Salzberg (Excerpt, full text at https://www.lionsroar.com/generositys-perfection/) (445 words)
11.2: Generosity by Rev. Scott W. Alexander (excerpt, full text no longer online) (902 words)

11.3: The Infinite Enlargement of the Heart by Rev. Jay Leach (excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/2012) (1,137 words)
11.4: The Answer I Wish I’d Given by Rev. Erika Hewitt (Excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/131106.shtml) (1,183 words)

11.5: Wave First by Rev. Peter Friedrichs (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,235 words)

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl
Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: The Spirit of Giving (77 words)
Generosity is a beacon of light in a world often overshadowed by self-interest. It is the warmth of a helping hand extended without hesitation, the empathy that fuels acts of kindness, and the spirit of giving that knows no boundaries. In its essence, generosity transcends mere material exchange; it embodies a profound understanding of our interconnectedness and the power of uplifting others. Embracing generosity enriches the lives of those around us and nourishes the fabric of humanity.

Source: Touchstones
1.2: The Larger Hope by Rev. Michael Schuler (56 words)

If you are proud of this church, become its advocate.

If you are concerned for it future, share its message.

If its values resonate deep within you,

give it a measure of your devotion.

This church cannot survive without your faith, your confidence,

your enthusiasm, your generosity.

Its destiny, the larger hope, rests in your hands.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6010.shtml
1.3: The Open Heart (77 words)
Generosity is the art of selflessness, a testament to the belief that our joy is amplified when shared with others. It is a force that has the power to uplift communities, bridge divides, and create a tapestry of kindness that weaves through the fabric of society. To choose generosity is to embark on a journey that reveals the transformative impact of a simple gesture, a helping hand extended, or a heart open to the needs of others.
Source: Touchstones
1.4: A Journey of Abundance (59 words)
Join us as we navigate the landscape of generosity—a terrain where small gestures carry profound significance, where giving creates abundance, and where the spirit of generosity becomes a guiding light in our collective journey. Together, let us celebrate the inherent worth and dignity that resides within each of us, waiting to be unleashed through the power of generosity.
Source: Touchstones
1.5: We are here that we might have life by Rev. John Morgan (30 words)

We are here that we might have life

and have it more abundantly,

so that we might share it with others.

Come, let us join together

as a generous people.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5431.shtml
1.6: Generosity Celebrates our Shared Humanity (66 words)
In a world where the clamor for success and accumulation echoes loudly, there exists a timeless virtue that towers above chaos—generosity. It is a quality that transcends cultural boundaries and speaks to the very essence of our shared humanity. Generosity is not merely the act of giving; it is a profound expression of empathy, compassion, and a recognition of the interconnectedness that binds us all.

Source: Touchstones
1.7: Committed to Respond by Rev. Lynn Harrison (115 words)

Committed to respond to the call of a wounded world…

We join together this day with loving hearts, hands and minds.

Embracing the interconnected web of water, air and earth…

We light a fire of sustaining hope, ever bright with love and justice.

May we bring forth this day new wisdom, strength and courage

To create a new world not of wealth, but well-being.

A world of new peace and abundance for all.

As we give thanks for this earth, our shared and singular home,

May we dedicate ourselves to its ongoing care.

Rising to the calls deep within us, and all around us…

May we respond today and always with courage and with love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/committed-respond
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: The Abundance of Our Lives Together by Katie Sivani Gelfand (84 words)
We light our chalice as a symbol of gratitude

as we celebrate the abundance of our lives together.

In this sanctuary we harvest bushels of strength for one another,

and offer our crop with the hands of compassion and generosity.

In the authentic and gentle manner of our connections,

we cultivate a simple sweetness to brighten our spirits.

May we be grateful for the ways we nourish and uplift each other,

For it is the sharing of this hallowed time together that sustains us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/abundance-our-lives-together
2.2: Love Can Transform the World by Rev. Maureen Killoran (59 words)
Love is the aspiration, the spirit that moves and inspires this faith we share.

Rightly understood, love can nurture our spirits and transform the world.

May the flame of this chalice honor and embody the power and the blessing of the love we need, the love we give, the love we are challenged always to remember and to share.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/love-can-transform-world
2.3: Letting Go by Rev. Jay Wolin (161 words)
Are we a people of holding on or of letting go?

Holding on to rigid ideas or

Letting go and opening our minds and our hearts, to something new;

Holding on to certainty of how things should be or

Letting go and living with the uncertainty of new ways of being in the world;

Holding on to what makes us comfortable or

Letting go so we may grow which can be uncomfortable;

Holding on to what makes us safe or

Letting go to make room to help others feel safe?

With this flame, this symbol of our religion,

let it be a symbol of burning up the ties that hold us back from being our true self and reaching our true potential;

let it be a symbol of lighting a new way for us into a better tomorrow;

and let it be a symbol of letting go

Because holding on too long and too tightly is never good for the soul.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/letting-go
2.4: Community Chalice Lighting by Atticus Palmer (80 words)
     We call this light before us in hope that we may always remain a strong community,

working together to make the world a better place.

     When we are grieving or sad,

When we are challenged,

When we need help,

This flame guides us out of the darkness.

     When we are cheerful,

When we celebrate,

When we accomplish a great task,

When we return to a place that makes us happy,

The chalice reminds us to share our happiness with others.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/community-chalice-lighting
2.5: For Each and For All by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom (56 words)
We light this chalice for all who are here, and all who are not;

For all who have ever walked through our doors,

for those who may yet find this spiritual home,

and for those we can’t even yet imagine.

For each of us and for us all, may this flame burn warm and bright.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/each-and-all
2.6: Abundance Chalice Lighting by Rev. Dawn Skjei Cooley (29 words)
We light our chalice this morning, grateful for the love that we experience in this beloved community. May the flame light the way for all who seek such abundance.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/abundance
2.7: Our Welcome to Share by anastasi birosh (31 words)
We light this chalice; our welcome to share, and our communion to declare. May this flame

shine bright and afar to serve as our community’s lodestar. All are welcome from everywhere.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/our-welcome-share 
3.0: Hymns, Choral Music & Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #124 Be That Guide
3.2: SLT #128 For All That Is Our Life
3.3: SLT #317 We Are Not Our Own

3.4: SLT #322 Thanks Be for These
3.5: SLT #360 Here We Have Gathered
3.6: SLT #402 From You I Receive
3.7: SLT #403 Spirit of Truth, of Life, of Power
3.8: SLT #404 What Gift Can We Bring
      Singing the Journey

3.9: STJ #1000 Morning has Come

3.10: STJ #1001 Breaths
3.11: STJ #1004 Busca el Amor
3.12: STJ #1009 Meditation on Breathing

3.13: STJ #1013 Open My Heart
3.14: STJ #1021 Lean on Me
3.15: STJ #1027 Cuando el Pobre
3.16: STJ #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear
     Popular Music

3.17: Try A Little Kindness by Glen Campbell (2:24)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=MvswocNN-g8
3.18: We Are the World by USA for Africa (8:00)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=M9BNoNFKCBI
3.19: One Love by Bob Marley (2:45) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vdB-8eLEW8g
3.20: Stand by Me by Ben E King, 1961 (2:57) 
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hwZNL7QVJjE
3.21: Wonderful World, Beautiful People by Jimmy Cliff (3:12)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SapwrvSOfIc
3.22: Dear Mama by 2pac (4:40)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Mb1ZvUDvLDY
3.23: Bridge Over Troubled Waters by Simon & Garfunkel (4:40)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WrcwRt6J32o
3.24: Give a Little Bit by Supertramp (4:08)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=J9JOut9yh5g
3.25: Humble and Kind by Tim McGraw (4:29)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=awzNHuGqoMc
3.26: Kind and Generous by Natalie Merchant (3:58)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uAwyIad93-c
3:27: Lean on Me by Bill Withers (4:19)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-59COFjB6Sk
3.28: Gratitude by Earth, Wind, and Fire (3:37)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GQ1e6lmVluw
3.29: Point of Life by Randy Travis (3:37)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8qiBjtI4MLc
3.30: You’ve Got A Friend by Carole King (5:10)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eAR_Ff5A8Rk
3.31: You’ve Got A Friend in Me by Randy Newman (2:08)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gRBIMTK73wY
3.32: Your Song by Elton John (3:48)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GlPlfCy1urI
4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: When You Have More Than Enough by Dawn Star Sarahs-Borchelt (530 words)
     Once upon a time there was a family. Maybe this family had not quite enough to eat. Or maybe they had just about enough. Or … perhaps they had MORE than enough.

     You might not have been able to tell. THEY might not have been able to tell. Sometimes it’s hard to tell if you have enough or not. It’s hard not to want more or different things than you have.

     In any case, this family came together one autumn day for a celebration. A feast. A time of gratitude.

     They gathered, as we have done, around a table. There was food. There was drink. There were flowers to remind them of beauty.

     And then there was a call from the gate outside their door.

     “Hello! We’re hungry and thirsty and we see you have a feast. May we come in?”
     Well, the family didn’t know at first how to answer.

     Who were these people at the gate? Was it safe to let these people in? Did they have enough to share? Was there room?

     But they remembered.

     They remembered that most of them had come to this family, to this celebration, from someplace else.

     They remembered that even they, who were there at that table, had not always been kind to each other. There had been times when they hurt each other. There were still times when they made each other sad or angry or afraid. There is no way to make life completely safe.

     They remembered times when others had shared with them, even when the others might not have had quite enough of their own.

     They remembered when each new member of the family had been born, or come to stay, or married in. They remembered that they had always found a way to make room.

     And they remembered an old, old saying: when you have more than you need, it is better to build a longer table than to build a higher fence.

     We have enough, they said. We might have more than enough. We are many, and strong, and we can hold a safe space here in our home for all who come.

     And so they went out of their door and to the gate in the fence. They opened the gate. They invited the people …in. Inside, they pulled out another table and made the space for these newcomers. They covered it with a cloth. And the newcomers set upon it a dish full of something fragrant and delicious which was strange and wonderful to the family. Everybody shared. And there was enough.

     I want us to notice that we only heard one part of that story. We heard the story of the people who were in the family in the house, ready to feast. We didn’t hear the story of the people at the gate, wanting to come in. We don’t know who they are or why they are there or what they bring to the table other than the strange and wonderful food! So when you hear other stories…, I want you to think about whose stories they are. And whose stories they aren’t. And what those other stories might have been.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/when-you-have-more-enough 

5.0: Meditations

5.1: We Thank You God for Potlucks by Rev. Gary Kowalski (124 words)

     We thank you God for potlucks

Where a multitude can cook

With ingredients and spices

That aren’t from just one book.

     From casseroles and dumplings,

Hors d’oeurves and canapés,

Puddings, sauces, pastas,

To sensational flambés.

     How boring when there’s just one dish

Or flavor to fit all.

How yummy and much more delish

When our feast’s a free-for-all.

     Our faith is like a banquet too,

With many forms of seasoning

Where Christians, Rastafarians and Jews

All do their separate reasoning.

     But all can share one table,

Break bread and sit to eat,

Enriched by our diversity

From pumpernickel to whole wheat.

     So, we are our own blessing;

Our gratitude’s made real

When we as friends can feed and serve

Each other in life’s meal.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/we-thank-you-god-potlucks 

5.2: Communion with Earth and Sky by Rev. Stephen Shick (172 words)
     Early spring awakens

memories of a deeper cold

and hopes of a warmer

wetness,

sprouting seeds and budding branches.

     Gray trees on gray sky screen eyes

from all that lies

waiting:

the color of a million

flowers,

the feathers of migrating

songbirds,

the blossoming smiles of

friends.

     Soon we will no longer look to the night stars to guide us.

Soon the path

will be lit and our task certain.

     In the warming days we will plant our

future,

uprooting useless skeletons of

last year’s harvest,

breaking the clods

of indifference,

carefully pulling the

weeds of

neglect

so

that roots can stretch.

     Before the harvest moon rises and we wait

again,

images of still distant summer

days

awaken thoughts of a time

when

all is done that can be done.

     Then the harvest.

Then the transformation.

Then the baking.

Then the

bread.

     All we know and love is in this cycle.

All that has been or will be is in

this loaf.

Take it.

Break it.

Give

thanks

and pass it on.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/communion-with-earth-sky 

5.3: May We Trust in the Spirit by Rev. Greta Crosby (136 words)

     Let us join in the exercise of silence for reflection, repose, meditation, or prayer.

(Silence)

     In reflecting upon the dispiriting time in which we live, I have come to believe that the basic religious response is to refuse to be dispirited for long.

     May we seek and find grounding wherever it may be found: perhaps in the buds blooming; in the grace of a touch, a smile, a word, a helping hand, a decision or vote or election that goes well, a discovery that enlightens or encourages us.

     May we trust in the spirit that will not be quelled forever, that rises up in people from some mysterious source, energy that comes again to affirm that people matter, their needs and aspirations matter, and that the condition of people’s flourishing is the cultivation of truth and love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5484.shtml 

5.4: The Chalice of Our Being by Rev. Richard S. 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: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/chalice-our-being
5.5: To Flame by Rev. Stephen Shick (76 words)

     All that we need is here now.

From the ages of the earth

we have gathered energies

in wood, coal, oil,

and other remnants of life.

And the air, it is here too,

and it need not be pure.

     All is ready,

here,

in the dark.

     Will you strike yourself

against life’s hard surfaces

and let the flame out,

or let it be born from your giving,

let it be eternally released

to spread the light?

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/flame
5.6: Un-bartered Concern Offered with Unconditional Resolve by Rev. Sam Trumbore (274 words)

Let us turn inward now, bringing our attention to this moment,

          calming restless glances darting around the room;

          listening to the muffled sounds that come and go

                  like waves breaking on the beach on a lazy summer afternoon;

          Settling into the peaceful silence descending like snowfall at midnight.

Let us remember the privileges, gifts and pleasures we enjoy

          the wealth, the opportunity, the resources and the support

   our birth, our position, our status, our class and our means provide for us.

Even the poorest among us lives like royalty

          in comparison to most of the world’s population.

We live with a level of abundance hard for the Chinese peasants

                  who stock our materialist tendencies to comprehend.

And yet we still suffer. For all our prosperity and success as a culture --

          there is so much dissatisfaction.

We’re embarrassed to discover money can’t buy happiness.

We see the suffering of others and react with shame and guilt.

Rather than guilt, let us feel gratitude for what we have received.

Let our abundance open our hearts rather than close them to human need.

Let our compassion not be drained

through twenty dollar checks for charitable indulgences.

The planet, the cosmos, all that is holy,

          yearns for unbartered concern offered with unconditional resolve.

May we discover as we reach out to the other,

          the truth of our collective

  as well as individual inherent worth and dignity.

May we experience directly and personally

          the interconnectedness of all existence of which we are a part.

May we cherish and celebrate with reverence

          the high privilege of human birth and consciousness

                  and act wisely for the benefit of all life.

Source: https://eastshore.org/event/measure-success-rev-arthur-g-severance
5.7: Food for the Spirit by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer (109 words)

     In one church it was meals,

prepared and frozen

to be shared with those in need.

Food was handed out at the door,

or taken to where it was needed.

     In another church it was casseroles,

brought to families

whose strength was consumed

by illness or disaster.

     Small gestures, these,

little hairs on the roots

of community, reaching into the soil,

drawing the nutrients of earth.

     When we sing together,

share a meal together,

make soup together,

the hairs on the roots

reach out then, too,

nourishing us in ways beyond the ways

we may think we know.

     The dark soil is full of nutrients.

We feed without knowing.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/food-spirit
6.0: Prayers
6.1: For All That Is Good in Our Lives by Rev. Debra Haffner (88 words)
     May we whisper thank you for all that is good in our lives. (Thank you)

     May we shout thank you! for the abundance of blessings. (Thank you)

     May we feel thank you, thank you, thank you,

deep within our hearts and around us right now.

     May we be thankful, down to our bones, for this time together.

     May we take the time to feed each other,

take care of each other,

appreciate and trust each other,

and say thank you.

     It is the only prayer we’ll ever need.

This prayer was inspired by the words of Meister Eckhart: “If the only prayer you ever say in your entire life is thank you, it will be enough.”
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/all-good-our-lives 
6.2: 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 

6.3: Let Us Bless the Earth by Eric Williams (72 words)
     Let us bless the Earth,

And all that is steady and firm.

     Let us bless the Sky,

And all that is open and filled with light.

     Let us bless their union,

Holy and without ceasing.

     Let us bless their children,

The bounty of field and forest,

Stones, plants, animals, and all living things.

     May the gifts of the Earth and Sky

Strengthen, refresh, nourish, and heal the peoples of the Earth.

     Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/let-us-bless-earth 

6.4: On Generosity by Walter Brueggemann (292 words)
     On our own, we conclude:

there is not enough to go around

     we are going to run short

of money

of love

of grades

of publications …

of beer

of members

of years

of life

     we should seize the day

seize our goods

seize our neighbors goods

because there is not enough to go around

     and in the midst of our perceived deficit

you come

you come giving bread in the wilderness

you come giving children at the 11th hour

you come giving homes to exiles

you come giving futures to the shutdown

…you come – …Jesus.

     and we watch while

the blind receive their sight

the lame walk

the lepers are cleansed

the deaf hear

the dead are raised

the poor dance and sing

     we watch

and we take food we did not grow and

life we did not invent and

future that is gift and gift and gift and

families and neighbors who sustain us

when we did not deserve it.

     It dawns on us – late rather than soon-

that you “give food in due season

you open your hand

and satisfy the desire of every living thing.”
     By your giving, break our cycles of imagined scarcity

override our presumed deficits

quiet our anxieties of lack

transform our perceptual field to see

the abundance………mercy upon mercy—blessing upon blessing.

     Sink your generosity deep into our lives

that your muchness may expose our false lack

that endlessly receiving we may endlessly give

so that the world may be made …new,

without greedy lack, but only wonder,

without coercive need but only love,

without destructive greed but only praise

without aggression and invasiveness….

all things …new….

all around us, toward us and by us

…Finish your creation, in wonder, love and praise. Amen.
Source: https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/1042357-on-generosity-on-our-own-we-conclude-there-is-not
6.5: The moment of prayer is an invitation by Rev. Earl Holt III (252 words)

     The moment of prayer is an invitation to be calm in the midst of the tumult of the world and our over-busy lives, to bring together thought and feeling, mind and spirit, and to find some center -- some still point -- of perspective and peace.

Here in this sanctuary which has been the home for so many secret thoughts and hopes, fears and desires, may we feel free to look at ourselves with true honesty. May we be unafraid to face the decisions we have been trying to avoid, the doubts and questions it has been easier to ignore, the things we have tried to keep hidden not only from others but even from ourselves.

     May we come to discover that there are resources within ourselves and beyond us that are as hidden but as real as our secret doubts and fears. New dimensions of the spirit within and without will be revealed to us as we confront ourselves honestly and come to understand that we are not isolated from the community of life and spirit, but that our soul’s suffering connects us with the hidden suffering of others. May we come to see that in our deepest loneliness we are not alone, and may we be emboldened by this vision to reach out to others in their need and so finally to discover that to give is not only more blessed than to receive, but that to give to others is to receive what we most need for ourselves. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5500.shtml
6.6: Enter with me that still place within by Rev. Linda Hoddy (148 words)

     Enter with me that still place within, the center, where we find not only our inmost selves, but also our connection to the farthest reaches of the universe.

     Here we confront our aspirations and our failings.

     Though we seek always for our lives to be full of goodness, we sometimes lack courage to right the injustices that confront us.

     Though we seek always to be generous, sometimes our fears cause us to be greedy.

     Though we seek always to walk the moral high ground, sometimes we judge others too quickly and too harshly.

     Though we seek always to understand the larger mysteries, sometimes doubt causes us to lose faith in our purpose.

     Here, in this space made sacred by our shared lives and our shared yearnings, may we find new courage, new generosity of spirit, forgiveness given and received, and rededication to the higher purposes of our lives.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5869.shtml
6.7: A Prayer for Desert Times by Rev. Margaret Keip (184 words)

     The journeys of our lives are never fully charted. There come to each of us deserts to cross—barren stretches—where the green edge on the horizon may be our destination, or an oasis on our way, or a mirage that beckons only to leave us lost.

     When fear grips the heart, or despair bows the head, may we bend as heart and head lead us down to touch the ground beneath our feet. May we scoop some sand into our hands and receive what the sand would teach us:

     It holds the warmth of the sun when the sun has left our sight, as it holds the cool of the night when the stars have faded. Hidden among its grains are tiny seeds, at rest and waiting, dormant yet undefeated.

     Desert flowers. They endure. Moistened by our tears and by the rains which come to end even the longest drought, they send down roots and they bloom.

     May we believe in those seeds, and in the seeds within us. May we remember in our dry seasons that we, too, are desert flowers. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/prayer-for-desert-times
6.8: A Prayer Addressing All Hungers by Debra Smith (134 words)
     We are hungry

We are eating our daily bread

and bowing our heads

and yet we are hungry

     We are thanking the farmer

and the farm worker

and yet we are hungry

     We are speaking in spaces

for food that is healthy

and still we are hungry

     We are tiring of slogans that say

Feed the Children

and mean feed the children

leftovers

     We are hungry for something

that feeds more than bodies

     We are hungry for help

Help us oh you who apportion the funds

Find in your hearts the child who you were

who would share with a friend

free and friendly

Lead us not into meanness

     For we are the hungry

We want the loaves

and the fishes

the water

and the wine

of sweet justice for all

     We are hungry

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/prayer-addressing-all-hungers
7.0: Responsive Readings

7:1: SLT #436 We Come to This Time by Rev. David Pohl

7:2: SLT #444 This House by Rev. Kenneth Patton

7:3: SLT #465 The Wisdom to Survive by Wendell Berry

7:4: SLT #512 We Give Thanks This Day by Rev. Gene Pickett

7:5: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry

7:6: SLT #649 From Generation to Generation by Antoine de St. Exupéry

7:7: SLT #651 The Body is Humankind by Norman Cousins

7:8: SLT #654 Impassioned Clay by Rev. Ralph Helverson

7:9: SLT #662 Strange and Foolish Walls by Rev. A. Powell Davies

7:10: SLT #664 Give Us the Spirit of a Child by Rev. Sarah York
7:11: Celebrating Abundance by Rev. Julián Jamaica Soto (102 words)
Leader: All that we are, together and individually, is part of the abundance of the universe.

People: We are made of stars. We are made of earth.

Leader: All that we have comes from earth, from the labor of those in our communities

People: ...from the cities, farms, and oceans that enliven us. The world, and those who live in it.

Leader: We are surrounded by blessing, by grace, and by possibilities.

People: We are reflected in every other human being.

Leader: We respect and honor one another’s differences.

People: We celebrate our interbeing with abundance and the practice of generosity.

Everyone: Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/responsive-reading/celebrating-abundance 

8.0: Readings

8.1: I Am Here, Growing by Melissa Jeter (384 words)

“No person is your friend who demands your silence, or denies your right to grow.”   Alice Walker

     The self-determination of both sets of my grandparents helped them survive the Depression. My father’s maternal relatives were skilled craftspeople while owning land and breeding animals. My mother’s maternal relatives owned land in southeastern Ohio. Though I never knew them to live in the country, they were heartbroken to move into the city. As a child, I sat on their front porch with a toy stove. I had some vegetation from which I pulled little green bulbs. As I put them in the pot and stirred, my grandfather parked his blue pickup truck across the street. He was returning from the country where he had been gardening.

     As a tween, I witnessed neighbors in my working-class neighborhood take an empty lot and grow food on it when they were laid off from the steel mill. It always seemed wise action to take, but I realized that I am compelled to do this, too: my personal power lies in growing food.

     In my mid-twenties, I read about living off the land. I had to make it work in the city with a raised bed and then a garden plot at church. I even taught myself to can. While some of my uncles worried that I had identity issues, I was canning the Cha Cha spiced green tomato relish that their mother and grandmother made for them when they were children.

     My identity now derives from my relationship with the ground around me. Last year, I fought gophers from eating tomatoes in my garden so this year I have a raised bed, plus fencing to keep the gophers out. I now see the squirrels walking on the top of the fence, eying the dirt. I start thinking about a possible war with the squirrels, but I suppose they have to eat too.

     Growing provides my life meaning; connects me to a long line of ancestors who had their hands in the dirt because it was keeping them alive. Their work brought me to this life. I am alive. I am fortunate not because I have a backyard, but because I grow in this quiet space of connection to people who brought me to life. The gardening I do harnesses the power within as I connect to the way of my ancestors’ survival. This, too, is religion.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/i-am-here-growing 

8.2: Begetting Community by Christine Slocum (375 words)
“In every community, there is work to be done. In every nation, there are wounds to heal. In every heart, there is the power to do it.”   Marianne Williamson

     Not atypical of Buffalo, there’s a vacant house next door. And not atypical of vacant houses, it has a garage with a missing window. It became home to woodchucks, skunks, and cats. I recognize the first two as forces of nature, but the cats are invasive. When I moved into my house, neighbors told me that a former occupant had fed the feral cats. “Yeah, not me,” I said. I’m a bird lover. Feral cats decimate song bird populations. We were not pleased, but we were patient. This is the texture of an urban environment. I felt more inclined to live with it than change it.

     Peering out the kitchen window one morning, we saw kittens bounding through the yard.

     A tabby watched them. “Oh,” I thought. The feral cat begets more cats.

     A colleague referred me to a local nonprofit which advises the community on humane ways to deal with feral cats. They call it trap-neuter-vaccinate-release. You trap cats, bring them for spaying and neutering, the vets vaccinate them, and you bring them back. OK, I thought. If it needs to be done, let’s do it.

     So I began to trap the feral cats. This is not something I foresaw myself doing. I borrowed the traps, used time off from work to get them to the appointments, cared for them in my garage, and released them when it was time. It was a process that took three weeks. Training them to go into the traps meant that we’ve started feeding them and giving them water. The kittens went through growth spurts. After releasing two males, and watching one of them stick around, I realized that I’ve accidentally become the caretaker of this colony. Our decision to be the neighbors who take the lead on this problem means that we will now own it in our community.

     Part of being in community is noticing what’s needed. Part of being in community is doing what is necessary but unclaimed. Being part of a community means being willing to own what might not be easy or comfortable. I also learned that being part of a community means being willing to own one’s power, which required me to stretch beyond what I thought I’d be willing to do.
Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/begetting-community 

8.3: The Uncovering by Rev. Jennifer Hundley-Batts (361 words)
“How can I bless this food? It blesses me.”   Rev. Nancy Shaffer

     I compost. Obsessively. You may be a dinner companion whom I’ve awkwardly asked to gift me your leftover broccoli stems or tamale wrappers. You may be a coworker whose banana peel has been tucked away in my empty lunch container next to an apple core.

     It all ends up in my backyard compost pile, where you’ll also find my dedication to life within, around, and beyond myself. Composting has become a spiritual practice: a way to honor the limited resources we have and to nourish what may come to us in future days.

     Last summer I made a commitment to tend to my little backyard garden. Then a bunch of life happened—family time, seminary studies, work obligations, and lots of other beautiful, tough stuff. My best intentions got overgrown with a bunch of weeds, and I’m not a very effective weed-puller. My allergies get in the way. My body revolts when I try to clear away the less-than-desirables, making that task an especially unpleasant one.

     But one morning, the weeding had to be done so I got to it. I noticed a familiar plant growing among all the unwanteds. It took a little more clearing away to find it: a tomato plant waiting to be uncovered—the tiniest seed from some long-ago composted tomato plant. It was there all along... just waiting... for the right time... the right place... to find its way. That sacred seed held all it needed to thrive. The weeds had protected it until it was time to enter the world again; to grow into what it was meant to become.

     The miracle of grace is like that, always available to us even when it has been left untended.

     This little plant is full of my breakfast, lunch, and dinner for many days to come. It’s the unintended, uncovered gift that continues to give me nourishment—a tangible reminder of grace every single day. And honestly, it’s not even the tomato plant I would have chosen. Though I love most all tomatoes, this kind isn’t my favorite. But here we are: my mighty little tomatoes and me, uncovered in their fullness and appreciated in their wholeness.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/uncovering 

8.4: Blessed Curses, Cursed Blessings by Becky Brooks (370 words)
“Don’t pretend to know everything.”   Michael B. Jordan

     In the early 00s, my partners and I lived in the best apartment in the entire East Bay. It was on Harrison Street in Oakland, just a short jog uphill from Lake Merritt. We had the whole top floor of a triplex, with garages at street level. The living room facing the street was so big we called it the ballroom; it had windows on all three sides. When it was hot, we could catch a jasmine-scented breeze. It didn’t matter that the second bathroom rarely worked—we had laundry inside the apartment! It didn’t matter that you had to unplug the refrigerator to use the microwave—we had an actual dining room with a built-in china cabinet! It didn’t matter that the only way to open the garage door was by taking a running jump to hit the upper right hand corner—we had off street parking!

     We were twenty-five and living the dream: all the freedom of young adulthood, right alongside all the insecurity, financial anxiety, and underemployment that goes with it. So many blessed curses, so many cursed blessings.

     And so it was when we woke one morning to find that someone had broken into the garage. We picked our way through the space, storage tubs strewn about, ready to make a list of what was missing. It took us a while to figure out what they had taken. The well-stocked tool box was there, whole and intact. My bicycle was there. (It turned out to be the only bicycle I’ve ever owned that wasn’t stolen.) Our car was untouched. At the end of the day, we looked at the list: two wool sweaters and a tent. Digging down deeper into one of the boxes, we discovered the tent poles they had missed. They took two wool sweaters and half a tent. Someone was suffering a misfortune here, but it wasn’t us.

     There was really only one option. We cleaned up the mess, closed the garage, and laid the tent poles gently on the sidewalk. They were gone by nightfall. I can only hope they found their proper home. I will always remember that apartment with gratitude for its beauty, its contradictions, and all it taught me.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/blessed-curses-cursed-blessings 

8.5: A Blessing by John O’Donohue (218 words)
     Blessed be the mind that dreamed the day

the blueprint of your life

would begin to glow on earth,

illuminating all the faces and voices

that would arrive to invite

your soul to growth.

     Praised be your father and mother,

who loved you before you were,

and trusted to call you here

with no idea who you would be.

     Blessed be those who have loved you

into becoming who you were meant to be,

blessed be those who have crossed your life

with dark gifts of hurt and loss

that have helped to school your mind

in the art of disappointment.

     When desolation surrounded you,

blessed be those who looked for you

and found you, their kind hands

urgent to open a blue window

in the gray wall formed around you.

     Blessed be the gifts you never notice,

your health, eyes to behold the world,

thoughts to countenance the unknown,

memory to harvest vanished days,

your heart to feel the world’s waves,

your breath to breathe the nourishment

of distance made intimate by earth.

     On this echoing-day of your birth,

may you open the gift of solitude

in order to receive your soul;

enter the generosity of silence

to hear your hidden heart;

know the serenity of stillness

to be enfolded anew

by the miracle of your being.
Source: http://allchannels.blogspot.com/2009/11/blessed-be-mind-that-dreamed-day.html
8.6: What We Need by Rev. Victoria Safford (170 words)

     Our desires and our decisions may be boundless, but our needs, if we’re honest, are really pretty basic. We need shelter and food and clothing.

     And beyond this, we need friendship.

     We need comrades in the struggle.

     We need art. We need a way to hear music often.

     We need noble work, paid or unpaid, in the home or out of it; we need, each of us, a calling.

     We need trees and grass and water fairly close by.

     We need religious grounding. Some of us need a mature and sustaining experience of God.

     Some need prayer. Some need glimpses of the transcendent, a sense of something larger than themselves. Some of us need ethical clarity.

     We need religious grounding.

     We need solitude.

     We need community.

     We find the sources of these things we need, and then we choose to sustain them, to nurture them, not by willpower, not by some sense of duty or obligation, but because we care passionately about them and find them central to our lives.

Source: http://www.uufcm.org/uploads/1/4/9/0/14901058/170312onbeinglonghaulpeople.pdf
8.7: On Abundance by Rev. Deanna Vandiver (304 words)
     We are a people of abundance. We know struggle in abundance and strength in abundance. For every story we know about “not enough,” we know an answering story of “lots.” Not enough time? Lots of meaningful work to do. Not enough money? Lots of sustaining relationships.

     Since the Flood of 2005 in New Orleans, I have an abundance of friendships that grew out of people coming here to stand in solidarity with and bear witness to our struggle. Now these beloveds are woven into the fabric of my life and I walk with them through the joys and struggles of their lives – adoptions, divorces, cancer, new vocations, the death of parents, the building of tree houses – they are now a part of my life and my life is more abundant.

     Abundance is not inherently good or bad – it simply is. We celebrate when joy is abundant, we mourn when grief is abundant. When it is time to sit down and write, I sometimes have an abundance of reasons to keep getting up and doing something else. When it is time to sit down and write, I sometimes have an abundance of words pouring from my fingertips.

     To our dominant culture framed by a scarcity narrative, I offer this truth of abundance. When we see that our days are replete with abundance, we are less afraid. When we are less afraid, we connect more. The more connections we see in our lives, the more abundance we notice. Sometime the abundance will wear us out. Sometimes it will fill us up.

     Live lived from the narrative of abundance is not easy. It is, however, a more loving way to move through the world than a life lived from scarcity. Come – choose to err on the side of love and generosity. We are a people of abundance.

Source: https://www.patheos.com/blogs/uucollective/2012/11/on-abundance/
8.8: Rare Indeed by James Baldwin (77 words)

It is rare indeed that people give.

Most people guard and keep;

they suppose that it is they themselves and what they identify with themselves that they are guarding and keeping,

whereas what they are actually guarding and keeping is their system of reality and what they assume themselves to be.

One can give nothing whatever without giving oneself;

that is to say, risking oneself.

If one cannot risk oneself, then one is simply incapable of giving.

Source: The Fire Next Time by James Baldwin

8.9: This is the Day We are Given Rev. Lissa Anne Gundlach (332 words)

     This is the day we are given, the benediction says. This day, not a day in the past or the future, but this day. It is a reminder to be present and fully inhabit each moment. A companion teaching from Psalm 90 says Teach us to number our days, so we may gain a heart of wisdom. Twelve step philosophy often uses the refrain one day at a time. It is important to number our days, slowing down to find spaciousness. Reflecting on what is done and left undone, this day helps us take stock of our accomplishments and define our own limits.

     The next phrase we are given, points to how we are the recipients of both the beauty and the brokenness of our world—everything from the magnificent San Gabriel mountains at sunrise to the terrible tragedies and conflict in our world. To be given a day is to acknowledge the responsibility and agency we have to shape our own lives and our world, but to recognize how much is beyond our control. As many of us inhabit houses we did not build, eat food we did not grow, enjoy landscapes we did not create and wear clothes we did not make, we are given reminds us how much we rely upon the world for our own flourishing.

     And finally, let us rejoice and be glad in it. To rejoice in this day, even as people are suffering and dying can feel like a betrayal. In fact, it is a profoundly defiant celebration of life. The practice of naming moments of joy and gladness, small or large, reminds us that what is good and beautiful endures in the world in spite of suffering. From a place of gratitude, we can be emboldened to respond to our world’s challenges with a faith that triumphs over fear. Each day, with its dreams and disappointments, its celebrations and sorrows, can be a day for our gladness at the simple gift of being alive.

Source: no longer online
8.10: The Gifts of Geese by author unknown (212 words) (adapted)

     When you next see geese heading south for the winter—flying along in V formation—you might consider what science has discovered as to why they fly that way:

     As each bird flaps its wings, it creates uplift for the bird immediately following.

     By flying in V formation, the whole flock adds at least 71% greater flying range than if each bird flew on its own.

     When a goose falls out of formation, it suddenly feels the drag and resistance of trying to go it alone—and quickly gets back into formation to take advantage of the lifting power of the birds in front.

     When the head goose gets tired, it rotates back in the wings of the V formation and another goose flies point. Geese honk from behind to encourage those up front to keep up their speed.

     Finally, and this is important—when a goose gets sick, or is wounded by gunshots, and falls out of formation, two other geese fall out with that goose and follow it down to lend help and protection.

    They stay with the fallen goose until it is able to fly, or until it dies, and only then do they launch out on their own or with another formation to catch up with their group.

Source: https://www.esc16.net/upload/page/0328/docs/Sense%20of%20a%20Goose.pdf
8.11: i thank You God for most this amazing by e. e. cummings (166 words)

     Rev. Bruce A. Bode writes, “Our sense of gratitude is often awakened when facing loss. This was the case for poet e.e. cummings when he was deprived of his freedom during World War I, wrongly imprisoned by the French on suspicion of being a spy. Released from the confinement of prison on January 1, 1918, he wrote these words of gratitude and thanksgiving.”
     i thank You God for most this amazing day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees

and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything which is natural which is infinite which is yes

     (i who have died am alive again today,

and this is the sun’s birthday; this is the birth day of life and of love and wings: and of the gay great happening illimitably earth)

     how should tasting touching hearing seeing breathing any – lifted from the no

of all nothing – human merely being doubt unimaginable You?

     (now the ears of my ears awake and now the eyes of my eyes are opened)

Source: SLT #504

8.12: Gratitude by Gary Snyder (After a Mohawk Prayer) (192 words)

Gratitude to Mother Earth, sailing through night and day and to her soil, rich, rare, and sweet

in our minds so be it

Gratitude to Plants, the sun-facing light-changing leaf and fine root hairs, standing still through wind and rain, their dance is in the flowing spiral grain in our minds so be it

Gratitude to Air, bearing the soaring Swift and the silent Owl at dawn, breath of our song

clear spirit breeze

in our minds so be it

Gratitude to Wild Beings, our brothers and sisters teaching secrets, freedoms, and ways

self-complete, brave, and aware in our minds so be it

Gratitude to Water, clouds, lake, rivers, glaciers holding or releasing, streaming through all our bodies salty seas

in our minds so be it

Gratitude to the Sun, blinding pulsing light through trunks of trees, through mists, warming caves where bears and snakes sleep—he who wakes us—

in our minds so be it

Gratitude to the Great Sky

who holds billions of stars—and goes yet beyond that— beyond all powers and thoughts and yet is within us— Grandfather space

The Mind is his Wife so be it

Source: https://sage-ing.org/wp-content/uploads/SnyderMohawkPrayer-Gratitude.pdf
8.13: Giving Thanks by Rev. Steve Eddington (241 words)

     The Rev. Raymond Baughn wrote. “Giving thanks has nothing to do with who or what produced the gift. It is rather a way of perceiving our life. Even in the midst of hurt and disappointment, when we see ourselves in a universe that gives us life and touches us with love, we praise.” That sure works for me. My prayer of thanksgiving is not one directed to a deity, but rather it is my way of perceiving life—even when life hurts, wounds, disappoints, frustrates, or angers me. Such a prayer is more of an attempt to cultivate an ongoing attitude of gratitude than it is words addressed to a Supreme Being. Such thankfulness is a way of seeing ourselves in a universe that gives us life, and in which we find love and care and inspiration. It is cultivating this kind of awareness—which, being human, is an awareness I fall in and out of—that constitutes my cosmic thank you…. To say “thank you” …is not to approve of all that comes your way or that gets visited upon you. Rather it is to face and take all that life gives us and then—using the will, the resources, and the power of the human spirit—to become agents of transformation for ourselves, for those with whom we are in community here, and for a world that stands in need of our care.

Source: from That Would Suffice at https://docs.google.com/document/d/1cAYdzXVWURZswKLsb6bf40Yjz1-KFMFNBf4LFfEjkxU/edit
8.14: A Mother’s Socks by Jeffrey A. Lockwood (430 words)
     Once upon a time, a thief snuck into the room of a sleeping Buddhist monk. As the burglar rummaged about, the monk awoke. The startled thief ran into the snowy streets with the monk racing after him, “Please stop!” the monk called, and the man finally did, realizing that his pursuer was no threat. “You’ll need this,” the monk gasped, handing the thief his own coat.

     “What do you mean?” the man asked.

     “I saw that you dashed from my room into the cold without so much as a winter wrap, and I realized that I had both a woolen blanket and a coat.”
     Having heard this implausible tale of sainthood years ago, I forgot the details but remembered the essential events. Ordinary people can’t be morally compelled to make such extraordinary sacrifices. But for whatever reason—perhaps the sheer absurdity of such unconditional altruism—this parable stuck with me. It rattled around in my skeptical mind until the day my wife played the role of the Buddhist monk.

     Nan and I headed into the mountains for a day of skiing with our children, who were four and six at the time. In the chaos of packing up that morning, we’d forgotten our daughter’s mittens. The wind was whipping and mercury hovered in the teens, so no mittens meant no skiing. But for Nan the solution was as obvious as it was simple. She always wore two pairs of socks, so she removed the outer layer and pulled them over Erin’s hands. The problem solved, we headed down the trail.

     I found her approach rather clever, the sort of practical, motherly thinking that often eludes my analytical mind, but hardly heroic. However, the bitter cold and the woolen warmth evoked the parable of the monk’s coat. Among the snow-hushed pines, I remembered how the dialogue ended:

     “I don’t understand,” the man said.

     “It is simple. You have nothing at all to keep you warm,” the monk answered.

     “But you are a fool to give away your coat, leaving you with only a blanket,” the man replied, reaching for the garment.

     “If I had two gloves on one hand and none on the other, would I be a fool to put one of them on my bare hand?” the monk asked.

     The man said nothing, took the coat, and hurried down the street.

     When we are not alienated, when love draws us into the suffering of others, when we see our happiness entwined in their well-being, then generosity is neither foolish nor heroic. It is the simplest and most obvious choice.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/44876.shtml
8.15: The Longshoreman by Rev. Patrick O'Neill (254 words)
     Bill was an immigrant laborer who worked as a longshoreman on the docks of New York. He lived across the street from the church with his wife and seven children, and he was a devout churchman.

     One year, …Bill was laid off work in an extended strike, and he was unable to pay his financial pledge to the church. Now, this was a serious blow to Bill’s pride. He knew it was a poor parish that needed all the contributions it could get.

     …Bill went to the priest and volunteered to contribute his services as the unpaid evening custodian for the church school, until he could afford to resume his financial pledge. “It’s something the church needs,” he said. “And instead of paying for this service, the church can use the money to do good work.”
     So each evening he worked several hours, for no pay, sweeping and mopping the church school classrooms and hallways and staircases. On snowy days, in those years before snow blowers, Bill got up early to shovel the church school sidewalks before the children arrived for classes. Unable to contribute financially to his church, he found a workingman’s way to contribute…..

     The dock strike ended some months later, and Bill was once again able to resume his full-time day job, and resume his financial pledge to the church. But he decided, in addition to his pledge, to continue working as the unpaid night custodian of the church—which he did—for the next thirty years. …Bill was my father.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/14308.shtml
8.16: The Shoemaker’s Window by Rev. Patrick O'Neill (253 words)
     …To one who loves churches, …the most beautiful and impressive …is the 800-year-old Cathedral of Chartres in France.

    …It was the light… from 167 windows in that Cathedral, two stories of them—roses, oculi, lancets—each one of those windows a masterpiece of beauty and workmanship, transcending time, transcending space.

     …Each window of a medieval cathedral is a kind of storybook, an artistic rendering for worshippers and pilgrims of a far-off, preliterate culture in the time before printing presses….

    Not far inside the cathedral …one soaring, magnificent window …seemed to recount the entire Old Testament…. At the very bottom of the window there was a small frame that showed a cobbler, a shoemaker huddled over his worktable.

     …”This is the Shoemaker’s Window,” …[my guide] explained. “It was installed in 1201, and is considered one of the most beautiful of all. It was a gift from the shoemakers of every village in France, who each contributed whatever they could, even the smallest coins, to commission this work of art….”
     …Another window was given by village water-carriers…. Butchers gave another. Fishmongers gave one. Vine-growers and tanners gave windows in the same manner. As did [many other tradespeople] …. “These windows, many of them,” said my guide, “were given one mosaic at a time, piece by piece, coin by coin, by people who wanted to contribute something beautiful to last the ages. “
     …The irony is that these majestic windows… were mostly the gifts of common people, not the providence of the wealthy or the nobility….

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/14308.shtml
8.17: Green Beans by Teresa Honey Youngblood (452 words)
     “Hospitality is a form of worship.”   Babylonian Talmud, Shabbat 127a

     I want to tell you something about the June garden. Not about the knee-high rainbow chard or the hot pink zinnias, though both are splendid. Look closer: beneath heart-shaped leaves, hiding parallel to their own twining vines, are the humble treasures of early summer: the green beans.

     In the early 2000’s, when I got serious about growing a significant amount of my family’s food, I signed up for a plot at the Florida A&M University community garden in my then-city of Tallahassee, Florida. The FAMU community garden is one of the oldest community gardens in the country, and run by the historically Black university. I was one of only a few white gardeners. There were two Asian-American women. The other gardeners were Black. On my first day, I pulled up in my beat-up little Volvo, toddler in tow, and gazed out at the huge 40’ by 40’ expanse, spade in hand but having no idea where to begin.

     Mr. Rose, from two plots over, saw me standing there. “Start with green beans,” he called out. “They’re forgiving, and they build up your soil.” I would later find out that with care and attention over the years, he himself had built his soil up right out of one type—red clay—and into another—rich loam. The next week, he came over to my plot with his tiller. The week after that, he helped me hook up an irrigation system made from recycled parts. “We help each other around here. That’s how we do,” he said. Everything that came up in his garden was a foot higher and a sight denser than the neighboring plots, and often, I’d overhear other gardeners—sitting on the tailgates of their trucks in the car paths and chatting with Mr. Rose about football—sneak in a question here and there about how his vegetables grew so fine. He would rib them a little bit first, but then share advice—and offers of assistance—freely.  “Most of us give away much more than we eat. But that’s about how it ought to be,” he said.

     I was shy and awkward most of that year, never able to fully relax into Mr. Rose’s warm hospitality. I watched, listened, and learned, but didn’t really form friendships, unable to get past my worries about saying or doing the wrong thing as often the only white person in an energetic, bustling, new-to-me mostly Black space. That was my loss. When we moved the following summer, I took with me that regret, many lessons on food growing, and a very deep appreciation at having witnessed and experienced firsthand the welcoming of the stranger.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/green-beans
8.18: Strangers at the Door by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt (359 words)
     “Share the good news at all times. If necessary, use words.”   St. Francis of Assisi, paraphrased

     Ding-dong. When my friend Beth answered her door one day, she found a pair of earnest Mormon missionaries: young men wishing to chat with her about their religion.

     Beth being Beth, she invited her visitors in, listened to what they had to say, and in response shared her “good news” — her beliefs about justice and inclusion; of being responsible for the most vulnerable among us; of countering oppression with love. The point wasn’t to change their minds, and the missionaries must have realized that they weren’t going to change hers. Beth’s intention was to create a moment of connection beyond—or in spite of—opposing beliefs.

     At the end of their visit, one of the Mormons asked, “Shall we pray together before we leave?”
     “Yes,” said Beth, “I’ll go first.” And so she said a prayer, and then the missionaries said a prayer, and they parted ways.

     Days went by; the weather grew oppressively hot. Again, one afternoon, Beth heard her doorbell. On her doorstep were the same missionaries, wilting in the harsh sun.

     “Can we have some water?” one of them asked.

     “Hello?” replied Beth. “‘I was thirsty and you gave me drink!’ Of course: come in.”
     The young men drank their water, thanked her, and left. Beth never saw them again—but those missionaries have never left my mind, because their story forces me to examine my own heart and the way its doors sometimes stay stubbornly closed.

     If you or I knew that a stranger was suffering from thirst outside our door, wouldn’t we readily bring them water? But in order to offer that hospitality, we first have to identify ourselves—sometimes in inconvenient or uncomfortable ways—as helpers; as willing to offer kindness or connection to someone we might disagree with.

     Of all the doors they’d knocked on, in all the neighborhoods in Beth’s town, a pair of devoted Mormons sought help from Beth not just because she had embodied the religion of kindness, but also because she risked opening her door to them the first time they visited

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/strangers-door
8.19: The Kindness of Others by Rayla D. Mattson (426 words)
     “If we all do one random act of kindness daily, we might just set the world in the right direction.”   Martin Kornfield

     My youngest child, who is autistic, has taught me so much — and yet there are times, like our morning bus routine, when her autism causes me anxiety. We have to wait for her bus for up to twenty minutes on a small strip of grass on a busy road, and I have to be very creative to keep her not only entertained but out of the street. (I wonder how many people we entertain each morning.)

     One day last month, a white woman pulled over and ran over to us with a shopping bag. She said she sees us every morning and is so moved by my obvious love and adoration for my daughter that she felt compelled to do something kind for us. She noticed that I never have on a coat and I often stand in the rain. She didn’t know if the things would fit, she said, but the receipt was in the bag. She smiled and drove away.

     As I looked down at the bag, I had very mixed emotions. I have a winter coat, but my worn-out sweatshirt is comfortable and too bulky to fit under my coat. I stand in the rain because umbrellas cause anxiety for my little one. Did she do this because I’m black? Why did she feel I needed these items?

     I put my daughter on the bus, went inside, and found a note in the bag. She said she’d wanted to stop now for weeks. She was a single mom who had struggled for years to raise her boys. She didn’t know if I needed anything, but was drawn to me and my daughter. The note said to return the items and get what I wanted if I didn’t want what was in the bag.

My eyes filled with tears. Amid these racially tense times and political unrest and horrible acts of violence we see almost daily, she just needed to do something nice for someone. Seeing my daughter and me every day reminded her of the good this world has. I think she needed that connection.

     Although I have what I need for the winter, I’m still a struggling single mother of three. I took the items to the store and exchanged them for items I’d been wanting. I sent out a blessing for her to the universe and held on to the notion that there are those of us who want to reach out to others; who believe that there’s goodness in the world, and want to find it. And I am grateful.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/kindness-others
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: In the end it won’t matter by Rev. John Morgan (42 words)

In the end it won’t matter how much we have,

but how generously we have given.

It won’t matter how much we know,

but rather how well we live.

And it won’t matter how much we believe,

but how deeply we love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6012.shtml
10.2: Be Generous by David Marell (22 words)

Here, have some.

Here, have some.

Here, have some.

Here, have some.

Here, have some.

Here, have some.

Here, have some more.

Source: Be Generous: 101 Meditations & Suggestions to Get You Through the Day and Night by David Marell
10.3: Blessed is the Path by Eric Williams (62 words)
Blessed is the path on which you travel.

Blessed is the body that carries you upon it.

Blessed is your heart that has heard the call.

Blessed is your mind that discerns the way.

Blessed is the gift that you will receive by going.  

Truly blessed is the gift that you will become on the journey.

May you go forth in peace.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/blessed-path
10.4: The World is Too Beautiful by Eric Williams (49 words)

The world is too beautiful to be praised by only one voice.

May you have the courage to sing your part.

The world is too broken to be healed by only one set of hands.

May you have the courage to use your gifts.

May you go in peace.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/world-too-beautiful
10.5: Go in peace. Live simply by Rev. Marco Belletini (107 words)

Go in peace. Live simply, at home in yourself.

Be just in your word, just in deed.

Remember the depth of your own compassion.

Do not forget your power in the days of your powerlessness.

Do not desire with desire to be wealthier than your peers, and never stint your hand of charity.

Practice forbearance in all you do. Speak the truth or speak not.

Take care of your body, be good to it, it is a good gift.

Crave peace for all peoples in this world, beginning with yourselves, and go as you go with the dream of that peace set firm in your heart. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5974.shtml
10.6: In this community by Rev. Sydney K Wilde (20 words)

In this community we give and we receive.

May we go forth, now,

to share the bounty of our love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6018.shtml
10.7: Share Your Glorious Light with the World by James Morison (103 words)
Within each of our hearts there is a most glorious light.

Go forth, and let its spark help you understand what troubles both you and others;

Go forth, and let its light of reason be a guide in your decisions;

Go forth, and bring its ray of hope to those in need of help in both body and spirit, that they may find healing;

Go forth, and fan the flames of passion to help heal our world;

Go forth, and spread the warm glow of love, pushing back the darkness of the world;

Go forth, and share your glorious light with the world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/share-your-glorious-light-world
11.0: Sermons

11.1: Generosity’s Perfection by Sharon Salzberg (Excerpt, full text at https://www.lionsroar.com/generositys-perfection/) (445 words)
     The cultivation of generosity is the beginning of spiritual awakening. Generosity has tremendous force because it arises from an inner quality of letting go. Being able to let go, to give up, to renounce, and to give generously all spring from the same source, and when we practice generosity, dana, we open up these qualities within ourselves. Letting go gives us profound freedom and many loving ways to express that freedom. Generosity is the beginning of the path. When the Buddha taught, he always began with generosity.

     I recall a Thai forest master who visited the West being puzzled by the sequence of teachings we seemed to be following here. In Asia, he said, the teachings proceed from generosity to morality, and then to meditation or insight. But here we appeared to begin with meditation, then say something about morality, and only after some time, as a kind of appendix, teach about generosity. He asked, “What’s going on?”

      He was right to ask. We like the idea of a transformative, transcendental meditative state, and we are willing to put our effort into that. However, the springboard for genuine meditative states is the cultivation of generosity and morality. That’s what allows insight to occur most gracefully and easily.

     The Buddha said that a true spiritual life is not possible without a generous heart. Generosity is the very first parami, or quality of an awakened mind. The path begins there because of the joy that arises from a generous heart. Pure unhindered delight flows freely when we practice generosity. We experience joy in forming the intention to give, in the actual act of giving, and in recollecting the fact that we’ve given.

     If we practice joyful giving, we experience confidence. We grow in self-esteem, self-respect and well-being because we continually test our limits. Our attachments say, “I will give this much and no more,” or “I will give this article or object if I am appreciated enough for this act of giving.” In the practice of generosity, we learn to see through our attachments. We see they are transparent, that they have no solidity. They don’t need to hold us back, so we can go beyond them.

     Therefore, the practice of generosity is about creating space. We see our limits and we extend them continuously, which creates an expansiveness and spaciousness of mind that’s deeply composed. This happiness, self-respect and spaciousness is the appropriate ground in which meditation practice can flourish. It is the ideal place from which to undertake deep investigation, because with this kind of inner happiness and spaciousness, we have the strength and flexibility to look at absolutely everything that arises in our experience.
11.2: Generosity by Rev. Scott W. Alexander (excerpt, full text no longer online) (902 words)

     …The spiritual quality of generosity, that quality of being human that really opens us to full and joyful living, and makes us truly good and kind persons, …is much more than simply opening our checkbooks every now and again and sharing from our financial abundance. Being spiritually generous means that day in and day out you give freely out of yourself ...pouring yourself out to the world if you will, giving time ... giving care ... giving attention ... giving support ... and sharing concrete resources and possessions of all sorts freely from your inner reserves, so that others might be enriched and blessed. Spiritual generosity happens when we set aside our quite natural human instinct to keep and have and hoard and risk sharing our many forms of abundance with others. 

     …While the miserly and the greedy seal their lives away from the world in airless tombs of hoarding and having, those who give freely out of themselves and their abundance, again, in all the little day-to-day ways that make such a big difference, are the human beings who, in the end, lead the richest and most joyful lives because they are fully a part of “Life’s Holy Give and Take,” if you will.

     …Another form of generosity in addition to unstinting spiritual sharing out of the self for others is …emotional generosity ... which simply means having an open and compassionate heart. Emotional generosity is the quality of being kind and welcoming and understanding of persons around you ... in all of their limitations, imperfections, and flaws. Emotional generosity means that you give other human beings the benefit of the doubt, that you cut them some slack, and that you are slow to be harsh, condemning, or judgmental.

     …The only people who can be truly and naturally emotionally generous to others in their everyday living are those who know themselves well and deeply enough to understand and forgive their own limitations, imperfections, and flaws.

     The most generous person I know is a long-time friend and colleague, who is now in his late 70’s. Over his lifetime, this increasingly gracious and kind gentleman has come to understand and accept his own human weaknesses and limitations, and so he has told me he is able to be more generous and tolerant emotionally speaking when he encounters that same kind of less-than-perfect humanness of others. I am passionately persuaded that you can’t be truly generous to others deep inside …where it really counts if you think yourself somehow vastly morally or humanly superior to people around you. So, a spiritual prerequisite to natural and ready and genuine generosity is a certain discerning modesty about the limits and flaws of your own humanity.

     …All of this is by way of saying that …one of the most important kinds of generosity a human being can possess, the kind of generosity that empowers them to live a kind and giving life on a daily basis, is that an emotional generosity of heart that sees other human beings most especially those with whom we have some conflict, disagreement, or disappointment not as some sort of wholly different species of pitiful earthly beings, but rather as fellow travelers struggling to find their way in this universally difficult creation of ours. This kind of emotional generosity …establishes the platform from which we get in the habit of freely sharing our resources and ourselves with others.

     …And generosity also has a religious or theological side to it. …Generosity, …the global quality of freely giving to the world and others from one’s self, resources and abundance, …is all about nurturing and extending the human quality of generosity. …Steve Kangas writes, … “Liberalism …has been defined as generosity, tolerance, open-mindedness, and a willingness to give.” And another writer says, “At its core, modern liberalism is rooted in generosity and compassion.” It is this generous and caring and humane spirit that has always animated our faith…. Burton Carley, who serves the UU Church of the River in Memphis, Tennessee, asserts that the very purpose of our gathering …as a religious community is first and foremost to create generous lives. [He writes]: “The purpose of our church is not to give you [as some churches promise] the formula or secret to receive the generosity you believe you deserve from on high, but to create generous lives. The adventure of faith for us is not to have a strategic plan for obtaining blessings, but how to live a life that blesses others.”
     …[T]here are many ways to be truly generous and charitable as a human being…. There is spiritual generosity, the simple act of freely giving out of yourself on a daily basis that others might breathe more easily. There is emotional generosity, possessing a kind and understanding heart that is graciously accepting of the humanness of others. There is religious or theological generosity, having a faith that affirms and upholds the worth and dignity of persons as they come in all their imperfectability, and—last but not least—there is financial generosity, the habit of gladly and unstintingly returning a healthy portion of all that you earn—perhaps as much as 10% or more—back to the human community of which we are a part. 

     …Whenever we live with generosity, not only do we bless the world and other persons around us, we are ourselves quietly blessed. This is the holy miracle of generosity.

11.3: The Infinite Enlargement of the Heart by Rev. Jay Leach (excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/2012) (1,137 words)
     The late playwright Arthur Miller once offered a New York Times commentary in which he admitted: “I no longer remember how many years it took for me to realize I was making a mistake in the Pledge of Allegiance. With high passion, I stood beside my seat in my Harlem grammar school and repeated the Pledge to the Flag, which always drooped next to the teacher’s desk.”
      But, he got it wrong.

     Offering a context for understanding his ongoing misstating, Miller continued: “Dirigibles were much in the news in the early 20’s…. thus, the patriotic connection...”
     With that, Miller then acknowledged that “each and every morning” he attested to “One Nation in a Dirigible, with Liberty and Justice for All.’’ He recalled: “I could actually see in my mind’s eye hordes of faces looking down at Earth through the windows of the Navy’s airships. The whole United States was up there, all for one and one for all—and the whole gang in that Dirigible. One day, maybe I could get to ride in it, too, for I was deeply patriotic, and the height of Americanism, as I then understood it, was to ride in a Dirigible.”
     While school kids may still stand, hand over heart, and recite the words of that pledge, I am fairly confident that not a one of them makes that same mistake. A dirigible? What in the world is a dirigible? Those floating airships are a thing of our past, bygone relics as antiquated as those wall-mounted, crank telephones in use back before we started filling our pockets with phones that can outsmart us.

     This is not, however, to suggest that children aren’t now confused when they encounter the word “indivisible”—quite a mouthful for an elementary-aged tyke parroting a pledge. However, the regrettable question I would raise here today is: for how many adults in this nation, whether their allegiance is pledged to our flag or not, does that word—indivisible—still have meaning?

     Are we still united around a common commitment to indivisibility? Some suggest instead that our common denominator, a low one indeed, may be the collective intoning of a song with the repeated refrain “what’s in it for me?” It is a monotonic chorus, skipping over the notes do and re and landing, repeatedly, on the solitary sound of that one note mi—mi mi mi.

     Since as adults we’re rarely asked to recite the pledge, let me remind you that in it allegiance is pledged not just to the flag but to the republic...for which it stands. Republic—from the Latin res publica which can be rendered in unadorned vernacular as “a public thing.” Republic: a referent to the collective, to that which is held publicly, a synonym of another thing—the commonwealth.

     If you’ve listened to the recent retching of rancor posing as political discourse, you’ve not heard much about the commonwealth. Commonwealth? Really? It sounds as quaint, as dusty and fusty as “dirigible” and maybe “indivisible.” An anachronism at antinomical odds with our addiction to the query: what’s in it for me?

     Frank Kirkpatrick, in a commentary …admitted by way of his title that he was Searching for the Common Good in Political Discourse. He pointed out how three of those vying for the Republican party’s nod have cited religious ideas from their traditions. But then noted: “In a political campaign among contenders...it is striking that one central Christian religious theme seems absent: the theme of the common good.”
     “For all of these candidates the legacy of the notion of the common good seems somewhat embarrassing.” “Why?” Kirkpatrick wondered, then answered his own question: “Because [the common good] is a notion that trumps the current rhetoric of radical individualism and minimal government It is an uncomfortable notion that does not sit easily with the call to free people from the burdens of having to care for others especially when such care may well entail a tax on one’s resources.”
     My contention …is this: the most radical, controversial, countercultural message we offer in our particular liberal religion may not be about marriage equality or economic justice or environmental activism or any other of our social stances as important as those are.

     Our most radical, controversial, countercultural message just may be our affirmation that each of us, every single, individual one of us is a part of an interdependent web of all existence. To make such an affirmation with full integrity suggests that “what’s in it for me?” is directly, inextricably, completely entwined in “what’s in it for...us?”
     If the web of existence of which we are each part truly is interdependent, interdependent, then there is really only the common good.

     This radical notion is not a new one among those of our religious ilk. Our nineteenth-century religious forebear Ralph Waldo Emerson is, I think, (and I’ve spent not a little time thinking about this one,) is mischaracterized as a vigorous individualist. In his central essay “The Over-Soul” Emerson attests to “the common heart,” to ‘this unity of thought, in which every heart beats,” to “a larger imbibing of the common heart.” He dares assert that “the heart in you is the heart of all.” He actually believes in what he refers to as “the infinite enlargement of the heart.”
“The infinite enlargement of the heart.” It suggests health is always public health. Well-being is never private, is never an isolated, individual sort of thing. It points us back to the res publica—the public thing.

     Maybe Arthur Miller was, unknowingly and metaphorically on to something in his misstating of the pledge. Maybe his image is an apt one. We are all in this together, as if suspended in a dirigible. There’s no other ship, in the air, on the sea, on this earth where we reside together.

     So, Jane Hirschfield proposes: “the only sin is distance, refusal.” It is all, as she says in “Salt Heart” it is all “swept in” together.

     Now this ideological, idealistic message gets quite a bit harder when we realize that, if our radical claim about interdependence is going to have real integrity, we will have to model it in our congregations. We can’t call for a commonwealth, we can’t invoke the common good outside these walls, if we don’t live as a commonwealth, if we don’t act for the common good within them.

     …We need one another. We need the good news of this liberal religion. This community, our nation and our world need our radical, controversial, countercultural message that there are questions far, far more important than “what’s in it for me?”
     It starts, says Marge Piercy “it starts when you care to act...” “it starts when you say We and know who you mean, and each day you mean one more.” And one more...and one more...and one more...and...

11.4: The Answer I Wish I’d Given by Rev. Erika Hewitt (Excerpt, full text at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/131106.shtml) (1,183 words)

     I had jet-lag. That’s my excuse—that, and it was a hot, humid Sunday afternoon in Chicago, the end of a three-day family reunion. All of us were well-fed and happy, but tired and... well, the family had been together for three days. When my aunt remembered that she needed to return the flower vases to her church, I volunteered to jump in the car with her and my mom.

     To re-cap: I had jet-lag, it was hot, and I was enjoying the peace of a Sunday drive. That’s how I got caught off-guard by a simple question.

      As for how the question arose, I recall only that my aunt mentioned her church’s mission and outreach programs. Recently, the church had sent a team of volunteers to New Orleans, where citizens were still cleaning up two years after Hurricane Katrina had mowed a path of destruction through it.

     My aunt holds deeply conservative political values, which she holds in check under the best of circumstances. As I’ve already described, our weary afternoon was not the best of circumstances.

     “That city has had two years to clean up and they’re still asking for help,” she huffed. “Tell me, Erika: why should we help them?” There it was: the ball out of left-field, the surprise attack on the right flank. Anyway you look at it, I choked.

     “Um,” I said. Really: how do you begin to answer a question like that? We were talking about her church—and not just any church: it was the church that my mom and uncle attended as college students; the church where my parents held their wedding reception; the church where my cousin was married; the church where, as a teenager, I heard the best sermon about Jesus I’ve ever heard. But clearly, the answer had eluded her.

“They seem to think that they don’t have to do anything,” she continued, “except sit and wait for other people to come help them. How long do they expect us to keep helping?” (Notice how many theys she was up to.)

     “Well,” I fumbled, “When I lived there, we used to joke that New Orleans is the most developed of all the Third World nations. I mean, they operate under a different legal system. It was hard to work through the red tape when it was whole—now it’s a city with broken hope and a broken infrastructure, so...”
     Lovely, isn’t it, how I decided to explain the civic and legal framework of New Orleans, instead of answering my aunt’s question? And, oh, friends, it gets worse. I proceeded to explain the quirks of land ownership and inheritance, for which my aunt had a counter-argument, until from the front seat Ma “Peacemaker” Hewitt wisely drew our attention to a new subject.

     I was on vacation in Chicago that day, but apparently my personal angel was still at home. If she’d been on duty, she would have dope-smacked me (lovingly) before I’d uttered my first sentence; she’d have put three words in my mouth when it fell open: three little words that form the only possible answer to the question “Why should we help?”—the answer I wish I’d given: BECAUSE WE CAN.

     Because we can. We should help because we can. We share what we have with others because we can. That’s the quick-and-dirty answer. Ever since that hot summer day, my aunt’s question has been stuck to my frontal lobe like peanut butter sticks to your palate. That’s why I want to take my answer a little further—that, and because I think we all ask a version of that question from time to time: Why do we give?

     Take note: I hereby change my aunt’s question from Why should we help them? To Why should we help? I’m uncomfortable with the notion of a “them,” because it means “they” are not part of “us.” As Unitarian Universalists, we believe in the interdependent web of all existence; our human family is woven from the same fabric. I happen to feel a connection to New Orleans because I have lived there, and people I love still live there. Whether suffering rains down on New Orleans or Myanmar, Knoxville or China, reaching outward in gestures of help is a means of reinforcing—of re-weaving—the frayed strands in our web of connection. Whom we help isn’t as important as the fact of our helping.

     That helps rid the question of the distasteful word “should.” The new question becomes Why do we have a responsibility to help others? Even better: Why are we called to give of ourselves?
     …The fact, however disquieting, is that giving often comes more easily when it’s directed towards a crisis, or towards the collective (i.e., entire cities or countries) than towards a single stranger. When groups are in trouble (the victims of flooding, say, or political oppression), the need is evident; our help is triggered readily. On an individual basis, though, we risk second-guessing ourselves, our inner instinct to share lost in a flurry of suspicion and quiet judgment.

     …I’ve worked in enough soup kitchens, mental health clinics, and Habitat for Humanity sites to believe something different: most people ask for help only when they’re so trapped by their need that they’re willing to exchange a piece of their dignity by calling attention to it. I’ve come to believe that most people will ask for help only as long as they need it, and—moreover—that giving is helpful to both the recipient and the giver: in helping, in giving, we come to see and appreciate our own resources more deeply. There’s a vast expanse between being responsible with our resources and fearfully hoarding what we have, attributing others with greed or laziness when their resources run thin.

     …On most days—when my personal angel (my muse, my cerebral cortex, whatever) clocks in on time, alert and ready to guide me—I remember that I give because I can. For me, “I can” is a reflection that much of what I have, I did not earn. I’ve received freely from the generosity and privilege of others. What’s “mine” isn’t entirely mine, any more than the oxygen that flows through my lungs is “mine.” I wish for a portion of my resources, along with my goodwill, to reverberate through the Universe, doing good in as many ways as possible.

     There are innumerable ways to name the forces that compel us to help others, all of them overlapping and none of them more important than the rest. You’re a generous people: you have your own reasons for helping, for giving. Know them. Examine them. Practice articulating them.

     Because here’s the truth: it’s not that my “angel” failed me on that humid Sunday in Chicago. …I failed to speak, with the full conviction of my faith, and the bold power of my love for this crazy patchwork family of human beings to which we belong.

     I didn’t know how to answer my aunt’s question, on that long-ago summer afternoon. But I know the answer now. I’ll never be caught off-guard again.

11.5: Wave First by Rev. Peter Friedrichs (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,235 words)

     …Each year when I was growing up, from the time I was about 10 years old, my parents would put my older sister Nancy and me on a plane in New York so that we could fly down to Florida to visit my grandparents. My Nana and Pops spent winters in Naples, which, at the time, was a relatively small town on the southwest coast. My grandparents had a small house on a canal that led out to Naples Bay and then the Gulf of Mexico, a perfect location for my grandfather who loved to fish. One of the things I most loved to do when we went south for a week was to go out on my grandfather’s boat, hunting for dolphins. Not hunting dolphins, mind you, but hunting for them. We’d try to find them in the Bay or the Gulf and try to coax them to play in the wake of the boat. If you went just the right speed, the dolphins would ride the wake behind the boat and jump out of the water in the wash of the propeller. Sometimes so close you could almost touch them.

     One of the most vivid memories I have of those boat rides is that, as we cruised around and passed other boats, everyone would wave at each other. Every time you passed by another boat, the folks in the boat would give us a little wave and we’d wave back at them.  It seemed like it was almost a rule of the sea, because everyone did it. But it didn’t feel like we were doing it because it was a rule. It felt like boaters were just really friendly people. A smile. A wave. And you’d go on about your business. It left a big impression on my young mind.

     A few years back, while I was visiting my parents, who were then living in the house that my grandparents built in Naples–same house on the same lot on the same canal leading out to the same Bay and the same Gulf–I noticed something. When we’d go out on my parents’ boat hunting for dolphins, people weren’t waving as much. Sure, there were some whose hands would bounce up automatically as you passed them by, but there was a marked shift in the pattern I had grown up with. Most boaters would look in your direction, then look away without a wave. It felt like that look was more about checking out your boat (you know, that whole phenomenon of “Mine’s bigger, better, faster than yours” or “Damn, I wish I had YOUR bigger, better, faster boat.”). Sometimes the looks would feel judgmental. A quick glance your way felt like the other boater was dismissing you. A long, lingering gaze made you wonder if they were thinking of boarding you and taking over your boat like some kind of pirate. In either case, it certainly felt like the seas were a lot less friendly than those of my childhood.

     I found myself trying to rationalize the decline of the phenomenon of the friendly wave. At first, I attributed it to the influx of visitors that has deluged southwest Florida for the past several decades. Newcomers, perhaps, never learned the custom. Or maybe it was just that there were so many more people who rented boats for a day. They weren’t boat owners and the instructions from the rental place didn’t include a “make sure you give a friendly wave to everyone you pass.” I don’t know if this phenomenon is a sign or a symptom of the downfall of Western civilization, the so-called “canary in the coal mine,” but it was noticeable to me and left an impression.
     And so, over the past few years as I’ve made my annual trek to Naples and taken countless boat rides with my parents, I’ve been observing this phenomenon. Irene and I were in Florida just last week, and I found myself observing the “wave factor” as we cruised around in my parents’ boat. It had become something of a social experiment for me. A litmus test on the health of our society in general. More waves represented happier, more generous people. Fewer waves meant more judgment, more insecurity, more aggression. And then, I realized something. One day last week a big, old light bulb went off over my head. While I was busy watching to see if other people were going to wave, I wasn’t waving! I wasn’t just witnessing the decline of the friendly, waving boater. I was a part of it. In my attempt to analyze what was going on, I lost sight of the fact that I’m not just an outside observer, some scientist watching lab rats navigate a maze. I am a participant. I am one of the rats. And I felt like a rat when I realized what had happened.

     When I think about what it takes to have a generous spirit, to be a generous spirit, I think it starts with this: remembering that we’re not just observers of others, standing apart from what’s happening all around us. We’re part of the world that we see. We are actors on the same stage, playing out the drama as it unfolds before us. As much as we’d sometimes like to be standing on the sidelines, offering advice or criticism or judgment, as much as we’d sometimes like to deny our role in what’s happening in front of us, we are part and parcel of it, part of the larger whole. We are of this world, no matter how much we might sometimes like to deny it, especially when life isn’t going according to our plan.

     …Sitting on my parents’ boat on a sunny afternoon…, I had the epiphany I mentioned…. In watching others not wave, I had forgotten to wave myself. I had become stingy and miserly with my waves. Judgmental of those who passed by without so much as a nod in my direction. And so, from that point forward, I tried a different kind of experiment. Very simple. I committed to wave first. I committed not to wait for another boater to wave to me, and only then return the favor. But to extend the greeting to everyone we passed, and let them respond as they would. I was going to be extravagant in my waving, to wave early and often. And add a big smile, too. I was going to say, through this gesture, “Hey! How you doing?” just like my friend’s step-dad.

     And you know what? Most people waved back! Not everyone, but most. And they smiled back, too. And I’d like to think that they waved first at the next boat they passed, but that’s really not important. Because the really important thing is what happened inside me. By choosing to wave first, I felt my heart open to the world. I let go of my judgment around people who didn’t wave at me while I waited. I didn’t wonder what had happened to the world of my childhood that I so longed for. By the simple act of waving first, I recreated that world, for myself and for others. And maybe, just maybe, it’s a simple as that. To nurture a generous spirit in ourselves, and to birth generosity and joy into the world, all we have to do is wave first.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl
“The practice of generosity is about creating space. We see our limits and we extend them continuously, which creates an expansiveness and spaciousness of mind that’s deeply composed.”   Sharon Salzburg

“To be generous means… to redefine our boundaries. For the generous person, borders are permeable. What is yours—your suffering, your problems—is also mine: This is compassion. What is mine—my possessions, my body, my knowledge and abilities, my time and resources, my energy—is also yours: This is generosity.”   Pierro Ferucci
“I think the biggest block to finding generosity of spirit in one’s own life is never to have had it modeled for you, so you don’t even know what it looks like and you’ve never known anybody whose own life is animated by that movement of the heart.”   Parker Palmer
“When people become more gracious at receiving, it opens up their generosity in new ways. You cannot be a truly generous giver without also being a generous receiver.”   Mark Ewert
“I think that generosity has many levels. We have to think generously, speak generously, and act generously. …Generosity cannot come from guilt or pity. It has to come from hearts that are fearless and free and are willing to share abundantly all that is given to us.”   Henri Nouwen
“Every minute of every hour of every day you are making the world, just as you are making yourself, and you might as well do it with generosity and kindness and style.”   Rebecca Solnit
“True generosity is an offering; given freely and out of pure love. No strings attached. No expectations. Time and love are the most valuable possession you can share.”   Suze Orman
“Sustainability, ensuring the future of life on Earth, is an infinite game, the endless expression of generosity on behalf of all.”   Paul Hawken
“Gentleness, self-sacrifice and generosity are the exclusive possession of no one race or religion.”   Mahatma Gandhi
“Too many have dispensed with generosity in order to practice charity.”   Albert Camus
“Generosity is not giving me that which I need more than you do, but it is giving me that which you need more than I do.”   Khalil Gibran
“No one can occupy your generosity except you.”   Gary Zukav
“We would all like a reputation for generosity and we'd all like to buy it cheap.”   Mignon McLaughlin
“That's what I consider true generosity: You give your all, and yet you always feel as if it costs you nothing.”   Simone de Beauvoir
“If we are going to be kind, let it be out of simple generosity, not because we fear guilt or retribution.”   J.M. Coetzee
“But I give best when I give from that deeper place; when I give simply, freely and generously, and sometimes for no particular reason. I give best when I give from my heart.”   Steve Goodier
“If truth doesn't set you free, generosity of spirit will.”   Katerina Stoykova Klemer
“The best way to convince a skeptic that you are trustworthy and generous is to be trustworthy and generous.”   Steven Pinker
“Generosity is the most natural outward expression of an inner attitude of compassion and loving-kindness.”   Dalai Lama XIV

“Of the various kinds of intelligence, generosity is the first.”   John Surowiecki
“To be creative, first we must be generous. Then we must have a quiet, indomitable belief in our own worth.”   Donna Goddard
“Be generous with your strengths and skills. They are not your private property, and they grow from being shared.”   Joanna Macy
“The Buddha and enlightened bodhisattvas are pictured as generous above all else. They give themselves—their time, their resources, their wisdom, and their compassionate action—to all living beings.”   Dale S. Wright
“In the realm of giving, true generosity means giving abundantly, and in taking, it’s the humility of accepting just enough.”   Shree Shambav
“No single act of generosity remains in isolation. The ripples are many.”   Sarah Winman
“Err on the side of generosity. Not because you want something in return. Banking on reciprocity is a recipe for manipulation. Be generous because you’re human and you care.”   Richie Norton
“If you think you have nothing to give, it isn’t true. Be generous. No one is too poor to give.”   Cuong Lu
“Character is about integrity over time, trustworthiness over time, authenticity over time, generosity over time.”   Carly Fiorina
“... collectively they all taught us generosity, kindness, and inclusion, and that you always share what you have, even when it's not much.”   Sara Bareilles
“Generosity is based in knowing what you are capable of giving, and going just a little beyond that.”   Lodro Rinzler
“If we stretch ourselves to open our minds, to see our shared humanity with others, we allow ourselves to see the existence of community and generosity in unexpected places.”   Sharon Salzberg
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