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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: We Gather by Pat Uribe-Lichty (51 words)

1.2: A Renewed Hope for This World by Rev. Nathan Ryan (122 words)

1.3: The Bright Thread of Hope by Rev. Gretchen Haley (149 words)
1.4: Hoping, Trusting for So Many Things by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (62 words)

1.5: A Summons by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (132 words)
1.6: We have come into this room of hope by Rev. Libbie Stoddard (75 words)

1.7: We are people of all ages by Rev. Carol Meyer (142 words)

1.8: We, whose journeys are always beginning by Rev. Marni Harmony (259 words)

1.10: A dream awakening by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong (70 words)
1.11: This Room of Hope by Rev. Libbie D. Stoddard (75 words)
1.12: On a Winter Morning by Rev. Barbara Cheatham (74 words)

1.13: We come to love a church by Rev. Andrew C. Kennedy (56 words)
1.14: Come into this place by Rev. Rebecca A. Edmiston-Lange (95 words)
1.15: Come into this house of worship by Rev. Carolyn S. Owen-Towle (112 words)
1.16: House of Welcoming by Rev. Dr. Orlanda Brugnola (27 words)

1.17: Determined Seed by Rev. Laura Wallace (51 words)
1.18: Come, Come To This Place by Rev. Daniel Budd (129 words)
1.19: Let this be a place by Rev. Sue Ayer (87 words)
1.20: With faith to face our challenges by Rev. Gary Kowalski (31 words)

1.21: We Come To This Time and This Place by Rev. David Pohl (63 words)

2.0: Chalice Lightings
2.1: The Ember of Hope, and Love Set Ablaze by Rev. Lisa Doege (99 words)
2.2: Our Hope and Our Passion by Pat Uribe-Lichty (47 words)

2.3: Origin Story by anastasi birosh (97 words)

2.4: Infinite Possibilities of Love by Rev. Tom Goldsmith (32 words)

2.5: Until “All” Means All by Rev. Erika Hewitt (117 words)
2.6: A Spark of Hope by Melanie Davis (37 words)
2.7: Cherish Your Dreams by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)

2.8: In Remembrance and In Hope by Dale Hudson (36 words)

2.9: Still There is Hope by Nadine McSpadden (78 words)

2.10: On The Brink by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (44 words)

2.11: The Struggle for Freedom by Rev. Paul Sprecher (40 words)

2.12: Chalice Lighting by Oberlin UU Fellowship, Oberlin, OH (43 words)

2.13: Deep Calls Unto Deep, Joy Calls Unto Joy by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (52 words)

2.14: May We Be Keepers of Thy Flame by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (89 words)

2.15: In a World Filled with Darkness by Douglas John Traversa (48 words)

2.16: Let there be light! by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman (43 words)
2.17: To face the world by Rev. Lindsay Bates (49 words) (adapted)

2.18: We Gather This Hour by Rev. Christine Robinson (37 words)

2.19: The chalice lit amongst us is a beacon by Rev. Debra Faulk (48 words)

2.20: In the mystery of life about us there is light by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (56 words)

2.21: The light for everyone who comes into the world by Rev. Elizabeth Strong (112 words)

3.0: Hymns and Popular Music 

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere 

3.2: SLT #161 Peace! The Perfect Word

3.3: SLT #344 A Promise through the Ages Rings

3.4: SLT #346 Come, Sing a Song with Me

3.5: SLT #347 Gather the Spirit 
3.6: SLT #349 We Gather Together

3.7: SLT #391 Voice Still and Small
      Singing the Journey

3.8: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come

3.9: STJ #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow

3.10: STJ #1014 Standing on the Side of Love

3.11: STJ #1060 As We Sing of Hope & Joy

      Popular Music

     Hopeful Songs performed by Playing for Change

3.12: Get Up Stand Up by Playing For Change (4:39)
3.13: Days Like This by Genevieve Chadwick | Playing For Change (3:12)

3:14: Music Is My Ammunition by Playing For Change (4:51)
3:15: An introduction to the Playing For Change Movement (3:52)

3.16: Stand by Me by Playing For Change (5:27)

3.17: Imagine by Playing For Change (4:05)
3.18: United by Playing For Change (4:50)

3.19: What a Wonderful World by Playing For Change (with children) (3:40)

3.20: What’s Going On by Playing For Change (3:39)

3.21: Lean On Me by Playing For Change (4:33)

3.22: Teach Your Children by Playing For Change (6:14)

3.23: Celebration by Playing For Change (children) (3:52)

3.24: One Love by Playing For Change (5:07))

3:25: A Change Is Gonna Come by Playing For Change (6:26)
3.26: A Better Place by Playing For Change (4:32)

3.27: Don’t Worry Be Happy by Playing For Change (children) (3:21)

3.28: What’s Up by Playing For Change (8:41)
3.29: Don’t Worry by Playing For Change (3:20)

3.30: Redemption Song by Playing For Change (4:16)

3.31: Love Is All by Playing For Change (children) (3:37)

     Other Popular Music about Hope

3.32: Keep Changing the World by Mikeschair (3:45)

3.33: Hope is an Open Window by Dianna Ross (4:50)

3.34: Hope for the Future by Paul McCartney (3:29)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: The Raspberry by Touchstones (752 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: We Hold Hope Close by Rev. Theresa Soto (125 words)

5.2: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)

5.3: Ministry Is All That We Do by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (135 words)

5.4: In this time of anticipated spring by Rev. Terasa Cooley (111 words)

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

5.6: Meditation on Hope and Love in a Time of Struggle by Rev. Alice Anacheka-Nasemann (209 words)

5.7: A Blessing for Risk-Takers and Failures by Rev. Robin Tanner (247 words)

5.8: The Growing Edge by Rev. Howard Thurman (150 words)

6.0: Prayers

6.1: Gird Thyself by Jessica York (165 words)
6.2: A Prayer for Hope by Rev. Christin Green (209 words)

6.3: We Imagine a Path by Rev. D. Scott Cooper (242 words) 
6.4: Hope Does Dwell by Rev. Elizabeth Nguyen (135 words)
6.5: Prayer of Hope and Healing by Chrystal Hogan (103 words)
6.6: The words of our hearts by Rev. Lindsay Bates (174 words)
6.7: To the Blessings of this Season by Rev. Ken Sawyer (158 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #461 We Must Be Saved by Reinhold Niebuhr
7.2: SLT #470 Affirmation by Leonard Mason 
7.3: SLT #648 Beginners by Denise Levertov (From Candles in Babylon)
7.4: SLT #658 To Risk by Anonymous

7.5: SLT #666 The Legacy of Caring by Thandeka

7.6: In Troubled Times by Rev. Stephen Shick (114 words)

8.0: Readings

8.1: A Recipe for Resilience by Rev. Margaret Weis (212 words)

8.2: Waiting For Now by Mandie McGlynn (123 words)
8.3: What Is Holy to Humanists by David Breeden (148 words)

8.4: We Must Be Saved by Reinhold Niebuhr (82 words)

8.5: The Inherent Wholeness of Every Being by Rev. Erika Hewitt (328 words)
8.6: “Hope” is the thing with feathers by Emily Dickinson (84 words)
8.7: We are all more human than otherwise by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (197 words)

8.8: Hope and Baking Powder by Macrina Wiederkehr (59 words)
8.9: There is too much work to do by Dorothy Day (70 words)

8.10: Dreams by Langston Hughes (32 words)

8.11: The Good News by Thich Nhat Hanh (165 words) an excerpt from Call Me by My True Names
8.12: We are here at the threshold by Rev. Rebecca Parker (227 words)

8.13: Expect Life by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (166 words)

8.14: The Cure at Troy (excerpt) by Seamus Heaney (142 words)

8.15: Images of Hope by William Lynch (182 words)

8.16: No Room for Hope by Russell Sanders, adapted by Judith Samuelson (308 words)
8.17: The Gates of Hope by Victoria Safford (142 words)

8.18: Hope, Not Optimism by Bruce Marshall (245 words)

8.19: Affirmation of Hope by Loretta Williams (192 words)

8.20: Growing a Culture of Hope by Rev. Diane Dowgiert (234 words)
8.21: On Hope by David Hood (246 words)

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

10.0: Closing Words

10.1: May our faith sustain us by Rev. Jim Wickman (31 words)

10.2: A brief moment in time by Rev. Tim Haley (76 words)

10.3: Be a Singer by Rev. David Johnson (30 words)
10.4: Be a Branch of the Tree of Life by Rev. Norman Naylor (69 words)

10.5: And now may we go forth by Rev. Harold E. Babcock (40 words)
10.6: Holy and Generous Love by Elena Westbrook (60 words)

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

10.8: As far as our love flows by Rev. Annie Foerster (26 words)

10.9: Let us go forth into the world by Rev. Marjorie Newlin Leaming (23 words) 

10.10: The Truth That Makes Us Free by Anonymous (34 words)

10:11: If you are proud of this church by Rev. Michael A. Schuler (54 words)
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Prisoner of Hope by Rev. David E. Bumbaugh (1,114 words excerpt, full text no longer on-line)

11.2: Telling Stories of Hope by Rev. Rob Hardies (excerpt, 1,018 words, full text no longer on-line)

11.3: A House for Hope by Rev. Grace H. Simons (excerpt, 1,168 words, full text no longer online)

11.4: Stealing Hope by Rev. Paul Britner (excerpt, 910 words, full text no longer on-line)

11.5: From Despair to Hope by Rev. Mark Hayes (excerpt, 1,203 words, full text no longer online)

11.6: Shape Shifter by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (678 words, Source: Touchstones)

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

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: We Gather by Pat Uribe-Lichty (51 words)

     We gather—

We bring our sorrows

our disappointments

our failures.

     We gather for healing,

for laughter and

to rejoice.

     We gather to find

new ways of loving

new ways of thinking

new ways of being.

     We gather—

Yes, always we gather,

for it is in gathering

     that we find our hope.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/we-gather 

1.2: A Renewed Hope for This World by Rev. Nathan Ryan (122 words)

Be it real or metaphor, whatever is in your backpack, or your briefcase, or your purse that you’ve brought into this sanctuary that is weighing you down: leave it behind.

Whatever you are carrying that is keeping you distracted, or caught up in shame, or guilt, or hopelessness: leave it behind.

If you need it, it will be there when we’re done, but for this hour, just let it go.

Come into this place with open hearts.

Come into this place with a soul that has remembered how to be tender again.

Come into this place with a renewed hope for this world.

Come into this place ready to build a world we’ve always been worthy of, and have always dreamed of.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/renewed-hope-world
1.3: The Bright Thread of Hope by Rev. Gretchen Haley (149 words)

     There is too much beauty

in this world

to give up

on it

yet,

and it is always too soon

to surrender

to cynicism.

Bring your doubt,

your skepticism

your downright confusion

even your bitterness—

     but in the midst of all these,

in the center,

wrap your tender fingers

around that still

"bright thread

of hope,"*

feel in your heart that

still steady hunger for

something more,

the vision

we glimpse

every day

in the rising sun

across the foothills

the light

that spreads across

the face

of the one we love

the look of knowing

all there is to know

and still

loving life, loving us

just as it is, just as we are.

     For this hour

we come to

celebrate, to praise, to give thanks

to refuse to give up

to steady ourselves

keepers of hope

brave builders of

this still-possible

world.

     Come, let us worship, together.

*the words of Rev. Victoria Safford in A People So Bold (p. 97)

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/bright-thread-hope 

1.4: Hoping, Trusting for So Many Things by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (62 words)

Here we have come into this sacred space—

quieter now with our readiness

Hushed voices, hoping, trusting for so many things:

For connection, for communion

For inspiration, for information

For healing, for wholeness,

For words, for music,

For celebration and consolation,

Here we have come into this space bringing all of who we are,

Let us be willing… however we are changed.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/hoping-trusting-so-many-things
1.5: A Summons by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (132 words)
     We summon ourselves from the demands and delights of the daily round:

       from the dirty dishes and unwaxed floors; 

       from unmowed grass, and untrimmed bushes; 

       from all incompletenesses and not-yet-startednesses; 

       from the unholy and the unresolved. 

     We summon ourselves to attend to our vision 

       of peace and justice; 

       of cleanliness and health; 

       of delight and devotion; 

       of the lovely and the holy; 

       of who we are and what we can do. 

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

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

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

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5449.shtml
1.6: We have come into this room of hope by Rev. Libbie Stoddard (75 words)

     We have come into this room of hope

where our hearts and minds are opened to the future.

We have come into this room of justice

where we set aside our fear to name freely every oppression.

     We have come into this room of love

where we know that no lives are insignificant.

     We have come into this room of song

where we unite our voices

in the somber and the beautiful melodies of life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5448.shtml
1.7: We are people of all ages by Rev. Carol Meyer (142 words)

     We are people of all ages who enter this space bringing our joys and our concerns.

We come together in hope.

     We greet each other warmly with our voices and our smiles.

We come together in peace.

     We light the chalice to symbolize our interdependence and our unity.

We come together in harmony.

     We share our growth and our aspirations.

We come together in wonder.

     We share our losses and our disappointments.

We come together in sorrow.

     We share our concern and our compassion.

We come together in love.

     We come to this place bringing our doubts and our faith.

We come together as seekers.

     We sing and pray and listen. We speak and read and dream. We think and ponder and reflect. We cry and laugh and center. We mourn and celebrate and meditate. We strive for justice and for mercy.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5432.shtml 

1.8: We, whose journeys are always beginning by Rev. Marni Harmony (259 words)

(adapted from the original)
     We, whose journeys are always beginning

We, whose mission always awaits us

We, whose visions are bent on loving,

We gather together here.

We gather as a community drawn together

out of common need,

each toting our own carpetbag of treasures and dreams.

    We gather together seeking meaning,

yearning to understand life in all its dimensions—

as it challenges and expands,

as it burdens

as it consoles and heals.

     We gather together with questions—

the kinds of questions that

provoke us to the path of action.

We gather with hope,

the kind of hope that pulses on through uncertainty.

    We gather with tenderness,

the kind of tenderness that can only be born from knowing

human capabilities as well as human imperfections.

We gather wanting certainty, and having none,

but we are wakeful to possibilities

as we seek discernment and gentle judgment.

     We gather, then, unbounded—but close. We gather thirsting. We gather, drawn to our Source, our Creator.

Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/we-gather 

1.9: Forged in the Fire of Our Coming Together by Rev. Gretchen Haley (222 words)
     What's going to happen?

Will everything be ok?

What can I do?

In these days we find ourselves, too often,

Stuck with these questions on repeat:

What's going to happen? / Will everything be ok? /What can I do?

     We grasp at signs and markers, articles of news and analysis,

Facebook memes and forwarded emails

As if the new zodiac

Capable of forecasting all that life may yet bring our way

As if we could prepare

As if life had ever made any promises of making sense, or turning out the way we'd thought

As if we are not also actors in this still unfolding story

     For this hour we gather

To surrender to the mystery

To release ourselves from the needing to know

The yearning to have it all already figured out

And also the burden of believing we either have all the control, or none

     Here in our song and our silence

Our stories and our sharing

We make space for a new breath, a new healing, a new possibility

To take root

That is courage

forged in the fire of our coming together

and felt in the spirit that comes alive in this act of faith:

that we believe still, a new world is possible

That we are creating it, already, here, and now

     Come, let us worship together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/forged-fire-coming-together 

1.10: A dream awakening by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong (70 words)
Today we celebrate a dream awakening. 

Today we worship with renewed hope in our hearts. 

Today we act on an audacity of hopes and dreams for the future. 

Today we begin the hard work for justice, equity and compassion in all human relations, 

for today is a day like no other and it is ours to shape with vision and action. 

Let us worship together and celebrate a dream awakening.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/129658.shtml
1.11: This Room of Hope by Rev. Libbie D. Stoddard (75 words)
We have come into this room of hope 

     where our hearts and minds are opened to the future. 

We have come into this room of justice 

     where we set aside our fear to name freely every oppression. 

We have come into this room of love 

     where we know that no lives are insignificant. 

We have come into this room of song 

     where we unite our voices 

     in the somber and the beautiful melodies of life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5448.shtml
1.12: On a Winter Morning by Rev. Barbara Cheatham (74 words)
It is a good morning to be together! 

When winter’s darkness spreads across the land, and cold seeps through our thickest coats, we hurry here, drawn by the warmth of faces familiar and new, to the welcoming walls of this house. 

Here, for this hour, we open ourselves to new understanding, reassurance, and hope, for this is a place where truth, love, and challenge meet. 

Welcome. It is a good morning to be together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5454.shtml
1.13: We come to love a church by Rev. Andrew C. Kennedy (56 words)
We come to love a church, 

     the traditions, the history, 

     and especially the people associated with it. 

And through these people, 

     young and old, 

     known and unknown, 

     we reach out -- 

Both backward into history 

     and forward into the future—

To link together the generations 

     in this imperfect, but blessed community 

     of memory and hope.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5433.shtml
1.14: Come into this place by Rev. Rebecca A. Edmiston-Lange (95 words)
     Come in. Come into this place which we make holy by our presence.

     Come in with all your vulnerabilities and strengths, fears and anxieties, loves and hopes. For here you need not hide, nor pretend, nor be anything other than who you are and are called to be.

     Come into this place where we can touch and be touched, heal and be healed, forgive and be forgiven.

     Come into this place, where the ordinary is sanctified, the human is celebrated, the compassionate is expected.

     Come into this place. Together we make it a holy place.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5192.shtml
1.15: Come into this house of worship by Rev. Carolyn S. Owen-Towle (112 words)
     Come into this house of worship. Come in bringing all of who you are. Rest and quiet your week-worn spirit, for you are here to touch again eternal springs of hope and renewal. 

     Calm your hurried pace. For this hour let the cares, the fretfulness and worry be set aside. Forgive yourself—you are so very worthy of moving on, of making new efforts, of trying again. 

     Know that you are not alone. There is strength and caring support for you here. You will find comfort if you but ask. Look around. You are a part of potential community. You can make it what you will. 

     Enter into this house of worship.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5194.shtml
1.16: House of Welcoming by Rev. Dr. Orlanda Brugnola (27 words)
Here find a house of welcoming

Here find vision and hope

Here be received as you truly are

Unique and beautiful

Your journey acknowledged

Your love honored.

Source: https://revehstevenssermons.wordpress.com/2014/09/08/pride-sunday/
1.17: Determined Seed by Rev. Laura Wallace (51 words)
As frozen earth holds the determined seed, 

this sacred space holds our weariness, our worry, 

our laughter and our celebration. 

Let us bring seed and soul into the light 

of thought, the warmth of community, 

and the hope of love. 

Let us see together, hear together, love together. 

Let us worship.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/determined-seed
1.18: Come, Come To This Place by Rev. Daniel Budd (129 words)
     Come, come to this place, whoever you are:

Wanderer, worshipper, lover of learning,

All seekers after what is true,

All who seek a community of compassion & diversity

     Come, come to this place, whoever you are:

Though you’ve broken your vows a thousand times

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

     Come, come to this place, whoever you are:

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

Come to this place where a Love we do not make

Surrounds us and lifts us and nurtures us,

     Come, come to this place, whoever you are:

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

Not a place of judging, but of thanksgiving,

Not a place of certainty, but of searching.

Come, come to this place, whoever you are,

Come, yet again, come.

(based upon words of Rumi)

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/184419.shtml
1.19: Let this be a place by Rev. Sue Ayer (87 words)
     Spirit of Life and Love,

We have gathered here in

     search of answers to hard questions.

We have come in search of understanding.
     In search of community.

We have come in search of hope and healing.

     Let this be a place not only of searching, 

     But of discovery.

Let this be a place no only of learning,

     But of wisdom.

Let this be a place not only of meeting,

     But of connection.

And let this be a place where healing fosters giving,

     And hope fosters service.
Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/4532.shtml
1.20: With faith to face our challenges by Rev. Gary Kowalski (31 words)

With faith to face our challenges, 

With love that casts out fear, 

With hope to trust tomorrow, 

We welcome this day for the gift it is—

A reason for rejoicing.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5844.shtml
1.21: We Come To This Time and This Place by Rev. David Pohl (63 words)

We come to this time and this place:

To rediscover the wondrous gift of free religious community;
To renew the faith in the holiness, goodness, and beauty of life;

To reaffirm the way of the open mind and full heart;
To rekindle the flame of memory and hope; and

To rekindle the vision of an earth made fair, with all her people one.
Source: STL #436
2.0: Chalice Lightings
2.1: The Ember of Hope, and Love Set Ablaze by Rev. Lisa Doege (99 words)

     What if

sometimes it’s not about a light in the darkness?

     What if

sometimes it’s about sparking potential into possibility, and possibility into existence?

     What if

sometimes the flame that burns in the chalice of our faith is nothing less than the ember of hope and nothing more than love set ablaze?

     What if

sometimes all we need do is follow this flame—one among scores, hundreds, thousands of steadily flickering flames across the land and among so many peoples—on the way to justice and into the land of peace?

     What if

we dare to kindle that chalice?
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/ember-hope-and-love-set-ablaze 
2.2: Our Hope and Our Passion by Pat Uribe-Lichty (47 words)
We light our chalice [tonight, today] knowing that our hope and our passion are needed to change the world. We bring different gifts to the work, but we come together in one faith: that what we do makes a difference, both to our world and in ourselves.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/our-hope-and-our-passion 

2.3: Origin Story by anastasi birosh (97 words)

     We kindle this chalice

Not only because it originated in antiquity,

But because this symbol combats malice.

     This burning flame represented

Hope during the bleakness of World War II

A sign of refuge meaning death was circumvented

If only for that night.

     This emblem, a flame in a chalice encircled twice

Assured wary refugees fleeing Nazi persecution

That for a time, they had found safety and respite.

     Today this beacon shining bright

Reminds us to summon the strength

To extend care and love to those in need forthright.

     We ignite this flame today for our shared humanity.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/origin-story 

2.4: Infinite Possibilities of Love by Rev. Tom Goldsmith (32 words)

Symbol of light and knowledge,

Symbol of warmth and freedom;

We light this chalice as a symbol of our faith.

Here we gather to celebrate hope, and the infinite possibilities of love.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/infinite-possibilities-love
2.5: Until “All” Means All by Rev. Erika Hewitt (117 words)

     The chalice, as a symbol of Unitarian Universalism,

arose as a beacon of hope in an atmosphere of tyranny.

     The chalice arose as a sign of promise

that the marginalized would neither be forgotten nor ignored,

because they are beloved and precious from the perspective of the Holy.

     This morning, we remember all of the people

who have been told explicitly—

or implicitly, through police violence or government policy;

through derision or dehumanization;

that they’re anything less than whole; anything less than beloved.

     As we …light a chalice…

may we make of our lives a beacon:

a symbol of our promise to draw the circle wide;

a sign that we will not rest until “all” means all.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/until-all-means-all 
2.6: A Spark of Hope by Melanie Davis (37 words)
If ever there were a time for a candle in the darkness,

this would be it.

Using a spark of hope,

kindle the flame of love,

ignite the light of peace,

and feed the flame of justice.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/spark-hope
2.7: Cherish Your Dreams by Rev. Maureen Killoran (49 words)

     The poet Langston Hughes has written:

“Hold fast to dreams

for if dreams die,

life is a broken-winged bird

that cannot fly.”

     May this chalice flame challenge each of us to cherish to our dreams,

for all things worth doing begin in the courage and inspiration of a dream.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/cherish-your-dreams
2.8: In Remembrance and In Hope by Dale Hudson (36 words)

     This is a house of reflection and contemplation, of joy and sorrow, friendship, sharing and laughter.

     We light this chalice in remembrance of what we have been and in the hope of what we may become.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/remembrance-hope 

2.9: Still There is Hope by Nadine McSpadden (78 words)

During our darkest moments, still, there is hope.

When facing our biggest challenges, still, there is hope.

When all we can do is put one foot in front of the other, still, there is hope.

When we can’t find the way out, still, there is hope.

When all we can do to help is hold someone’s hand as they cry, still, there is hope.

We are the hope—for ourselves and for one another.

Always, there is hope.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/invocation/still-there-hope 

2.10: On The Brink by Rev. Leslie Takahashi (44 words)

All that we have ever loved

And all that we have ever been

Stands with us on the brink

Of all that we aspire to create:

A deeper peace,

A larger love,

A more embracing hope,

A deeper joy in this life we share.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/brink
2.11: The Struggle for Freedom by Rev. Paul Sprecher (40 words)

     We light this chalice in memory of the courage of those who have struggled for freedom, the persistence of those who've struggled for justice, and the love of those who've built beloved communities to carry on the light of hope.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/struggle-freedom
2.12: Chalice Lighting by Oberlin UU Fellowship, Oberlin, OH (43 words)

We light this chalice to find inner peace,

love for each other, and faith in ourselves.

Also, to be welcoming to whomever we meet

and kind to all living creatures. So, gather around

this light of hope as we share this time together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/chalice-lighting
2.13: Deep Calls Unto Deep, Joy Calls Unto Joy by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (52 words)

Deep calls unto deep, joy calls unto joy, light calls unto light.

Let the kindling of this flame rekindle in us the inner light of love, of peace, of hope.

And "as one flame lights another, nor grows the less,”

we pledge ourselves to be bearers of the light, wherever we are.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/deep-calls-unto-deep 

2.14: May We Be Keepers of Thy Flame by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (89 words)

O flaming chalice, symbol of a free faith, 

Burn with the holy oil of helpfulness and service. 

Spread warmth and light and hope; 

Warm hearts grown cold with indifference; 

Light dark places with justice; rekindle hope in despair. 

May we bring fuel for thy fire of love. 

May the oil of loving kindness flow from us to thy leaping flame. 

May hands of service shelter thee, 

That no winds of hate may extinguish thy brightness. 

May thy light and warmth be eternal. 

May we be keepers of thy flame.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/may-we-be-keepers-thy-flame
2.15: In a World Filled with Darkness by Douglas John Traversa (48 words)
In a world filled with the darkness of ignorance, let us bring the light of reason

In a world filled with the darkness of despair, may we share the light of hope

In a world filled with the darkness of hate, let us shine the light of love

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/world-filled-darkness
2.16: Let there be light! by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman (43 words)
“Let there be light!” 

     Let it shine in dark places, 

         in moments of pain, 

         in times of grief, 

         in the darkness of hatred, 

             violence, 

             oppression, 

         where there is discouragement and despair. 

Wherever darkness is to be put to flight, 

     “Let there be light!” 

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/let-there-be-light
2.17: To face the world by Rev. Lindsay Bates (49 words) (adapted)
To face the world’s shadows, a chalice of light. 

To face the world’s coldness, a chalice of warmth, 

To face the world’s terrors, a chalice of courage. 

To face the world’s turmoil, a chalice of peace. 

May its glow fill our spirits, our hearts, and our lives [with hope].

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/face-worlds-shadows
2.18: We Gather This Hour by Rev. Christine Robinson (37 words)
We gather this hour as people of faith

With joys and sorrows, gifts and needs.

We light this beacon of hope,

Sign of our quest for truth and meaning,

In celebration of the life we share together. 

Source: SLT #448

2.19: The chalice lit amongst us is a beacon by Rev. Debra Faulk (48 words)

The chalice lit amongst us is a beacon

A beacon of hope, in a world in crisis

A beacon of possibility, made manifest in community

A beacon of warmth through our interconnections

A beacon of light illuminating our shared wisdom

A beacon of connection by our being together

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/chalice-lit-amongst-us-beacon
2.20: In the mystery of life about us there is light by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (56 words)

     In the mystery of life about us there is light.

It gives us a place to be, to grow, to rejoice together.

It opens the pathways to love.

     In this place of friendship there is freedom.

Let the light we kindle go before us,

Strong in hope, wide in good will,

Inviting the day to come.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/mystery-life-about-us-there-light
2.21: The light for everyone who comes into the world by Rev. Elizabeth Strong (112 words)

     Reverently I offer this symbol of our hope and high intent.

Reverently I bequeath this flame to you.

This is the light that is lit for everyone who comes into the world.

Bear this light to others, one by one.

Let the flame go from life to life till all is lit with its warmth.

     Tell that the light means wisdom

Tell that the light means kindness

Tell that the light means understanding

Tell that the light means tolerance

Tell that the light means sacrifice

Tell that the light is a vision of a fairer world.

     Tell that this is the light that is lit for everyone who comes into the world.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/symbol-light-chalice-lighting
3.0: Hymns and Popular Music 
      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere 

3.2: SLT #161 Peace! The Perfect Word

3.3: SLT #344 A Promise through the Ages Rings

3.4: SLT #346 Come, Sing a Song with Me

3.5: SLT #347 Gather the Spirit 
3.6: SLT #349 We Gather Together

3.7: SLT #391 Voice Still and Small
      Singing the Journey

3.8: STJ #1000 Morning Has Come
3.9: STJ #1006 In My Quiet Sorrow

3.10: STJ #1014 Standing on the Side of Love

3.11: STJ #1060 As We Sing of Hope & Joy

      Popular Music

     Hopeful Songs performed by Playing for Change

     Playing For Change was born in 2002 as a shared vision between co-founders, Mark Johnson and Whitney Kroenke, to record musicians throughout America to chronicle the heartbeat of the people through music. In 2005, Mark Johnson was walking in Santa Monica, California, when he heard the voice of Roger Ridley (now deceased) singing "Stand By Me." Roger had so much soul and conviction in his voice, and Mark approached him about performing "Stand By Me" as a Song Around The World. Since then the Playing for Change producers have traveled around the world to places including New Orleans, Barcelona, South Africa, India, Nepal, the Middle East and Ireland. They record local musicians performing the same song, interpreted in their own style. Their approach is hopeful in terms of uniting people and many of their songs also point to hope. Their website is at https://playingforchange.com where you can find their videos. They also feature 240 musicians and/or musical groups that have performed for Playing for Change. In addition, they have created a 17-member band comprised of musicians from around the world that is often on tour.
     The Playing or Change Foundation was established in 2007. It has created 14 music schools and programs in Bangladesh, Brazil, Ghana, Mali, Nepal, Rwanda, South Africa, Morocco, Mexico, Argentina and Thailand. More than 1,200 young people attend free classes in dance, instruments, languages and musical theory, all taught by qualified local teachers. The website for the foundation is https://playingforchange.org.
3.12: Get Up Stand Up by Playing For Change (4:39)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=d6szT5NnwTY 
3.13: Days Like This by Genevieve Chadwick | Playing For Change (3:12)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wxr4GCjqk6s
3:14: Music Is My Ammunition by Playing For Change (4:51)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dcLhrHHekC4 
3:15: An introduction to the Playing For Change Movement (3:52)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EdhSe3lb7g8 
3.16: Stand by Me by Playing For Change (5:27)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Us-TVg40ExM
3.17: Imagine by Playing For Change (4:05)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=bvFLKyAGzzI
3.18: United by Playing For Change (4:50)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6vT_7AX06UQ 
3.19: What a Wonderful World by Playing For Change (with children) (3:40)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ddLd0QRf7Vg
3.20: What’s Going On by Playing For Change (3:39)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JEp7QrOBxyQ
3.21: Lean On Me by Playing For Change (4:33)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LiouJsnYytI
3.22: Teach Your Children by Playing For Change (6:14)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=P5AuFDHdrrg 
3.23: Celebration by Playing For Change (children) (3:52)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8Lu41LulQos
3.24: One Love by Playing For Change (5:07))

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4xjPODksI08
3:25: A Change Is Gonna Come by Playing For Change (6:26)
Video Link: https://vimeo.com/45101991
3.26: A Better Place by Playing For Change (4:32)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZVHOqrw3Jks
3.27: Don’t Worry Be Happy by Playing For Change (children) (3:21)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uWXUWepSak4
3.28: What’s Up by Playing For Change (8:41)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zQobQa5WP9w 
3.29: Don’t Worry by Playing For Change (3:20)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tAjFnJuk1Aw 
3.30: Redemption Song by Playing For Change (4:16)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=55s3T7VRQSc
3.31: Love Is All by Playing For Change (children) (3:37)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=q4T37EaW4eU
     Other Popular Music about Hope
3.32: Keep Changing the World by Mikeschair (3:45)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=41xoFeAK2cA
3.33: Hope is an Open Window by Dianna Ross (4:50)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=KsHKe-ugTcg
3.34: Hope for the Future by Paul McCartney (3:29)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=163_C5UVU-I 
4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: The Raspberry by Touchstones (752 words)
     Gerda was born in 1924 in Bielsko in southern Poland. It was a small town on the west bank of the Biała River, surrounded by mountains known for skiing and hiking. 

     She lived with her father, Julius, a manager in a manufacturing company, her mother, Helena, and her brother, Arthur, who was five years older. Life was good. In the summer of 1939, Gerda and her mother were on a vacation at a resort when they had to return home because her father suffered a mild heart attack. In September 1939, the Germans invaded Poland. Gerda and her family were concerned because they were Jewish, and the German army was oppressing Jews. In October, her brother had to go register with the Nazis, and he never returned. Gerda received letters from him postmarked in Russia, but they eventually stopped. 

    German soldiers forced them to sell all of their possessions to non-Jews and live in their basement, which was flooded. In April 1942, Gerda and her parents had to move into a small ghetto with the remaining Jews in the town. Their living quarters were quite cramped. Then, they were forced into work camps. Gerda and her mother had to sew military uniforms.

     In June, soldiers put her father on a transit train. Then Gerda and her mother were told they would go to a new work camp. When they gathered to depart, soldiers put Gerda in one group and her mother in a different one. Her mother yelled to Gerda, “Be strong.” This was how her family was swept up in the Holocaust, a terrible Nazi program designed to persecute the Jewish people.

     Gerda, separated from her family, was fortunate to be taken to a transit camp with her best friend, Ilse. In July 1942, they were transported to the work camp at Bolkenhain, where Gerda and Ilse operated looms in the textile factory making cloth for military uniforms. 

     In August 1943, Gerda, Ilse, and some others were sent to another work camp, the one at Merzdorf, where the conditions were much worse. Gerda was filled with despair because her supervisor forced her to work 18 hours a day. She then remembered her promise to her father to never to give up. This gave her the strength to continue. 

     Mercifully, a while later, a kind supervisor, Frau Küger from the Bolkenhain camp, had Gerda and Ilse transferred to the work camp at Landeshut to make the cloth used for parachutes. 

     In May 1944, Gerda, Ilse, and some others were sent to the work camp at Grünberg. It was an awful place with terrible conditions. Gerda had to work in the spinning room to make the thread used to make cloth. It was a terrible job. In September, Gerda was lucky because she got a new job counting fabric bundles. Now, working during the day, she was able to get more food to share with Ilse. 

     One morning, Ilse was walking along a path when she saw something red on the ground. It was a raspberry! Ilse picked it up and put it in the pocket of her dress. She was careful all day so she wouldn’t squash it. That evening, she found a leaf as she was walking into the building where they slept. Ilse approached Gerda and gave her the red raspberry on a green leaf. It was the most beautiful thing that Gerda had ever seen. She was so grateful to Ilse for her incredible generosity. 

     In January 1945, all the girls and women in the camp were forced to march almost 500 miles to Czechoslovakia (now Czech Republic or Czechia). It took five months. Gerda was separated from Ilse during the march, which pushed her into deep despair. The memory of Ilse’s gift, that beautiful, luscious raspberry, helped her go on. 

     The first person she met when she reached Volary, Czechoslovakia (now Czech Republic or Czechia) was Kurt Klein, an American soldier. He was so kind. Gerda couldn’t believe that she had reached safety. She was hospitalized for several months, and Klein would visit whenever he could. They would eventually marry and move to the United States. They had three children, eight grandchildren, and 18 great-grandchildren. And Gerda told each one the story of the gift of a raspberry. 

     She was grateful to Ilse for the rest of her life. In 2010, President Obama gave Gerda Weissman Klein the Presidential Medal of Freedom. No one knows whether or not she gave President Obama a raspberry in return.

   Source: https://journeythroughtheholocaust.org/items/show/10?tour=2&index=0 
5.0: Meditations

5.1: We Hold Hope Close by Rev. Theresa Soto (125 words)

In this community, we hold hope close. We don’t always know what comes next, but that cannot dissuade us. We don’t always know just what to do, but that will not mean that we are lost in the wilderness. We rely on the certainty beneath, the foundation of our values and ethics. We are the people who return to love like a North Star and to the truth that we are greater together than we are alone. Our hope does not live in some glimmer of an indistinct future. Rather, we know the way to the world of which we dream, and by covenant and the movement forward of one right action and the next, we know that one day we will arrive at home.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/we-hold-hope-close
5.2: I Will Lift up My Voice by Rev. Robert Weston (211 words)

I will lift up my voice and sing;

Whatever may befall me,

I will still follow the light which kindles song.

I will listen to the music

Arising out of grief and joy alike,

I will not deny my voice to the song.

For in the depth of winter, song,

Like a bud peeping through the dry crust of earth,

Brings back memory,

And creates anew the hope and anticipation of spring;

Out of a world that seems barren of hope,

Song decries beauty in the shapes of leafless trees,

Lifts our eyes to distant mountain peaks which,

Even if we see them not,

Remind us that they are there, waiting,

And still calling to us to come up higher.

Out of the destruction of dear hopes,

Out of the agony of heartbreak,

Song rises once more to whisper to us

That even this is but the stage setting for a new beginning,

And that we shall yet take the pieces of our hearts

And put them together in a pattern

Of deeper, truer lights and shades.

I will lift up my voice in song,

For in singing I myself am renewed,

And the darkness of night is touched

By the promise of a new dawn,

For light shall come again.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/i-will-lift-my-voice 

5.3: Ministry Is All That We Do by Rev. Gordon McKeeman (135 words)

     Ministry is all that we do—Together

     Ministry is that quality of being in community that affirms human dignity—

beckons forth hidden possibilities, invites us into deeper, more constant, reverent relationships,

and carries forward our heritage of hope and liberation.

     Ministry is what we do together as we celebrate triumphs of our human spirit,

Miracles of birth and life,

Wonders of devotion and sacrifice.

     Ministry is what we do together—with one another—

in terror and torment—in grief, in misery and pain,

enabling us in the presence of death

to say yes to life.

     We who minister speak and live the best we know with full knowledge

that it is never quite enough…

     And yet are reassured

by lostness found,

fragments reunited,

wounds healed,

and joy shared.

     Ministry is what we all do—together.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/ministry-all-we-do 

5.4: In this time of anticipated spring by Rev. Terasa Cooley (111 words)

     In this time of anticipated spring let us allow ourselves to extend the anticipation—to value the time of budding before blooming, of seeding before sprouting.

     This is a time of revelation: the revealing of that which is eternal, which we see every year, but still need to be reminded to see it in a new way.

     There is also the revelation of that which is new. Every spring we encounter something never before seen. It is that very newness which embodies hope and potential for the wholeness which is yet to be.

     Let us allow spring to unfold slowly that we may appreciate the true mystery of rebirth and renewal.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5487.shtml 

5.5: 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 

5.6: Meditation on Hope and Love in a Time of Struggle by Rev. Alice Anacheka-Nasemann (209 words)

In a world so filled with brokenness and sorrow

It would be easy to lose ourselves in never ending grief,

To be choked by our outrage

To be paralyzed by the enormity of suffering,

To feel our hearts squeeze tight with hopelessness.

Instead, this morning, let us simply breathe together as we hold our hearts open.

Breathing in as our hearts fill with compassion

Breathing out as we pray for healing in our world & in our lives.

Breathing in, opening ourselves to the transforming power of love

Breathing out as we pray for peace in our world & in our lives.

Breathing in as we hold hope in our hearts

Breathing out as we pray for justice in our world & in our lives.

May we know our strength

May we be filled with courage

May our love flow from us into this world.

Breathing in, we are the prayer

Breathing out, we are the healing

Breathing in, we are the love

Breathing out, we are the peace

Breathing in, we are the hope

Breathing out, we are the justice

May we know our strength

May we be filled with courage

May our love flow from us into this world.

Amen, blessed be, may it ever be so.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/meditation-hope-and-love-time-struggle 

5.7: A Blessing for Risk-Takers and Failures by Rev. Robin Tanner (247 words)
     Today we share in a blessing for losers, risk-takers, all failures far and wide....

     Blessed are they who fall in the mud, who jump with gusto and rip the pants, who skin the elbows, and bruise the ego, for they shall know the sweetness of risk.

     Blessed are they who make giant mistakes, whose intentions are good but impact has injured, who know the hot sense of regret and ask for mercy, for their hearts will know the gift of forgiveness.

     Blessed are they who have seen a D or an F or C or any letter less than perfect, who are painfully familiar with the red pen and the labels as "less than," for they know the wisdom in the imperfect.

     Blessed are they who try again, who dust off, who wash up, who extend the wish for peace, who return to sites of failure, who are dogged in their pursuit, for they will discover the secret to dreams.

     Blessed are they who refuse to listen to the naysayers,

for their hearts will be houses for hope.

     Blessed are they who see beyond the surface of another,

for they will be able to delight in the gift of compassion.

     Blessed are they who stop running the race to help a fellow traveler, who pick up the fallen, who stop for injured life, for they shall know the kindness of strangers.

     Blessed are they who wildly, boldly abandon winning,

for they shall know the path of justice.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/blessing/blessing-risk-takers-and-failures
5.8: The Growing Edge by Rev. Howard Thurman (150 words)

Look well to the growing edge! All around us worlds are dying and new worlds are being born; all around us life is dying and life is being born. The fruit ripens on the tree, the roots are silently at work in the darkness of the earth against a time when there shall be new leaves, fresh blossoms, green fruit. Such is the growing edge! It is the extra breath from the exhausted lung, the one more thing to try when all else has failed, the upward reach of life when weariness closes in upon all endeavor. This is the basis of hope in moments of despair, the incentive to carry on when times are out of joint and men have lost their reason, the source of confidence when worlds crash and dreams whiten into ash. The birth of the child—life’s most dramatic answer to death—this is the growing edge incarnate. Look well to the growing edge!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/quote-reading/howard-thurman-quote
6.0: Prayers

6.1: Gird Thyself by Jessica York (165 words)
This is not a prayer that you may find hope

For hope is a luxury that some cannot find and others cannot afford

This is not a prayer that you find more love in the world

Though I hope you continue to feel love and send love to those near and far

I pray instead that you may find tools

A hammer lying half-hidden in the grass

A roll of duct tape, curled up and forgotten on a high shelf in the back of the closet

A wrench poking out of the back pocket of a stranger

Take these tools and gird thyself

A hammer for justice

Duct tape to hold together your broken heart

A wrench to “grip and provide advantage in applying torque to turn objects” – or turn the world

Take these tools and others you may find in places expected and unexpected

Take these tools and gird thyself

For weeping may last through the night

But the work begins in the morning.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/gird-thyself
6.2: A Prayer for Hope by Rev. Christin Green (209 words)

     Spirit of Love and Truth,

Help us to feel You in our breathing in and breathing out.

Quiet our minds even if only for a moment.

Still our bodies even if only for a moment.

Soothe our souls in this holy moment.

     When uncertainty pervades, give us rest from worry.

When fear rises, give us peace.

When pain surfaces, give us a balm.

     Some of our spirits are so weary,

Some of our bodies feel fried,

Some of our minds feel frantic and uneasy.

How long will this last, we ask in desperation?

     Spirit of Life-giving Love,

Remind us of the cycles of life so that we might turn toward the dawn,

Turn toward the thaw,

And turn toward the rebirth of spring with New Hope.

Make that hope alive in us, oh Holy One!

Ignite that hope so it burns brighter than our fears.

And may that bright hope shine for others to witness,

That our Faith might be a beacon

And our Love a lamp to light the way.

     Oh luminous Spirit, fill us with gratitude

As we turn toward one another in the human family,

Never alone on our journeys,

Always reminded of a greater Love that holds all.

Blessed Be, May it be so, Amen.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-hope
6.3: We Imagine a Path by Rev. D. Scott Cooper (242 words) 

     We bow our heads in order to imagine not one path, but many. We imagine a path forward for those who cannot imagine any path forward, because of poor health, financial hardship, family crises, and other roadblocks we cannot begin to understand or imagine.

     We struggle to imagine a path forward for those who are forced to leave a homeland against their will and for those unable to leave a war-torn homeland despite their lives being in danger. We imagine a path forward for those who leave their homes to make a better life for their families elsewhere. May we be a welcoming presence along that path toward hope.

     We come together to imagine a path forward for those of us despairing because we do not seem to know our country nor our neighbors, despite the fact that we have not moved at all. May we be the good we are hoping to find as we travel side by side down the path toward hope.

     We imagine a path forward for those who feel lonely [optional: at this time of year]. May we take one another’s hands as we walk that path toward community.

     Truly, we know as we imagine these ways forward, and take one another’s hands, the paths will lead to hope, the roads will lead to Beloved Community, and the arc will bend toward Justice because we have dared to travel with love in our hearts.

     We now join together in a time of silence.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/we-imagine-path 

6.4: Hope Does Dwell by Rev. Elizabeth Nguyen (135 words)
God of mercy, spirit who makes peace out of war,

who wanders with refugees and keeps vigil with children at our border and all borders;

Holy healer in hospitals and shelters, at schools, in homes, at weddings, and in planes;

May your love be balm for all the hurt.

May your truth be present in offices of power and in the hearts of soldiers and civilians alike.

Many times we’ve thought the arc was bending towards justice.

Many times we saw it happen in courtrooms and in streets, in the hearts of people creating their own liberation.

Many times we’ve also doubted.

For those of us this morning who doubt, who despair that brokenness and suffering and war may win,

remind us of the small mercies, the tiny triumphs: hope does dwell in this world.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/hope-does-dwell-0
6.5: Prayer of Hope and Healing by Chrystal Hogan (103 words)
To the God of our own understanding, the spirit with whom we commune this morning – we ask that our minds be open, our hearts welcoming, our arms embracing. We lift up those whose lives are touched by sadness, by illness, by worry, or by loneliness. May they find comfort, hope, and healing strength in this community and the larger community. We celebrate those whose lives are whole and well. May they share their strength with those in need and find warmth and love in the sharing of their spirit. And let us take a moment to silently reflect in the spirit of prayer.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/184718.shtml
6.6: The words of our hearts by Rev. Lindsay Bates (174 words)
     Receive, O Mystery, the words of our hearts. 

If prayer worked like magic – if I knew the words that would guarantee prayer’s power – I know what I would pray: 

Let life be always kind to our children.

Let sorrow not touch them.

Let them be free from fear.

Let them never suffer injustice,

     nor the persecutions of the righteous.

Let them not know the pain of failure – 

of a project, a love, a hope, or a dream.

Let life be to them gentle and joyful and kind. 

     If I knew the formula, that’s what I’d pray. 

But prayer isn’t magic, and life will be hard. So I pray for our children – with some hope for this prayer: 

May their knowledge of sorrow be tempered with joy. 

May their fear be well-balanced by courage and strength. 

May the sight of injustice spur them to just actions.

May their failures be teachers, that their spirits may grow. 

May they be gentle and joyful and kind. 

Then their lives will be magic, and life will be good. 

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5581.shtml
6.7: To the Blessings of this Season by Rev. Ken Sawyer (158 words)
     To the blessings of this season,

may our senses be alert

and our hearts take heed,

for in a busy and sometimes tragic world,

beauty is often the comfort most sure.

     To the blessings of warm, accepting human relationship,

may our hearts be open

and our minds take heed,

for in a lonely and sometimes frightening world,

friendship is often the support than upholds us.

     To the blessings of high ideals and noble aspirations,

may our minds be open,

and our hands take heed,

for in a troubled and sometimes dangerous world,

justice is often the hope that sustains us.

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

for the love we do not share,

for the acts of justice we avoid,

let us treasure the parts of ourselves that do respond.

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

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

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/184537.shtml
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #461 We Must Be Saved by Reinhold Niebuhr
7.2: SLT #470 Affirmation by Leonard Mason 
7.3: SLT #648 Beginners by Denise Levertov (From Candles in Babylon)
7.4: SLT #658 To Risk by Anonymous

7.5: SLT #666 The Legacy of Caring by Thandeka

7.6: In Troubled Times by Rev. Stephen Shick (114 words)
From the loneliness of troubled times, we come

To discover that we are not alone.

Into the dwelling place of togetherness, we come

To collect remnants of hope.

From fear that all is lost, we come

To discover what will save us.

Into the comfort of each other’s arms, we come

To feel the strength that has not yet vanished.

From darkness, we come

To wait until our eyes begin to see.

Into the refuge of fading dreams, we come

To remove illusions and focus new visions.

From despair that walks alone, we come

To travel together.

Into the dwelling place of generations, we come

To pledge allegiance to being peace and doing justice.
Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/troubled-times
8.0: Readings

8.1: A Recipe for Resilience by Rev. Margaret Weis (212 words)

     This recipe has been tweaked over time, so adjust as necessary.

     Sometimes it yields more servings than anticipated. 

Sometimes it needs a bit more of this ingredient or that. 

It comes from generations who have gone before me, and I’ve added my own flavor along the way.

     A Recipe for Resilience

     One part courage

Two parts tears of failure and doubt

One part deep listening

One part each of both silence and laughter

A dash of trust

A pinch of wonder

A heaping scoop of naps and snacks

     In a separate bowl, mix together family, friends, and those who challenge you to be your best self, those with whom you disagree.

     Add slowly to the larger pot, add a bay leaf for … well, whatever it is bay leaves do, and let simmer for as long as you need (which is often longer than you realize or anticipate).

     Keep the heat at an even temperature – hot enough to cook throughout, but not so hot it burns the bottom.

     Can be served at room temperature, warm, or even cold if necessary. 

Serve alongside your favorite soft blanket, dog, cat, or other soft item.

     Make often, 

Share with others, 

Hold onto the leftovers – you’ll need them after a long day that challenges your soul.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/recipe-resilience 

8.2: Waiting For Now by Mandie McGlynn (123 words)
     Everything 

is about to change. 

And 

it already has.

     It will be. It was. It is.

     The dawn you eagerly await

to end the long, cold darkness

is already full sun 

far off in the east.

     Yet even after light’s return

spring is months away. 

     …Stones of justice

have been tossed in the lake

but their ripples have not yet arrived,

have not resolved into the kin-dom

already present among us.

     While we wait, let us seek

—in the darkness of 

the Now and Not Yet—

for the treasures God has hidden there,

the riches of the secret places

only found by night.

     This is what is promised us: 

the wheel of life turns ever on

and darkness is a path to joy.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/waiting-now 

8.3: What Is Holy to Humanists by David Breeden (148 words)

     Late in his life, the philosopher Richard Rorty — a well-known atheist — was asked by an interviewer if he could define holy. Perhaps the interlocutor thought the aging and dying Rorty would be stumped by the question or would fall into some traditional language of reverence. But Rorty was not stumped by the question. He responded, “Holy: the hope that someday my remote descendants will live in a global civilization in which love is pretty much the only law.”

     For a Humanist, holy doesn’t have to do with particular places, words, or books — or even particular ideas, which must always be under interrogation. Holy is a place where and when the basics of human flourishing are realized. Among these basics are the inherent worth and dignity of every person; a world community that stops the battling between clans, tribes, and nations; and respect for the planet and its creatures.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/what-holy-humanists
8.4: We Must Be Saved by Reinhold Niebuhr (82 words)

     Nothing worth doing is completed in our lifetime;

Therefore, we are saved by hope.

     Nothing true or beautiful or good makes complete sense

in any immediate context of history;

Therefore, we are saved by faith.

     Nothing we do, however virtuous,

can be accomplished alone;

Therefore, we are saved by love.

     No virtuous act is quite as virtuous

from the standpoint of our friend or foe as from our own;

Therefore, we are saved by the final form of love

which is forgiveness.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/be-saved
8.5: The Inherent Wholeness of Every Being by Rev. Erika Hewitt (328 words)
     We who are Unitarian Universalist not only affirm the inherent worth and dignity of every person; we also affirm the inherent wholeness of every being -- despite apparent brokenness.

     No one reading these words is a stranger to pain, or the knowledge that things break, or break down: promises, friendship, sobriety, hope, communication…. this breaking happens because our human hearts and our very institutions are frail and imperfect. We make mistakes. Life is messy. Brokenness happens.

     We’re intimately acquainted with brokenness, then, even as we believe that no matter how fractured we are or once were, we can make whole people of ourselves. We are whole at our core, because of the great, unnamable, sometimes inconceivable Love in which we live.

     As UUs, we believe that paying attention to something is an act of love; witnessing and naming brokenness is how we begin to heal it. Some sorrows demand to be named out loud:  

My sister died.

My body is fragile.

I’m scared that I won’t be able to pay my rent this month.

The streets in my city are filled with violence.

     Healing begins when we examine what’s in pain, wonder how it occurred, and allow it to teach us.

     In fact, sometimes the brokenness is immense and the only grasp, the only power we have over that large and complicated pain looming over us is to bear witness, to tell its story, and to seek out companions and helpers who are willing to agree that yes, there is something breaking or messy in front of us, and we will not leave or even look away until repair has begun.

     If love begins with attention, repair takes the form of compassion, bearing witness, speaking out.

     Repair looks like connection, justice, or even revolution. It looks like after-school tutoring programs, community meals, and holding signs in front of City Hall.

     And it begins by placing full trust and faith that there is inherent wholeness in every broken situation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/inherent-wholeness-every-being 
8.6: “Hope” is the thing with feathers by Emily Dickinson (84 words)
     “Hope” is the thing with feathers - 

That perches in the soul - 

And sings the tune without the words - 

And never stops - at all - 

      And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard - 

And sore must be the storm - 

That could abash the little Bird 

That kept so many warm - 

     I’ve heard it in the chillest land - 

And on the strangest Sea - 

Yet - never - in Extremity, 

It asked a crumb - of me.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/hope-feathers
8.7: We are all more human than otherwise by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (197 words)
The human race is a vast rainbow bursting into view.

of white and black, red, yellow and brown. Yet for all blood is red, the sky is blue, the earth brown, the night dark.

In size and shape we are a varied pattern

of tall and short, slim and stout, elegant and plain.

Yet for all there are fingers to touch, hearts to break, eyes to cry, ears to hear, mouths to speak.

In tongue we are a tower of babel, a great jumble of voices grasping for words, groping for ways to say love, peace, pity, and hope.

Faiths compete, claiming the one way;

Saviours abound, pointing to salvation.

Not all can be right, not one.

We are united only by our urge to search.

Boundaries divide us, lines drawn to mark our diversity,

maps charted to separate the human race from itself.

Yet a mother’s grief, a father’s love, a child’s happy cry,

a musician’s sound, an artist’s stroke, batter the boundaries and shatter the walls.

Strength and weakness, arrogance and humility, confidence and fear, live together in each one, reminding us that we share a common humanity.

We are all more human than otherwise.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/we-are-all-more-human
8.8: Hope and Baking Powder by Macrina Wiederkehr (59 words)
I was just thinking

one morning

during meditation

how much alike

hope

and baking powder are:

quietly getting what is best in me

to rise,

awakening

the hint of eternity

within.

I always think of that

when I eat biscuits now

and wish

that I could be

more faithful

to the hint of eternity,

the baking powder

in me.

Source: https://poetrypill.blogspot.com/2010/08/untitled.html
8.9: There is too much work to do by Dorothy Day (70 words)
People say, what is the sense of our small effort? They cannot see that we must lay one brick at a time, take one step at a time. A pebble cast into a pond causes ripples that spread in all directions. Each one of our thoughts, words and deeds is like that. No one has a right to sit down and feel hopeless. There is too much work to do.   
Source: SLT #560
8.10: Dreams by Langston Hughes (32 words)
     Hold fast to dreams 

For if dreams die

Life is a broken-winged bird

That cannot fly.

     Hold fast to dreams

For when dreams go

Life is a barren field

Frozen with snow.

Source: https://www.poets.org/poetsorg/poem/dreams
8.11: The Good News by Thich Nhat Hanh (165 words) an excerpt from Call Me by My True Names
They don’t publish the good news.

The good news is published

by us.

We have a special edition every moment,

and we need you to read it.

The good news is that you are alive,

and the linden tree is still there,

standing firm in the harsh Winter.

The good news is that you have wonderful eyes

to touch the blue sky.

The good news is that your child is there before you,

and your arms are available:

hugging is possible.

They only print what is wrong.

Look at each of our special editions.

We always offer the things that are not wrong.

We want you to benefit from them

and help protect them.

The dandelion is there by the sidewalk,

smiling its wondrous smile,

singing the song of eternity.

Listen! You have ears that can hear it.

Bow your head.

Listen to it.

Leave behind the world of sorrow

and preoccupation

and get free.

The latest good news

is that you can do it. 

Source: http://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/15556

8.12: We are here at the threshold by Rev. Rebecca Parker (227 words)
     We are here at the threshold. 

We are here, 

     We who have crossed many thresholds already 

To arrive at this space and time, 

Coming out — from identities and locations that 

didn’t embrace the fullness of who we are; 

Coming across — distances, boundaries, 

discoveries that have beckoned us to deeper life 

and challenged us to change; 

Coming with — our loves, our partners, our children, 

our memories, our knowledge, 

our wisdom, and our willingness; 

Coming to — our senses, our awareness 

of the critical issues that threaten the well-being 

of earth’s creatures, communities, and cultures; 

Coming again — to decisions, commitments, hopes, 

determinations that we know matter. 

We are here at this threshold, 

the threshold of a house of study, 

where minds and hearts are on fire; 

the threshold of a house of spirit 

where prayer and contemplation 

take us deeper; 

the threshold of a house of hope 

for greater justice and compassion in the world; 

the threshold of a house of history 

that can inform our present lives 

and link us to a communion that 

crosses the boundary of death; 

the threshold of a house of preparation 

for the thresholds we will lead others to cross, 

for the thresholds yet to come, 

for the thresholds the world stands on — 

poised, now, as always 

between the possibilities of violence 

and the possibilities of peace. 

Come, let us cross this threshold 

together.”

Source: http://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/19939
8.13: Expect Life by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (166 words)
     Do not live too far in the past or the future.  Live now.

In each moment expect a miracle:  ten kinds of birds at the feeder, and the tracks of a fox in the snow.

     Pick up a magnifying glass and scrutinize that crocus. See the pollen at the center of the daffodil, life’s dust, death-defying life. Be astonished at the flower, arrested by its beauty.

     Run naked through the garden in the morning and hope the wild geese fly by.

     Get silly and laugh loudly with your grandchildren or your grandparents. Refuse to leave the dead behind, but bring their memory to all your chores and games and corners of quiet, warm tears.

     Know always that joy and sorrow are woven together; one cannot be without the other. If you love, know that sometimes your love will bring you tears; if you grieve, know it is because at some time you were willing to love.

     Do not be afraid to die today. But expect life!

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5935.shtml
8.14: The Cure at Troy (excerpt) by Seamus Heaney (142 words)

     Human beings suffer.

They torture one another.

They get hurt and get hard.

No poem or play or song

Can fully right a wrong

Inflicted and endured.

     History says, Don’t hope

On this side of the grave,

But then, once in a lifetime

The longed-for tidal wave

Of justice can rise up

And hope and history rhyme.

     So hope for a great sea-change

On the far side of revenge,

Believe that a farther shore

Is reachable from here.

Believe in miracles and healing wells.

     Call miracle self-healing,

The utter self-revealing

Double-take of feeling.

If there’s fire on the mountain

Or lightning and storm

And a god speaks from the sky

     That means someone is hearing

The outcry and the birth-cry

Of new life at its term.

It means once in a lifetime

That justice can rise up

And hope and history rhyme.

Source: http://www.riehlife.com/2009/04/28/riehlife-poem-of-the-day-seamus-heaneys-the-cure-at-troy/
8.15: Images of Hope by William Lynch (182 words)

Hope not only imagines; it imagines with. We are so habituated to conceiving of the imagination as a private act of the human spirit that we now find it almost impossible to conceive of a common act of imagining with… [Hope] must, in some way or other, be an act of a community, whether the community be a church or a nation or just two people struggling together to produce liberation in each other. People develop hope in each other, hope that they will receive help from each other. As with the imagination, we tend always to think of hope as that final act which is my own, in isolation and in self-assertion. But it is not this at all; this interpretation is, in fact, one source of its dubious and sentimentalized reputation. … As it occurs among human beings, it represents or forges the very bonds of human society, meaning nothing less than that [people] can depend on one another. According to this understanding of the matter we would rightly expect that human societies and hope would rise and fall together.

Source: Lynch, William. Images of Hope: Imagination as Healer of the Hopeless. New York: Helicon. 1965.
8.16: No Room for Hope by Russell Sanders, adapted by Judith Samuelson (308 words)
     It was the title of this particular book, “Hunting for Hope,” that caught my eye. In the first chapter Sanders describes a conversation with his teenage son that cut me to the quick.

     “You wouldn’t understand,” the son responds to his father’s prodding about what was bugging him. Egged on, the son finally spills: “You’re just so out of touch.”
     “With what?” Sanders asks.

     “With my whole world. You hate everything that’s fun. You hate television and movies and video games. You hate my music.”
     “I like some of your music, the father retorts; I just don’t like it loud.”
     “You hate advertising,” the son continues. Now he was on a roll. “You hate billboards and lotteries and developers and logging companies and big corporations. You hate snowmobiles and jet skis. You hate malls and fashions and cars.” 

     “Why, because I wouldn’t buy a Jeep?” the father retorts.

     “Forget Jeeps. You look at any car and all you think is pollution, traffic, roadside crap. You say fast-food’s poisoning our bodies and TV’s poisoning our minds. You think the Internet is just another scam for selling stuff. You think business is a conspiracy to rape the earth.”
     “None of that bothers you?”
     “Of course it does. But that’s the world. That’s where we’ve got to live. It’s not going away just because you don’t approve” ... “Your view of things is totally dark. It bums me out. You make me feel the planet’s dying and people are to blame and nothing can be done about it. There’s no room for hope. Maybe you can get by without hope, but I can’t. I’ve got a lot of living still to do. I have to believe there’s a way we can get out of this mess. Otherwise what’s the point? Why study, why work—why do anything if it’s all going to hell? 

Source: http://www.allsoulsnyc2.org/publications/sermons/miscsermons/hope-and-commitment.html
8.17: The Gates of Hope by Victoria Safford (142 words)

Our mission is to plant ourselves at the gates of hope — not the prudent gates of Optimism, which are somewhat narrower; nor the stalwart, boring gates of Common Sense; nor the strident gates of self-righteousness, which creak on shrill and angry hinges; nor the cheerful, flimsy garden gate of “Everything is gonna be all right,” but a very different, sometimes very lonely place, the place of truth-telling, about your own soul first of all and its condition, the place of resistance and defiance, the piece of ground from which you see the world both as it is and as it could be, as it might be, as it will be; the place from which you glimpse not only struggle, but joy in the struggle — and we stand there, beckoning and calling, telling people what we are seeing, asking people what they see.

Source: http://desertrosepress.com/Detailed/53.html
8.18: Hope, Not Optimism by Bruce Marshall (245 words)

     Optimism, as I understand it, is an attitude of expectation that a particular result will occur—…that we will achieve a specific goal, that the Publishers Clearing House will pick my number from among the billions submitted. 

     …Hope is less specific. It’s an attitude that looks for possibility in whatever life deals us. Hope does not anticipate a particular outcome, but keeps before us the possibility that something useful will come from this.

     We are told that an optimistic outlook is a good thing, but …optimism often leads to disappointment. When the best possible outcome doesn’t occur, we are let down…. Optimism may then become …pessimism….

     Hope is more resilient, more enduring, more helpful. In a serious illness, for example, there are often setbacks. In the face of these, optimism may wear down. But hope encourages us to move forward despite the setbacks.

     …Optimism may lead us to expectations that are unrealistic and ultimately hurtful. Hope advises us to look squarely at the realities that confront us while remaining aware of the possibilities.

Erich Fromm observed, “To hope means to be ready at every moment for that which is not yet born, and yet not become desperate if there is no birth in our lifetime. Those whose hope is weak settle for comfort or for violence, those whose hope is strong see and cherish signs of new life and are ready every moment to help the birth of that which is ready to be born.”

Source: Marshall, Bruce. Taking Pictures of God. Boston: Skinner House Books. 1996
8.19: Affirmation of Hope by Loretta Williams (192 words)
We, bearers of the dream, affirm that a new vision of hope is emerging.
We pledge to work for that community in which justice will be actively present.
We affirm that there is struggle yet ahead.
Yet we know that in the struggle is the hope for the future.
We affirm that we are co-creators of the future, not passive pawns.
And we stand united in affirmation of our hope and vision of a just and inclusive society.
We affirm the unity of all persons:
We affirm brotherhood and sisterhood that allows us to touch upon each other’s humanity.
We affirm a unity that opens our eyes, ears, and hearts to see the different but common forms of oppression, suffering, and pain.
Yet we are one in the image of God, and we celebrate our hopes for human unity.
Within ourselves and within the gathered community, we will discover the strength not to hide in indifference.
Affirming that hope, publicly expressed, energizes and enables us to move forward. Together we pledge action to transcend barriers — be they racial, political, economic, social, or religious.
We pledge to make our tomorrows become our todays.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/affirmation/affirmation-hope
8.20: Growing a Culture of Hope by Rev. Diane Dowgiert (234 words)
     Hope is rising. It is the nature of hope to rise. It lifts our spirits. It buoys us up when despair threatens to drag us down. It gives us a boost when we feel we can’t go on. Hope is the fuel and the energy that keeps the world moving forward. Hope doesn’t exist on its own. Hope is like the leaven that causes a loaf of bread to rise. In bread baking, flour and sugar create the culture in which the yeast can do its work. A spiritual community is the culture where hope grows, where we create the leaven that makes our spirits rise.
     We belong to a tradition of hope. We come from a lineage of people who saw the world not just as it was, but how it could be. We are rooted in an ancestry of possibility, people who, through the ages, worked tirelessly to overcome religious persecution and oppressive forces that keep people from fully living lives of worth and dignity. We come from religious ancestors who worked to create institutions that promote values of liberty, equity, compassion, and justice while working to tear down societal structures and systems that uphold tyranny and oppression. This is our heritage. Hope is in our spiritual DNA, or as the Czech playwright Vaclav Havel said, hope is “a dimension of the Spirit. It is not outside of us but within us.”
Source: https://uugreensboro.org/?sermons=growing-culture-hope
8.21: On Hope by David Hood (246 words)

     …Desmond Tutu said, “Hope is being able to see that there is light despite all the darkness.” It whispers, “You’ll overcome this hardship.” It reassures us, soothing our minds by reminding, “life will improve.”

     …Hope motivates us to persevere, into the darkness, to journey onward, despite the obstacles blocking the trail of life, despite not knowing how, or when, or where, or why our life’s story will conclude.

     According to Charles R Snyder, a psychologist, hope includes three elements: a belief, a goal, and a path. The person who is hopeful believes that he/she will succeed. Secondly, the person has a specific goal or direction or destination. Thirdly, the person knows the route or path he/she will take to achieve the desired outcome. And so, hope is a mindset, the will and determination to believe that you’ll overcome. Hope also provides you with a map of the route on how to achieve the desired outcome.

     …Hope is not wishful thinking, nor is it magical thinking. Hope is an emotion, a mindset, a belief, a motivation, that despite setbacks and obstacles, despite hardship and misfortune, despite the unknown last chapter of your life’s story, you believe that your life will work out, that when you take your last breath, there is something else beyond this world.

     You can do incredible things when you have enough hope. It was Christopher Reeves … a quadriplegic, after being thrown from his horse …who said, “Once you choose hope, anything’s possible.”

Source: https://writingcreativenonfiction.wordpress.com/2014/12/19/essay-on-hope/
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice

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

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

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

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

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

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

May it light your path as you leave this place.

May it guide your way until we are together again.

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

We extinguish this chalice flame,

daring to carry forward the vision of this free faith,

that freedom, reason and justice

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

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

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

It becomes more.

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

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

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

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

That creates and sustains this beloved community.

We extinguish this chalice, but its light lives on

in the directions we have chosen today.

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

in our hearts, minds, bodies and spirits.

Amen and Blessed Be.

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

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

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

Let us kindle new sparks within these walls and beyond.

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

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

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

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

Worship Associate: This is the message of our faith

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

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

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

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

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

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

We extinguish this flame,

But we keep its light in our hearts,

with its message of love and justice,

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

until we are together again.

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

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

Like the flame of the chalice,

may the flame in our hearts burn,

remaining unextinguished.

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

to dream, to build, and live into the world

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

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-extinguishing/growing-out-our-comfort 

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

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

Our time together has come to an end.

Go in peace, be of service to one another,

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

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

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

     When the candle dims,

The wax almost spent

The light turns amber like a sunset

Still it provides light

Still it provides heat

Still it can kindle new flame

And pass its glow on

And contribute to new illumination

When sunsets turn to new days

When seasons transform all

When the candle dims, all is not lost.

     Hope continues, uncertain and true,

like candlelight, ready to spark again.

All is not lost.

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

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

10.1: May our faith sustain us by Rev. Jim Wickman (31 words)

May our faith sustain us,

our hope inspire us,

and our love surround us

as we go our separate ways,

knowing that we will gather again

in this beloved community. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5985.shtml 

10.2: A brief moment in time by Rev. Tim Haley (76 words)
     We walk this earth but a brief moment in time. 

     Amid our suffering and pain, however great or small, let us continue to learn how to celebrate life. Let us continue to grow in our capacity to love ourselves and each other. And let us continue to move toward the goal of a just world community. 

     Go this day in a renewed spirit of peace and hope and with the wisdom to greet the new week.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5388.shtml
10.3: Be a Singer by Rev. David Johnson (30 words)

Who could do better than to be a singer on the high wind-swept hills of life, bringing songs to the soul, songs full of loveliness and hope for all people.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5385.shtml 

10.4: Be a Branch of the Tree of Life by Rev. Norman Naylor (69 words)

     Our eyes and minds turn now toward the ordinary. Leaving this space made sacred by our presence, take with you at least some seed of understanding, hope and courage and drop it into the confusion of the world. Nourish the seed that it might grow as a tree of life-giving shelter to the weary and hope to the despairing. Be yourself a branch of the tree of life. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6032.shtml 

10.5: And now may we go forth by Rev. Harold E. Babcock (40 words)
And now may we go forth 

     in the certainty of faith, 

     in the knowledge of love, 

     and in the vision of hope. 

And in our going, may we be blessed 

     with all good things on this day 

     and forevermore. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/5997.shtml
10.6: Holy and Generous Love by Elena Westbrook (60 words)

     Go in hope, for the arc of the universe is long and we can bend it toward justice.

     Go in courage, for together we have the strength to confront injustice in our daily lives and the larger world.

     Go in love, because a holy and generous love is both the reason and the means by which we transform our lives.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/holy-and-generous-love
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 

10.8: As far as our love flows by Rev. Annie Foerster (26 words)
As far as our love flows; as far as our hope grows; as far as our yearning goes; -- we are no farther one from another.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6000.shtml
10.9: Let us go forth into the world by Rev. Marjorie Newlin Leaming (23 words) 
Let us go forth into the world through a door of hope for the future, remembering these words by Martin Luther: “Even if I knew that tomorrow the world would go to pieces, I would still plant my apple tree.” So may it be with us.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6019.shtml
10.10: The Truth That Makes Us Free by Anonymous (34 words)
May the truth that makes us free, and the hope that never dies,

and the love that casts out all fear

lead us forward together,

‘till the day breaks,

and the shadows flee away.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/the-truth
10:11: If you are proud of this church by Rev. Michael A. Schuler (54 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. 

Its destiny, the larger hope, rests in your hands.

Source: http://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6010.shtml
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Prisoner of Hope by Rev. David E. Bumbaugh (1,114 words excerpt, full text no longer on-line)
     In 1994, Dr. Cornel West gave a lecture at the General Assembly of the Unitarian Universalist Association. At the conclusion of his eloquent and passionate presentation, Dr. West indicated that he was willing to entertain questions and comments from the audience. The audience, being composed of Unitarian Universalists, was eager to engage the speaker in dialogue. As often is the case, much of the conversation took the form of personal testimony, affirming the concerns of the speaker and reinforcing the points he had made. One member of the audience, however, asked Dr. West, in light of his experience, was he optimistic about the future. Did he believe that there was any way in which we might overcome the terrible legacy of our history? 

     Dr. West paused for a moment. Then, with sadness in his voice, he said, “No. I am not optimistic about the future.” He went on to talk about conditions of our cities; the daily destruction of the lives of black people; the unwillingness of our society to do what needs to be done; the role of the media, relentlessly portraying black culture in terms of violence and irresponsibility and confessed that he could not find in the contemporary world any reason for optimism. “However,” he went on after a brief pause, “while I am not an optimist, I remain a prisoner of hope. The two are not the same thing.” 

     In many ways, that last statement was one of the most important comments I heard at the General Assembly, for it has profound implications not only for how we respond to racism, but for how we address complex problems of all kinds, and it offers an imperative for a moral life at almost every level. Dr. West, in suggesting that there is a distinction to be made between optimism and hope, offered a creative perspective on a world which stubbornly refuses to incarnate our dreams or to satisfy our expectations or to realize our ambitions. 

     Optimism, says my dictionary, is the doctrine that everything is ordered for the best. Most of the time, I find optimism a difficult doctrine to embrace with eyes open. We live in a world awash in resources, but a world in which, nevertheless, millions are homeless and hungry and ill-clad, a world in which random violence is the daily experience of millions more, a world in which baseless prejudices and ancient hatreds inflict needless suffering and death on young and old alike, a world structured in such a way that whole generations and entire classes of human beings are treated as expendable, a world in which the poor see no future and the rich find little satisfaction, a world in which those who have nothing fear that future will be no better, while those who have everything live in constant fear the loss of what they have. In such a world, it is difficult to embrace an optimistic vision, to believe that somehow everything is ordered for the best. 

     And yet, that is the broken, shattered, fragmented world in which we live our lives and that is the bleeding, suffering world in which we are called to structure a moral existence. To see the world clearly is to be tempted to dumb resignation and despair. Yet, if we yield to that temptation, we become complicit in all the horrors which surround us. The great challenge is to see the world for what it is and yet not succumb to helplessness and resignation, to understand that there may be no evidence that anything we do or say or think will make much difference and yet refuse to close our eyes, refuse to censor our thoughts, refuse to silence our tongues. 

     Dr. West suggested that the alternative to simple optimism, or desperate resignation is hope. Hope, according to my dictionary, involves living in a spirit of expectation. To be a prisoner of hope, in Dr. West’s words, is to be captured by a very special kind of expectation. The expectation which captures us is not that everything will work out for the best; not that our dreams will be realized and our ideals accomplished; not that the world will become what we want it to be. Rather, to be a prisoner of hope is to know that the world is neither defined by our fears nor limited by our dreams. To be a prisoner of hope is to be enthralled by the conviction that there is more at work in the world than we can know or understand, that the world is complex beyond our ability to orchestrate it or manage it. To be a prisoner of hope is to be caught up in the expectation that somehow, in ways we cannot imagine or anticipate, out of the deep and unformed resources of existence may arise, at any moment, people and circumstances with the strength to transform us and the world, our dreams and our fears in ways we cannot anticipate. To be a prisoner of hope is to understand that there exists in the world a power we do not control and do not fully understand, which, at any moment may redeem our history, moving it in different and unexpected directions. To be a prisoner of hope is to live with a fundamental trust in the underlying nature of reality and its ability to confound our worst fears and our most cherished dreams, producing a world richer and more challenging than anything we could have planned or envisioned. And above all, to be a prisoner of hope is to hold oneself open, ready to respond affirmatively when the new possibility erupts among us. 

     …to be a prisoner of hope [is] to see the world as it is, clearly and without romantic illusions; to feel its pain and its injustice and its inequity; to understand fully the distance between what is and what ought to be; and to give ones self to the work of narrowing that distance, not because we know what needs to be done, and not because we have assurance that it will make a difference, and not because we will reap the rewards of our efforts, but because, by enlisting ourselves in the work of the world, we open up the possibilities of unexplored avenues, unanticipated alternatives, unexpected opportunities out of which some new thing may emerge. To be a prisoner of hope is to seek to ally oneself with the forces of renewal in world where logic and reason suggest renewal is an impossible dream. 

     And that, my friends, is what religion at its heart is all about--evoking and encouraging and sustaining people who are determined to live as prisoners of hope. 

11.2: Telling Stories of Hope by Rev. Rob Hardies (excerpt, 1,018 words, full text no longer on-line)

     The reason people come to church …is to look for hope. …You know, David Eaton, our former senior minister, once wrote: “The church is that institution whose primary purpose is to help people.. maintain hope in their lives. When people have no hope, they discover hope together. When they can’t discover hope, they create hope together.” People come to church …looking for a little hope.

     …Andrew Delbanco has something to day about hope. Delbanco is a professor at Columbia and one of the best expositors of the Unitarian tradition in America. He wrote a book… called The Real American Dream: A Meditation on Hope. In that book he says what we all know is true, that from time to time in our lives we get the feeling that all of the random experiences and sensations and events that we call our lives, don’t really add up to anything. That they’re just meaningless. We always live at the brink of this chasm of meaninglessness, where with just a nudge, we might tumble into melancholy and despair. “Why am I here?” “What has my life meant?” “What’s the purpose of it all?” Hope, says Delbanco, is the stories we tell that help us make meaning out of our lives. The stories that restore to us our sense of purpose and worth, and make our life worth living again.

     A man was crossing the Commons on a cold, sunny morning in Boston, Massachusetts. He was on his way to the Arlington Street Station. Maybe you know that “T” stop just off the Commons, on the Green Line. The man had decided that that morning he would buy a token, enter the station, and throw himself on the third rail. Life didn’t seem to have a purpose anymore.

     He was just about to head down the steps of the “T” stop when a man called out to him, “Welcome.” You see it was Sunday morning, and the ushers of the Arlington Street Church -- the historic Unitarian church just five feet from the “T” stop -- were out on the front step welcoming members. Even though it was freezing outside, they were out there on the steps with a handshake and a smile, and one of them mistook this man for a parishioner.

     The confusion was enough to cause the man to postpone his suicide attempt just long enough to pray in the church. So he went inside and then he stayed for the Sunday service, and something that was said that morning gave him the strength to keep on going. Something gave him hope, and today he is on the road to good health, and is a fiercely devoted member of the Arlington Street Church.

     I wish I knew the words that kept that man alive that day. Because if I did, I’d say them every Sunday. But I do know -- at least -- that this is what religion is about most fundamentally: it’s about people telling stories of hope. Telling them, and hearing them. No biblical scholarship, no new-fangled theology, no archaeological discovery will ever change what is at once the most primitive and yet the most profound tradition in religion: people telling stories of hope. From the cave dwellers to us, it’s no different: people sitting around a fire -- or a flaming chalice -- telling stories of hope.

     … “The church is that institution whose primary purpose is to help people maintain hope in their lives. When people have no hope, they discover hope together. When they can’t discover hope, they create hope together.”
     “O.K., O.K.” you say, “I get your point already. You’re right; I do want to hear about hope. But not if hope is false and naïve. Not if it’s just making me feel better and allowing me to avoid the despair of the world. Not if it’s the opiate of the masses.”
     Well, I don’t think that the hope the church offers is false. I don’t believe it’s naïve. Because the hope offered in this church comes from the lived experience of real people. People like you and me. People who’ve enjoyed -- at one time in our lives -- a resurgence of hope. People who’ve been surprised by joy just when it seemed we would never find our way out of despair. … Maybe those experiences are so far back for you that you can’t remember them now. But they’re there.

     And, the way I see it, each week we bring those stories with us to church and we offer them up to one another. The church is the repository of human hope. You know, during the Depression, my grandparents used to store what little money they could scrounge in a small purse hidden between their mattress and box spring. Forty years later, when I was young, they would often take me into their bedroom, and as if it were still some secret, they’d slide out that same purse, and give me a $5 bill.

     …The church is the place where we stash away those stories of hope for when we and the world need them most. We don’t create hope out of thin air, but out of the accumulated reserves that we’ve all tucked into the mattress over the years. We hold them here until the day when we come in despair and need to have our spirits lifted. And we make our withdrawal. I pray we’ve all experienced that here. Hope is when we sing a song that stirs our soul. Hope is when we walk into the church and we think the minister wrote the sermon just for us. Hope is when the only thing that got us through the week is the child dedication we saw on Sunday. Hope is when the handshake of an usher is the only human touch we experienced all week long.

     …The church is that institution whose primary purpose is to help people maintain hope in their lives. When people have no hope, they discover hope together. When they’ve searched and searched and cannot discover hope, they create hope together. May it be so.

11.3: A House for Hope by Rev. Grace H. Simons (excerpt, 1,168 words, full text no longer online)
     …if we are to be more than Pollyanas, we’d best be clear just what we mean when we talk about hope. It’s more than a sunny attitude, more than counting on good luck. The Rev. Victoria Safford writes, “Our mission is to plant ourselves at the gates of hope -- not the prudent gates of Optimism, which are somewhat narrower; nor the stalwart, boring gates of Common Sense; nor the strident gates of Self-Righteousness, which creak on shrill and angry hinges (people cannot hear us there; they cannot pass through); nor the cheerful, flimsy garden gate of ‘Everything Is Gonna Be All Right.’ But a different, sometimes lonely place, of truth-telling about your own soul .and. the place of resistance and defiance, from which you see the world both as it is and as it could be, as it will be; the place from which you glimpse not only struggle but you in the struggle.”
     We too often skip over the message in those last phrases, “the place of resistance and defiance from which you see the world both as it is and as it could be, as it will be; the place from which you glimpse not only struggle but you in the struggle.” Our faith calls us to work, to struggle toward the world as it could be. This requires more than a bright smile and a cheerful outlook, for life includes plenty of realities that are not happy matters. And the work is sometimes difficult; resistance and opposition often high. 

     We need a hope strong enough to encourage us, to re-energize our spirits and to inspire perseverance. I’m guessing that most people here know someone who began working for civil rights or another equality movement, for ecological awareness or against nuclear weapons or capital punishment, began with high ideals, but somewhere along the way that person got weighed down, frustrated and disgusted - in a word, “burned out.” Maybe they gave up on success or even progress for their cause. Whatever the explanation, they gave up. If we are to continue our quest for peace, justice, equity and environmental responsibility, we have to find a hope that is rooted deeply enough to sustain us through long months and years of struggle, a hope that can help us revive our spirits, recover our energies, and begin again. 

     Some of you may know that our trademark UU song, Spirit of Life, was written when composer and activist Carolyn McDade reached a place near despair in her work against abuses in Central America. She voiced her need, our need, for roots and for wings, and held out a vision of life with the shape of justice. She held on to that tough kind of hope that will not give up, even when all our efforts seem futile and our hearts are torn open.

     How can we manage to do that? It’s a good question. One good possibility is waiting in hope-based religion. It won’t exactly come as a surprise that I think Unitarian Universalism can be the kind of hope-bearing religion that will sustain us for a lifetime. But if that is to be true, we have to grow roots in that deeper, tougher kind of hope; in this sturdy faith. Sometimes in our haste to rid ourselves of the abuses we’ve seen in other churches, we’re afraid to take this one seriously. That’s understandable. But it means we don’t put down those deep roots or build the strong foundations that hold us steady in times that sorely try us.

     …Yet we know that liberal theology sustained many of the advances in our democracy’s progress. Unitarians, Universalists and other liberal religious groups worked hard for the abolition of slavery, for child labor laws and compulsory education, for women’s suffrage and the Civil Rights Movement. The Rev. Olympia Brown, an ordained Universalist minister, was the only early suffragist who lived long enough to cast her ballot. The words and actions of the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. drastically improved the status of African Americans. More than 40 years after his death, they continue to inspire us to build better multiracial, multicultural relationships. Both of these leaders, and many others, understood their work as an outgrowth of their theology. Their faith inspired them, strengthened them, encouraged them to keep going despite threats, attacks and terrible opposition. 

     …[A] …book, A House for Hope, by [Unitarian Universalist ministers] John Buehrens and Rebecca Parker quotes Sara Robinson, who argues: “(Some) progressives don’t seem to understand that while politics is all about how we’re going to make the world better, progressive religion tells us why it’s necessary to work for change. Liberal faith traditions offer the essential metaphors and worldview that everything else derives from - the frames that give our dreams shape and meaning. It has an invaluable role to play in helping our movement set its values and priorities, understand where we are in the larger scheme, and gauge whether we’re succeeding or not.” She goes on to say that liberal congregations can do just that; that we have lots of experience doing it.

     …Sometime back, a group of our religious educators asked Rebecca Parker to give them some grounding in theology. They said they had plenty of curriculum development, program management and lesson design. They needed theology. Rebecca responded by developing the metaphor of theology as a house - complete with its surrounding gardens. The different parts of the house correspond to different topics in theology. Together, they create a whole structure that has coherence and offers foundations, shelter, resources and comfort. This metaphor forms the framework of the book and provides its title, A House for Hope. It is written as a sort of dialogue between Rebecca and John Buehrens….

     …Continuing the metaphor of a theological house, I’d say that we’d best assemble a well-stocked tool kit. Anyone who has a home knows that things go wrong. We break things in using them, some just wear out, and some that are fine gradually go out of date and aren’t fine at all. Other things work loose or spring leaks or the gophers get mischievous or - well, you know. There’s always something. Repairs, replacements and upgrades all go much better if you use the right tools and the right materials. As much as we love duct tape and WD-40, they won’t do it all.

     In developing a theology or religious philosophy that can guide, support, challenge and comfort us, it seems to me the same principles apply. If we’re to keep our house in good condition, we should pay attention to the tools and materials available. Traditional liberal theology is one of them. If we are familiar with its basics, we can decide how and when to use its ideas, principles and practices to keep our house sturdy and solid, even in times of storm or drought. …I think a religion like this is a home for hope that can prevent burnout and withstand the onslaughts of despair.

11.4: Stealing Hope by Rev. Paul Britner (excerpt, 910 words, full text no longer on-line)
     My mother, bless her heart as they say down here, was a firm believer in the proposition that high hopes inevitably lead to disappointment, and, therefore, if you don’t want to be disappointed in life, you shouldn’t hope for much.
     When I was growing up in her household, I wanted to write the great American novel. I had been the editor of my high school newspaper and was working my way through college as a news writer for a radio station in Indianapolis.
     So, when I had a short story I thought worthy of a writing contest I had read about, I was excited—until I told my mom. Parents generally like their children to pursue more stable jobs like newswriting than fiction writing. “You have so much experience in journalism, wouldn’t it be better to stick with that?” she asked. “A lot of people participate in these contests, and a lot of them have been doing this much longer. I just don’t want you to get your hopes up and then be disappointed,” she said. In the end, I didn’t enter the contest.
     It took many a long time to get rid of that voice that said, “don’t get your hopes up.” It sill shows up every now and then. I don’t think you can ever completely erase messages that are so firmly embedded. Yet, it is possible to learn to ignore them.
     …Very often, what deprives us of hope is a combination of upbringing, culture, values, and family dynamics. Learning to be hopeful—and hope is something that can be learned—requires rooting out things like that inner critic or family tapes that repeat themselves in our minds, oftentimes unconsciously. Another important lesson is that there is a statute of limitations on parenting. At some point, we have stop blaming other people and take responsibility for our own lives, including our own happiness and our capacity for hope.
     …The Unitarian minister James Freeman Clarke wrote in the mid-19th century, “The hope which deceives, is that which promises us future good with no cooperation of ours. We think to have the end without using the means. We trust in luck, in fortune, in genius; not in thought and work. . . .The true hope, on the contrary, is one which is willing to think, wait, and act.” …

     …Here’s the connection to your hope. Hope is believing that you can make life better.

     As Clarke’s phrase, “the end without the means” implies, there are means by which we may acquire hope. This begins by getting rid of some of the habits and attitudes that may be robbing us of our capacity for hope. …Rigid rules are things like, “children are to be seen and not heard”, “we don’t talk about family problems outside the family”, “mom or dad is never wrong”, “boys don’t cry” and so on. In the context of family systems, they keep the status quo, which by definition means they resist change and thereby steal hope.
     …The question for today is, “are you still living by some of these rigid rules you may have internalized that limit your capacity for hope?” Here are some common ones: it’s weak to ask for help, it’s not OK to be different than everyone around you, it’s always better to keep the peace than engage in conflict, even if it’s constructive conflict. These are all hope stealers because they limit your capacity to change. Hope requires change. Implicit in the notion that life can be better is that it will be different, and rigid rules exist to keep things the same.

     …When it comes to expectations that steal our hopes, we may turn back to James Freeman Clarke, who warned us against hopes for a future –that’s really what an expectations are, hopes for the future—that don’t require our own effort, or thought, or work

     I think we all can think of things that we thought would be life altering that weren’t: once I get a better job, once my partner deals with his biggest problem, once the kids move out, and on and on. Inevitably, such events, when they happen, lead to disappointments and such disappointments slowly sap whatever hope is left in us. Constant disappointments erode our faith in our capacity to make things better.
     Unrealistic expectations, then, may be regarded as false hopes. They represent our desire to reach some point where we no longer have to work for our own spiritual well-being. Our happiness simply endures, as if we can earn a certain amount of happiness credits, hang our happiness degree on the wall, and live happily ever after.

     As I noted earlier, our Unitarian Universalist faith teaches us that growth is a life-long process. God does not grant us happiness like a wizard waving a wand. Rather, we are created with the capacity for making our lives better. That is the gift, and it is up to us to use it wisely. 

     …I want you to think like a Buddhist. Be here now. Be present. Think of your life. Reflect on the roles and rules and expectations that may be stealing your hopes. You have more power than you know to make yourself happy. You have the capacity make a better life for yourself—less anger and fewer resentments, more loving, more forgiving, and more just. Know this, believe this, have faith in this and no one ever again can steal hope from you.

11.5: From Despair to Hope by Rev. Mark Hayes (excerpt, 1,203 words, full text no longer online)

     In an article called The Age of Despair – and Hope, Robert A. Meyer writes: “Every day we are swamped with bad news. The deluge of unwanted news arrives in the form of bank failures, old established financial firms biting the dust, stock markets plunging, precipitous drops in consumer spending, unemployment soaring, etc. etc. etc. And to make matters worse some of the news hits home – affecting our personal and financial wellbeing. Is it any wonder that despair is no longer just creeping in – but blindsiding us. What are we to do?”
     Indeed. What are we to do? How can we keep despair at bay and keep hope alive? …Even when the world doesn’t seem to be crashing down around us all, each of us has times when our own personal world crashes. When despair seems the only possible response. The challenge only becomes greater when the whole world is going to hell in a hand basket.

     It seems to me that at the heart of despair – of hopelessness – is a sense that our options are reduced to few or even nonexistent. There seems to be no way forward or upward out of the depths. There is an apparent shrinking of possibilities. Hope, on the other hand, is the ability to see that there are still possibilities. There is still a way ahead.

     External circumstances may give us reason to hope, and that makes it fairly easy. But let me make two points about that. First, I think we probably all have encountered folks who, no matter how good things are, seem able always to find the cloud behind the silver lining. And second, there may be little in our external circumstances suggesting hopefulness. Hope, ultimately, depends on our own personal response to circumstances, and our ability to keep alive the possibility of better times to come.

     Hope … is not an easy fix. It’s not just a matter of ignoring difficulties and pretending that everything is okay. I’ve talked quite a bit lately about integrity. …Maintaining hope is hard work. Hard, but necessary work, for how can we even live without hope? To hang onto hope is to identify and hang onto possibilities that are still there, and to work toward their realization. And if there seem to be no more possibilities, to create some of our own.

      …Robert Meyer …asserts that the way to capture hope is to “use the life-giving force known as positive action.” …Hope is not a passive gift of the universe, but something we must actively foster. He mentions the temptation of drowning despair in drugs, alcohol, mindless entertainment and fun, but points out that “anything repressed always arises and rears its ugly head – causing you more misery.”
     His particular plan of action for keeping the flame of hope burning [is this]: Adopt a daily practice of meditation, exercise on a daily basis, and indulge in continuous learning. He points out that, “The world is changing at a rapid rate,” and that “If you aren’t utilizing change for your benefit, change can become an enemy.” He insists that “You currently possess the seeds of happiness and success [of hope]. They may be hidden, but if you search for them, you will find them.”
     …Hope is not easy. It is hard work. And the possibilities that keep you hanging on may, in fact, not come to pass. But then again they may. And what a tragedy if you are not there to enjoy and appreciate their unfolding.

     Hope, and a reason for living, may occasionally drop into our laps as a gift from the universe, as an experience of grace. In those cases, our responsibility – our obligation – is to be open to the gift. To accept it with open arms, and when possible, even to pay it forward.

     …[The] Rev. Rebecca Parker …relates [a story] in her book, Blessing the World: What Can Save Us Now. It had been a year of great difficulty and grief for Parker, including a broken love and a heart-breaking abortion. She found herself spiraling into deeper and deeper despair. She tells her story like this:

     “My despair and isolation came to a crisis one night. I was past living one day at a time, or even one hour at a time, and was down to the question of whether I would be willing to continue to live at all. . . I left my house and walked down the hill to Lake Union. . . I was determined to walk into the lake’s cold darkness and find there the consolation that I could not find within myself.

     “At the bottom of the hill, the street ended and the lakeside park began. I walked across the wet grass and climbed the last rise before the final descent to the water’s edge. As I crested the rise, I discovered a line of dark objects between me and the shore, a barricade I was going to have to cross to get to the water. . .

     “It was the Seattle Astronomy Club.

     “There they were . . . A whole club of amateur scientists, up and alert in the middle of the night because the sky was clear and the planets were near. To make my way to my death, I had to get past an enthusiast in tennis shoes. He assumed I had come to look at the stars. ‘Here. Let me show you,’ he said, and began to explain the star cluster his telescope was focused on. I had to brush the tears from my eyes to look through his telescope. There it was! A red-orange spiral galaxy. Then he focused it on Jupiter, and I peered through to see the giant, glowing planet. I could not bring myself to continue my journey. In a world where people get up in the middle of the night to look at the stars, I could not end my life…

     “What saved me in that moment is difficult to fully name. That night, I was saved by people who held fast to their desire to see the beauty of the universe, in spite of the cold or the late hour. . . I was saved by the human capacity to love the world and the distant reaches of the unknown. I was saved by one particular human being who assumed I shared a desire to see the stars. I was saved by being met, right in the center of the pathway of my despair, by one – actually one hundred – who wouldn’t let me go that way. I was saved by the stars themselves, by the cool green grass under my feet, by the earth, the cosmos, its presence, which won me over and persuaded me to stay.”
     And so may we each be aware of and open to the possibilities that life yet holds for us, and may we keep hope alive. As William Sloane Coffin once stated, “Hope arouses as nothing else can arouse, a passion for the possible.” May we each go the way of finding hope, of offering hope, of sharing hope with one another, so that what is possible may yet become real.

11.6: Shape Shifter by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (678 words, Source: Touchstones)

     When it’s all said and done, what do you want left in the jar? I’m referring to Pandora’s jar. It actually was a jar, not a box. The 16th century humanist Erasmus mistranslated the Greek word pithos, which means jar, into the Latin word pyxis, which means box. As the story goes, Pandora, who was the first woman, opened the jar out of curiosity and all the evil that plagues humankind escaped. Pandora, like Eve, is reviled for her action. By the time she got the lid back on, just one thing was left in the jar. It was hope. 

     Friedrich Nietzsche, in commenting on the myth, saw hope as evil because it gives us the ability to go on in the face of adversity and thus prolongs our torment. (Nietzsche had a knack for taking the joy out of everything.) An early Greek poet Theognis of Megara saw hope as a blessing. He wrote, “Hope is the only good god remaining among mankind; the others have left and gone to Olympus.”

     Hope is part of a continuum that includes wishing and optimism. Wishing focuses on something that we desire. We cast the wish into the universe, but don’t do anything to make the wish come true. Thus, wishing is passive. The most you have to do to give the wish a chance of becoming true is to blow out all of your birthday candles. And that doesn’t get any easier as you get older. 

     Bruce Marshall writes, “Optimism… is an attitude of expectation that a particular result will occur—that a person will recover from an illness, that we will achieve a specific goal, that the Publishers Clearing House will pick my number from among the billions submitted.” The dictionary defines optimism as “an inclination to anticipate the best possible outcome.” Optimism is more an attitude or orientation toward life. 

     Hope is fundamentally different. It is resilient, enduring, and courageous, and occasionally bold. Hope is a shape shifter. It is an emotion and an attitude that keeps adapting to emerging circumstances. 

     Hope is resilient, enduring, and courageous, and occasionally bold. Hope is a shape shifter. It is an emotion and an attitude that keep adapting to emerging circumstances. In 1968, Alexander Dubček was one of the leaders who attempted to take Czechoslovakia out of the circle of influence of the Soviet Union. We know that moment, one filled with hope, as the Prague Spring. The dream of freedom turned to a nightmare when Soviet tanks rolled in and crushed the government as the world stood by and did nothing. Dubček was exiled in Bratislava and worked in a clerical job. In 1989, the Velvet Revolution ended the Soviet occupation. It took a long time, but he returned to Prague in triumph. When he was asked about surviving exile, he had just three words, “Hope Dies Last,” Alexander Dubček which became the title of his autobiography. It was published in English in 1993 a year after his death. 

     Hope dies last. This is what hospice chaplains learn every day. Hope, this incredible shape shifter, has the ability to adapt to the possibilities of each day. A person diagnosed with a potentially terminal illness hopes that the treatment will not be too debilitating, that a cure will occur. And if a cure ultimately is not possible, the person hopes for time, more time, good time, life time, time spent with loved ones and friends. He or she hopes that the pain can be controlled, that reconciliations can be made. Each day, hope rises to lift a person’s spirit as high and as far as it can go. None of this is false hope for life is precious. It is, as Thoreau noted, driven by our infinite expectation of the dawn. Barbara Kingsolver wrote, “The very least you can do in your life is to figure out what you hope for. And the most you can do is to live inside that hope.” 

     When it’s all said and done, may there be a lot of hope left in your jar.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“We bang and bang on the door of hope, and don’t anyone dare suggest there’s nobody home.”   Barbara Kingsolver

“Hope is not the conviction that something will turn out well, but the certainty that something makes sense regardless of how it turns out.”   Václav Havel

“Hope is one of our duties …part of our obligation to our own being and to our descendants.”    Wendell Berry

“If you lose hope, somehow you lose the vitality that keeps life moving, you lose that courage to be, that quality that helps you go on in spite of it all.”   Martin Luther King, Jr.

“Hope is believing in spite of the evidence, then watching the evidence change.”   Jim Wallis

“Hope …which whispered from Pandora’s box only after all the other Plagues and sorrows had escaped, is the best and last of all things.”   Ian Caldwell & Dustin Thomason

“Hope, unlike optimism, is rooted in unalloyed reality…. Hope is the elevating feeling we experience when we see—in the individual’s eye—a path to a better future. Hope acknowledges the significant obstacles and deep pitfalls along that path. True hope has no room for delusion.”   Jerome Groopman

“They say a person needs just three things to be truly happy in this world: someone to love, something to do, and something to hope for.”   Tom Bodett
“To be hopeful in bad times is not just foolishly romantic. It is based on the fact that human history is a history not only of cruelty, but also of compassion, sacrifice, courage, kindness.”   Howard Zinn

“Hoping for the best, prepared for the worst, and unsurprised by anything in between.”   Maya Angelou 

“It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of light, it was the season of darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair.”   Charles Dickens
“She felt worthless and hollow. There was no hope of fixing this. And when hope is gone, time is punishment.”   Mitch Albom 

“Hope like that, as I thought before, doesn’t make you a weak person. It’s hopelessness that makes you weak. Hope makes you stronger, because it brings with it a sense of reason, …a reason for you to live.”   Cecelia Ahern

“Hope. It’s like a drop of honey, a field of tulips blooming in the springtime. It’s a fresh rain, a whispered promise, a cloudless sky, the perfect punctuation mark at the end of a sentence. And it’s the only thing in the world keeping me afloat.”    Tahereh Mafi 

“Hope …is an active, determined conviction that is rooted in the spirit, chosen by the heart, and guided by the mind…. Hope is the foundation of action.”   Mark Hertsgaard

“No. Don’t give up hope just yet. It’s the last thing to go. When you have lost hope, you have lost everything. And when you think all is lost, when all is dire and bleak, there is always hope.”   Pittacus Lore
“You may say I'm a dreamer, but I'm not the only one. I hope someday you'll join us. And the world will live as one.”   John Lennon

“I suspect the most we can hope for, and it's no small hope, is that we never give up, that we never stop giving ourselves permission to try to love and receive love.”   Elizabeth Strout

“Wishes are false. Hope is true. Hope makes its own magic.”   Laini Taylor

“One lives in the hope of becoming a memory.”   Antonio Porchia

“This new day is too dear, with its hopes and invitations, to waste a moment on the yesterdays.”   Ralph Waldo Emerson

“Love recognizes no barriers. It jumps hurdles, leaps fences, penetrates walls to arrive at its destination full of hope.”   Maya Angelou

“There is nothing so cruel in this world as the desolation of having nothing to hope for.”   Haruki Murakami

“There was a moment in my life when I really wanted to kill myself. …But even in my most jaded times, I had some hope.”   Gerard Way

“…All hopes for a better world rest in the fearlessness and open-hearted vision of people who embrace life.”   John Lennon

“…Love is stronger than fear, life stronger than death, hope stronger than despair.”   Henri Nouwen

“Hope was a dangerous, disquieting thing, but he thought perhaps he liked it.”   Nora Sakavic

“Hope is a powerful thing. Some say it’s a different breed of magic altogether. Elusive, difficult to hold on to. But not much is needed.”   Stephanie Garber

“I learned that the world didn't see the inside of you, that it didn't care a whit about the hopes and dreams, and sorrows, that lay masked by skin and bone. It was as simple, as absurd, and as cruel as that.”   Khaled Hosseini

“At what point do you give up—decide enough is enough? There is only one answer really. Never.”   Tabitha Suzuma

“Ask yourself these three questions …and you will know who you are. Ask: What do believe in? What do you hope for? What do you love?”   Paullina Simons
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