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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: Thresholds by Rev. E. Arlen Goff (128 words)
1.2: The Great Teachers in Life by Rev. Jason Cook (121 words)
1.3: Welcome to this common, sacred space by Rev. Amy McKenzie Quinn (59 words)

1.4: Do not leave your cares at the door by Rev. Norman V. Naylor (66 words)

1.5: Seasons of Our Lives by Rev. Richard M. Fewkes (120 words)

1.6: As we gather together this morning by Rev. Bets Wienecke (112 words)

1.7: Many Paths by Martha Kirby Capo (155 words)

1.8: Come into this place by Rev. Rebecca Edmiston-Lange (95 words)

1.9: Hoping, Trusting for So Many Things by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (61 words)

1.10: May we come into this building hallowed by Rev. Kenneth Warren (80 words)

1.11: Alleluia! by Rev. Jeanne Lloyd (149 words)
1.12: Everything begins on the verge of awareness by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (97 words)
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: A True Story by Rev. Li Kynvi (96 words)
2.2: Come we now out of the darkness by Rev. Annie Foerster (83 words)
2.3: May this flame by Rev. Bets Wienecke (29 words)

2.4: Does the Match Love the Wick by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson (42 words)

2.5: Why We’re Here by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom (54 words)

3.0: Hymns, Choral Music, and Popular Music

      Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea
3.2: SLT #5 It is Something to Have Wept
3.3: SLT #7 The Leaf Unfurling 

3.4: SLT #12 O Life That Maketh All Things New
3.5: SLT #16 ‘Tis a Gift to Be Simple
3.6: SLT #22 Dear Weaver of Our Lives’ Design
3.7: SLT #31 Name Unnamed

3.8: SLT #60 In Time of Silver Rain
3.9: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere
3.10: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land
3.11: SLT #138 These Things Shall Be
3.12: SLT #145 As Tranquil Streams
3.13: SLT #168 One More Step
3.14: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest
3.15: SLT #288 All Are Architects
3.16: SLT #295 Sing Out Praises for the Journey
3.17: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry
3.18: SLT #359 When We Are Gathered
      Singing the Journey
3.19: STJ #1003 Where Do We Come From?

3.20: STJ #1009 Meditation on Breathing

3.21: STJ #1020 Woyaya
3.22: STJ #1023 Building Bridges

3.23: STJ #1026 If Every Woman in the World

3.24: STJ #1028 The Fire of Commitment

3.25: STJ #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear

3.26: STJ #1074 Turn the World Around

      Popular Music

3.27: Never Give Up by Sia (lyrics) (3:56)

3.28: Grow Up by Olly Murs (Official Video) (4:05)

3.29: Growing Pains by Maria Mena (Lyrics)(3:44)

3.30: Growing Up by Run River North (4:23)

3:31: Some People Change by Montgomery Gentry (3:30)

3.32: Knocking On Heavens Door by RAIGN with video of a Fire Dance (3:56)

3.33: Transformation by Van Morrison (3:52)

3.34: Change by Carrie Underwood (3:09)
3.35: Time For Change by Darius Rucker (Audio Version) (3:36)

3.36: Everything Changes by Betsy Wolfe and the WAITRESS Band (3:19)

3.37: Cool Change by Little River Band (4:59)

3.38: Change Your Life by Little Mix (3:22)

3.39: One Man Can Change The World by Big Sean ft. Kanye West, John Legend (4:14)

3.40: Man In The Mirror by Michael Jackson (Official Video) (5:03)

3.41: Changes by David Bowie (Olympia) (3:43)

3.42: Waiting On the World to Change by John Mayer (3.21)
3.43: Wind Of Change by the Scorpions (4:43)

3.44: A Change Is Gonna Come by Sam Cooke (3:10)

3.45: Grow by Frances (4:03)

3.46: Grow by Conan Gray (Official Video) (4:20)

3.47: Growing Up (Sloane’s Song) Macklemore & Ryan Lewis feat. Ed Sheeran (5:04)

3.48: I Lived by OneRepublic (5:39)

4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Homer’s Wings by Rev. Caitlin Cotter Coillberg (711 words)
5.0: Meditations

5.1: In-betweenness by Rev. Michelle LaGrave (125 words)
5.2: Life Calls Us Out of the Tomb by Rev. Lisa Doege (235 words)

5.3: Easter Morning by Rev. David O. Rankin (92 words)

5.4: Communion with Earth and Sky by Rev. Stephen M. Shick (172 words)

5.5: Let there be a quiet time among us by Rev. Barbara Hamilton-Holway (127 words)

5.6: A Litany of Gratitude Mel Harkrader-Pine (118 words)

5.7: The Flower by Rev. Gary Kowalski (91 words)

5.8: In Between by Rev. Kate Walker (222 words)
5.9: Psalm for the Wintered Soul by Rev. Cynthia Frado (371 words)

5.10: Within the Light by Jean M. Olson (71 words)

5.11: Water Makes Its Mark by Rev. Matt Alspaugh (217 words)

5.12: Bring Us Close to the Earth by Rev. Lyn Cox (152 words)
5.13: For Change by Rev. David Breeden (104 words)
5.14: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran (228 words)
5.15: Some Day by Margaret Williams Braxton (51 words)
6.0: Prayers

6.1: Cycle of Life and Prayer by Arif Mamdani (228 words)

6.2: The Heart of Both-And by Rev. Lyn Cox (228 words)
6.3: Keeping Company by Rev. M. Susan Milnor (174 words)

6.4: For all that is our lives by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom (165 words)

6.5: A Prayer for Desert Times by Rev. Margaret Keip (184 words)
6.6: Prayer in Time of Transition by Rev. Julianne Lepp (81 words)

6.7: Prayer for Living in Tension by Rev. Joseph M. Cherry (55 words)

6.8: Claim Us As Your Own by Rev. Susan Maginn (211 words)

6.9: For When I Really Don’t Want to Learn This by Rev. Elizabeth Nguyen (153 words) 
6.10: Prayer of Reconciliation by Rev. Anne Barker (287 words)
6.11: The Courage to Continue on the Journey by Rev. Lyn Cox (218 words)
6.12: O Spirit of life, let us resolve to move on with our lives by Rev. David Sammons (124 words)
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #468 We Need One Another by George E. Odell
7.2: SLT #489 When Love is Felt by Rev. Max Coots

7.3: SLT #558 For Everything A Season Ecclesiastes 3

7.4: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry

7.5: SLT #655 Change Alone is Unchanging by Heraklietos of Ephesos

7.6: For Nothing Is Fixed by James Baldwin (94 words)

7.7: When I Change by Rev. Ma. Theresa Gustilo Gallardo (178 words)

8.0: Readings

8.1: Pushing Forward by Elandria Williams

8.2: Winter as Crucible by Katherine May (101 words)
8.3: Transcendence through Human Relationships by Rev. Kaaren Solveig Anderson (201 words)

8.4: Re-Birth by Betty Jeanne Rueters-Ward, excerpt (252 words)
8.5: Let the Alleluias Rise Up by Rev. Beth Ellen Cooper (553 words)
8.6: Shaking the Foundations by Paul Tillich (163 words)

8.7: Steps to Personal Transformation by Amara Rose (236 words)

8.8: Spirituality and Roses by Rev. Dr. Gordon McKeeman (288 words)

8.9: Reclaim Your Body by Jack Kornfield (264 words)

8.10: Living in the Body by Joyce Sutphen (192 words)

8.11: The Cookie Thief by Valerie Cox (328 words)

8.12: In the midst of a world by Rev. Rebecca Parker (177 words)

8.13: Into the Wilderness by Rev. Sara York (319 words)

8.14: Lot’s Wife by Rev. by Rev. Lynn Ungar (117 words)

8.15: Ready by Rabbi Rachel Barenblat (167 words)

8.16: The Legacy of Caring by Thandeka (134 words)

8.17: “Change” Is a Word on Wheels by DeReau Farrar (318 words)
8.18: All Is Dukkha by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (306 words)
8.19: I Say It Touches Us by Rev. Marni Harmony (adapted) (152 words)
8.20: This Body by Kayla Parker (153 words)
8.21: To Outgrow the Past by William Laurence Sullivan (121 words)
8.22: What Happens When We Stop Living? by Rev. Nathan C. Walker (202 words)
8.23: Eden’s Magic by William Cleary (128 words)
8.24: Transformation in Darkness by Joyce Rupp (137 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 You Be Changed by Emily Richards (65 words)
10.2: Teachers Everywhere by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (69 words)
10.3: The purposed of this community is to help its people grow by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom (109 words)

10.4: In the river, the water continually flows by Rev. John C. Morgan (28 words)

10.5: Closing Words for Seasonal Transitions by Rev. Andrew Pakula (56 words)

10.6: Blessed is the Path by Eric Williams (62 words)

10.7: Into the World Singing (based on Isaiah 61) by Rev. Dawn Skjei Cooley (132 words)

10.8: I Send You Out by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson (63 words)
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Born Again Unitarian Universalism by Rev. Dr. Forrest Church (1948-2009) (excerpt; full text no longer online) (1,155 words)

11:2: I and Thou by Rev. Daniel S. Brosier (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,177 words)

11.3: Born Again... and Again... and Again by Rev. Robert Hardies (excerpt, full text no longer online) (954 words)

11.4: A Comprehensive Vision by Rev. Dr. Galen Guengerich (excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,011 words)

11.5: Go and Find Your Greatness by Rev. Matt Alspaugh (excerpt, full text no longer online) (683 words)
11.6: Flower Power by Rev. Gary Kowalski (full text, https://www.uua.org/worship/words/homily/flower-power) For Easter & Flower Communion (1,175 words)

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

Part 3: Worship Resources

1.0: Opening Words

1.1: Thresholds by Rev. E. Arlen Goff (128 words)
     Thresholds.

We cross them every day.

From room to room,

from outside to inside,

and back again,

from here to there,

from anywhere to everywhere,

from age to age.

     Each threshold offers an opportunity

for change, for renewal, for transformation,

from what we were and what we are

to what we can be.

     In this hour and in this place,

we cross a threshold from

our day-to-day everydayness into

space and time attuned to the other,

to the sacred, to the holy,

into an awareness of new life

pregnant with possibilities.

     How will we be renewed in this moment?

How will we be changed by this hour?

How will we be transformed through this

gathering of beloved community?

     Come, you longing, thirsty souls!

Come, let us worship together!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/thresholds 
1.2: The Great Teachers in Life by Rev. Jason Cook (121 words)
     We seekers are on a quest:

A quest to discover truth and meaning.

Sometimes we think we’ve found it—

Wrapped up, glimmering with newness

Straight off the intellectual assembly line.

All the answers right here for us

And others, if they’d only listen.

     But truth has a way of coming in disguise,

Sometimes wearing rags and sometimes finery,

But so often cloaked from our immediate sight.

And sometimes, that which we have rejected,

That which we have let go of

Or decided was only for others

But not us—

Can be our teacher.

     Let our time of worship be an acknowledgment

Of the never ending journey toward truth and meaning,

And our appreciation of those we learn from along the way.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/great-teachers-life 

1.3: Welcome to this common, sacred space by Rev. Amy McKenzie Quinn (59 words)
     Welcome to this common, sacred space. 

Common, because we are all welcome. 

Sacred, because here we transform the ordinary 

     and attend to the profound. 

     We carry with us our regrets, doubts, fears, stories, laughter; 

     may they inspire our worship. 

Above all, may we each meet what we need most to find, 

On this day, in this common, sacred space.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5450.shtml
1.4: Do not leave your cares at the door by Rev. Norman V. Naylor (66 words)

Do not leave your cares at the door. Do not leave there your pain, your sorrow or your joys. Bring them with you into this place of acceptance and forgiveness. Place them on the common altar of life and offer them to the possibility of your worship. Come then, and offer yourself to potential transformation by the creative process that flows through you and all life.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5211.shtml
1.5: Seasons of Our Lives by Rev. Richard M. Fewkes (120 words)

     Creator of all times and seasons, and of all the seasons of our lives, we gather in this place, thankful for the days that have been, even those that have tried our souls; and hopeful for the days that shall be, even those that shall demand of us the best that we have of faith and hope and courage; till we have become one with ourselves and thee in all the seasons to come -- from the glad renewal of spring, to the summer autumn days of green and gold and yellow, and the shining colors of fruition and harvest; to the white wisdom days of winter where all things wait in patience for the change that shall bring transformation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5205.shtml
1.6: As we gather together this morning by Rev. Bets Wienecke (112 words)

As we gather together this morning, 

May we learn to recognize and affirm 

     The pieces of possibility -- 

     The bits of good -- we bring. 

May we encourage rather than control; 

     Love rather than possess; 

     Enable rather than envy. 

Allowing our individual gifts to weave a patchwork of peace: 

     The soft deep blue of sensitivity and understanding; 

     The red energy of creativity; 

     The white heat of convictions; 

     The risky, fragile green of new growth; 

     The golden flashes of gratitude; 

     The warm rose of love. 

Each of us is indispensable 

     If we are to minister to a broken and wounded world. 

Together, in our gathered diversity, we form the whole. 

So be it.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5185.shtml
1.7: Many Paths by Martha Kirby Capo (155 words)

     As we enter this sacred, silent space,

Let us renew both our commitment and our covenant:

     There are those among us who have endured a loss in the past week;

May their hope be uplifted again in this community of faith.

     There are those among us who have struggled with hardship in the past week;

May they find renewed strength in this community of faith.

     There are those among us who have wrestled with questions that seem to have no answer in the past week;

May they find sanctuary during their search in this community of faith.

     There are those among us who have cherished an unexpected joy in the past week;

May their rejoicing be celebrated in this community of faith.

     As we commit to continue our free and responsible search for Truth, may we covenant to honor the many paths that have led us to this community of faith.

     So may it be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/many-paths
1.8: Come into this place by Rev. Rebecca 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
1.9: Hoping, Trusting for So Many Things by Rev. Katie Kandarian-Morris (61 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… [to be] changed.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/hoping-trusting-so-many-things
1.10: May we come into this building hallowed by Rev. Kenneth Warren (80 words)

     May we come into this building hallowed by generations of thoughtful worship. May we come into the company of this congregation, enlightened by reason and moved by concern. May we come with open minds and warm hearts.

     May we here cultivate a confidence that human intelligence and human affection can temper and ultimately overcome cruel circumstance and misguided malice, with faith in the power of good over evil.

     So may we find both our social responsibilities and our individual salvation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5367.shtml
1.11: Alleluia! by Rev. Jeanne Lloyd (149 words)
At last, we are here. After a long winter, we can say enthusiastically and without second thought, alleluia! Alleluia, spring is here in all her glory. New life begins, the earth and its creatures are resurrected from their dens of hibernation and dark slumber. Spring is here, long live spring, long live the rebirthing of life into new and creative forms. Long live majestic love that calls us out of our shells, out of our tombs, into new ways of being and sacrifice for others. Let the husks of our shells crack wide open in celebration of our place in humanity, our place in nature, our place in the universe. Awake, awake, rejoice, live life, live life fully, live life together, live life now. Alleluia, we are called to live life with reverence for that which calls us forth in creativity and love. Hallowed be, blessed be, and Amen!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/alleluia
1.12: Everything begins on the verge of awareness by Rev. George Kimmich Beach (97 words)
     Everything begins on the verge of awareness. The dawn is not and then is. Sleep is and then is not. In between is the awakening.

     The passage of thin light, between, breaks open the day. The passage of thin sound, between, flows into the day. Too soon the numbing rumble of traffic swells, the day glares.

     Let the soft haze hang again across the row of morning. Wait upon the narrow moment, the first awareness of being in between! Live days and seasons on the thin edge of dawn, in praise that every single thing begins now!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening/5214.shtml
2.0: Chalice Lighting

2.1: A True Story by Rev. Li Kynvi (96 words)
This chalice is for the living,

the changing,

the becoming.

This chalice is for losing the script of your life,

the chapters about who you are

in other people's stories.

This chalice is for the lost GPS

that was supposed to show you how to get

where they expected you to go.

This chalice is for skipping the directions,

coloring outside the lines,

painting—not by number—but by silence,

by wild abandon,

with a brush you made yourself

from light deep inside.

Startling.

Vivid.

A new voice

that already knows you.

Finally, a true story.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/true-story 

2.2: Come we now out of the darkness by Rev. Annie Foerster (83 words)
     Come we now out of the darkness of our unknowing

    and the dusk of our dreaming;

Come we now from far places.

Come we now into the twilight of our awakening

    and the reflection of our gathering.

Come we now all together.

     We bring, unilluminated, our dark caves of doubting;

We seek, unbedazzled, the clear light of understanding.

May the sparks of our joining kindle our resolve,

    brighten our spirits, reflect our love,

        and unshadow our days.

Come we now; enter the dawning.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/come-we-now 

2.3: May this flame by Rev. Bets Wienecke (29 words)

May this flame, 

symbol of transformation since time began, 

     fire our curiosity, 

     strengthen our wills, 

     and sustain our courage 

as we seek what is good within and around us.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/may-flame
2.4: Does the Match Love the Wick by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson (42 words)

Does the match love the wick?

Does the wick love the wax or the air it consumes?

“Yes,

without question.”

To melt together,

To burn together,

To change together,

The pieces of the candle must love each other.

Though not necessarily wisely, 

and not necessarily well.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/does-match-love-wick
2.5: Why We’re Here by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom (54 words)

Here, today, in this place and with these people,

May we listen so that we can hear;

May we hear so that we can feel;

May we feel so that we can know; and

May we know so that we can change ourselves and this world.

May this chalice we light,

Light our Way.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/chalice-lighting/why-were-here
3.0: Hymns, Choral Music, and Popular Music

Singing the Living Tradition

3.1: SLT #4 I Brought My Spirit to the Sea
3.2: SLT #5 It is Something to Have Wept
3.3: SLT #7 The Leaf Unfurling 

3.4: SLT #12 O Life That Maketh All Things New
3.5: SLT #16 ‘Tis a Gift to Be Simple
3.6: SLT #22 Dear Weaver of Our Lives’ Design
3.7: SLT #31 Name Unnamed
3.8: SLT #60 In Time of Silver Rain
3.9: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere
3.10: SLT #121 We’ll Build a Land
3.11: SLT #138 These Things Shall Be
3.12: SLT #145 As Tranquil Streams
3.13: SLT #168 One More Step
3.14: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest
3.15: SLT #288 All Are Architects
3.16: SLT #295 Sing Out Praises for the Journey
3.17: SLT #354 We Laugh, We Cry
3.18: SLT #359 When We Are Gathered
Singing the Journey

3.19: STJ #1003 Where Do We Come From?
3.20: STJ #1009 Meditation on Breathing
3.21: STJ #1020 Woyaya
3.22: STJ #1023 Building Bridges
3.23: STJ #1026 If Every Woman in the World
3.24: STJ #1028 The Fire of Commitment
3.25: STJ #1029 Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear
3.26: STJ #1074 Turn the World Around
Popular Music

3.27: Never Give Up by Sia (lyrics) (3:56)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=s43sptuwkvA
3.28: Grow Up by Olly Murs (Official Video) (4:05)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nuLLEhmpxJo
3.29: Growing Pains by Maria Mena (Lyrics)(3:44)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hPdX389kLxI
3.30: Growing Up by Run River North (4:23)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Fz4ZOAsjW6g
3:31: Some People Change by Montgomery Gentry (3:30)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=7iSf8wxEttk
3.32: Knocking On Heavens Door by RAIGN with video of a Fire Dance (3:56)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DcGtf777ETo
3.33: Transformation by Van Morrison (3:52)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PuXJsEXJu7A
3.34: Change by Carrie Underwood (3:09)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=J6S6gaKRJbM
3.35: Time For Change by Darius Rucker (Audio Version) (3:36)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QZp5xrijhuc 
3.36: Everything Changes by Betsy Wolfe and the WAITRESS Band (3:19)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3PTnhJQdhC4
3.37: Cool Change by Little River Band (4:59)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9bKwRW0l-Qk
3.38: Change Your Life by Little Mix (3:22)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ifRoMGG8Wvs
3.39: One Man Can Change The World by Big Sean ft. Kanye West, John Legend (4:14)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GBVotNefYME
3.40: Man In The Mirror by Michael Jackson (Official Video) (5:03)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PivWY9wn5ps
3.41: Changes by David Bowie (Olympia) (3:43)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zbnJo88kuP8
3.42: Waiting On the World to Change by John Mayer (3.21)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oBIxScJ5rlY
3.43: Wind Of Change by the Scorpions (4:43)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=n4RjJKxsamQ
3.44: A Change Is Gonna Come by Sam Cooke (3:10)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wEBlaMOmKV4 
3.45: Grow by Frances (4:03)
Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BoHK9iUMjkw
3.46: Grow by Conan Gray (Official Video) (4:20)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aNFwldnMHk0
3.47: Growing Up (Sloane’s Song) Macklemore & Ryan Lewis feat. Ed Sheeran (5:04)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6mhtJduoCZ0
3.48: I Lived by OneRepublic (5:39)

Video Link: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=z0rxydSolwU
4.0: Stories & Illustrations

4.1: Homer’s Wings by Rev. Caitlin Cotter Coillberg (711 words)
     I don’t know that it happened this way, but I do know that it’s true, that long ago and far away—or more likely, recently and quite nearby, high up in the mountains on a black cherry tree—an egg was laid on a leaf.

     And in the light of the full moon, out of that egg hatched a little brownish caterpillar with white markings that would look, to any bird who might chance by, perhaps like bird droppings.

     The caterpillar’s name was Homer. Homer looked around, in surprise and wonder, to find himself alive in the world. “Better eat your egg casing, little friend,” said a black and spiky caterpillar nearby. Homer did just that, and then turned to look at his new friend.

     “Welcome to the world!” said the other caterpillar, whose name was Alex. “It’s delicious—here, try some of this leaf!” Together the two caterpillars munched on leaves that spring, through rain and sun, sunrises and sunsets. …Alex taught Homer all he needed to know about life on a leaf: how to stay safe, how to munch, how to enjoy the feeling of the wind stirring the tree and the sun slowly warming the mountains each morning. Together they gazed each night up at the beautiful moon.

     But one day, the black spiky caterpillar started something totally new and different. “What are you DOING?” asked Homer, as Alex carefully put down silk on the underside of a twig in the newest collection of leaves and began hanging upside down. “Making a chrysalis!” said Alex. “A what?!!” “You’ll see.” And over the next couple of days, in the shelter of the leaves, the spiky black caterpillar shifted and shed its skin and became a strange lumpy brown thing, hanging there, not making any conversation.

     What could this mean? …Then, one day, out of the strange lumpy brown chrysalis pushed an even stranger new creature. Homer watched as this new creature pumped blood into its black and white and bright orange wings—WINGS?!—and unfurled a strange new mouth. “WHAT?” cried Homer. “WHO?”
     The new creature turned to look at him. “Oh little friend,” it said, “It’s still me! Alex! …But now I’m a butterfly—an Admiral butterfly, to be specific,” Alex said proudly. “But you CHANGED!” cried Homer. “You were as constant as the moon, and now you have CHANGED.”
     Alex smiled gently. “Oh friend,” they said, “We’re supposed to change! Why, even the moon is different night to night. Sometimes we see all of it, sometimes only a sliver, and sometimes we can’t see it at all.” “But I don’t want to change,” lamented Homer, scared and sad.

     “Change is part of who we are.” Said the butterfly who was Alex, “and now our friendship must change too. I must fly away in search of flowers and other butterflies, and eventually I will fly south to stay warm in the winter. You must continue to eat and grow and stay safe from the birds, but you will change too. Just remember: you are loved, and whatever your body does, you are a beautiful friend and I’m glad I’ve known you.” And with that Alex took to the sky.

     All that summer Homer the little brown caterpillar ate and grew and hid and watched the moon—which did indeed look a little different every night. Homer became a bigger brown caterpillar. His white splotch turned into two little eye shapes, so he looked like a fearsome little snake, and no birds ate him. Day by day, the seasons moved towards Autumn. Finally, Homer found his own safe spot to hang upside down, and shifted into a chrysalis. This was scary, but Homer remembered his friend and was brave.

     All winter the chrysalis hung there, safe and still. In the spring, Homer felt himself stir, felt his new body shift once again, and wiggled free to find himself with a new mouth and different shape and WINGS – wings that were yellow and black and blue and orange and glorious.

    “Oh my!” said Homer the Appalachian Tiger Swallowtail, gazing at himself in wonder and delight. And then he took off into the sky, up towards the bright moon, bold as a bird, up the broad sweep of Spruce Knob.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/story/homers-wings 

5.0: Meditations

5.1: In-betweenness by Rev. Michelle LaGrave (125 words)
     We—you and I—are in-between right now:

     In-between what was and what will be. 

In-between who we were and who we will become. 

In-between letting go and embracing. 

In-between saying hello and saying goodbye. 

     In-betweenness, it’s a thing. 

In-betweenness is a time of fullness. 

     A time of anticipation. 

A time of hope. 

A time of worry. 

A time of sadness. 

     In-betweenness is a time of waiting. 

     Waiting for news. 

Waiting for departure. 

Waiting for arrival. 

Waiting for death. 

Waiting for life. 

     In-betweenness is a time of transformation. 

A time of reflection. 

A time of action. 

A time of growing. 

A time of becoming. 

     During this time of in-betweenness, of knowing and not knowing, let us enter into the silence together... [Silence]... Amen and Blessed Be
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/betweenness 

5.2: Life Calls Us Out of the Tomb by Rev. Lisa Doege (235 words)

     Rejecting literal readings of what we insist is only a myth, we look to nature and religions close to the earth for alternative stories of the season.

     Explaining away troublesome details—the empty tomb, Jesus’ appearance to the women and the disciples—we tell a story that appeals to reason.

     Surprised nevertheless by the call of the season waking an ancient longing in our heart, we pause from our explanations to ponder the stirring.

     Unwilling to quiet the voice crying for rebirth, fresh starts, new life,

     We remember times we have been as if dead, yet still our hearts beat and we moved upon the earth.

     So we set our disbelief aside, if only for a moment, in a day, in a season.

     Reason tells us life precedes death and death itself is final. But our experience of second chances, cures, recovery, forgiveness and reconciliation tell a different story.

     Even when life as we have known it is destroyed forever and hope has abandoned us, somehow how Life has held us and breathed us into new being;

     Life has called us to rise in fullness: triumphant, humble, grateful.

     Insistent Life who will not let us go, who even at our most broken, most wretched,

Call us out of the tomb,

     Now the stories merge, myth and science, history and experience, and we whisper alleluia. Alleluia that You are. Alleluia that we are. Alleluia life-everlasting. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/life-calls-us-out-tomb 

5.3: Easter Morning by Rev. David O. Rankin (92 words)

     Dear God:

     Good Friday is gone—a dark day on the calendar,

A time of suffering—with more losses than gains,

And more pain than we thought we could bear.

     We are tired of crying,

     We are tired of burying,

     We are tired of mourning.

     But Easter is here—and we who survived are prepared

For the turning of the year—not to escape the past,

But to provide a witness for a brighter future.

      We are ready for joy,

     We are ready for love,

     We are ready for new beginnings.

Amen!

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/easter-morning 

5.4: Communion with Earth and Sky by Rev. Stephen M. Shick (172 words)

Early spring awakens

memories of a deeper cold

and hopes of a warmer wetness,

sprouting seeds and budding branches.

Gray trees on gray sky screen eyes from all that lies waiting:

      the color of a million flowers,

      the feathers of migrating songbirds,

      the blossoming smiles of friends.

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

Soon the path will be lit and our task certain.

In the warming days we will plant our future,

      uprooting useless skeletons of last year’s harvest,

      breaking the clods of indifference,

      carefully pulling the weeds of neglect

            so that roots can stretch.

Before the harvest moon rises and we wait again,

      images of still distant summer days

      awaken thoughts of a time when

      all is done that can be done.

Then the harvest.

Then the transformation.

Then the baking.

Then the bread.

All we know and love is in this cycle.

All that has been or will be is in this loaf.

Take it.

Break it. Give thanks

      and pass it on.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/communion-with-earth-sky
5.5: Let there be a quiet time among us by Rev. Barbara Hamilton-Holway (127 words)

Let there be a quiet time among us. 

Spirit of life, in us and around us, here is our chance -- once again -- to live like we wish the world would live. May we find within ourselves the courage to be who we are. May we know when it is time to listen and when it is time to speak. May we trust ourselves to be the ones to find the words that need to be said or to do what needs to be done. May we trust one another and know there are many ways to go through life. May we know that though we cannot change some of what life gives to us, we can choose how we deal with what we are given. 

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5517.shtml
5.6: A Litany of Gratitude Mel Harkrader-Pine (118 words)

     Some came here looking for solace.

Some came here and gave it to them.

     Some came here seeking music.

Some came here and gave it, joyfully.

     Some came here seeking laughter.

Some came here and created it.

     Some came here seeking learning, growth.

Some came here and provided it.

     Some came here looking for a sense of security, a safe haven.

Some came here and provided it.

     Some came here seeking an escape from hectic lives.

Some came here and enabled them to have it.

     Some came here seeking the joy of community.

Some came here and created that.

     Some came here wanting to serve.

Some came here and made it possible for them.

     We thank them all

Source: https://meltingpotdharma.com/2017/05/19/just-the-facts/
5.7: The Flower by Rev. Gary Kowalski (91 words)

Take a moment now to contemplate your flower.

Notice it has a center, a focal point from which everything radiates.

Ask yourself, where your own center lies.

Flowers stretch up toward the life-giving sun.

Ask yourself, toward what lofty aim does your own soul aspire?

Flowers have roots, hugging the earth.

Ask yourself, where do you draw your own strength and nourishment?

As we go forth this day,

May we grow in beauty,

In light,

In cheer and joy,

And share our gifts as freely as these pleasant flowers bloom.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/homily/flower-power
5.8: In Between by Rev. Kate Walker (222 words)
     In between, liminal, that space where we wait.

Between moments; events, results, action, no action.

To stand on the threshold, waiting for something to end,

And something new to arrive, a pause in the rumble of time.

Awareness claims us, alert, a shadow of something different.

     In between invitation and acceptance.

In between symptom and diagnosis.

In between send and receipt of inquiry and question.

In between love given and love received.

     Liminality, a letting go, entering into confusion,

ambiguity and disorientation.

A ritual begun, pause … look back at what once was,

Look forward into what becomes.

Identity sheds a layer, reaches into something uncomfortable to wear.

     In between lighting of the match and the kindling of oil.

In between choosing of text and the reading of words.

In between voices and notes carried through the air into ears to hear.

In between creation thrusts ever forward.

     Social hierarchies may disassemble and structures may fall.

Communities may revolt or tempt trust.

Tradition may falter or creativity crashes forward.

Leaders may step down or take charge.

The people may choose or refuse.

     In between, storm predicted, the horizon beacons.

In between, theology of process reminds us to step back.

In between, where minutia and galaxies intermingle with microbes and mysteries.

In between, liminal, that space where we wait: Look, listen, feel, breathe.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/between
5.9: Psalm for the Wintered Soul by Rev. Cynthia Frado (371 words)

     To the Weaver of Molecules, the Spinner of Stars

the Impulse that gives birth

to the Universe, to the Earth,

to Me

     In the deepest, darkest night of my wintered soul

I wrap myself in the blanket

of my sadness and grief,

pain and suffering,

doubts and concerns,

fears and questions,

and look out from my wondering eyes

toward the Light that

dares to penetrate

the layers

of

blindness

that surround me.

     So obscured is my vision

because of the trials and tribulations

of this life,

that it is Your fractal rays of

possibility and hope

that I seek

to inspire me

to emerge from this cocoon

that holds me.

     Each luminescent ray

of Love and Hope and Possibility

is that catalyst which I need

to transform my thoughts and emotions

into fuel for that inner fire

which will dispel the darkness of my night,

which will help me to see

more clearly

the embers of love and hope and possibility

that dwell within me.

     I long to be filled

with renewed energy and strength

to thrust new life

into these wings of my rebirth;

the fragile fragments of my life

the ingredients in the Alchemist’s hand,

creating a new energetic substance

to course through my veins.

     This womb of my becoming

has been one of struggle and transformation.

I was never meant to remain

in this confinement of darkness.

I was created to dwell

in the Infinite Light.

     To the Weaver of Molecules, the Spinner of Stars

the Impulse that gives birth

to the Universe, to the Earth,

to Me

     In the deepest, darkest night of my wintered soul

I shall look thru the window of my expectant eyes

toward the Source of my Being,

waiting as I do

for Your Alchemist’s hand

to create within me

the change that is necessary

for the season of my rebirth.

     I was never meant to remain

in this confinement of darkness.

I was created to dwell

in the Infinite Light.

     Spring will come again,

this I know.

And I,

I will be ready for my emergence and unfolding,

that I might soar

ever higher

into my own Becoming,

into the Light of my own Transcendence.

     Reawakened.

Renewed.

Reborn.

     Amen and Blessed Be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/psalm-wintered-soul
5.10: Within the Light by Jean M. Olson (71 words)

Headlights, taillights, going, coming;

it does not matter inside.

Draw a curtain across the window,

lock the door and break the key.

Let the interior deepen and broaden

until it exceeds this ¬little room.

You will go out when you are ready,

when the tiny inner Self no longer fits.

Awareness will come, yet bliss is not the goal:

pure consciousness, a word to the stranger

become friend, that is All.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/within-light
5.11: Water Makes Its Mark by Rev. Matt Alspaugh (217 words)

     A glass of tea sweats a circle of droplets on an old table

Drying, they pull dirt and stain from the wood, leaving a ring

Water makes its mark

     Deep in the earth, in a cave, a drop falls each minute

Where it lands, a great pillar of white rock has grown up

Water makes its mark

     On the surface above, a stream burbles and flows

carving out potholes in the granite of its bed

Water makes its mark

     Along a highway cut, a geologist points out the layers of tan slate

each penny-thin sheet,

the memory of a torrential rainstorm eons ago

Water makes its mark

     In its network of veins, the blood—

salty like the sea water from which we sprang

flows on in cycles, giving life

Water makes its mark

     The dark clouds pass on, yielding no rain

Crops wither, and drought comes

Famine, migration, violence, and death soon follow

Water makes its mark

     A space probe turns its camera toward whence it came

Imaging one solitary pixel of light

Its color the pale blue of oceans

Water makes its mark

     A solitary tear slides down the cheek

A tear of abiding joy,

a tear of unending grief

We see, and share the depth of feeling at its true core

Water makes its mark.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/water-makes-its-mark
5.12: Bring Us Close to the Earth by Rev. Lyn Cox (152 words)
Spirit of Life,

Ground of our being,

Root of unified mystery

Growing into myriad branches of expression,

Bring us together now.

Bring us close to the earth,

Ear to the whispering grass,

Quietly,

Attentively,

Waiting with slow breaths,

Listening for the very stones to cry out

With their rocky stories of

Tectonic plates meeting and parting meeting

Their mineral memories of

Hadean days, molten rocks flowing and joining

Their ancient legends of

Stars born out of the collapse of other stars

Help us to re-member.

Help us to piece together

Our one-ness with matter,

Our one-ness that matters.

With one more deep breath,

May we rise, star-stuff walking and rolling

Across the surface of an impossible blue-green planet.

May we join together to heal what is divided.

May we find wholeness within, without, among, between.

Eternal Source, Seed of the Universe, help us to grow peace.

So be it. Blessed be. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/prayer-union
5.13: For Change by Rev. David Breeden (104 words)
For the setting sun from an airplane window;

for the rising sun from a train window after riding all night;

for the rising sun and setting sun in directions that feel foreign;

for the sunlight even when we are lost.

For the times the heart has longed to be alone.

For the times the heart has ached for another.

For leaving in fear.

For leaving in hope.

For the way home

and the way away.

For the windows and the suns we have seen.

For the windows and the suns we will see.

For memory and forgetting.

For the change that is our lives.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/change
5.14: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran (228 words)
     Blessed is this ground on which we stand. Holy is this place.

Holy are the places of memory,

the places which have formed us,

where we store the icons of success and shattered dreams

and gather threads and pieces of what we would become. . .

Holy are the places of memory.

     Holy are the places of the dream,

the places over the rainbow,

where all children are wanted and all people are fed,

where colors are the source of celebration

and youth and age come to the table as one. . .

Holy are the places of the dream.

     Holy are the places of change and pain,

the places of our struggle,

where the rivers of our lives run white and fast,

and we hold on, hold on and grow. . .

Holy are the places of change and pain.

     Holy are the places of connection,

the places where we risk ourselves,

where hands touch hands, touch souls, touch minds,

and in awareness still, we change our lives. . .

Holy are the places of connection.

     Holy are the places of becoming,

the places of clear vision,

where life and world are intertwined

and we can see forever in this moment

and give thanks. . .

Holy are the places of becoming.

     Blessed is the ground on which we stand. Holy — and whole-making— is this place.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/holy-place
5.15: Some Day by Margaret Williams Braxton (51 words)
     Once upon a time I was

Now I am

Some day I will become

     Once there was

And now there is

Soon there will be

And some day there surely shall be

     Once upon a time we were

Now we are

And some day (Hallelujah!) we shall surely become

     Amen

Amen

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/some-day
6.0: Prayers

6.1: Cycle of Life and Prayer by Arif Mamdani (228 words)

We are that.

An intuition, a sliver of god consciousness in our hearts, pointing toward a bigger reality.

We are that, says a little acorn pointing toward an oak tree.

We are that, says Buddha pointing toward the moon.

We are that, says Jesus pointing toward a lamp.

We are that, said Martin

We are that, said Malcolm

We are that, said Assata

We are that, said Ella

We are that, we are that, we are that.

Wave upon wave upon wave upon wave

Poets and prophets pointing. Agitating. Washing over us with waves of love that never forget

Who we really are, who we could be even in the midst of our

Endless forgetting.

Listen.

Listen.

Can you hear, can you feel the waves of love washing over you?

Waves of love that remember, even now, who you are. Who we are.

Waves of love gently carrying us home.

Waves of love gently carrying us home.

Here in this ocean of love, compassion, and care, we offer up all the things we carry in our hearts this day, all the things we would surround in the embrace of this congregation.

Invite to name aloud/silent/in chat

(To close:) May the grip of addiction be loosened, may the weight of oppression be lightened, may truth be told, may joy break through, and may love make every suffering bearable for us all.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/cycle-life-and-prayer  

6.2: The Heart of Both-And by Rev. Lyn Cox (228 words)
     Spirit of Life, ever adapting and renewing, we come together this morning with yearnings that do not match: We yearn for stability, for even one moment of feeling like we know what is going on, for the ability to predict and prepare for what is coming next. Yet we also yearn for change. We ache for a world that turns aside from racism, violence, dehumanization, and disregard for suffering. We pray for a change in the illness, grief, isolation, incarceration, and vulnerability of our loved ones. We reach for connections that will remind us that we are worthy as we are, and we reach for connections that will help us to become our best selves.

     Hold us in the heart of Both-And. Cradle us in the mystery.

     Cherish us in the eternal presence of love, and encourage us on the path of growth and development. As individuals and as a people, help us to become who we are called to be. Lead us to open pathways to deeper wisdom through reconciliation, self-respect and mutual respect, compassion, owning and making amends for our mistakes.

     Source of Wonder, move us to express and live in gratitude for the beauty of this world, the loving people in our lives, and this day of possibility. To this we add the meditations of our hearts, as we enter into a time of silence.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/heart-both-and
6.3: Keeping Company by Rev. M. Susan Milnor (174 words)

     Eternal God, Mother and Father, Spirit of life, we gather grateful for the companionship of hearts and minds seeking to speak the truth in love. We gather grateful for our heritage, for the women and men before us whose prophetic words and deeds make possible our dreams and our insight. We gather grateful for the gift of life itself, mindful that to respect life means both to celebrate what life is and to insist on what it can become.

     May we always rejoice in life and work to cultivate a sense of its giftedness, but may we also heed the call to transformation and growth. May we find in ourselves the strength to face our adversities, the integrity to name them, and the vision to overcome them. May we honor in pride the heroines and heroes of our past, but may we also keep company with the fallen, the broken and the oppressed, for in the dazzling of noon day’s heat, and in the star-studded shimmering of night’s rich blackness, we are they. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5551.shtml
6.4: For all that is our lives by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom (165 words)

     Spirit of Life, known by many names yet by no name fully known—we gather today with hopes and dreams and also with fears and wounds. May we be reminded that all things come and go; that today’s joys and today’s sorrows will in time give way to those of tomorrow and that those of us who have strength to share today ought do so while we can, and that those who are in need ought allow ourselves to receive for tomorrow those roles might well be reversed. Spirit of Life, mother and father of us all, help us to remember those who are not here with us today, those who need what we have found here and those who have what we here need. May we always be open to growth and change, to movement, to grace. In the name of all that is holy, and in all the holy names that have ever been uttered, let us say Blessed be, Shalom, and Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/for-all-that-is-our-lives
6.5: A Prayer for Desert Times by Rev. Margaret Keip (184 words)
     The journeys of our lives are never fully charted. There come to each of us deserts to cross—barren stretches—where the green edge on the horizon may be our destination, or an oasis on our way, or a mirage that beckons only to leave us lost.

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

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

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

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

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/prayer-for-desert-times
6.6: Prayer in Time of Transition by Rev. Julianne Lepp (81 words)

Dear Goddess, Mother, and Source

Your womb is all of creation

Your love is mother’s milk

Please grant us support during this transition

Please help us move through this next stage

Please carry us in arms of support, grace, and love

So that we may bring new life to this ministry

So that we may grow as a community

So that we may birth a whole new way of being together.

We ask this in your Holy, and Sacred name. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/154951.shtml
6.7: Prayer for Living in Tension by Rev. Joseph M. Cherry (55 words)

     If we have any hope of transforming the world and changing ourselves,

we must be

bold enough to step into our discomfort,

brave enough to be clumsy there,

loving enough to forgive ourselves and others.

     May we, as a people of faith, be granted the strength to be

so bold,

so brave,

and so loving.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/payer-living-tension
6.8: Claim Us As Your Own by Rev. Susan Maginn (211 words)

     Gracious God,

     From Isaiah we hear you say, “Do not fear. I have called you by name. You are mine. When you pass through the waters, I will be with you, and through the rivers, they shall not overwhelm you. And when you walk through fire, you will not be burned, and the flames shall not consume you.”
     We hear you say that the rivers and fires of life will come our way, not a question of if but rather when they come. And in these mighty waters and fires, we will be shaped and tempered. We will be sharpened and refined. Perhaps, in these waters and fires, we will be damaged and even risk our very life, but nothing, not suffering, not even death, nothing can separate us from you, God, from your love and wisdom.

     From your watchful gaze, we are fully seen and known. From your enduring presence, we are never left behind. We will fall short of honoring your intention for our lives, and yet somehow your hope for us remains as boundless as the sea, and in your hand we are forever held fast.

     May all gathered here know the peace of your blessing. Call us by name. Claim us as your own.

     Blessed be, Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/claim-us-your-own
6.9: For When I Really Don’t Want to Learn This by Rev. Elizabeth Nguyen (153 words) 
     Spirit, I would really rather not learn this.

     Didn’t think I needed to.

     I thought someone else could do it. Thought a leader was coming to do it. Thought the young people could do it. Or the elders could do it. Or the professionals.

     Or I don’t want to learn it ‘cause it means letting go of something I hold dear.

     Letting go of being someone who knows the answers.

     Letting go of being someone who doesn’t know.

     Letting go of the way I see the world.

     Letting go of how I might have to change.

     Letting go of certainty, of logic, of facts, of control.

     Of the myth that you can live on this earth and not harm.

     Or the myth that I can’t learn anything new.

     Help me to learn it. Please.

     And then help me to live what I have learned.

     And do right by the gift of being taught

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/when-i-really-dont-want-learn
6.10: Prayer of Reconciliation by Rev. Anne Barker (287 words)
     We gather with a hunger for reconciliation.

What is done cannot be undone.

What is done next must now be done with care.

We gather because we are hopeful,

Because we have visions and dreams of a brighter future.

     That there may be more than vision in this room,

These are the wounds we must heal together—

Grief and anger for all that has been lost,

Guilt or fear in the reliving,

Pain that has gone without sufficient comfort,

Mistrust that was earned, that continues burning still,

     Every injury we may have named, and yet still carry,

Those we haven’t, can’t, or dare not speak aloud,

Those we are not ready to make public,

Those still not recognized, accepted, understood.

     These are the wounds that seek replacement—

Not cancellation or denial,

Wounds we will tend cautiously,

Applying the salve of understanding,

Forming scars that mark our history,

Without disfiguring the future we might share.

     This is not a time of quick solutions, fancy talking.

This is a slow precision. This is a prayer for peace.

     We are new at this endeavor. New at listening, new at hearing.

New at taking enough time to honestly receive one another’s stories.

What is done cannot be undone.

What is done next must now be done with care.

     We gather because we are hopeful,

Because we have visions and dreams of a brighter future.

     May the strength of this time together help us to walk forward.

May the wisdom of this experience help us to know our path.

May we have the courage to return, as often as necessary, until our way is clear.

May we have the perseverance, together, to see it through.

     May we cause it to be so.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/prayer-reconciliation
6.11: The Courage to Continue on the Journey by Rev. Lyn Cox (218 words)
     Spirit of Life and Love, known by many names and yet fully known by none, we give thanks for this time and this place of renewal. We give thanks for the ability to begin again: after the disaster, after the tragedy, after the loss, after meeting the challenge set before us. Grant us the courage to continue on the journey, the courage to speak up for the well being of others and ourselves and the planet. May we forgive each other when our courage falls short, and may we try again. Grant us hearts to love boldly, to embody our faith and our values in living words and deeds. May our hearts open to embrace humility, grace, and reconciliation. Grant us the ability to learn and grow, to let the Spirit of Love and Truth work its transformation upon us and within us. Grant us the spirit of hospitality, the willingness to sustain a fit dwelling place for the holy that resides in all being. Grant us a sense of being at peace in the world, even as we are in motion. Let us cultivate together the strength to welcome every kind of gift and all manner of ways to be on the journey together. To this we add the silent prayers of our hearts.

     (Pause) Blessed be.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/prayer/courage-continue-journey
6.12: O Spirit of life, let us resolve to move on with our lives by Rev. David Sammons (124 words)
     O Spirit of life, let us resolve to move on with our lives in spite of whatever troubles may befall us. We know that we’re imperfect, prone to mistakes, often so concerned about ourselves we’re blind to others. We are prone to sin and, in our best moments, we know it.

     Let this knowing not fill us with guilt. Let it, rather, help us to be patient and understanding. Let it help us to feel the inner strength, the courage, the resolve to shape our future lives in ways that give dignity to them and help add dignity to others.

     We do this in response to the call we feel from thee, O Life, to join with you in the furtherance of creation. Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/5878.shtml
7.0: Responsive Readings

7.1: SLT #468 We Need One Another by George E. Odell
7.2: SLT #489 When Love is Felt by Rev. Max Coots

7.3: SLT #558 For Everything A Season Ecclesiastes 3

7.4: SLT #646 The Larger Circle by Wendell Berry

7.5: SLT #655 Change Alone is Unchanging by Heraklietos of Ephesos

7.6: For Nothing Is Fixed by James Baldwin (94 words)
For nothing is fixed,
forever and forever and forever,
it is not fixed;
the earth is always shifting,
the light is always changing,
the sea does not cease to grind down rock.
Generations do not cease to be born, and we are responsible to them because we are the only witnesses they have.
The sea rises, the light fails, lovers cling to each other, and children cling to us.
The moment we cease to hold each other,
the moment we break faith with one another,
the sea engulfs us and the light goes out.

(adapted from Nothing Personal by James Baldwin and Richard Avedon)

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/responsive-reading/nothing-fixed
7.7: When I Change by Rev. Ma. Theresa Gustilo Gallardo (178 words)
Leader: We are here to derive meaning in our actions

All: When I change, the world changes

Leader: We are here to win our power back over our areas of powerlessness

All: When I change, the world changes

Leader: We are here to deepen our understanding of ourselves in order to strengthen self-discipline

All: When I change, the world changes

Leader: We are here to abolish prejudice with an appreciation for our diversity and differences

All: When I change, the world changes

Leader: We are here to feel our personal power and our capacity to affect the lives of other people

All: When I change, the world changes

Leader: We are here to become teachers to each other

All: When I change, the world changes

Leader: We are here to spend time away from the usual influences and re-learn reality

All: When I change, the world changes

Leader: When God gives me the desire, I am also given the power and means to achieve my goals.

All: When I change, the world changes

Leader: I am here to see that my singular life is a gateway to countless possibilities.

All: When I change, the world changes

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/opening-invocation-responsive-reading-opening-invocation-responsive-reading-litany
8.0: Readings

8.1: Pushing Forward by Elandria Williams

     If we believe in the promise of our faith, we must continue pushing forward, even if the reality makes us want to give up. There is no one-size-fits-all solution or model, but there are many paths forward based on context, relationships, and place.

     Ideology sparks movements, but relationships are what change organizations and sustain movements. It takes one relationship at a time. In the end changes to the leadership of the institution happen because of relationships, people pushing. We must place value on the relationships and the need to not leave folks behind in our quest for transformation.

     I live in a small city, and living in that small city helps me understand what community means. Community doesn’t only include the people who agree with you or those with whom you want to be friends. Our Unitarian Universalist faith is similar in the sense that we are a small religious community of people who are not bound by creed but instead are bound by principles, values, and a covenant with a need for intellectual rigor combined with spiritual depth or humanist love.

     Everything comes back to our congregations and covenanted communities. That is where the faith starts and ends. We must embody the changes we wish to see and not just say that we believe in the changes. We must actually live the changes with every fabric of our being. If we believe in the promise of our faith, we must continue pushing forward.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/pushing-forward 

8.2: Winter as Crucible by Katherine May (101 words)
     The changes that take place in winter are a kind of alchemy, an enchantment performed by ordinary creatures to survive...Plants and animals don’t fight the winter; they don’t pretend it’s not happening and attempt to carry on living the same lives that they lived in the summer. They prepare. They adapt. They perform extraordinary acts of metamorphosis to get them through. Winter is a time of withdrawing from the world, maximizing scant resources, carrying out acts of brutal efficiency and vanishing from sight; but that’s where the transformation occurs. Winter is not the death of the life cycle, but its crucible.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/winter-crucible 

8.3: Transcendence through Human Relationships by Rev. Kaaren Solveig Anderson (201 words)

     For a long time now, I haven’t believed in a god with a will, intentionality, or consciousness. I don’t put all my eggs in the basket of a god who will save and transform me. Rather, I look to humans, to my relationships with people.

     Transcendence with life, with the holy, comes through my human relationships. And yes, I get that humans will let me down and will hurt me as well. They will disappoint, betray, and otherwise fail me. But they also have repeatedly saved me from a selfish me-ism that can destroy my well-being and lead me to false idols. They have loved me so fiercely that I am brought back from despair, loneliness, and isolation. They have cajoled me into my better self, when, frankly, I sometimes don’t want to bother with the effort. They have challenged me to aspire to possibilities that I fear are unobtainable, because they see something in me that I far too often can’t see in myself. They are human. They are the four Fs: flawed, fragile, f*#&!d up, and, most importantly, fabulous. This understanding is the Humanism that has transcended the intellect, buried itself inside me, and inspires and heals me daily.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/transcendence-through-human-relationships
8.4: Re-Birth by Betty Jeanne Rueters-Ward, excerpt (252 words)
     At age twenty, I had the fortune of traveling the world. Through a study abroad program, I journeyed to awe-inspiring destinations like India, Cuba, and South Africa. In the process, I witnessed extreme poverty, global wealth, power disparity, and the effects of war and militarism—all while assured of my safety and physical comfort.

     …When I returned to the United States, I struggled with what felt like more than reverse culture shock. All around me—in my suburban home, in my congregation, and at my liberal arts college—I saw now that my “normal life” was buffered from much of the world’s suffering. Everything seemed the same, yet forever different. In the first few weeks, I went through the motions: mechanically carrying out administrative tasks by day, numbing my mind with television by night. That lifestyle kept me functioning through my grief and fear. Grief for the life I’d led, but—could no longer reconcile with what I now knew about the world. Fear that I would not, in fact, be changed but would instead resume my previous, ignorant patterns and assumptions. I felt a great sense of urgency, a frantic need to reconfigure my life in accordance with my values.

     …Throughout the following decade, I devoted myself personally and professionally to social justice. …More than once, my quest for justice left me weary, jaded, frustrated, and lost. Yet in the cradle of religious community, knowing that I am one among many building a better world, I have been birthed and re-birthed.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/re-birth 

8.5: Let the Alleluias Rise Up by Rev. Beth Ellen Cooper (553 words)
     Every year, the same conundrum: How do we find our way into Easter when, for us, the most important part about Jesus of Nazareth is his teachings, rather than his death? Like many traditional holidays, it must have some meaning to us beyond its commercial trappings. But what is that meaning, exactly?

     What are we to make of the death of one Jewish teacher two millennia ago in a world where we hear daily of violence, death and injustice?

     When I left my Christian upbringing, the first thing I wholeheartedly threw out the window was the cross. I kept the bunny, the eggs, the chocolate, but the whole death and resurrection thing was right out. Many years later, I reluctantly let little bits of it back in, particularly around resurrection and rebirth. It was an easy metaphor to embrace for a holiday that, in many places, ushers in Springtime. But it is only in very recent years that the whole story has again found a place in my spirituality—that Easter takes on a deeper meaning than it ever did when I was a child.

     “No Alleluias until Easter,” my daughter told me solemnly. “Shhhh. The alleluias are sleeping.” She pointed to the small raised garden bed being warmed by the spring sun, where I could see the sprouts of trumpet lilies pushing up through the soft dirt.” Before Easter,” she summed up, “no alleluias. After Easter...alleluias again.” …

     Of course. Perhaps the simplest, most elegant explanation of Easter I have ever heard,
without all of the complicated and problematic substitutionary atonement theology, without the irrationalism of missing bodies or visitations from the dead.

     This is Easter stripped down to its most central, heart-of-hearts message. We have alleluias in our lives--moments of triumph and wonder, of insight and rebirth. These are moments of transformation, when our way of being in the world is fundamentally changed. Strengthened. Deepened. When we feel more whole; more connected. The exuberant and joyful Alleluia is a good way to think of these moments. But as my Christian colleagues are fond of saying, you can’t get to Easter without Good Friday.

     The story of the resurrection cannot go forward without a death. Sometimes, the most profound transformations are the ones that emerge out the deaths that we face in our lives. It may be a literal death, the hole left in your life when a beloved has gone, and you feel unmade by the loss. It may be any one of a thousand lesser losses -the loss of a job or a friendship; the death of a marriage or partnership; a change in physical or mental ability; even the death of a long-held dream. These places of grief are barren places in our lives, God-forsaken places that teach us sorrow and suffering and lamentation.

     …But feeling forsaken is not the same as being forsaken. The story of Easter tells us that death doesn’t win...Love wins. Like the saplings that sprout among the ruins of a forest fire, like the phoenix who is born from its own ashes, like the crocus that pokes through the snow each spring, like the banana tree...which dies, but lives on in its children, hope rises. Hope rises up even in the face of death. Even in our wilderness, we are never completely lost.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/let-alleluias-rise-up 

8.6: Shaking the Foundations by Paul Tillich (163 words)

Grace strikes us when we are in great pain and restlessness. It strikes us when we walk through the dark valley of a meaningless and empty life. It strikes us when we feel that our separation is deeper than usual, because we have violated another life, a life which we loved, or from which we were estranged. It strikes us when our disgust for our own being, our indifference, our weakness, our hostility, and our lack of direction and composure have become intolerable to us. It strikes us when year, after year, the longed for perfection of life does not appear, when the old compulsion reign within us as they have for decades, when despair destroys all joy and courage. Sometimes at that moment a wave of light breaks into our darkness. If that happens to us, we experience grace. After such an experience, we may not be better than before, and we may not believe more than before. But everything is transformed.”
Source: https://www.pktfuel.com/grace-strikes-us/
8.7: Steps to Personal Transformation by Amara Rose (236 words)

     The quest to discover and live our truth is the Hero’s Journey, a sacred pilgrimage home to ourselves. It’s the high road-and a rigorous one. We may try to camouflage our fear of the unknown with bravado, workaholism, or apathy. There’s another way: following the path of the heart. 

     …Our resistance is the Refusal of the Call. Change whispers in our ear, and we attempt a high-tech tune-out: call waiting, call forwarding, on hold, voicemail. …How do we answer this call to reclaim our connection to what’s true for us? We start by giving ourselves permission to be passionate, to dream beyond our self-imposed boundaries. 

     …The poet Rilke encourages us to “live awhile in the question.” You’re entering a corridor between the worlds; it’s okay to not know what happens next. 

     …Marcel Proust said, “The real voyage of discovery consists not in seeking new landscapes, but in having new eyes.” Look with the eyes of wonder, like a child. …Breathe deeply into the mystery. 

     …Goethe said, “Whatever you can do, or dream you can, begin it/Boldness has genius, power, and magic in it.” Once you commit to change, a confluence of forces moves to assist you. 

     … The key to integrating change in our lives is, have big dreams, take baby steps. Gandhi said, “You must be the change you wish to see.” It’s a lifelong process of self-actualization. And it’s our reason for being here.

Source: http://liveyourlight.com/mind/TenSteps.html
8.8: Spirituality and Roses by Rev. Dr. Gordon McKeeman (288 words)

     Spirituality is, I feel, about holiness, or wholeness. It is the quest to perceive, feel, embrace, [engage], address any person, any event, any object in its wholeness. It is also the struggle not to address persons, events, objects as separate or apart from or alien to oneself—[to not address them] as objects.

     It is to see reality relationally. “A rose is a rose is a rose”, according to Gertrude Stein. But it is not truly perceived in a holy way apart from the rose bush, root, stem, thorns and all, or apart from the earth, sun, rain, fertilizer, gardener, admirers and the rest of the wholeness/holiness. It is this way of seeing/perceiving/embracing that makes the rose-experience awesomely, wondrously religious. …

     Roses are simple compared to people. Roses are lovely and placid. It is very easy to forget the quest for holiness when a person appears to stand astride the path—cranky, obtuse, stubborn, violent. How great the temptation not to see, sense or address the whole person, the whole circumstance, the whole situation, and the whole of oneself. …How ever-present the challenge to be on the road to the holy—to eschew the temptation to power over, to manipulation of, to winning, to judgment--and to be obedient to the holy vision.

     Ah, yes, and how transforming. Witness those who have been humanity’s great souls, those who refused unholy temptations to divide the world into good/bad, women/men, black/white/yellow/red, saved/lost, pagan/Christian, capital/labor. They said “we” without implying an excluded “them”. Transforming spirituality indeed, for it opens the possibility of a non-violent, non-adversarial, non-exclusive world. It transforms the potentially religious into the actually religious—bit by bit, moment by moment, word by word, deed by deed, little by little.

Source: unknown
8.9: Reclaim Your Body by Jack Kornfield (264 words)

     Before enlightenment we have to live with our body. After enlightenment we still have to live with our body. Zen Master Katagiri says, “The important point of spiritual practice is not to try to escape your life, but to face it — exactly and completely.” He speaks both to those who are beginning on the path and to those who have realized some measure of awakening. No matter where we are on the journey of awakening, the body must be included.

     Yet … both Eastern and Western religious traditions have dishonored this truth. There are aspects of every tradition that stress denial and aversion to the physical self, that fear the body and have disdain for its impulses. In one Burmese monastery where I practiced, certain masters forbade yoga, stretching, and exercise, telling their students to throw themselves into months of intensive meditation and to “abandon all concern for the body.”…

     In Hinduism, Islam, Judaism, and Christianity, it is equally common to meet teachers who encourage puritanical detachment, who fear or despise the body….[But] if we are to become whole, we must reclaim the body — holding even its pain and limitation as our own…An embodied awakening neither denies nor reviles the body, nor does it grasp and mindlessly indulge in pleasures. In embodied awakening we become present for the life that is given us, respectful of what the Tibetans call “this precious human form”. [One] Tibetan master taught, “This human body is more precious than the rarest gem. Cherish your body; it is yours for this one time only…a thing of beauty that passes away.”
Source: Kornfield, Jack. After the Ecstasy, the Laundry: How the Heart Grows Wise on the Spiritual Path. New York: Bantam. 2001.
8.10: Living in the Body by Joyce Sutphen (192 words)

     Body is something you need in order to stay

on this planet and you only get one.

And no matter which one you get, it will not

be satisfactory. It will not be beautiful

enough, it will not be fast enough, it will

not keep on for days at a time, but will

pull you down into a sleepy swamp and

demand apples and coffee and chocolate cake.

     Body is a thing you have to carry

from one day into the next. Always the

same eyebrows over the same eyes in the same

skin when you look in the mirror, and the

same creaky knee when you get up from the

floor and the same wrist under the watchband.

The changes you can make are small and

costly — better to leave it as it is.

     Body is a thing you have to leave

eventually. You know that because you have

seen others do it, others who were once like you,

living inside their pile of bones and

flesh, smiling at you, loving you,

leaning in the doorway, talking to you

for hours and then one day they

are gone. No forwarding address.

Source: https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/51337/living-in-the-body
8.11: The Cookie Thief by Valerie Cox (328 words)

     A woman was waiting at an airport one night,

With several long hours before her flight.

She hunted for a book in the airport shops.

Bought a bag of cookies and found a place to drop. 

     She was engrossed in her book but happened to see,

That the man sitting beside her, as bold as could be.

Grabbed a cookie or two from the bag in between,

Which she tried to ignore to avoid a scene.

     So she munched the cookies and watched the clock,

As the gutsy cookie thief diminished her stock.

She was getting more irritated as the minutes ticked by,

Thinking, “If I wasn’t so nice, I would blacken his eye.”

     With each cookie she took, he took one too,

When only one was left, she wondered what he would do.

With a smile on his face, and a nervous laugh,

He took the last cookie and broke it in half.

     He offered her half, as he ate the other,

She snatched it from him and thought… oooh, brother.

This guy has some nerve and he’s also rude,

Why he didn’t even show any gratitude!

     She had never known when she had been so galled,

And sighed with relief when her flight was called.

She gathered her belongings and headed to the gate,

Refusing to look back at the thieving ingrate.

     She boarded the plane, and sank in her seat,

Then she sought her book, which was almost complete.

As she reached in her baggage, she gasped with surprise,

There was her bag of cookies, in front of her eyes.

     If mine are here, she moaned in despair,

The others were his, and he tried to share.

Too late to apologize, she realized with grief,

That she was the rude one, the ingrate, the thief.

     How many times in our lives,

have we absolutely known

that something was a certain way,

only to discover later that

what we believed to be true … was not?
Source: https://academictips.org/blogs/the-cookie-thief/
8.12: In the midst of a world by Rev. Rebecca Parker (177 words)
In the midst of a world

marked by tragedy and beauty

there must be those

who bear witness

against unnecessary destruction

and who, with faith,

rise and lead

in freedom,

with grace and power.

There must be those who

speak honestly

and do not avoid seeing

what must be seen

of sorrow and outrage,

or tenderness,

and wonder.

There must be those whose

grief troubles the water

while their voices sing

and speak

refreshed worlds.

There must be those

whose exuberance

rises with lovely energy

that articulates

earth’s joys.

There must be those who

are restless for

respectful and loving

companionship among human beings,

whose presence invites people

to be themselves without fear.

There must be those

who gather with the congregation

of remembrance and compassion

draw water from

old wells,

and walk the simple path

of love for neighbor.

And,

There must be communities of people

who seek to do justice

love kindness and walk humbly with God,

who call on the strength of

soul-force

to heal,

transform,

and bless life.

There must be

religious witness.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/in-the-midst-of-a-world
8.13: Into the Wilderness by Rev. Sara York (319 words)

     When Jesus was baptized the spirit descended upon him like a dove and God said, “This is my son, in whom I am well pleased.” It must have been a great feeling, but it didn’t last long. The next thing Jesus knew, the nice spirit that had descended like a dove became aggressive and drove him into the wilderness. There he spent forty days of deprivation, self-examination, and confrontation with the devil. He suffered; he struggled; he was tested. Jesus’ solitary struggles to remain true to his covenant and calling echo those of his ancestors, who spent forty years in the wilderness establishing a religious community.

     Wilderness is a part of every person’s soul-journey, and part of our journey together as human beings who seek to live in community. Time in the wilderness is always a time of struggle. It is also a time of transformation and renewal. In traditional terms, it is a time of purification. The journey into wilderness reminds us that we are alone and not alone. We are neither where we have been nor where we are going. There is danger and possibility, risk and promise. In the wilderness, the spirit may descend like a dove and lift us on its wings of hope, then drive us into the depths of despair; it may affirm us with a gift of grace, then challenge us to change. In the stories and rituals of Eastern as well as Western religions, a journey into the wilderness represents a time when we both pursue and resist the Holy.

     We may choose to enter the wilderness like the people of Yahweh, to escape bondage, or, like Henry David Thoreau, to “live deliberately.” Or we may, like Jesus, be driven there without much choice. Once there, even our markers of time and space collapse, for this wilderness is not in space or time, but is the boundless territory of the soul.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/22277.shtml
8.14: Lot’s Wife by Rev. by Rev. Lynn Ungar (117 words)

     Where will you go home?

These mountains cannot

receive you, and there is

no cave or grave to be dug

for you in your old hills.

     And still a current of air

keeps singing home . . . home

as if that meant something

you could go to, as if something

could finally stand still.

     Turn then, and keep turning.

Faster, like a drill

through your old God’s promises,

like a potter’s wheel,

like a spindle, twisting

     your tears into salt crystals,

into the face of this

wrecked land, into the distant,

perfect stars, which will not

take you up, but hold to you

     like mirrors, flashing their

salty glare with each

minute, with each

magnificent

revolution.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/lots-wife
8.15: Ready by Rabbi Rachel Barenblat (167 words)
“So the people took their dough before it was leavened, their kneading bowls wrapped in their cloaks upon their shoulders.” —Exodus 12:34
     You’ll need to travel light.

Take what you can carry: a book, a poem,

a battered tin cup, your child strapped

to your chest, clutching your necklace

in one hot possessive fist.

     So the dough isn’t ready. So your heart

isn’t ready. You haven’t said goodbye

to the places where you hid as a child,

to the friends who aren’t interested in the journey,

to the graves you’ve tended.

     But if you wait until you feel fully ready

you may never take the leap at all

and Infinity is calling you forth

out of this birth canal

and into the future’s wide expanse.

     Learn to improvise flat cakes without yeast.

Learn to read new alphabets.

Wear God like a cloak

and stride forth with confidence.

You won’t know where you’re going

     but you have the words of our sages,

the songs of our mothers, the inspiration

wrapped in your kneading bowl. Trust

that what you carry will sustain you

and take the first step out the door.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/ready
8.16: The Legacy of Caring by Thandeka (134 words)

Despair is my private pain

    Born from what I have failed to say

        failed to do

        failed to overcome.

Be still my inner self

    let me rise to you

    let me reach down into your pain

    and soothe you.

I turn to you

    to renew my life

I turn to the world

    the streets of the city

         the worn tapestries of

             brokerage firms

             crack dealers

             private estates

             personal things in the bag lady’s cart

        rage and pain in the faces that turn from me

         afraid of their own inner worlds.

This common world I love anew

    as the life blood of generations

           who refused to surrender their humanity

           in an inhumane world

           courses through my veins.

From within this world

    my despair is transformed to hope

    and I begin anew

    the legacy of caring.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/legacy-caring
8.17: “Change” Is a Word on Wheels by DeReau Farrar (318 words)
     Every Sunday morning, the church choir and I spend time in reflection and silence before we begin the first worship service. I often offer my thoughts on the day’s theme or the state of the world, providing context to the message we bring.

     On a recent Sunday, I said to the choir, “So often, we make the mistake of living according to our hopes instead of according to our realities.” I didn’t mean to say it, and I didn’t know that I would. But as I did, the statement became immediately true.

     I wonder if, in our efforts to “be the change we wish to see in the world,” we stop short at our ideal selves: the idea of ourselves we are most comfortable with. I wonder how often I think I’ve already been the change — and I’m waiting idly for the tendencies of the world to catch up. I’m unsettled by how frequently I’m surprised by my own social idiocy. How many times need I screw up the same person’s preferred pronouns, or note that I am not surprised that the person who just nearly ran me off the road is of a certain race and/or age, or make immediate assumptions about someone because of what I perceive to be their class?

     Or maybe this is a better question: How many times do I need to make mistakes at the expense of other people, or people’s groups, before I’m ready to admit that I’m not any better at this than the bigoted and willfully ignorant?

     I am liberal. Often painfully so. I am not enlightened. I am not elevated. I am not better. But I believe, with everything I am, that I can be.

     “Change” is a word on wheels. It’s not a destination, but a journey. If I am to “be change,” I must commit to humility and refuse to settle for my own comforting achievements.

Source: https://www.uua.org/braverwiser/change-world-wheels
8.18: All Is Dukkha by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox (306 words)
     “Dukkha,” they say. The Buddhists say, “All is dukkha.” It is hard to translate, they tell us. It means literally “suffering” but the feeling of dukkha is closer to impermanence. The fact of impermanence is central to the Buddhist path to nirvana, enlightenment.

     Dukkha. All is impermanence. Nothing lasts. I thought of that yesterday, watching leaves come down in a shower, and the smell of the rotting ones going back into the earth. Leaf to humus and back to earth to nourish the roots of the mother tree. The crows crying as the leaves fall and their nests are exposed: dukkha...all is impermanence.

     And life goes on, and people who were with us last year at this time have died, all souls pass on, all is dukkha, nothing lasts.

     The path to enlightenment is understanding, accepting impermanence to the point where we no longer struggle against it. That is the way of the Buddha. But here in the West we search for that which is permanent, even as we live with the death of all things, all people. We search for a sure footing on the path strewn with fallen leaves; we notice the buds of next year’s growth tight-curled and waiting; we hold on to the things we can count on—our church, our community, our memories of those who died before us, our love and hope, and the search for certainty in a world that is dukkha.

     God of creation, God of today—let us find each other in a changing world; let us experience love as something which exists, a possibility which is. Let us know that we are alive and being renewed miraculously each second; that the impermanence gives to life its freshness and surprise; that our memories of yesterday and our expectations of tomorrow make now a cherished, precious, eternal moment.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/meditation/5469.shtml
8.19: I Say It Touches Us by Rev. Marni Harmony (adapted) (152 words)
I say that it touches us that our blood is

    sea water and our tears are salt, that the

    seed of our bodies is scarcely different

    from the same cells in a seaweed,

    and that the stuff of our bones is like the coral.

I say that the tide rolls in on us, whether

    we like it or not, and the sands of time

    keep running their intended course.

I say we have to go down into the wave’s trough

    to find ourselves, and then ride her swell

    until we can see beyond ourselves into

    our neighbor’s eye.

I say that we shall never leave the harbor

   if we do not hoist the sail.

I say that we have got to walk the waves

   as well as solid ground.

I say that anyone who goes without

   consciousness of this will remain

   changed to a rusty anchor.

May the journey find us worthy.
Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/i-say-it-touches-us
8.20: This Body by Kayla Parker (153 words)
     This body is not what it was

I got shin splints from running today

    Ten years ago all I’d get was smelly feet

My back aches just from sitting these days

    In my youth, all my pain came from climbing trees

     This body is not what it was

Not some alien thing thrust upon me

    So clumsy, always in the way

I know it and move it like it’s mine

    Didn’t say I never walk into walls from time to time

     This body is not what it will be

When the sagging of old age sets in

    And ¬simple backaches are fond memories

So I’ll take and enjoy what it is right now

    Not yet frail from old age but sometimes awkward and weak

(Really, it suits what’s inside quite nicely)

     This body is not what it was

Or what it will be

And thankfully, right now

It seems to just fit me.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/body
8.21: To Outgrow the Past by William Laurence Sullivan (121 words)
To outgrow the past but not extinguish it;

To be progressive but not raw,

Free but not mad, critical but not sterile, expectant but not deluded;

To be scientific but not to live on formulas that cut us off from life;

To hear amidst clamor the pure, deep tones of the spirit;

To seek the wisdom that liberates and a loyalty that consecrates;

To turn both prosperity and adversity into servants of character;

To master circumstances by the power of principle,

And to conquer death by the splendor of loving trust:

This is to attain peace;

This is to pass from drear servitude to divine adoption;

This is to invest the lowliest life with magnificence.

And to prepare it for coronation.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/poetry/outgrow-past
8.22: What Happens When We Stop Living? by Rev. Nathan C. Walker (202 words)
     The question is not,

“What happens when we die?”

Nobody really knows.

The real question is,

“What happens when we stop living?”

     The stoicism we face on a daily basis

is a symptom of a larger illness

called a dually-dulled life.

     Our lives can be hypnotized

by the monotonous commutes,

multiplied by the flickering florescent light

that falls upon the micromanaging boss

who thinks everything you do in your cubicle

is an extension of his or her power.

     Who here is dying a slow and numbing death?

     There’s no time to be lulled by monotony.

There is no time to be blaming

other people for our own feelings.

If you don’t like it, change it.

     There’s no time for crying, or complaining,

or gossiping, or clinging to that fashionable grudge bag.

     No. It is time to wake up, to rise up,

and to carry ourselves into a day worth living.

     Let us live one day—this day—

with passion and a sense of collective synergy.

     Let us live one day—this day—

by asking questions that truly challenge us

and make us feel alive.

     For today’s question is not

“What happens when we die?” it is

“What happens when we stop living?”

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reading/what-happens-when-we-stop-living
8.23: Eden’s Magic by William Cleary (128 words)
     Among the deeper mysteries of life is the mystery of manure, how awful it smells, how disgusting it looks, how repulsive it feels — yet how delicious it is to our vegetable cousins in the garden: the tomatoes, the corn, the carrots.

     We put manure right into their bed. They not only welcome it, but they take it in, and through the life powers within them, absorb its very substance into their individual beings, transforming its smelly and disgusting substance miraculously into bright shining red tomatoes, yellow luscious corn, sweet wholesome carrots.

     Miraculously, that execrable manure has now turned into something humans can eat: nourishing, sweet-smelling food, delicious to the mouth and life-giving to every part of our bodies — a magic we might expect to find only in mythical Eden.

Source: http://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/13276
8.24: Transformation in Darkness by Joyce Rupp (137 words)

     At times I have found it difficult to believe that darkness could be a source of growth. Darkness to a child, as well as …many adults, can be a scary, fearsome place where wild creatures wait to pounce and prey. But, in actuality, some kinds of darkness are truly our friends. The world of our mother’s womb had no light: It is where we grew wonderfully and filled out our tiny limbs of life. Our earth would be quite lifeless, too, if we did not plant seeds deep within the lonely darkness of the soil so they could germinate and bring forth green shoots. I know, too, that we would soon die of an overheated planet if nightfall did not come to soothe the sun-filled land. Darkness is very essential for some aspects of growth and protection.
Source: http://www.spiritualityandpractice.com/book-reviews/excerpts/view/13483
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 You Be Changed by Emily Richards (65 words)
May you leave this time together changed.

May the promises you have made to yourself about who you want to be

feel closer to the reality of who you are right now.

May you share that feeling of transformation wherever you go.

May it spread into every word, deed, thought, and interaction

Until we are all changed, transformed and transforming together,

becoming our better selves.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/may-you-be-changed 

10.2: Teachers Everywhere by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern (69 words)
In every person we meet, especially those who cause us discomfort, we find an opportunity for us to grow, to learn, to go further along the path of transformation that is our purpose in life. Every single one is our teacher. May the next week bring you many such moments of meeting that help you become the person you want to be, and may you welcome them with joy.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/teachers-everywhere
10.3: The purposed of this community is to help its people grow by Rev. Erik Walker Wikstrom (109 words)

     If you are who you were, and if the person next to you is who he or she was, if none of us has changed since the day we came in here— we have failed.

     The purposed of this community—of any church, temple, zendo, mosque—is to help its people grow.

     We do this through encounters with the unknown—in ourselves, in one another, in “The Other”—whoever that might be for us, however hard that might be— because these encounters have many gifts to offer.

     So may you go forth from here this morning not who you were, but who you could be.

So may we all.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/if-you%20are-who-you-were
10.4: In the river, the water continually flows by Rev. John C. Morgan (28 words)

In the river, the water continually flows on, yet the river is ever there. “Our lives flow on in endless song,” yet life and joy shall never end.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/6013.shtml
10.5: Closing Words for Seasonal Transitions by Rev. Andrew Pakula (56 words)

May you know fully and deeply the blessings of each of your heart’s seasons

The inward turning of Winter

Springtime’s lush renewal 

The effortless, steady growth of summer

And autumn’s rich harvest

May your passage from season to season be blessed—

Eased by hands to hold, and by the light of love to guide you on.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/seasonal-transitions
10.6: Blessed is the Path by Eric Williams (62 words)

Blessed is the path on which you travel.

Blessed is the body that carries you upon it.

Blessed is your heart that has heard the call.

Blessed is your mind that discerns the way.

Blessed is the gift that you will receive by going.  

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

May you go forth in peace.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/blessed-path
10.7: Into the World Singing (based on Isaiah 61) by Rev. Dawn Skjei Cooley (132 words)
     Let us go out into the world singing.

     Let us go out into the world singing songs that proclaim liberty.

Songs that turn ashes into garlands

Songs that bind up the afflicted and those who mourn.

Songs that, like oaks, have roots that go deep and stand strong.

     Let us go out into the world singing.

We know these songs. They vibrate through time, in our very souls.

They are the songs that give us life.

They are the songs that give us meaning.

They are the songs that give us purpose.

Now it is our turn, to take these life-giving songs out into the world.

Let us go now—singing these songs with voices deep and strong.

And may the world join us in praise and in celebration and in love.

Amen.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/benediction/world-singing
10.8: I Send You Out by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson (63 words)
I send you out now, to share yourself with the world

May its promise and complexity set your mind ablaze

May you hold fast to what your life has taught you

May you question everything

And when you have changed the world,

And the world has changed you,

May you return again, to this place,

And share what you have learned with us.

Source: https://www.uua.org/worship/words/closing/184082.shtml
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts

11.1: Born Again Unitarian Universalism by Rev. Dr. Forrest Church (1948-2009) (excerpt; full text no longer online) (1,155 words)

     …Is there no such thing as an evangelical Unitarian Universalist? In my book there is. For me, evangelical Unitarian is not an oxymoron. I loved what young Matthew Diaz said to the people of All Souls in his credo statement last year. He stood up tall and proclaimed, “I believe in magic.” Indeed. The magic of life, riddled with mystery, imbued with wonder. He sounded just like…Ralph Waldo Emerson. 

     Emerson believed in miracles. Not in the stopping of the sun. Not in the parting of the Red Sea. But in the miracle of the sun shining upon this earth and the miracle of the oceans teeming with life. The miracle of a newborn child. The miracle of consciousness. The miracle of hope. Fundamentalist and orthodox believers find their miracles in Scripture. Secular materialists discount the very idea of miracle. Unitarian Universalists follow Unitarian sage Ralph Waldo Emerson and say “All life is miracle,” from “the blowing clover to the falling rain.”
Religious experience springs from two primary sources, awe and humility. Neither awe nor humility is served by those who refuse to go beyond the letter–either of scripture or of science–to explore the spirit. Fundamentalists come in two basic varieties. Right-wing fundamentalists enshrine a tiny God on their altar. Fundamentalists of the left reject this tiny God, imagining that by so doing they have done something creative and important. Both groups are in thralldom to the same tiny God.

     …Theology is poetry not science. During our brief span, we interpret the greatest and most mysterious masterpiece of them all, the creation itself. The creation is our book of revelation, not a bound book vouchsafed to us by some ancient guru. We rely on the oracle of our own experience, drawn from our reading of the book of nature and of human nature, including our reading of the Bible and our study of philosophy. The text of meaning is vast, its nuances many and various. Honoring this reality, Unitarian Universalism enshrines freedom of thought. We also insist upon mutual respect in so far as it is earned by the reciprocal granting to us of the freedom to follow our own conscience. 

     Is this the foundation for principles of belief? Of course it is. True believers define religion narrowly and embrace it. Our skeptical neighbors define religion narrowly and reject it. We define religion broadly and embrace it. Unitarian Universalism is not an alternative to religion, but an alternative to being religious or irreligious in absolute ways. 

     …To appreciate how enlightened this approach to religion is, consider this. If your neighbor disagrees with your personal theology, short of changing your mind–a prospect that may not delight you–you have only four options. You can convert, destroy, ignore, or respect her. Fundamentalists of the Right usually attempt conversion, but sometimes–as we know first hand from recent experience–they choose to destroy in God’s name. Fundamentalists of the Left (secular materialists) tend to ignore such disagreements as irrelevant, but they too may choose destruction. One need witness only the gulags and crematoria to recognize that religious zealots alone have not cornered the market on muting the exercise of religious and political freedom by resorting to mass murder. In the United States of America and as reflected in Unitarian Universalism–a quintessentially American faith–following the principle of e pluribus unum, we embrace the fourth option: mutual respect. There is only one caveat to abridge such respect. We do not and must not permit stone throwing in the cathedral.

     Why then do we choose to join together rather than exercise our full freedom to believe what we will in the privacy of our homes on Sunday mornings? Simply because experience has taught us that we need one another. We need guidance in recognizing our tears in one another’s eyes. We need prompting to raise our moral sights. We need companions in the work of love and justice to enhance our neighborhoods and to strengthen our witness in the world. And yes, we choose to join our hands and hearts because we know how easily we slip back into mechanical habits that blunt our consciousness. We need and know we need to be reminded week in and week out how precious life is and how fragile.

     So very fragile. And so phosphorescent. A year can seem to last forever–to the point that we may pray for it to end–yet decades flit past in an eyeblink. Before you know it, there you are staring into the abyss. 

     You may know my definition of religion. Religion is our human response to the dual reality of being alive and having to die. We are not so much the animal with tools or the animal with advanced language as we are the religious animal. Knowing we must one day die, we cannot help but question what life means. Unitarian Universalism doesn’t offer a single set of answers to life’s unanswerable questions. Though we don’t always act the part, we are, by definition, the world’s most humble faith. But we do have a clear sense of life’s purpose, I believe. The purpose of life, and its truest test as well, is to live in such a way that our lives will prove worth dying for. 

So, whenever a trap door swings or the roof caves in, don’t ask “Why?” Why will get you nowhere. The only question worth asking is “Where do we go from here?” And part of the answer must be, “together.” Together we kneel. Together we walk, holding each another’s hands, holding each another up. Together we do love’s work and thereby we are saved. 

Do you believe in magic? That kind of magic? The magic of love? I do too. For I am a born-again Unitarian Universalist, “born-again” as D. H. Lawrence put it “to humanity, to a consciousness of all the laughing, and the never-ceasing murmur of pain and sorrow.” 

In a world riven by both religion and irreligion, those of us who are born-again to the trembling beat at the world’s very heart can dare to be thankful. We might even express our gratitude by sharing it with our friends. Those dinner companions, for instance. Don’t be ashamed of your gospel. Testify! And then, invite them to church! Really. Something’s going to kill you, but it won’t be that!

     …This faith we have chosen is a gift, a great gift, and the greatest gifts of all are not for hoarding. They are for sharing. So, my fellow born-again Unitarian Universalists, I say to you, lift that light up from behind its bushel. Go out joyfully and bravely into this blessed evening and beyond. Love to a fare-thee-well. Be hale and courageous. Don’t be afraid of climbing to the very rooftops. Raise that beacon as high as you can. Go out and do your sacred duty. Sisters and brothers, amen and Hallelujah; spread the word!

11:2: I and Thou by Rev. Daniel S. Brosier (Excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,177 words)
     As has always been the human condition, there is a hunger for spirituality in this world--there is a hunger for a greater sense of connection with the holy. Perhaps we are not always conscious of this yearning, but still it shapes our lives. And so we strive in countless ways to satisfy this hunger—sometimes we act with understanding and intentionality, but most often without a clear sense of what we seek.

     This morning, drawing on the work of the Jewish philosopher and theologian Martin Buber, I will tell you what will satisfy that hunger. If you listen and believe what you hear then you have a spiritual direction for the rest of your life—you will understand what must be done. And the more you can make real this understanding, the more holy and whole will be your life.

     …Martin Buber was one of the great religious thinkers of the 20th century. He was and still is a major voice in what I would term relational theology—that is, theology that believes the holy can be found in what happens in the in-between—in-between us, in between us and the world, in-between us and that force some call God

     …As a philosopher and theologian Martin Buber came to be concerned about alienation—concerned about the “sense of alienation that overcomes every human being from time to time. He wondered whether this alienation is an essential aspect of the human condition and whether it might indicate a deep-seated yearning for something necessary to human life, that is, for a true unity with the world and with God.” Buber was concerned about finding a way beyond or through that alienation. He was concerned about what this sense of alienation leads humans to do.

     …Buber says we feel alone because we relate to each other, the world, and God in a way that estranges us. He says we engage in “I–It” relationships. I–It relationships create a sense of aloneness because they involve treating the other as an object to be observed and manipulated and judged. Whenever we engage the other as an “It” we distance ourselves from the other, and thus we greatly limit connection. The widespread alienation that humans suffer is the result of us turning so much of the earth in to “its”. We have turned each other into it, we have turned the natural world a collection of its, God into it, and sometimes ourselves. And because of this we feel so much less connection.

     We turn the “other” into an “It” in a variety of ways. We turn the other into an “It” when we put it into a category (like conservative, or fat, or troubled) and generalize about it. We turn the other into an “It” when we don’t care about its well-being. We turn the other into an “It” when we only think of our needs. We turn the other into an “It” when we don’t try to understand what the other experiences. We turn the other into an “It” when we deny the wholeness of the other’s existence. 

     …Engaging in “I–It” relationships creates alienation and violence. To ease our sense of alienation we need to see and engage the other differently. We need, as Buber put it, to see the other not as an “It”, but as a “Thou” or a “You”. The parties involved are the same, but how the “I” sees the other is radically different, and how the “I” relates to the other is radically different. 

     What is different is the “I” does not observe from a defined position, but engages. The “I” does not keep itself separate but fully shares itself with the “You”. The “I” opens itself to be changed through its engagement with the “You”. The “I” knows that the “You” will be changed as well. How the “I” views the world is impacted by the “You”. There is mutuality. There is concern. There is respect. In a nutshell, there is love. 

     We turn the other into a “Thou” when we relate to them without preconceived notions. We turn the other into a “You” when we listen to what they have to teach. We turn the other into a “Thou” when we respect their right to exist as much as our own. We turn the other into a “You” when we share with them the fullness of our being and open ourselves to theirs. We turn the other into a “Thou” when we confront rather than turn away. We turn the other into a “You” when we realize that we are all part of the interdependent web of existence.

     …How we engage the world does make all the difference. Whether I see you as an “It” or a “Thou” changes our individual and common experience significantly. I believe in what Buber says for I have glimpsed this through experience. I believe this to be a fundamental spiritual task facing us all. We flip back and forth between “I–It” and “I–Thou” engagement, but increasingly we need to see more and more of the world as a “Thou”. 

     …It is not easy understanding and changing how we engage the world. I don’t remember Buber outlining the steps as to how to increasingly see the world as “Thou”. It could be there and I couldn’t see it. He does say, though, that if we can establish an “I–Thou” relationship to God (however you define that word) then we will be transformed. “We will come to feel affection for everyone and everything, and to have a sense of loving responsibility for the whole course of the world. This transformation, Buber tells us, is divine revelation. It is salvation. 

     …But again, how do we get there from here? The only suggestion I have to offer is that we pay more attention—that we pay attention to how we engage the world. That we notice to what degree are we treating the other as an “It”. How much judgment is going on? How much sharing of your life is involved? How much avoidance is present? How well do we listen to the other? How well do we confront the other? How much effort do we put into understanding the other? 

     …The basic word “I–You” can be spoken only with one’s whole being. The concentration and fusion into a whole being can never be accomplished by me, can never be accomplished without me. “I” require a “You” to become. In order to become “I”, I must say “You”. All actual life is “I–Thou” engagement.

     …Of course Buber is not alone with such understanding. I hear similar wisdom as well in the following Navajo chant:

The mountains, I become part of you...
The herbs, the fir tree, I become part of you.
The morning mists, the clouds, the gathering waters,
I become part of you.
The wilderness, the dew drops, the pollen...
I become part of you
     And I hear it in the words of St. Augustine who said, “Love, and do as you will.”
11.3: Born Again... and Again... and Again by Rev. Robert Hardies (excerpt, full text no longer online) (954 words)
Reading

     One day Abbot Lot came to Abbot Joseph and said, “Father, according as I am able, I keep my little fast, my little rule, my prayer, my meditation, my contemplative silence. And according as I am able, I strive to cleanse my heart of all unnecessary desires. But it’s not enough. What more shall I do?”
     Abbot Joseph, the Elder, rose up in reply and stretched out his to hands to the heavens and his fingers became like ten burning lamps and he said, “Why not be totally changed into fire?

Sermon
     You’ve all heard the expression “born again.” “Born again” is one way that religious people describe this experience of transformation. It is usually spoken by evangelical Christians when describing their conversion to Christ. Once rare, it is now quite popular to be born again. Politicians go out of their way to describe themselves as “born again.” You can even buy a bumper sticker that says, “Born Again” so you can let others know that you are in the club. Religious liberals, fed up with the theological and political baggage that often comes with the phrase “Born Again” recently came out with a competing bumper sticker. “Born right the first time,” it says.

     I’m not satisfied with either of these bumper sticker theologies. As the liberals point out, implicit in the phrase “born again” is the old orthodox notion of the depravity of humankind. We are born into sin, goes the story, and our sinful selves must die and be reborn in Christ before we have any worth. You need to know that our religious ancestors long ago parted ways with the orthodox over this doctrine of human depravity. Human beings, they said, are created in the image of God. Capable of good and evil, yes, but fundamentally worthy creations.

     My other quarrel with being born again, though, at least in its current usage, is that it gives the mistaken impression that transformation is a one-time affair. That once you’ve come to the faith, your religious journey is over. You’re born again. You’re saved. End of story. It don’t believe this is an accurate representation of the religious life.

     On the other hand, though I find it a clever comeback, I’m not fully satisfied either with “born right the first time.” First, it suggests a common failure or naïveté on the part of religious liberals. A failure to see clearly the shadowy side of human nature. Our limitations. Our capacity for evil. And to me it also smacks of a kind of smugness. An arrogance. As if to say, “I’m too good to change. Maybe you need to be born again. But I got it right the first time.” The truth is I don’t know anyone who -- deep down -- doesn’t want to be transformed. To be changed in a profound way. 

     So on this issue of being born again, I come down on the side of the Unitarian poet, e. e. cummings, who once wrote: “We can never be born enough.” We can never be born enough. The soul -- the curious soul, at least, the alive soul -- always longs to be made new. To be ever-more whole. To be reborn. Not because we were born wrong the first time. But because we grow and learn and change. And so my wish for us is that we be born again... and again... and again. …

     That’s what we who have chosen the liberal religious path have gotten ourselves into. Because it is not a path that offers us a once and for all answer to our questions. The motto of the great 16th century Unitarian reformer, Francis David, was “semper reformanda.” Always reforming. Forever being born again. His motto could be ours today.

     Now, people ask me, “Rob, what, exactly, do you mean when you say, ‘born again.’ Because we’re much more comfortable with the notion of ‘spiritual growth.’ Isn’t that a nicer way of saying ‘born again’?” No. It’s not. Both are worthy aims, but we’re talking about a completely different order of things. When I think about spiritual growth I think about the character in our reading this morning, Abbot Lot. Abbot Lot was into spiritual growth. He sought God earnestly. He did all the right things. He prayed and meditated and fasted and kept silent. But even with all that he felt he hadn’t come to know God. Something was missing for the poor monk. So he went to his elder, Abbot Joseph, for advice. That’s when Abbot Joseph stretched out his hands and made his fingers burn like lamps and said, “Why not be totally changed into fire?” Why not be totally changed into fire? It’s a question worthy of our consideration.

     Abbot Joseph is putting the young monk on notice: the religious life, he’s saying, isn’t finally about rituals and prayers and piety, it’s about transformation of ourselves and our world. It’s about your soul catching on fire and burning bright. It’s about giving your life over to the good. Abbot Joseph is trying to say the same thing that C.S. Lewis said about religion. Religion, he said, isn’t about making people nice. That’s just a byproduct of religion. But religion isn’t about making people nice, it’s about making people new. Not nice people, but new people. Born again... and again... and again.

     The Greeks had a word for this kind of transformation. They called it “metanoia,” which means, “to be given a new heart.” To literally have someone reach in and grab hold of the old one. Pull it out and put in a new heart. Not because the old heart was corrupt. Maybe it was just too tired, or had been broken and patched too many times. Maybe we just needed to trade it in for a larger model. To be given a new heart. …

     e.e. cummings is right, for those of us who choose the journey of the free spirit, we can never be born enough. Life is an endless series of rebirths. Semper reformanda. Always forming and reforming. Always opening to greater embodiments of love. Always reaching out in a wider embrace. Always ready to receive a new heart. Always willing to be changed into fire. Born again... and again... and again.

11.4: A Comprehensive Vision by Rev. Dr. Galen Guengerich (excerpt, full text no longer online) (1,011 words)
     Since religion bears a special responsibility when it comes to articulating a comprehensive vision of the good, it’s important that religious people take this responsibility seriously. …Does our faith include a comprehensive view of the good? Do we demonstrate confidence in the ultimate worth of existence? Do we embrace with equal enthusiasm the world of objective fact and the world of moral value? How do we measure up? 

     Inside the front cover of your order of service, you’ll find a declaration that we developed during our strategic planning process. It begins with a simple statement: “All Souls is a religious community.” The three bullets that follow say what we mean by religious, how we understand ourselves as a community, and what difference we intend this religious community to make in our lives and our world. 

     The first bullet says what we mean when we describe ourselves as religious: “In the experience of worship, we gather to contemplate the mystery of God, interpret the wisdom of religion, and explore the insights of science. Our purpose is to awaken our sense of the sacred and renew our resolve to transform ourselves and our world.” 

     To me, the distinctive quality of a religious community—as compared to other kinds of communities—is the experience of worship, when we evoke our sense of being part of some comprehensive whole. Worship is a discipline of opening our hearts to people we don’t fully know, our minds to ideas we don’t fully comprehend, and our souls to a divine presence we cannot fully name. Worship reminds us of the ignorance that infuses everything we know and the mystery that lies beyond our understanding. 

     In worship, we contemplate the mystery of God. Though others may describe the experience differently, God is our name for the experience of being connected to everything—our comprehensive sense of all that is good and all that is possible. In worship, we contemplate the mystery of God. 

     We also interpret the wisdom of religion. We take up the challenge of holding fast to what is true and letting go of what is false. If it’s false, we throw it out. This effort is made easier because we also explore the insights of science as part of our worship, which sets us apart from most other religious traditions. We take scientific research as seriously as we take religious wisdom. You can never be wise with your mind turned off. 

     The purpose of worship, and of our religious community as a whole, is two-fold: to awaken our sense of the sacred and to transform ourselves and our world. We want our lives to be different, and we want our world to be different. Everything we do as a religious community serves the goal of transforming our lives and our world. Religion holds up a comprehensive vision of the good and moves toward it. Religion is about transformation. 

     The second bullet in our declaration explains how we understand ourselves as a community: “As human beings, we all emerge from the same Source and share the same Destiny. As a community of faith, we make shared commitments and offer mutual support. As individuals, we each bear responsibility for our own beliefs and actions.” 

     In this part of the declaration, we acknowledge our debt to our Unitarian and Universalist forebears, who insisted that we all come from one source (the Unitarian emphasis) and we all share one destiny (the Universalist emphasis). In our present-day experience as a congregation, what we have in common unites us into a community of faith; the ways we differ free us to be individuals. Many religious communities define themselves by common assent to an orthodox creed or an authoritative scripture. We do not. Instead, we identify ourselves by the character of our religious community, which rests on the twin pillars of shared commitments and individual responsibilities. 

     The third bullet in our declaration expresses what we expect of ourselves and each other within this religious community: “We practice a discipline of gratitude, by which we acknowledge our utter dependence on the people and world around us, and we practice an ethic of gratitude, by which we accept our obligation to nurture others and the world in return.” 

     With these words, we bear witness to our belief that religion is a way of life. It’s not about affirming doctrines or assenting to creeds. Rather, it’s about how you live your life, every moment of every day. That’s why it’s called the practice of religion. Religion is a way of life that transforms our lives and our world. The hallmark of our faith, for me at least, is gratitude, which continually reminds us of our utter dependence upon the people and world around us, and of their utter dependence upon us. 

     Do we pass the comprehensive vision test? Yes. Is a comprehensive vision sufficient? No. We also need to move toward it. As we hold up this vision of the kind of individuals we hope to be, and the kind of congregation we hope to become, and the kind of difference we hope to make, we also need an intention: a declaration of how we intend to achieve our comprehensive vision. 

     We expressed our intention in the strategic plan we adopted a year ago. We intend to do four things in our effort to achieve our comprehensive vision: articulate our faith, spread our message, strengthen our community, and expand our capacity for diversity. With this declaration, we introduce the discipline of intention into our life as a congregation. These intentions link our comprehensive goals as a congregation with our individual actions as members and friends. 

     …Our comprehensive vision of the good declares that we all come from the same source: the comprehensive source of all that is good and all that is possible. It also declares that we share the same destiny. The comprehensive good unites us with everyone and everything else, and ultimately unites us with the ground of all being. Our vision is clear, and our purpose is sure. And our confidence is ineradicable.

11.5: Go and Find Your Greatness by Rev. Matt Alspaugh (excerpt, full text no longer online) (683 words)
     I’ve shared with many of you how I came to find Unitarian Universalism. It was through a recommendation — actually the opposite of a recommendation. I was thinking of trying to find a church, mainly as a way to meet people, to become part of a community, and yes, maybe even find romance — and I asked people at work about some of the churches in town. I asked one young woman, “What about the Unitarian church I pass on the way to work?” She said, “That’s the devil church, you wouldn’t want to go there.”
     The devil church! I decided I needed to check that place out!

     As you might imagine, Unitarian Universalism has changed my life. It has certainly changed my career path, but it has touched all aspects of my life. I know this is true for some of you. Our faith has been transformative, even life-saving for many among us.

    In February 2011, I had the wonderful opportunity to go to Monterey, California for a week-long training workshop for UU ministers. I was fortunate to have been accepted to the preaching class, for we had an outstanding teacher.

     Rev. Dr. Kay Northcutt has taught preaching for many years, but her religious background is Disciples of Christ, not UU. She came to teach us, people outside her Christian faith, because she believes in us. In her plenary sermon, she called us Unitarian Universalists “lifesavers,” she said we are “the hope for the world”.

     Now you need to know that these were no idle words. You need to know that she came to teach us at great personal cost. She suffers from a degenerative nerve disease; she had been in intensive care multiple times in the previous year. Even during the time she was with us, we could tell she was suffering. She could teach only in short segments, sitting most of the time, speaking softly, carefully, sometimes wearing an oxygen cannula. She wondered aloud if this would be her last public appearance anywhere. But she wanted to be there because she sees us as the hope for the world.

     In her opening sermon to the four hundred or so UU ministers attending the conference, she told a story of her childhood.

     “When my sisters and I were little girls, every time we closed the screen door behind us — as we left home to walk to school –Mom called out the door after us, ‘Girls! GIRLS! Go find your greatness!’
     “My sisters and I would look at one another and roll our eyes. All we were hoping for — was to survive one more day of school — and our mom? Well, our mom-was literally calling us to imagine a future — and prepare for it — when that was the farthest thing from our minds …..”
     At the end of this simple story, Kay asked the ministers, reminded us — “Stop merely trying to survive. Go find your greatness. Go find your greatness, for this era, now.”
     Rainer Maria Rilke seems to speak to the vision of finding our greatness in a poem from The Book of Hours II
All will come again

into its strength:

the fields undivided, the waters undammed,

the trees towering and the walls built low.

And in the valleys,

people as strong and varied as the land.

And no churches where God

is imprisoned and lamented

like a trapped and wounded animal.

The houses welcoming all who knock

and a sense of boundless offering

in all relations, and in you and me.

No yearning for an afterlife, no looking beyond,

no belittling of death,

but only longing for what belongs to us

and serving earth,

lest we remain unused.

     As UUs we need to stop merely trying to survive. We need to go find our greatness for this era. As individuals we need to find what it is that energizes us, gives us passion, makes us want to do great and meaningful things. As a church community, as this community of joy and life, we need to work together to find our communal greatness, and put it to work healing the world.

11.6: Flower Power by Rev. Gary Kowalski (full text, https://www.uua.org/worship/words/homily/flower-power) For Easter & Flower Communion (1,175 words)
     When I think of power, strength, sheer physical force, I think of an avalanche.

Tons of thundering snow come falling down the side of a steep mountain with the speed and irresistible force of a locomotive or freight train. In an instant an avalanche can sweep away everything in its path.

     But there’s something even more powerful than an avalanche, and that’s a glacier. A glacier doesn’t move as fast as an avalanche. It can be slow, inching forward a few yards in the course of an entire year. But glaciers are enormous.

     They can be a mile wide and hundreds of feet thick, a creeping river of ice that can move boulders like matchsticks and grind smaller rocks to powder fine as flour.

     Avalanches and glaciers are powerful forces of nature. Very strong. Giants of the natural world. But there is something even stronger in nature. And that would be a flower.

     I’m thinking of the Avalanche Lily and the Glacier Lily. Each spring as the snow begins to melt in the high mountains, these tiny flowers push their slender green stalks upward through the softening ice, through the wintry crust and into the warming sun. The Avalanche Lily has white flowers with a yellow center, and the Glacier Lily is all yellow. Neither is very big.

     Compared to a glacier, they’re tiny. The flowers are just an inch or two in size. But the bud is inside a growing green stem that pierces right through the cold overlay of February and March and brightens into the promise of April and a brand new season.

     Flowers themselves are newcomers on the Earth. For in the beginning, millions of years ago, there were no flowers. There were ferns. There were fungi. There were dull, mossy-colored plants that spread and reproduced by means of spores. But there were no orchids or azaleas, no blossoms of apple or peach or pear, no fields of grass or daisies or brightly colored wildflowers.

     It was a monotonous world, not only dull in color but also dull in sense and feeling. For this was the age of dinosaurs, great hulking lizards who ruled the earth through brute force. They were giants of the animal kingdom, big and powerful, but dumb, like an avalanche or a glacier. They were no match for flowers, you understand.

     For toward the end of the age of dinosaurs, about a hundred million years ago, something strange and very wonderful happened. Plants learned how to do a new thing. They learned how to reproduce through seeds.

     Unlike the spores that preceded them, seeds were actually tiny organisms, embryonic but ready to grow, packaged like meals-to-go with a built-in store of nutrition. And that gave the world an entirely new source of edible and abundant energy—energy that could be converted into heat—that boosted the temperature of the four-legged and flying creatures up a notch, from cold-blooded to warm. Birds and mammals appeared, the limbic system that governs the emotions was laid over the old reptilian brain, and the inner landscape changed. Mothers began to feel a deepened bond with their children, and children clung with affection to the parents. Love appeared, and loyalty, and grief, tears and laughter, curiosity and play, all made possible by the blooming plants that had turned the earth into a botanical buffet of rare fragrances and sweet perfumes.

     So with the invention of seeds came all of the birds that feed on seeds, the cardinals and the grosbeaks and finches. And the grass made grasslands and all the creatures that thrive on the grassland, horses and zebras and prairie dogs and antelope and deer. And plants learned how to produce fruit, and the fruit also provided meals for monkeys and chimpanzees and finally for you and me.

     And it all started with the rise of the angiosperms, which is the name scientists give to flowers or plants that produce seeds and flowers and fruits. The Earth took on a whole new look. The ferns were crowded out by all the amazing diversity of life we see today, and the slow-moving dinosaurs gave way, replaced by creatures who were not only quick but also quick-witted, warm-blooded and warm-hearted, sensitive and tender, as bright and agile mentally as the flowers were brilliant in all their purples and yellows and blues and crimsons.

     No wonder flowers are the symbol of springtime and hope. And no wonder lilies are symbols of Easter. For there have always been empires that established their rule through sheer raw power, kingdoms of this world based on military domination of their neighbors. The Roman empire was like that, its legions like glaciers that slowly crushed everyone who stood in their way. Their rulers were tyrant kings, like Tyrannosaurus. But they were no match for the power of one small man. No match for the purity and simplicity of his vision. Jesus spoke of the lilies of the field because he himself was like a flower. Almost effortlessly, the beauty of his words and deeds captured the hearts of people who listened and became his disciples. He said his kingdom was like a seed that could spread and grow, and that if we nurtured that seed of compassion inside ourselves it could become the greatest force on earth.

     It was the simple truth. For there have always been regimes like the Romans. The Nazis were similar, their storm troopers icy cold and unyielding, their panzer divisions like lumbering giants clattering with fearsome armor into combat. They were ruled over by a despot, predatory and bloodthirsty as any Caesar or thunder lizard. But again, they were no match for flowers or the man who shared them.

     Norbert Capek was a Unitarian minister who lived in the last century in the city of Prague. His home and his church were overrun by German soldiers in the years of World War II. He gave his life defying their cruel occupation. But before he died, he influenced thousands of people with the beauty of his words and ideals, including the Flower Ceremony that he originated, symbolizing the light and color and fragrance of many creeds, many cultures, and many races joining together in a bright, living bouquet.

     The Nazis are now gone, but the Flower Ceremony continues to be celebrated in this congregation and hundreds of others around the world, a testament to the power of love to withstand hate and to the vision of a tolerant faith which sweeps the world, not by persecution or threats of violence, but by drawing people to its principles with the sweet scent of peace and freedom.

     So the flowers we share this morning bring us the assurance that warmth and kindness can pierce through frost of cruelty and indifference, that mercy and decency will blossom, that goodness has deep roots and will prevail. What seems most fragile and perishable is most persistent and enduring. Sisterhood and brotherhood, justice and charity, will ultimately prevail.

     This is the lesson of the lilies. And this is message of Easter.

12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl

“Don’t just learn, experience. Don’t just read, absorb. Don’t just change, transform.”   Roy T. Bennett

“...and then the day came when the risk to remain tight in a bud was more painful than the risk it took to blossom.”   Anais Nin

“Find the courage to ask questions and to express what you really want. Communicate with others as clearly as you can to avoid misunderstandings, sadness and drama. With just this one agreement, you can completely transform your life.”   Don Miguel Ruiz

“There can be no transformation of darkness into light and of apathy into movement without emotion.”   Carl Jung

“Every true love and friendship is a story of unexpected transformation. If we are the same person before and after we loved, that means we haven’t loved enough.”   Elif Shafak

“Simple kindness to one’s self and all that lives is the most powerful transformational force of all.”   David R. Hawkins

“Now there is a final reason I think that Jesus says, ‘Love your enemies.’ It is this: that love has within it a redemptive power. And there is a power there that eventually transforms individuals. …So, love your enemies.”    Martin Luther King Jr.

“When you change the way you look at things, the things you look at change.”   Wayne Dyer
“There are painters who transform the sun to a yellow spot, but there are others who with the help of their art and their intelligence, transform a yellow spot into sun.”   Pablo Picasso
“I do not ask to walk smooth paths nor bear an easy load. I pray for strength and fortitude to climb the rock-strewn road. Give me such courage and I can scale the hardest peaks alone, and transform every stumbling block into a stepping stone.”   Gale Brook Burket

“Any transition serious enough to alter your definition of self will require not just small adjustments in your way of living and thinking but a full-on metamorphosis.”   Martha Beck
“As my sufferings mounted, I soon realized that there were two ways in which I could respond to my situation—either to react with bitterness or seek to transform the suffering into a creative force. I decided to follow the latter course.”   Martin Luther King, Jr.
“Even a thought, even a possibility, can shatter and transform us.”   Friedrich Nietzsche

“For me, forgiveness and compassion are always linked: how do we hold people accountable for wrongdoing and yet at the same time remain in touch with their humanity enough to believe in their capacity to be transformed?”   bell hooks

“Transformation comes more from pursuing profound questions than seeking practical answers.”   Peter Block
“When she transformed into a butterfly, the caterpillars spoke not of her beauty, but of her weirdness. They wanted her to change back into what she always had been. But she had wings.”   Dean Jackson

“The truth is that there is nothing noble in being superior to somebody else. The only real nobility is in being superior to your former self.”   Ralph Waldo Emerson
“Transformation is not change, but finding the essence of who we are.”   Mary Manin-Morrissey

“That’s what fiction is about, isn’t it, the selective transforming of reality? The twisting of it to bring out its essence?”   Yann Martel

“If you are trying to transform a brutalized society into one where people can live in dignity and hope, you begin with the empowering of the most powerless. You build from the ground up.”   Adrienne Rich

“Action on behalf of life transforms. Because the relationship between self and the world is reciprocal, it is not a question of first getting enlightened or saved and then acting. As we work to heal the earth, the earth heals us.”   Robin Wall Kimmerer

“How does one become a butterfly?” she asked pensively. “You must want to fly so much that you are willing to give up being a caterpillar.”   Trina Paulus

“I’m only interested in people engaged in a project of self-transformation.”   Susan Sontag

“I never told a victim story about my imprisonment. Instead, I told a transformation story—about how prison changed my outlook, about how I saw that communication, truth, and trust are at the heart of power.”   Fernando Flores
“Make your interactions with people transformational, not just transactional.”   Patti Smith

“It is all very well to copy what one sees, but it is far better to draw what one now only sees in one’s memory. That is a transformation in which imagination collaborates with memory.”   Edgar Degas

“I was transformed the day / My ego shattered, / And all the superficial, material / 

Things that mattered / To me before, / Suddenly ceased / To matter.”   Suzy Kassem

“We are all butterflies. Earth is our chrysalis.”   LeeAnn Taylor

“We must not wish for the disappearance of our troubles but for the grace to transform them.”   Simone Weil

“It’s not about perfect. It’s about effort. And when you bring that effort every single day, that’s where transformation happens. That’s how change occurs.”   Jillian Michaels

“Everything in your life is there as a vehicle for your transformation. Use it!”   ram dass
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