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Worship Resource Packet for God 
Theme-Based Ministry Project 

First Universalist Church of Denver 
 

SLT = Singing the Living Tradition/ STJ = Singing the Journey / WW = UUA Worship Web/ T = Touchstones 
 

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 or use pat of one of the sermons in section 11.  
(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.) 
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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: SLT# 417 For the beauty of the earth by Rev. Barbara Pescan  
1.2: Come, all you who seek truth abide in love by Rev. Dorothy Boroush (see below) WW 
1.3: We gather this day by Rev. John H. Robinson, Jr. (see below) WW 
 

2.0: Chalice Lighting 
2.1: The Fire of Commitment by Rev. Paul Sprecher (see below) WW 
2.2: May God be illuminated by Rev. Max A. Coots (see below) WW 

 
3.0: Hymns 

3.1: SLT #8 Mother Spirit, Father Spirit 
3.2: SLT #23 Bring Many Names 
3.3: SLT #29 Joyful, Joyful We Adore Thee 
3.4: SLT #31 Name Unnamed 
3.5: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter 
3.6: SLT #91 Mother of All  
3.7: SLT #273 Immortal, Invisible 
3.8: SLT #281 WO God, Our Help in Ages Past 
3.9: SLT #352 Find A Stillness 

 
4.0: Stories & Illustrations 

4.1: God in Hiding, an ancient tale retold by Beth Chronister (see below)  
4.2: Hide-and-Seek with God by Mary Ann Moore (see below) WW 
4.3: Rabbit Looks For God by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson (see below) WW 

 
5.0: Meditations 

5.1: This Is How We Are Called by Kimberly Beyer-Nelson 
5.2: God of tears by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 
5.3: Drops of God by Rev. Tess Baumberger 
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5.4: Many of us, O God by Rev. Richard M. Fewkes 
5.5: To the God above God we turn our thoughts in meditation by Rev. Gary Kowalski 
5.6: Immanuel by Rev. Sarah Movius Schurr 
5.7: Prayer for a Busy God by Rev. Thomas Rhodes 
 

6.0: Prayers 
6.1: SLT #496 God of our mixed-up …lives by Rev. Harry Meserve 
6.2: SLT #497 Prayer invites God by Abraham J. Heschel 
6.3: SLT #509 Save us, Muslim Prayer 
6.4: SLT #514 God, lover of us all by Lala Winkley 
6.5: SLT #516 O God, root and source of body and soul from Kashi Unitarian Prayer 
6.6: God of life and beauty by Rev. Lucinda S. Duncan (see below) WW 
6.7: Let us pray to the God by Rev. Max A. Coots (see below) WW 
6.8: The Lord's Prayer revised by Rev. Fred F. Keip, Jr. (see below) WW 
6.9: Divinity is our birthright by Rev. Victoria Weinstein (see below) WW 
6:10: Oh, God of Many Moments by Rev. Tess Baumberger (see below) WW 
6.11: God of many names and mystery by Rev. Daniel Kanter (see below) WW 
6.12: Too often, God, we have ignored you by Rev. Amy McKenzie Quinn (see below) WW 
6.13: A Prayer for America by Rev. Tamara Lebak (see below) WW 
6.14: God of all generations by Rev. Marta M. Flanagan (see below) WW 
6.15: In the stillness of this moment by Rev. Mark Morrison-Reed (see below) 
 

7.0: Responsive Readings 
7.1: SLT #441 To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp 
7.2: SLT #503 Bless Adonai by Rami I. Shapiro 
7.3: SLT #515 We Lift Up Our Hearts in Thanks by Rev. Richard Fewkes 
7.4: SLT #517 I am the beauty of the green earth by Starhawk 
7.5: SLT #518 Grandfather, look at our brokenness by Ojibway Indians 
7.6: SLT #520 O Our Mother the Earth by Tewa Indians 
7.7: SLT #566 God is One by Ferenc David, adapted by Re. Richard Fewkes 
7.8: SLT #608 This Clay Jug by Kabir 
7.9: SLT #609 To Serve the People by Saadi 

 
8.0: Readings 

8.1: SLT #504 i thank you God for most this amazing day by ee cummings 
8.2: SLT # 524 Earth mother, star mother by Starhawk 
8.3: SLT # 613 You could have buried treasure buried beneath your feet from Chandogya 
Upanishad 
8:4: When Life Is Messy by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert (see below) WW 
8.5: Natural Theology by Rev. David O. Rankin (see below) WW 
8.6: Coming to God: First days by Mary Oliver (see below) 
8.7: Meeting the Messiah by Rev. Jeffrey B. Symynkywicz (see below) WW 
8.8: A Knock at the Door by Ken Nye (see below) WW 
8.9: When God Created Mothers by Erma Bombeck (see below) WW 
8.10: an Excerpt from The Restless Heart: Finding Our Spiritual Home by Ronald Rolheiser 
(see below)  
8.11: Daily Miracles by Rabbi Rachel Barenblat (see below) 
8.12: The Atheist and the Bear, author unknown (see below) 
8.13: from Bringing God Home: A Traveler's Guide by Rev. Forrest Church (see below) 
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8.14: from the Mathnawi (VI) by Rumi (see below) 
8:15: A Tender Te Deum by Rev. Mark Bellitini (see below) 
8:16: excerpt from The Case For God by Karen Armstrong (see below) 
8:17: from the Bhagavad-Gita (see below) 
8:18: My God’s Better Than Your God by Tina Louise (see below) 
8:19: To be human is to be aware of our separation by Rev. Roger Fritts (see below) WW 
8.20: Act as if God were there by Rev. Terry Sweetser (see below) 
8.21: I Do Not Have a Personal Relationship with God by Patrick Murfin (see below)  
8:22: Laughing With by Regina Spektor (lyrics to her song) (see below) 
8.23: Self Portrait by David Whyte (see below) 
 

9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice 
9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones (see below) WW 

 
10.0: Closing Words 

10:1: To pass the peace by Rev. Clarke Dewey Wells (see below) WW 
10:2: The Lord bless you and keep you by Rev. Charles C. Forman (see below) WW 

 
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts 

11.1: Naming the Unnameable by Rev. Anne Felton Hines (Excerpt, see full text at 
http://www.emersonuuc.org/worship/sermons/08_02_03.htm) (see below) 
11.2: Wrestling with God by Rev. James Ishmael Ford 
(Excerpt, see full text at http://www.firstunitarianprov.org/sermons/090531.shtml) (see below) 
11.3: Likeness to God by Rev. Ann Fox (Excerpt, full text at 
http://www.uufairhaven.org/2006/Ser2006Nov26.htm) (see below) 
11.4: Dragged Kicking and Screaming into Heaven by Rev. Mark D. Morrison-Reed (Excerpt, 
a variation of the full text is at http://www.questformeaning.org/quest-article/dragged-kicking-
and-screaming-into-heaven/) (see below) 
11.5: God The Unspeakable Name by Rev. Ellen Cooper-Davis (Excerpt, full text at 
http://ruuminations.wordpress.com/sermons/god-the-unspeakable-name/) (see below) 
11.6: What if God Was One of Us? by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (see below) 
11.7: God and No-God by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland (see below) 
11.8: God as a Verb by David Concepción (Excerpt, full text at 
http://www.uumedford.org/sermons.html#DConcepcion2) (see below) 

 
12.0 Readings from the Common Bowl (see below) 
 

Part 3: Worship Resources 
1.0: Opening Words 
1.1: SLT# 417 For the beauty of the earth by Rev. Barbara Pescan 
1.2: Come, all you who seek truth abide in love by Rev. Dorothy Boroush 

     Come, all you who seek truth, abide in love, and honor peace, enter into this house with 
thanksgiving; come into these gates with praise. Enter into this sacred space, all you who 
hunger for righteousness. Through these doors, all footsteps lead to the source of our being, 
where we shall be filled. 
     For as we come together, as we congregate for holy purposes, two essences are required: 
First, the assemblage of the faithful—the numberless, nameless throng of seekers; Second, the 
ineffable presence—the numinous, infinite God. 
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     We invoke both entities; we beckon to the worshiper to join the consecrated rites; and we 
summon the Spirit of love, the eternal God of all creation. 

 
1.3: We gather this day by Rev. John H. Robinson, Jr. 

     We gather this day to seek in the midst of our fragmented selves the unity which enfolds us 
all; to summon in the midst of the everyday that secret taste of danger, that peace which 
beckons beyond the trifles and deepens the human heart; to open our self-righteous selves to 
that judgment which we have tried not to hear. 
     We gather to worship that which is greater than we and which is our highest calling; to offer 
a gift of time for whatever God wants unfolded to unfold in our midst. 
 

2.0: Chalice Lighting 
2.1: The Fire of Commitment by Rev. Paul Sprecher 

     We light this chalice to kindle the fire of commitment to 
spreading our beloved faith, 
proclaiming the Good News that all are worthy and all are welcome, 
that God is Love and none shall be left behind. 
     May we carry this flame to all we encounter, 
letting our lives shine with its glow. 

 
2.2: May God be illuminated by Rev. Max A. Coots 

May God—the mind that sees our faults, the tears that sting our wounds, the laugh that soothes 
our aches, and the love that redeems us all—be illuminated by the light we kindle in this house 
of faith. 

 
3.0: Hymns 
3.1: SLT #8 Mother Spirit, Father Spirit 
3.2: SLT #23 Bring Many Names 
3.3: SLT #29 Joyful, Joyful We Adore Thee 
3.4: SLT #31 Name Unnamed 
3.5: SLT #51 Lady of the Seasons’ Laughter 
3.6: SLT #91 Mother of All  
3.7: SLT #273 Immortal, Invisible 
3.8: SLT #281 WO God, Our Help in Ages Past 
3.9: SLT #352 Find A Stillness 
 
4.0: Stories & Illustrations 
4.1: God in Hiding, an ancient tale retold by Beth Chronister 

     A legend says that, at the beginning of time, God, tired of feeling out of the loop, became 
resolved to hide within creation. Wishing to find just the right hiding place, God sought the 
wisdom of Sophia. 
     God: “I want to hide myself in my own creation. I need to find a place that is not too easily 
discovered, for it is in their search for me that my creatures grow in spirit and in 
understanding.” 
     Sophia: “Why don’t you hide yourself deep in their earth?” 
     God: “No, it won’t be too long before they learn how to mine the earth and discover all the 
treasures it contains. They will find me too quickly, and they will not have had enough time to 
do their growing.” 
     Sophia: “Why don’t you hide yourself on their moon?” 
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     God: “No, it will take them a little longer, but eventually they will learn to fly through 
space. They will arrive at the moon and explore its secrets—and they will find me too soon, 
before they have had enough time to do their growing.” 
     Sophia: “Wow... you’ve set some high expectations haven’t you?... Well, then, let me 
think... (waaait for the Epiphany)... I know! Why don’t you hide yourself within their own 
hearts? They will never think of looking for you there!” 
     God: “Oh, my Self. That’s it!” 
     And so it is that God secretly hides deep within the heart of every one of God’s creatures, 
until that creature has grown enough in spirit and understanding to risk the great journey into 
the secret core of its own being. It is there, that the creature discovers it creator, and 
understands its place in relationship to the Divine. 
 

4.2: Hide-and-Seek with God by Mary Ann Moore 
     Once upon a time God said, “I’m bored because I don’t have anything to do. I want to play 
with my friends.” And because God is God, as soon as the words were spoken, God’s friends 
were there. When God saw them all gathered, God said, “I’ve been bored because I haven’t had 
anything to do. Let’s play something.” 
     “Good idea,” said God’s friends. “What shall we play?” 
     God thought for a minute and then said, “I know, let’s play hide-and-seek!” 
     The friends all said, “Yay!” They knew that hide-and-seek with God was always exciting 
and different because God was the one who hid and God always thought of wonderful places to 
hide. 
     God’s friends closed their eyes tight and counted to ten. When they opened their eyes, God 
wasn’t there anymore. So they all went off to look for God. 
     One friend decided to look close on the earth and soon came to a meadow. As he was 
searching, he stopped to admire the tender new sprouts of green grass pushing their way up 
toward the sun. As he bent over to look more closely at the tender green, he realized there was 
something special and amazing and wonderful about it. So he jumped up and ran back to home 
base, calling out, “I found God! God is green and growing. I found God in the grass!” 
    Another one of God’s friends decided to look for God in the night. She watched the sun go 
down, and heard the work-a-day noises stop, and saw the lights in the houses go out. As it got 
darker and the peaceful night wrapped itself around her, she listened very hard, and then she 
realized there was something special and amazing and wonderful about it. And when it was so 
still that she could see and hear nothing at all, she suddenly jumped up and ran to home base, 
calling out, “I found God! God is dark and peaceful. I found God in the night!” 
     A third friend looked on the earth and felt the mystery of the grass growing toward the sun. 
He stayed and watched the night come on, and he felt the mystery of the darkness and the stars. 
He thought to himself, “These mysteries are special and amazing and wonderful.” But when he 
finally came back to home base, he said, “I found wonderful mysteries but I’m not sure if I 
want to call them God.” 
     A fourth friend decided to look for God where people were. He joined a group of people 
going home from work and went with them into the store where they bought food. He went 
with them back out on the street as they started for their homes. He was with them when 
someone came up and said, “Please, I’m very hungry. Could you share a little food with me?” 
The people readily agreed and as he watched them share, he realized there was something 
special and amazing and wonderful about those people. He turned around and ran to home 
base, calling out, “I found God! God is love and sharing. I found God in people who care for 
others!” 
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     Finally, two more of God’s friends, a boy and a girl, decided to look for God together. After 
a time, they came to a house and decided to look for God in the house. In the house they saw a 
room, and they looked for God in the room. In the room they saw a mirror, and they looked for 
God in the mirror. As they looked into the mirror, they realized there was something special 
and amazing and wonderful being reflected in it. They turned around and ran to home base, 
calling out, “We found God! We found God in us!” 
     At this God appeared again and said, “I had so much fun! Weren’t those good hiding places? 
Some of you found me, others weren’t sure, and others are still looking. That’s OK because the 
most important thing is just to play the game. Let’s do it again! I’m sure I can think of some 
other good hiding places.” And they all called out, “Olly, olly, oxen free, free, free!” And the 
game started all over again. 
 

4.3: Rabbit Looks For God by Rev. Kelly Weisman Asprooth-Jackson 
     One day, a rabbit set out from the woods, carrying a question to all the other creatures that it 
met. The rabbit came first to a butterfly fluttering in an open field, and asked, “Friend butterfly, 
what can you tell me about the thing called ‘god’?” 
     The butterfly thought for a moment, and said, “God is the guiding wind that blows me from 
this field to that one and points me to where the weather is warm and I can help the flowers 
bloom by flying from one to another.” The rabbit thanked the butterfly, and continued on its 
journey. Coming to a horse who was grazing at the other end of the field, the rabbit hopped up 
and asked, “Friend horse, what can you tell me about the thing called ‘god’?” 
     The horse looked at the rabbit, still chewing away at the sweet grass and said, “God is the 
ground that holds me up, gives folks an open field to walk and run against and all this lovely 
grass to eat.” The rabbit thanked the horse, and hopped further onward. A little while later, it 
came to a slow-running stream, and peaking over the bank, the rabbit saw a fish. The rabbit 
dipped its mouth into the water to ask “Friend fish, what can you tell me about the thing called 
‘god’?” Then the rabbit raised its head back up and put one ear into the water to listen for the 
answer. 
     The fish replied, “God is water I swim in: it surrounds me all the time, and gives me 
something to breathe and move through. It’s something that everyone needs to live.” The rabbit 
thanked the fish, bounded off again, and very soon after almost ran right into a tree. Craning its 
head upwards to look towards the very topmost branches, the rabbit asked, “Friend tree, what 
can you tell me about the thing called ‘god’?” 
     The tree answered slowly, but without hesitating, “God is the sun that feeds me and all of 
my neighbors and family; I spend all of my days reaching upwards towards it, and encouraging 
the shorter trees to do the same.” The rabbit thanked the tree, and, seeing that it was getting late 
in the day, set off to go back home for the night. As the rabbit was approaching its den, its 
neighbor, the squirrel, called out from nearby, “Friend rabbit, after your day of asking the same 
question over and over, what can you tell me about the thing called ‘god’?” 
     The rabbit thought for a very long time, and then said, “I can tell you that the butterfly cares 
deeply for the flowers, the horse wants everyone to have open fields to roam on, the fish knows 
everyone needs water to live, and the tree hopes its children will grow as tall is it has grown.” 
And then the rabbit went down into its burrow, and slept for the night. 

 
5.0: Meditations 
5.1: This Is How We Are Called by Kimberly Beyer-Nelson 

     In the hours before the birds 
stream airborne 
with chiming voice, 
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a silent breath rests in the pines, 
and upholds the surface of the lake 
as if it were a fragile bubble 
in the very hand of God. 
And I think, 
this is how we are called. 
To cup our hands and hold 
this peace, 
even when the sirens begin, 
even when sorrow cries out, old and gnarled, 
even when words grow fangs and rend. 
     Cupped hands 
gently open, 
supporting peace 
like the golden hollow of a singing bowl, 
like the towering rim of mountains 
cradling 
this slumbering and mist-draped valley. 
 

5.2: God of tears by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 
     God of tears and the mysterious silence, God of suffering and God of hope, you have made 
for everything a season. This is the season of our sorrow, of our grief, and we pray for grace to 
deal with what seems impossible to deal with. We remember the promise made to those who 
mourn, yet too often it seems that comfort is beyond our grasp. We know that we cannot bear 
this burden alone. Should we pray for our grief to be transformed or, is the purpose of our grief 
to transform us? Will our sorrow lead somewhere unexpected? Might it lead us back to life if 
we follow it? Is it a reminder of the precious reality of life and love? The death of our loved 
one has created a vast, empty space within our lives, a great longing within our hearts. Can it 
ever be filled? Can it be healed by the sacred memory that makes our loved one forever a part 
of us? 
     So many questions, O God, and so much silence. May we be patient toward all that is 
unanswered in our hearts. And may others be patient with us, with our sorrow, our anger, our 
fear and our questions. We are those who mourn. We seek the comfort that we can offer each 
other and the blessings of divine love and grace. Amen. 
 

5.3: Drops of God by Rev. Tess Baumberger 
God, God is water sleeping 
in high-piled clouds. 
She is gentle drink of rain, 
pooling lake, rounding pond, 
angry flooding river. 
She is frothy horse-maned geyser. 
She is glacier on mountains and polar ice cap, 
and breath-taking crystalline ideas of snowflakes. 
She is frost-dance on trees. 
And we, we are drops of God, 
her tears of joy or sorrow, 
ice crystals 
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and raindrops 
in the ocean of her. 
God, God is air wallowing 
all about us, 
She is thin blue atmosphere embracing 
our planet, gentle breeze. 
She is wind and fiercesome gale 
centrifugal force of tornado and hurricane, 
flurry of duststorm. 
She is breath, spirit, life. 
She is thought, intellect, vision and voice. 
And we, we are breaths of God, 
steady and soft, 
changeable and destructive. 
We are her laughter and her sighs, 
atomic movements, 
(sardines schooling) 
in the firmament of her. 
God, God is fire burning, 
day and night. 
She is sting of passion, 
blinking candle, 
heat that cooks our food. 
She is fury forest fire 
and flow of lava which destroys and creates, transforms. 
She is home fire and house fire. 
She is giving light of sun and 
solemn mirror-face of moon, 
and tiny hopes of stars. 
And we, we are little licking flames 
flickering in her heart, 
in the conflagratory furnace of her. 
God, God is power of earth, 
in and under us. 
She is steady, staying, 
fertile loam, body, matter, tree. 
She is crumbling limestone and shifting sand, 
multi-colored marble. 
She is rugged boulder and water-smoothed agate, 
she is gold and diamond, gemstone. 
She is tectonic plates and their motion, 
mountains rising over us, 
rumble-snap of earthquake, 
tantrum of volcano. 
She is turning of our day, 
root of being. 
And we, we are pebbles 
and sand grains, 
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and tiny landmarks, 
in the endless terrain of her. 
God, God is journal of time marching 
through eternity. 
She is waking of seasons, phases of moon, 
movements of stars. 
She is grandmother, mother, daughter. 
She is transcending spiral of ages 
whose every turn encompasses the rest, 
history a mere babe balanced on her hip. 
She is spinning of universes 
and ancestress of infinence. 
She is memory, she is presence, she is dream. 
And we, we are brief instants, 
intersections, nanoseconds, 
flashing gold-hoped moments in the eons of her. 
God, God is. 
And we, we are. 
 

5.4: Many of us, O God by Rev. Richard M. Fewkes 
     Many of us, O God, don’t believe in prayer. We’re more comfortable with meditation, 
particularly the silent part. And some of us aren’t sure we believe in God, or we scarcely know 
what the word means. But we do know that we care, that we care about one another and the 
kind of world we live in.  
     We care, dear God, we care, and sometimes the care we feel scares us, because we’re afraid 
to care too much... too much for those we love... too much for friends and companions along 
the way... too much for all the poverty, pain and injustice in the world... too much for those 
who suffer needlessly and without cause... too much for the waving grain and falling leaves, the 
passing of transient beauty before our eyes... too much for the depth of anguish and grief we 
might feel if we allowed ourselves to care too much for what can so easily be lost.  
     If we could pray out of the deep well of our capacity to care we might say, O God, let this 
care we feel become the bond of love that unites and heals us within and without, that joins us 
in body and spirit with the hopes and aspirations of people everywhere. Let our loving concern 
for those in our midst be the spark that enflames our loving concern for universal humanity. If 
we can’t pray for lack of words, or for too little belief in the power of prayer, then, dear God, 
let our care be our prayer, and may we find the answer to all our prayers, spoken and unspoken, 
in the daily human expression of our loving concern.  
     Hear our prayer, O God, as we dare to care, now and here, and everywhere. 
 

5.5: To the God above God we turn our thoughts in meditation by Rev. Gary Kowalski 
To the God above God we turn our thoughts in meditation.  
To the God above the god of any single nation,  
     who unites the people of the world  
         in the bonds of kinship and peace;  
To the God above the god of any single ideology,  
     who knows that one human life  
         is more valuable than all the systems in the world;  
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To the God above the god of any single religion,  
     whose goodness and inspiration  
         are the possession of people of all faiths;  
To the God above God  
     who brings humility to our minds  
         and reverence to our hearts --  
We dedicate ourselves in work and in prayer. 
 

5.6: Immanuel by Rev. Sarah Movius Schurr 
     Immanuel means “God is with us”. Who is your Immanuel? Who is your “God is with us”, 
the one you were promised, the one you have been waiting for?  
     For the ancient prophet Isaiah, he was a boy soon to be born who would guide the people of 
Judah back to peace and harmony with God. He would bring hope for victory and greatness in 
the tribe. He would be a gift from God to his chosen people.  
Who is your Immanuel, your “God is with us”?  
     For Christians, he is Jesus of Nazareth. The baby in the Christmas story who grew to be a 
remarkable teacher among the Jewish people; whose ideas about love, forgiveness, and justice 
changed the world forever.  
     Who is your Immanuel, your “God is with us”?  
    Perhaps your Immanuel is a political leader, standing for the rights of the oppressed—a 
Martin Luther King, a Gandhi, a Mother Jones. Perhaps in their work with people you feel God 
is with us.  
     Who is your Immanuel, your “God is with us”?  
     Perhaps your Immanuel is an artist, bringing transcendence to the human spirit and lifting 
our hopes and dreams into the light—a J.S. Bach, a Martha Graham, a William Shakespeare. 
Perhaps in the presence of great beauty and creativity you feel God is with us.  
Who is your Immanuel, your “God is with us”? 
     Perhaps it is a child. Created from our bodies, the child who is filled with the potential to do 
every great thing. Your promise from God that the world has hope for justice and beauty. For in 
the presence of a child we too can feel that God is with us all. 
 

5.7: Prayer for a Busy God by Rev. Thomas Rhodes 
     Do we ever surprise you, God? 
De we ever do or say things which catch you off guard, 
or do you have everything under such tight control 
that nothing is left to chance? 
You are the ultimate mystery to us, 
but are we ever a mystery to you? 
Do you ever wonder why we turned out the way we did, 
like any mother does her children? 
They say you are omnipotent, able to move mountains 
or change the very laws of nature at a whim. 
They say you are constantly searching our hearts, weighing our souls 
judging our worthiness. 
They say you already know our fate. 
     Well, maybe so, but it doesn’t sound like much fun, 
all that running around and decision making, 
like the weight of the world was on your shoulders. 
Not that I’m complaining, mind you. 
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I’m grateful to be alive, and appreciate all you’ve done. 
But I sure wouldn’t want your job. 
     No, I’d rather think you’d leave some things up to chance. 
After all, you did give us our freedom, didn’t you? 
A little uncertainty, a bit of suspense, sounds a lot less boring 
than all that running around and judging all the time. 
You know, they also say that we were made in your image. 
If so, does that mean that our faith in you 
is a reflection of your faith in us? 
     O God who sets the planets in their paths, 
who notes each sparrow’s fall, each busy bee, 
May we be worthy of your faith in us. 
May we act with equity, compassion and intention, 
so you don’t have to, all the time. 
And occasionally, just occasionally, 
may we surprise and delight you. 
Then you can have a day of rest, too. 
 

6.0: Prayers 
6.1: SLT #496 God of our mixed-up …lives by Rev. Harry Meserve 
6.2: SLT #497 Prayer invites God by Abraham J. Heschel 
6.3: SLT #509 Save us, Muslim Prayer 
6.4: SLT #514 God, lover of us all by Lala Winkley 
6.5: SLT #516 O God, root and source of body and soul from Kashi Unitarian Prayer 
6.6: God of life and beauty by Rev. Lucinda S. Duncan 

God of life and beauty: 
We pray for the quietness of snowflakes, knowing that love is quiet. 
We pray for the kindness of small acts, knowing gentleness is fragile. 
We are grateful to know that thoughtfulness makes no sound, that compassion leaves 
wonderfully beautiful traces when we open ourselves to wonder. 
May ours be a religion which, like the snowflake, goes everywhere in quietness, in love, and 
with gentle regard for that which is true and beautiful, in us and about us. Amen. 
 

6.7: Let us pray to the God by Rev. Max A. Coots 
     Let us pray to the God who holds us in the hollow of his hands -- to the God who holds us in 
the curve of her arms -- to the God whose flesh is the flesh of hills and hummingbirds and 
angleworms -- whose skin is the color of an old black woman and a young white man, and the 
color of the leopard and the grizzly bear and the green grass snake -- whose hair is like the 
aurora borealis, rainbows, nebulae, waterfalls, and a spider’s web -- whose eyes sometime 
shine like the evening star, and then like fireflies, and then again like an open wound -- whose 
touch is both the touch of life and the touch of death -- and whose name is everyone’s, but 
mostly mine.  
     And what shall we pray? Let us say, “Thank you.”  
 

6.8: The Lord’s Prayer revised by Rev. Fred F. Keip, Jr. 
Indwelling God, who art infused throughout all existence, we hallow thee with many names. 
Thy Kingdom is within the human heart. We accept life for all that it can be, on earth as 
throughout all creation. May we continue to draw sustenance from this earth, and may we 
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receive forgiveness equal to our own. May we ever move from separation toward union, to live 
in grace, with love in our hearts, forever and ever. Amen. 
 

6.9: Divinity is our birthright by Rev. Victoria Weinstein 
     Divinity is our birthright. God nods to God from behind each of us. But let us remember, as 
Mr. Emerson said, “divinity is behind our failures and follies also.” 
In the silence that follows, let us pray 
that we may notice and accept the Divinity of tiny things 
the Divine of ordinary miracles 
and even in the awkward mistakes. 
In frivolous conversation with friends 
in worldless companionship with a loved one— 
in the work that seems futile one day 
but resonates with meaning the next. 
In the shared meal, 
and the shopping list 
In the peaceful sleep 
in the simple procession of the spring days. 
We pray this moment to keep tender vigil over our precious, imperfect lives. 
To know each one as a vessel, however cracked or broken, of the Holy. 
So may we strive to recognize the indwelling presence of God in all people, 
in all living things, 
and even in ourselves. 
     In the silence, may we open our hearts. So may it be. Amen. 
 

6:10: Oh, God of Many Moments by Rev. Tess Baumberger 
Oh God of many moments, 
of night gliding into day, 
and day seeping into night, 
of infant milky sleeping breaths 
and wrinkled, crinkled aging eyes, 
of the starting beauty of sunlight 
gazed upon a tree 
and mournful moonlit vistas, 
call us from days of doing 
into instances of being, 
remind us of the certainty of love 
and the neighborhood of grace 
which binds us to each other 
each and every day. 
 

6.11: God of many names and mystery by Rev. Daniel Kanter 
God of many names and mystery beyond all our naming, 
Strengthen our hearts and make peace their inhabitants 
Help us to find you in our burdens and in our revelry 
Stretch our souls, so we might find a wider embrace of each other 
And remind us our frailty so that we might know each day as an unwarranted return. 
Hold us in this prayer, now, here, for the good of each other. 
We pray for those among us who need our prayers, 
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Those who are ill, mourn, or struggle 
We pray for joyful embraces and content hearts for each one who sits among us. 
We pray in the names of all those known and unknown, present and absent, remembered and 
forgotten. We pray in the names of all helpers of humankind. 
Amen. 
 

6.12: Too often, God, we have ignored you by Rev. Amy McKenzie Quinn 
     Shall we pray?  
     Too often, God, we have ignored you. We have lived as though you didn’t matter. We have 
denied the new life that you would have us embrace; we have perpetuated that which depletes 
life. Forgive us for hesitating when we knew action was the needed response. Forgive us also 
for neglecting the stillness and the silence. You know that we carry with us deep sadness, deep 
regrets; they drag us down, but we can’t quite let go of them. Help us to release these leaden 
memories and move on. There have been times when we have felt ourselves to be out of 
balance, and so we pray that you would restore our sense of purpose and connection, for we are 
a part of you and bound to one another in struggle and love.  
     Yes, there are also times when we feel invigorated, awed, joyful; we give thanks for the gifts 
that deepen our lives and the love that keeps us going. Each of us has private hopes and fears; 
we bring them to you in the silence, for you know us fully and love us unconditionally.  
     And finally, we ask that you teach us how to keep you close, as you keep us close; ease our 
burdens and increase our energy; be with us as we struggle and as we celebrate. For our part, 
this is our pledge: we will live this week with a renewed spirit; we will do your work in the 
world. Amen and blessed be. 
 

6.13: A Prayer for America by Rev. Tamara Lebak 
God of many names, 
You who has endowed us with the inalienable rights of Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of 
Happiness, 
Let us remember this day that in this country there is no national religion, 
There is no superior race 
There is no preferable gender or orientation 
We gather holding a common value 
That the glory of this country rests first and foremost in its diversity. 
 
Out of many ideas, 
Out of many beliefs, 
Out of many views, 
Out of many voices, 
Out of many passions, 
Out of many experiences, 
We are one. 
Help us O God, to never forget 
that we need not be alike 
to live and love alike. 
We ask for forgiveness this day 
For our national and individual transgressions .. 
When we have chosen inaction or silence 
In the face of injustice. 
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And abuse of power 
And our failure to claim our own 
We ask for forgiveness for 
When we have not known our own neighbor, 
Fed our hungry, 
Or equipped our future generation with Knowledge and love. 
We ask for a blessing on this nation 
according to our own faith and forms 
And pledge our voice in support of moving closer and closer to freedom. 
These and the prayers of our hearts we pray now in the silence ... 
In the names of those who have come before 
And those who are yet to be, 
In the names of all of the helpers of humankind. 
Amen. 
 

6.14: God of all generations by Rev. Marta M. Flanagan 
     God of all generations, in all the power, mystery and design of this world, draw us near, 
inspire us to see anew the life before us. Make us like the child who sees so clearly and touches 
so deeply. From the source of our being, we yearn for new vision, new eyes to see the world, 
new ears to hear the cries of sorrow and of joy. Uplift us to the glories beheld in ourselves and 
in those around us. And yes, open our hearts to the pain we guard within ourselves and to the 
pain known by the hungry in body and in spirit. 
     In this moment of life, sustain us in the silence of our own thoughts and prayers... 
     Peace be to this congregation. Amen. 

 
6.15: In the stillness of this moment by Rev. Mark Morrison-Reed 

In the stillness of this moment, 
Before the release of the next breath, 
In the pause between heart beats, 
Let us sense Thy Presence 
And feel you moving among us 
Along the web of interdependence which lovingly but firmly 
Binds us to each other and to all that ever was or shall be. 
Amen 

 
7.0: Responsive Readings 
7.1: SLT #441 To Worship by Rev. Jacob Trapp 
7.2: SLT #503 Bless Adonai by Rami I. Shapiro 
7.3: SLT #515 We Lift Up Our Hearts in Thanks by Rev. Richard Fewkes 
7.4: SLT #517 I am the beauty of the green earth by Starhawk 
7.5: SLT #518 Grandfather, look at our brokenness by Ojibway Indians 
7.6: SLT #520 O Our Mother the Earth by Tewa Indians 
7.7: SLT #566 God is One by Ferenc David, adapted by Re. Richard Fewkes 
7.8: SLT #608 This Clay Jug by Kabir 
7.9: SLT #609 To Serve the People by Saadi 

 
8.0: Readings 
8.1: SLT #504 i thank you God for most this amazing day by ee cummings 
8.2: SLT # 524 Earth mother, star mother by Starhawk 
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8.3: SLT # 613 You could have buried treasure buried beneath your feet from Chandogya Upanishad 
8:4: When Life Is Messy by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert 

It is easy to pray when the sun shines 
And we are grateful for another glorious day of being. 
It is hard to pray when wind and rain and thunder 
Plague our every step and spoil our every plan. 
It is easy to be virtuous when life goes well 
And our existence is a journey from bliss to beauty and back. 
It is hard to be virtuous when life assaults us 
And our very being is a pilgrimage from bad to worse to worst. 
It is easy to be cheerful when health bursts in us 
So that we can feel the very pulse of life. 
It is hard to be happy when pain and fatigue beset us 
And we wonder if we can go on. 
It is easy to do good when our goodness is rewarded 
And we feel the power of pride in accomplishment. 
It is hard to do good when we suffer for our efforts 
And are troubled because we have been misunderstood. 
It is easy to feel religious impulses well up inside us 
When inspiration lives at our elbow and walks on our path. 
It is hard to feel religious when we are tired with work to be done 
And discouragement seems to mark our every move. 
O God of order and neatness, we give thanks for all that is good. 
We are grateful for manifold blessings bestowed upon us. 
O God of chaos and disorder, be with us also when life is messy. 
Bless our coming in and our going out from this day forth. 

 
8.5: Natural Theology by Rev. David O. Rankin 

Is there such a thing as God? 
I saw a sunrise at Jackson Hole. 
I fell in love many years ago. 
I caught a tear in my father’s eye. 
I watched a lily bloom. 
I saved a boy from drugs and death. 
I touched the hand of Martin Luther King, Jr. 
I feel the warmth of children. 
I laugh almost every day. 
I hold the hem of hope. 
The only God I can possibly know is the God of life—and life is endless. 

 
8.6: Coming to God: First days by Mary Oliver 

Lord, what shall I do that I 
can’t quiet myself? 
Here is the bread, and 
here is the cup, and 
I can’t quiet myself. 
 
To enter the language of transformation! 
To learn the importance of stillness, 
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    with one’s hands folded! 
 
When will my eyes of rejoicing turn peaceful? 
When will my joyful feet grow still? 
When will my heart stop its prancing 
    as over the summer grass? 
 
Lord, I would run for you, loving the miles for your sake. 
I would climb the highest tree 
to be that much closer. 
 
Lord, I will learn also to kneel down 
into the world of the invisible, 
    the inscrutable and the everlasting. 
Then I will move no more than the leaves of a tree 
    on a day of no wind, 
bathed in light, 
like the wanderer who has come home at last 
and kneels in peace, done with all unnecessary things; 
every motion; even words.  

 
8.7: Meeting the Messiah by Rev. Jeffrey B. Symynkywicz 

When we scale, at last, the walls  
which our hardened hearts have built, 
then we come face-to-face, finally, 
with the blessedness of one another.  
Then we see that these struggling fellow pilgrims  
with whom we share this space  
are no longer robbers, pirates, and thieves, 
but deepest friends, most intimate souls.  
To see this Creation with the eyes of God  
means seeing with the eyes of peace;  
it means finding ways to bind up the broken, 
even when the world says it can’t be done.  
To scale these walls of alienation and despair  
means living our lives in truth, with justice;  
neither denying the holy gifts of our hearts  
and souls, nor hoarding them like miser’s gold.  
It is the simplest call of all, in essence:  
To open ourselves to God, 
we first open ourselves to one another.  
Each day we live, in hope, the deepest possibilities  
of our dreams and of our visions in this life, 
we dwell as well in heaven.  
Then it is that we will turn and greet one another, 
knowing at long last the simple blessing  
of standing fully in the presence of another true messiah, 
face-to-face with one like us: a beaming, holy child of God. 
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8.8: A Knock at the Door by Ken Nye 
A knock at the door, late morning. 
The dog makes a racket, but the two stand their ground. 
They are on God’s business. 
I know before I open the door what 
they have to say—that God is the answer. 
I pull the door open, try to be pleasant, 
(but, please, don’t talk too long). 
Two women, earnest, polite, sincere. 
(There is a message simply in their manner.) 
They ask if I am worried about where 
the world is headed. 
I answer, yes, I am. 
They ask me if I read the Bible. 
I answer, no, I don’t. 
They ask if I believe in God. 
I answer, yes, I do. 
And then I become infused with 
the same spirit that brought them to my door. 
I say that I believe there is only one God, 
worshipped in many ways, 
called by many names. 
I say that the God they worship 
and the god I worship 
are they same God. 
They doubt that might be true. 
They say if I am worried about 
the future of the world, 
there are answers in the Bible. 
I say there are answers in the Koran, 
the Bagava Gita, the poems of Whitman. 
God, I say, is the god of all 
and the word of God, therefore, 
is found in many places. 
There is no language 
that God does not speak. 
They say people should turn to God 
to solve the problems of the world 
instead of turning to “man.” 
I say that God works through man, 
that the problems of the world 
can be solved only by “man,” BUT 
only if God wants them solved. 
They read me something from the Bible. 
Then it dawns on me: I am doing 
what they came to do; 
we are saying different things 
but the same things; 
God called them to my door, 
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just as God called me to speak 
instead of ushering them 
on their way. 
After the door is closed, I reflect: 
There are people in the world 
who bring their beliefs to other people’s doors 
with guns and machetes in their hands. 
These two gentle souls shared their hearts 
and listened to me. 
Wouldn’t the world be Eden itself 
if we 
Christians and Muslims, 
Jews and Pentecostals, 
Catholics and Orthodox, 
all went door to door from time to time 
and had conversations like this? 
“Blessed are the peace makers, 
for they shall inherit the Kingdom of God.” 
Oh, that we realize the door 
to God’s kingdom is the one upon which 
visitors knock. 

 
8.9: When God Created Mothers by Erma Bombeck 

     When the Good Lord was creating mothers, He was into His sixth day of “overtime” when 
the angel appeared and said. “You’re doing a lot of fiddling around on this one.”  
     And God said, “Have you read the specs on this order?” She has to be completely washable, 
but not plastic. Have 180 moveable parts...all replaceable. Run on black coffee and leftovers. 
Have a lap that disappears when she stands up. A kiss that can cure anything from a broken leg 
to a disappointed love affair. And six pairs of hands.”  
     The angel shook her head slowly and said. “Six pairs of hands.... no way.”  
     It’s not the hands that are causing me problems,” God remarked, “it’s the three pairs of eyes 
that mothers have to have.”  
     That’s on the standard model?” asked the angel. God nodded.  
     One pair that sees through closed doors when she asks, ‘What are you kids doing in there?’ 
when she already knows. Another here in the back of her head that sees what she shouldn’t but 
what she has to know, and of course the ones here in front that can look at a child when he 
goofs up and say. ‘I understand and I love you’ without so much as uttering a word.”  
     God,” said the angel touching his sleeve gently, “Get some rest tomorrow....”  
     I can’t,” said God, “I’m so close to creating something so close to myself. Already I have 
one who heals herself when she is sick...can feed a family of six on one pound of 
hamburger...and can get a nine year old to stand under a shower.”  
     The angel circled the model of a mother very slowly. “It’s too soft,” she sighed.  
     But tough!” said God excitedly. “You can imagine what this mother can do or endure.”  
     Can it think?”  
     Not only can it think, but it can reason and compromise,” said the Creator.  
     Finally, the angel bent over and ran her finger across the cheek.  
     There’s a leak,” she pronounced. “I told You that You were trying to put too much into this 
model.”  
     It’s not a leak,” said the Lord, “It’s a tear.”  
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     What’s it for?”  
     It’s for joy, sadness, disappointment, pain, loneliness, and pride.”  
     You are a genius, “ said the angel.  
    Somberly, God said, “I didn’t put it there.”  
 

8.10: an Excerpt from The Restless Heart: Finding Our Spiritual Home by Ronald Rolheiser  
     As the Hebrew scriptures develop, so, too, does this motif of the face of God. It begins, at a 
certain point, to refer not just to the veil of faith that separates us from God, but also to the fact 
that, as persons, we live our lives within a certain riddle, behind a veil that separates us partially 
from all that is real and keeps us lonely. Eventually, the Hebrew scriptures begin to express all 
the longings within the human heart with this plea: ‘Lord, show us your face!’ In effect, they 
are really saying, ‘Lord remove the riddle, the veil, the mirror of unreality, show us yourself 
and each other! Take our loneliness away.” . . .  
     “Jesus, in his most famous sermon ever, answers that question by saying, ‘Blessed are the 
pure of heart, for they shall see God.’ These words by Jesus must be understood with some 
background in mind. His Jewish listeners would have made the connection — that when we cut 
through the riddle of life, we pierce the mist of loneliness and encounter God and others face to 
face, to the extent that we attain purity of heart. The whole Christian life (that which has 
classically been called ‘the spiritual life’ and which today we generally call ‘spirituality’) is 
nothing other than this, an attempt to strip aside the veils and mirrors, riddles and walls, 
barriers and shadows, fears and fantasies, facades and mists, and selfishness and unreality that 
separate us from God and each other.  
 

8.11: Daily Miracles by Rabbi Rachel Barenblat 
     You bring my son’s footfalls to my door 
and shock me awake with his cold heels against my ribs.  
     You teach me to distinguish waking life from dreaming. 
You press the wooden floor against the soles of my feet.  
     You slip my eyeglasses into my questing hand 
and the world comes into focus again.  
   In the time before time You collected hydrogen and oxygen 
into molecules which stream now from my showerhead.  
     You enfold me in this bathtowel. 
You enliven me with coffee.  
     Every morning you remake me in your image 
and free me to push back against my fears.  
     You are the balance that holds up my spine, 
the light in my gritty, grateful eyes.  

 
8.12: The Atheist and the Bear, author unknown 

     An atheist was taking a walk through the woods, admiring all that the “accident of 
evolution” had created. “What majestic trees! What powerful rivers! What beautiful animals!” 
he said to himself.  
     As he was walking alongside the river he heard a rustling in the bushes behind him. He 
turned to look. He saw a 7-foot grizzly charge towards him. He ran as fast as he could up the 
path.  
     He looked over his shoulder and saw that the bear was closing in on him. He looked over his 
shoulder again, and the bear was even closer. His heart was pumping frantically and he tried to 
run even faster.  
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     He tripped and fell on the ground. He rolled over to pick himself up but saw the bear right 
on top of him, reaching for him with his left paw and raising his right paw to strike him.  
     At that instant the atheist cried out: “Oh my God!...”  
     Time stopped. The bear froze. The forest was silent.  
     As a bright light shone upon the man, a voice came out of the sky. “You deny my existence 
for all of these years, teach others I don’t exist, and even credit creation to a cosmic accident. 
Do you expect me to help you out of this predicament? Am I to count you as a believer?”  
     The atheist looked directly into the light, “It would be hypocritical of me to suddenly ask 
You to treat me as a Christian now, but perhaps could You make the BEAR a Christian?”  
     “Very well,” said the voice. The light went out. And the sounds of the forest resumed.  
    And then the bear dropped his right paw... brought both paws together and bowed his head 
and spoke: “Lord, for this food which I am about to receive, I am truly thankful.” 

 
8.13: from Bringing God Home: A Traveler’s Guide by Rev. Forrest Church 

     Universalism is an exacting gospel. Taken seriously, no theology is more challenging-
morally, spiritually, or intellectually: to love your enemy as yourself; to see your tears in 
another’s eyes; to respect and even embrace otherness, rather than merely to tolerate or, even 
worse, dismiss it. None of this comes naturally to us. We are weaned on the rational 
presumption that if two people disagree, only one can be right. This works better in 
mathematics than it does in theology; Universalism reminds us of that. Yet even to approximate 
the Universalist ideal remains devilishly difficult in actual practice. Given the natural human 
tendency toward division, Universalists run the constant temptation to backslide in their faith. 
One can lapse and become a bad or lazy Universalist as effortlessly as others become ice-cream 
social Presbyterians or nominal Catholics. 

 
8.14: from the Mathnawi (VI) by Rumi 

Love is reckless; not reason. 
Reason seeks a profit. 
Love comes on strong, 
consuming herself, unabashed. 
Yet, in the midst of suffering, 
Love proceeds like a millstone, 
hard surfaced and straightforward. 
Having died of self-interest, 
she risks everything and asks for nothing. 
Love gambles away every gift God bestows. 
Without cause [the Universe] God gave us Being; 
without cause, give it back again. 

 
8:15: A Tender Te Deum by Rev. Mark Bellitini 

     “St. Francis said to the almond tree: ‘Speak to me of God’ and the almond tree blossomed.” 
     You, O God, no longer seem to be around these parts. I take it you were destroyed at 
Hiroshima and Bergen Belsen along with all those creatures you once said were made in your 
image. Or maybe you died more recently: (when the hurricane hit the Gulf Coast; or during the 
earthquake in Haiti; or in a village in Somalia or Afghanistan.) 
     Your fragile, ancient form has certainly been crushed under the mighty hooves of the golden 
calf that marches down Madison Ave and Wall Street. 
      And I can’t help but notice that in bully pulpits everywhere in America you are being 
crucified daily, and with scant hope of resurrection at that. 
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     And I am sad to note that in the congresses, parliaments, dumas and councils throughout the 
world, men and women well acquainted with lies and elegant duplicities talk to you as if they 
know you, thus grinding you into a powdery fiction. 
     Nonetheless, O Ancient of Days, when I, as it were, speak to the almond tree, or the cherry 
or plum, speak to them by writing prayers about spring I can say aloud in church, look! They 
blossom wildly, profligately, and scent the air so strongly I grow faint. I wonder… is that 
blossoming, that writing, that praying, the body of your reincarnation, the pathway of your 
second coming? 
     Have you now abandoned temples and tabernacles, so that you could hide yourself in 
something so simple as a human sigh before snow white branches? Have you selflessly vacated 
gold-edged drooping scriptures so that you pour out of the eyes of a man crying in grief this 
week? 
     Have you become so clever, so subtle, so wise that the touch of soft spring raindrops on a 
certain man’s shoulders no longer felt like an annoyance this week but seemed instead a 
sacrament, a revelation, a blessing? Have you removed your bulky mask of reward and 
punishment so that there is room for you within my clumsy metaphors and cries? 
     Have you grown so humble that you no longer promise to save us, but only to companion us 
in blossom and embrace? 
     If so, welcome back. I missed you. 

 
8:16: excerpt from The Case For God by Karen Armstrong 

     We are talking far too much about God these days, and what we say is often facile. In our 
democratic society, we think that the concept of God should be easy and that religion ought to 
be readily accessible to anybody. “That book was really hard!” readers have told me 
reproachfully, shaking their heads in faint reproof. “Of course it was!” I want to reply. “It was 
about God.” But many find this puzzling. Surely everybody knows what God is: the Supreme 
Being, a divine Personality, who created the world and everything in it. They look perplexed if 
you point out that it is inaccurate to call God the Supreme Being because God is not a being at 
all, and that we really don’t understand what we mean when we say that he is “good,” “wise,” 
or “intelligent.” People of faith admit in theory that God is utterly transcendent, but they seem 
sometimes to assume that they know exactly who “he” is and what he thinks, loves, and 
expects. We tend to tame and domesticate God’s “otherness.” We regularly ask God to bless 
our nation, save our queen, cure our sickness, or give us a fine day for the picnic. We remind 
God that he has created the world and that we are miserable sinners, as though this may have 
slipped his mind. Politicians quote God to justify their policies, teachers use him to keep order 
in the classroom, and terrorists commit atrocities in his name. We beg God to support “our” 
side in an election or a war, even though our opponents are, presumably, also God’s children 
and the object of his love and care. 
     There is also a tendency to assume that, even though we now live in a totally transformed 
world and have an entirely different worldview, people have always thought about God in 
exactly the same way as we do today. But despite our scientific and technological brilliance, 
our religious thinking is sometimes remarkably undeveloped, even primitive. In some ways the 
modern God resembles the High God of remote antiquity, a theology that was unanimously 
either jettisoned or radically reinterpreted because it was found to be inept. Many people in the 
premodern world went out of their way to show that it was very difficult indeed to speak about 
God. 
     Theology is, of course, a very wordy discipline. People have written reams and talked 
unstoppably about God. But some of the greatest Jewish, Christian, and Muslim theologians 
made it clear that while it was important to put our ideas about the divine into words, these 
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doctrines were man- made, and therefore were bound to be inadequate. They devised spiritual 
exercises that deliberately subverted normal patterns of thought and speech to help the faithful 
understand that the words we use to describe mundane things were simply not suitable for God. 
“He” was not good, divine, powerful, or intelligent in any way that we could understand. We 
could not even say that God “existed,” because our concept of existence was too limited. Some 
of the sages preferred to say that God was “Nothing” because God was not another being. You 
certainly could not read your scriptures literally, as if they referred to divine facts. To these 
theologians some of our modern ideas about God would have seemed idolatrous. 
      Even though so many people are antagonistic to faith, the world is currently experiencing a 
religious revival. Contrary to the confident secularist predictions of the mid- twentieth century, 
religion is not going to disappear. But if it succumbs to the violent and intolerant strain that has 
always been inherent not only in the monotheisms but also in the modern scientific ethos, the 
new religiosity will be “unskillful.” We are seeing a great deal of strident dogmatism today, 
religious and secular, but there is also a growing appreciation of the value of unknowing. We 
can never re- create the past, but we can learn from its mistakes and insights. There is a long 
religious tradition that stressed the importance of recognizing the limits of our knowledge, of 
silence, reticence, and awe. That is what I hope to explore in this book. One of the conditions of 
enlightenment has always been a willingness to let go of what we thought we knew in order to 
appreciate truths we had never dreamed of. We may have to unlearn a great deal about religion 
before we can move on to new insight. It is not easy to talk about what we call “God,” and the 
religious quest often begins with the deliberate dissolution of ordinary thought patterns. This 
may be what some of our earliest ancestors were trying to create in their extraordinary 
underground temples. 
 

8:17: from the Bhagavad-Gita 
I am the Self that dwells in the heart of every mortal creature; 
I am the beginning, the life span, and the end of all. 
I am the radiant sun among the light-givers: 
I am the mind: 
I am consciousness in the living. 
I am death that snatches all; 
I also am the source of all that shall be born. 
I am time without end: 
I am the sustainer: my face is everywhere. 
I am the beginning, the middle and the end in creation: 
I am the knowledge of things spiritual. 
I am glory, prosperity, beautiful speech, memory, intelligence, steadfastness, and forgiveness. 
I am the divine seed of all lives. 
In this world, nothing animate or inanimate exists without me. 
I am the strength of the strong; 
I am the purity of the good. 
I am the knowledge of the knower. 
There is no limit to my divine manifestations. 
Whatever in this world is powerful, beautiful, or glorious, that you may know to have come 
forth from a fraction of my power and glory. 

 
8:18: My God’s Better Than Your God by Tina Louise 

My god’s better than your god, 
My special book tells me so, 
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It tells me how to think, who to love, 
And how my life should go. 
My god’s better than your god, 
He waits only for me, 
Your name’s not on his list, 
You are my enemy. 
My god’s better than your god, 
His book is filled with truth, 
Your book’s all wrong you see, 
I have all the proof. 
My god’s better than your god, 
His ways are just and right, 
His laws are like a roadmap, 
That guide me to the light. 
My god’s better than your god, 
Yours is weird and wrong, 
I have never heard of him, 
And he’s been around too long. 
My god’s better than your god, 
He’s all shiny and real, 
Your god belongs in hell, 
He’s not the real deal. 
My god’s better than your god, 
Cause he’s without sin, 
You’re a heathen non-believer, Not good enough for him. 
My god’s better than your god, 
Yours has a silly name, 
And your book is stupid, 
Really dumb and lame. 
I will go to heaven, 
Cause I’m better than you, 
I can do anything, 
I’m amongst the chosen few... 
...Cause my god’s better than your god, 
You have to say its true, 
Cause if you don’t, 
My god will come,  
And make you suffer till you do. 

 
8:19: To be human is to be aware of our separation by Rev. Roger Fritts 

     To be human is to be aware of our separation. We want to love and to be loved by our 
friends, our parents, our children; but often we feel alone, not knowing the right things to do or 
the right words to say. We want to live in harmony with the land, the water, the air, the plants, 
and the animals; but often we feel like clumsy blunderers, estranged from the natural world 
around us.  
      The confession of our separation is an act of humility; a willingness to admit that we are not 
as wise or as confident as we appear to be; that inside we sometimes feel lonely and confused. 
The act of confession is the first step in moving into a relationship.  
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     To feel the presence of God we first stand at a distance, feeling our separation; then we turn 
and move into relationship, opening our hearts to other people, to the earth, to sounds of music. 
In turning we feel a mutual contact, the reciprocal meeting of the fullness of life between one 
active existence and another; we call this experience grace. In this experience of grace we 
rediscover God.  
     In the face of a child, in the hug of a friend, in the sounds of a choir, in the flowers of spring, 
the spirit of grace enters our bodies and renews our souls. Amen. 

 
8.20: Act as if God were there by Rev. Terry Sweetser 

     I was seven years old when I had my first encounter with theology. My mother made a batch 
of fudge, placed it in the refrigerator and decreed it could not be sampled until after supper. I 
was not pleased. I contrived every scheme I could imagine to sneak some, but someone always 
seemed to be lurking around the kitchen. 
     At about four o’clock, I got what seemed like an unbelievable break. My mother and sister 
had to go to the store, leaving me alone for a little while. Mother must have been reading my 
mind because she gave me a warning on her way out. ‘Just because I’m not here,’ she said, 
‘don’t you think you are alone with the fudge. God is watching you.’ 
     The word theology means god-study. As they drove off, I was studying hard. It did not take 
me long to conclude that I was a seven year old atheist. Boy, did that fudge taste good. 
Unfortunately for me mother had counted the pieces, and the recount on her return showed a 
deficit of three. When asked how I could brazenly have taken the fudge in front of God, I said, 
‘I don’t believe in God.’ My ever practical mother responded, while administering my first 
spanking: ‘It would be in your best interest to act as if God were there.’ 

 
8.21: I Do Not Have a Personal Relationship with God by Patrick Murfin 

I do not have a Personal Relationship with God. 
    I’ve lost his phone number; 
    he never answers his mail. 
 
We did not, as young men, 
    hang out on Wednesday nights, 
    cigarettes dripping from our lips, 
    at pool halls. 
 
He is not there like an old neighbor 
    to fix my broken lawn mower 
    and hand me a soda 
    on a blazing hot day. 
 
When I rip my shin on a jutting shelf 
    and cry out his name, 
    he does not rush to me 
    with Band-Aids and peroxide. 
 
He does not, at times of vexation, 
    when my world lies shattered, 
    my relationships ruptured, 
    my children insolent, 
    my finances hopeless, 
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    come with soothing counsel to my side. 
 
He does not take my requests 
    like a long-distance dedication 
    on America’s Top Forty, 
    or deliver within five business days 
    or my money back 
    on my catalogue order— 
        my business is not important to him. 
 
I do not have a Personal Relationship with God. 
 
But in quiet moments— 
    in the familiar whistle 
    of a red-winged blackbird on a cattail, 
    or in spider webs glinting with dew 
    in the grass of a clear sunrise, 
    or the passing attention of an old cat— 
        He/She/It/Whatever does not 
        speak 
            or do 
                or answer 
        but admits me to fleeting union 
        with the Greater. 

 
8:22: Laughing With by Regina Spektor (lyrics to her song) 

No one laughs at God in a hospital 
No one laughs at God in a war 
No one's laughing at God 
When they're starving or freezing or so very poor 

No one laughs at God 
When the doctor calls after some routine tests 
No one's laughing at God 
When it's gotten real late and their kid's not back from the party yet 

No one laughs at God 
When their airplane starts to uncontrollably shake 
No one's laughing at God 
When they see the one they love hand in hand with someone else 
And they hope that they're mistaken 

No one laughs at God 
When the cops knock on their door 
And they say we got some bad news, sir 
No one's laughing at God 
When there's a famine or fire or flood 
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But God could be funny 
At a cocktail party when listening to a good God themed joke or 
Or when the crazies say He hates us 
And they get so red in the head you think they're 'bout to choke 

God could be funny 
When told he'll give you money if you just pray the right way 
And when presented like a genie who does magic like Houdini 
Or grants wishes like Jiminy Cricket and Santa Claus 
God can be so hilarious 

No one laughs at God in a hospital 
No one laughs at God in a war 
No one's laughing at God 
When they've lost all they've got and they don't know what for 

No one laughs at God 
On the day they realize that the last sight they'll ever see 
Is a pair of hateful eyes 
No one's laughing at God 
When they're saying their goodbyes 

But God could be funny 
At a cocktail party when listening to a good God themed joke or 
Or when the crazies say He hates us 
And they get so red in the head you think they're 'bout to choke 

God could be funny 
When told he'll give you money if you just pray the right way 
And when presented like a genie who does magic like Houdini 
Or grants wishes like Jiminy Cricket and Santa Claus 
God can be so hilarious 

No one laughs at God in a hospital 
No one laughs at God in a war 
No one laughs at God in a hospital 
No one laughs at God in a war 

No one laughing at God in a hospital 
No one's laughing at God in a war 
No one's laughing at God 
When they're starving or freezing or so very poor 

No one's laughing at God 
No one's laughing at God 
No one's laughing at God 
We're all laughing with God 
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8.23: Self Portrait by David Whyte 
“It doesn't interest me if there is one God 
or many gods. 
I want to know if you belong or feel 
abandoned. 
If you know despair or can see it in others. 
I want to know 
if you are prepared to live in the world 
with its harsh need  
to change you. If you can look back 
with firm eyes 
saying this is where I stand. I want to know 
if you know 
how to melt into that fierce heat of living 
falling toward 
the center of your longing. I want to know 
if you are willing 
to live, day by day, with the consequence of love 
and the bitter 
unwanted passion of your sure defeat. 
 
I have been told, in that fierce embrace, even the  
gods speak of God.” 

 
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice 
9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones 

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. 

 
10.0: Closing Words 
10:1: To pass the peace by Rev. Clarke Dewey Wells 

To pass the peace is a revolutionary act. It means to trust the outsider we fear, to wish well 
those who have hurt us; and to forgive at last ourselves. To offer the blessing to those around 
you is to love your neighbor and yourself and to be at peace with God. Pax vobiscum. Peace. 
Peace. 

 
10:2: The Lord bless you and keep you by Rev. Charles C. Forman 

The Lord bless you and keep you; the Lord keep all those whom you love, whether here or in 
some other place. May God be your companion and you be God’s friend, as you walk together 
through all the days of your life; and at the journey’s end, may you find the welcome of God’s 
love. It keeps us all. Amen.  

 
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts 
11.1: Naming the Unnameable by Rev. Anne Felton Hines (Excerpt, see full text at 
http://www.emersonuuc.org/worship/sermons/08_02_03.htm) 

     At the end of our seven Unitarian Universalist Principles, there is a section referred to as our 
Sources. These are the “roots” that inform and enrich our UU Faith. The very first of these 
roots is, “Direct experience of that transcending mystery and wonder, affirmed in all cultures, 
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which moves us to a renewal of the spirit and an openness to the forces that create and uphold 
life.”  
     But just what is this “transcending mystery” we are to experience? What name do we give 
it? How are we to recognize it? 
     Many – probably most – of us were raised with only one name for this elusive mystery – 
that which is larger than our mere selves; and that name was God. And if we were Jewish, we 
may have been taught that we could not even utter the word. 
     I suspect that most of us were raised with only one image of that God as well, and that was 
an old white man with a long white beard – at times loving, but also judgmental, angry, and 
even cruel at times. (I often remark that God has a passive – aggressive sense of humor!)  For 
some, this God was unpredictable, never consistent with his love or his anger. It was a bit like 
living with an alcoholic parent, only there was no way to have a “family intervention” with this 
parent; he was too omnipotent. 
     These conflicting images of God came alive in the stories of the Bible, particularly in the 
Jewish Scriptures. There was Job’s God in the guise of a great whirlwind, with an angry and 
booming voice. “Where were you when I created the heavens and earth?” he responds to Job’s 
complaints of unfair misery. “Have you ever given orders to the morning? Or visited the 
storehouse for the snow?!” God goes on like this at some length, listening in detail all the 
wonders He has created, and reminding poor Job that he doesn’t stand a chance in the presence 
of such power. 
     Conversely there is the God of Elijah, who is not found in the “great and mighty wind,” or 
the earthquake, or fire; but rather, in the “still, small voice” within. 
     And of course the God of Moses, who appears as a burning bush that doesn’t really burn. 
It’s neither frightening nor comforting, but does get Moses’ attention! 
     Our …hymnbook [Singing the Living Tradition] is strewn with a variety of names for this 
“transcending mystery;” I counted over eighty in just the hymns alone – names like “Immortal 
Love;” “Soul’s shelter;” “Power of my power;” “Weaver of our lives’ design;” “Maker of 
rainbows;” “spinner of chaos;” “midwife of changes;” straight-talking lover;” “the Great 
Musician;” “Calm soul of all things;” “Fount of every blessing;” “Author of Creation;” “Help 
of the helpless;” “Fount of Justice;” “Brooding sadness;” “Carpenter of new creation;” 
“Creative Love;” “Rolling cloud of night beyond all naming.” And yet, we still yearn to name 
it. 
     Perhaps every religion, has struggled to imagine the Eternal – the Mystery that cannot be 
fully comprehended, and cannot be adequately named. … 
     [O]ne of my favorite images of the Divine comes from my colleague Carolyn Colbert, who 
points out that one manifestation of divinity in the ancient Celtic tradition was the “Great 
Fool.” Salvation was obtained not through reason, but by what Colbert called “a sort of divine 
madness, inspiration, folly even.” … 
     I, like many of you, was raised with the images of God from the Bible – the punitive Creator 
of Adam and Eve, the all-powerful and capricious Yahweh of Job, and the tender Father of 
Jesus. 
     But over the years I found those images too limiting, and began searching for others that 
would speak to me in a language I could hear. 
     During my first year of Seminary, I took a class in which we were asked to draw a picture of 
God. After pondering for a while, I finally drew a circle of people – stick figures, to be more 
honest; the circle of humanity would be my God. 
     A couple of years later, when again asked to draw a picture of God, I drew a tree – and that 
has remained the image I most closely relate to the Eternal. It feels strong to me, and at the 



 30 

same time sheltering; both male and female, grounded in the earth, and reaching upward to the 
stars. When I die, it is beneath a tree that I hope to be buried. 
     But even that image alone is too limiting. And so I turn to the poets: 
     Our namesake, Ralph Waldo Emerson, both a Unitarian and Transcendentalist – spoke of 
what he called the Oversoul: “Let us learn the revelation of all nature and thought; that the 
Highest dwells within us, that the sources of nature are in our own minds.” 
     “As there is no screen or ceiling between our heads and the infinite heavens, so there is no 
bar or wall in the soul where we, the effect, cease, and God, the cause begins.” 
     “Within us is the soul of the whole, the wise silence, the universal beauty, to which every 
part and particle is equally related; the eternal One.” 
     “When it breathes through our will, it is virtue; when it flows through our affections, it is 
love.” 
     From Denise Levertov: “Intricate and untraceable weaving and interweaving, dark strand 
with light: / Designed, - Beyond all spiderly contrivance, / To link, not to entrap: / Elation, 
grief, joy, contrition, entwined; / Shaking, changing, forever forming, transforming: /  
All praise, all praise to the great web.” 
     Nikos Kazantzakis wrote this: “I said to the almond tree: ‘Sister, speak to me of God.’ And 
the almond tree blossomed.” 
     My friend and colleague, Barbara Pescan, writes: “I say God and mean everything that is not 
me, that I do not control (and that is much). I say God’s voice and mean speech in its broadest 
and most inclusive sense – flowers, trees, weather of all kinds, loss, dust motes in thin winter 
sun, cat’s tongue on my eyelid, grief, a hand on my elbow, freesia, sudden joy, the radiating 
warmth and smell of a baby’s head – any voice that gets all the way in to me and says: ‘Stop. 
What you thought was all, is not all there is. Look here also (wiggling its fingers). And here. 
Here, too. Look! You are alive to this, now.’” … 
     There is a universal human need, it seems, to find some image, some name, for that which is 
eternal, is holy and whole, so profoundly large and yet so still and small. We need a name to 
cry out to in our deepest despair; a voice to listen for in our moments of doubt; a presence to 
thank when overcome with joy. What is that for you? What would you draw if asked to create 
an image of God, of the Eternal? What poem would you write? 
 

11.2: Wrestling with God by Rev. James Ishmael Ford 
(Excerpt, see full text at http://www.firstunitarianprov.org/sermons/090531.shtml) 

     So Jacob was left alone, and a man wrestled with him till daybreak. When the man saw that 
he could not overpower him, he touched the socket of Jacob’s hip so that his hip was wrenched 
as he wrestled with the man. Then the man said, “Let me go, for it is daybreak.” But Jacob 
replied, “I will not let you go unless you bless me.” The man asked him, “What is your name?” 
“Jacob,” he answered. Then the man said, “Your name will no longer be Jacob, but Israel, 
because you have struggled with God and with men and have overcome.” Jacob said, “Please 
tell me your name.” But he replied, “Why do you ask my name?” Then he blessed him there. 
So Jacob called the place Peniel, saying, “It is because I saw God face to face, and yet my life 
was spared.” The sun rose above him as he passed Peniel, and he was limping because of his 
hip. (Genesis 32:24-31) 
     Leonard Cohen sings to us this ancient calling. “Ring the bells that still can ring/Forget your 
perfect offering/There is a crack in everything/That’s how the light gets in.” If we really want 
to be of service, if we hope to answer that call of being of use in this world, we need to know 
our own hurt and longing. This is no easy task. Sometimes the best way of entering this great 
matter of the human heart is through the wisdom stories of our ancestors. 
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     It is within this context I find my mind turning to that strange biblical story from Genesis, 
which I’ve taken as today’s text. Jacob is a singularly unpleasant figure. He betrays his brother 
repeatedly, stealing both blessing and inheritance. One would be forgiven for assuming he 
would and certainly in a completely just universe, come to a bad end. But something else 
happens. And that’s grace. 
     And this story in Genesis describes how this happens. Jacob is visited in the night. Actually 
attacked. Not only is the gift not earned; sometimes it is forced upon us. In this dream story 
Jacob fights throughout the long dark with some mysterious being. A few clever folk have 
suggested it was his brother, more that it was an angel. The text, however, only say it was a 
man. In the match Jacob is grievously hurt. Still, he continues and then as the dawn breaks the 
being tries to leave. But Jacob holds on, demanding a blessing as the price for ending the 
struggle. And so the being blesses him by giving Jacob a new name, Israel, “one who struggles 
with God.” Or, also, I’ve heard it put “one with whom God struggles.” 
     As best I can tell, this way of presence has at least three facets: witnessing, naming and 
action. I am positive if God created us out of the dust in the divine image that means we are 
here to provide the eyes and the ears and, very much, the hands of the holy in this world. Even 
if there is no God, we have that very same obligation as the creatures of this earth who can see 
how truly we are all bound up together within the strands of a living web, who know we and 
the whole world are relations, are family. At the moment we notice that we are both precious 
individuals and completely bound up with each other, our actions take on meaning and purpose. 
And this leads to the wrestling match of our lives. 
      Our place in this world is first a place of witness. I believe this, with all my heart. Out of 
that presence we are, second, called to the work of naming. We need to name the hurt. We need 
to name the longing. We need to name the things of the world birthing and living and hurting 
and dying. We need, as well, to name the joy of it all, that peace beyond words at the heart of it 
all. This brings on the third aspect of presence. From witnessing and naming we can throw 
ourselves into the struggle, the struggle to become better people, better friends, lovers, actors in 
this world. Here that divine part takes shape as we find ourselves acting for something larger 
and more beautiful. Here we find who it is we serve. It becomes a struggle to make the world 
something better. It is a divine dream we find ourselves called to manifest. 
     We discover we are Jacob…. we are the sons and daughters of God. Nothing less. Nothing 
less. 

 
11.3: Likeness to God by Rev. Ann Fox (Excerpt, full text at 
http://www.uufairhaven.org/2006/Ser2006Nov26.htm) 

     When people ask me what Unitarian Universalists believe about God, I explain some of the 
diverse beliefs in the congregation: that some people believe in God, some people don’t, and 
many if not most have surprising descriptions of God, including the divine in the natural world, 
the divine in all of life and perhaps beyond, and God in the creative process of the universe, and 
many other descriptions. Usually, their eyes open wide and they say something like, “Oh, how 
difficult it must be to preach to such a diverse group!” I smile! But I think, “On the contrary, 
such diversity offers rich opportunities.”  
     However, when I delve into the beginnings of our Unitarian history in America in the early 
1800’s, the freedom to express such diversity was only just beginning, thanks to our “founding 
father,” the Reverend William Ellery Channing. He was the first to encourage us publicly in 
1828 to think of ourselves not as depraved creatures, doomed by the original sin of Adam, but 
as having a spark of divinity; as having the capacity to be like God. It was an outrageous idea to 
orthodox clergy of Channing’s day to say that human beings were like God and just as 
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outrageous to say that human beings have the capacity for goodness. What is more, Channing 
was saying this on the occasion of the ordination of a young minister.  
     Many of the traditions that we still have today evolved out of the early Pilgrim and Puritan 
churches. One was that each congregation calls its own minister. And each congregation has a 
service of ordination (if the minister is not already ordained) and installation of that minister. 
Part of the service is the ordination (or installation) sermon, usually delivered by a clergy 
person who was highly influential in the formation of the minister. The sermon was often a 
“break-through” sermon of new ideas that then was printed in a newspaper or as a pamphlet. 
Sermons were often 2-1/2 hours long. … 
     Channing’s sermon topic, “Likeness to God,” was no doubt chosen to arrest the intellect and 
imagination and to alert orthodox clergy that a theological challenge was afoot. He would also 
be rebutting arguments they had set forth and he was furthering Unitarian thought of the day 
and building on his view of human development. (p. 33, Robinson) Clergy were the amateur 
psychologists of the eighteenth century.  
     In this breakthrough sermon, “Likeness to God,” Channing counseled that the young 
minister being installed, and all liberal ministers, should preach the message of human 
goodness and human likeness to God. Channing wanted humankind to recognize their own 
potential so that in so doing they could manifest their natural goodness and moral behavior in 
the world. There was support in scripture for his thinking. In my own mind, I think of the 
words of the prophet Ezekiel who said: “A new heart I will give you, and a new spirit I will put 
within you; …and cause you to walk in my statutes and be careful to observe my ordinances.” 
[Ez 36:26-27] Could it be that this was the ancient prophet’s expression of the divine within? In 
the New Testament Jesus said, “The kingdom of God is within you.” [Luke 17:21] The biblical 
text that Channing used for the sermon reference was from the letter of St. Paul to the Ephesian 
people [Ephesians 5:1] “Be ye therefore followers of God, as dear children.” In response, 
Channing said, “…true religion consists in proposing, as our great end, a growing likeness to 
the Supreme Being. Its noblest influence consists in making us more and more partakers of the 
Divinity…Religious instruction should aim chiefly to turn men’s aspirations and efforts to that 
perfection of the soul.” (p. 1 of “Likeness to God”) 
     He would later go on to challenge and urge his parishioners to address the immoral support 
of slavery. This got him into hot waters with the wealthier members of his church for many of 
them had interests in the cotton plantations. And this is another thing that continues today—i.e., 
the minister offers a social justice position that some don’t agree with, so we agree to disagree; 
but the minister had freedom of the pulpit, which is another tradition maintained in our 
churches today. … 
     Please consider the word “God” in your own way; perhaps you can think of it as the highest 
ideal or principle that you hold about the universe and your relation to it. Just “reframe” the 
average concept of God into your own way of thinking. What do you think about your own 
likeness to God? Is there some merit to the concept of “likeness to God” in your mind? Is there 
something valid in your mind about Channing’s idea that human beings develop by recognizing 
their own divinity? The Transcendentalists like Emerson, Thoreau, and Margaret Fuller liked 
Channing’s claim that there is divinity in all things and his references to art, science, literature, 
and poetry, truth and beauty as part of divinity.  
     This idea that people are like God is entirely a Western and liberal religionist one. Jews and 
Muslims wouldn’t even entertain such an idea; they may even think it ridiculous, even 
insulting and perhaps arrogant because for them God is a mystery. To the Eastern religions also, 
the idea would be strange. They wouldn’t presume to know what God is like but they might 
inquire anyway.  
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     New age Hindu mystic and guru, Dr. Deepak Chopra, describes seven stages of perceiving 
God. The first is the vengeful, judgmental, sometimes merciful God. The seventh and last stage 
is the God of “Pure Being,” the “I AM.” … 
     I find it compelling that most of the people I know are most at home in the world when 
kindness is part of our exchange with one another and the love of social justice for all is a 
motivating force within us. Is this orientation to kindness and motivating force “God”? If so, 
then Channing’s “Likeness to God” makes sense. And it certainly could do some great good in 
the world if more people latched onto the goodness and moral sense within them and then acted 
upon it. Whether or not we believe that we have a “likeness to God,” may we still cultivate, 
love, kindness, and moral goodness and manifest in our lives. 

 
11.4: Dragged Kicking and Screaming into Heaven by Rev. Mark D. Morrison-Reed (Excerpt, a 
variation of the full text is at http://www.questformeaning.org/quest-article/dragged-kicking-and-
screaming-into-heaven/)  

     The Apostle Paul experienced his conversion on the road to Damascus, mine came after 
arriving late in Buffalo, N.Y. 
     Conversion: a definitive, sometimes overpowering, moment that brings you to embrace a 
religious faith. What does ‘conversion’ bring to your mind? Does it seem as out of place in a 
Unitarian Universalism environment as an altar call? Have you ever heard a Unitarian 
Universalist speak of having had a conversion experience? Have you had such an experience? 
A moment which divides one’s life into before and after; a moment in which there is a spiritual 
transformation; a shift in one’s inner reality that changes the way one views the world. Such a 
moment once seized me and I was transformed from a Unitarian into a Universalist. 
     It happened in the fall of 1980 at the annual meeting of New York State Convention of 
Universalists. [My wife] Donna and I arrived late, slid into a pew and turned our attention to 
the Rev. Gordon McKeeman who had already begun to deliver the keynote address: “The 
Persistence of Universalism.” 
    It was the beginning of our second year of ministry. Donna and I were co-ministers of the 
First Universalist Church of Rochester, but we didn’t know very much about Universalism 
except what we were learning via osmosis. Of course, I’d studied the basics in theological 
school – how the early church father Origen argued for universal salvation; how John Murray 
founded the first meeting house in 1790, and why some, the Ultra-Universalist were called the 
“death and glory” school. However, since I had been raised Unitarian in Chicago, the Unitarian 
ethos rather than Universalism is what had been bred into me. Or so I thought. 
     I sat admiring the stained-glass and carved beams, half-looking, half-listening until 
McKeeman said “… Universalism came to be called ‘The Gospel of God’s Success,’ the gospel 
of the larger hope. Picturesquely spoken, the image was that of the last, unrepentant sinner 
being dragged screaming and kicking into heaven, unable… to resist the power and love of the 
Almighty.” [The Universalist Heritage, Keynote Addresses on Universalist History, Ethics and 
Theology 1976-1991 p. 49] What a graphic, prosaic picture - the last sinner being dragged, by 
his collar I imagined, into heaven. What kind of a God was this? 
     Suddenly what I had learned in seminary and was imbibing from our congregation came 
together and I got it: This was a religion of radical and overpowering love. Universal Salvation 
insists that no matter what we do, God so loves us that she will not and cannot consign even a 
single human individual to eternal damnation. Universal salvation – the reality that we share a 
common destiny – is the inescapable consequence of Universal love. 
     Some of you must be wondering, ‘What is this guy talking about?’ Why use the language of 
love to describe this? How else to describe that which created, under girds and sustains us? 
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How else are we to speak of the idealized parent behind every parent – the archetypal Mother 
and Father of us all? 
     Many contemporary Unitarian Universalists dismiss this. After all, most of us don’t believe 
in a personal God much less in God’s love. At most we will cede that the Divine, being 
synonymous with the natural order, works in and through us. But ours is not a God who talks to 
you when you are in doubt, rejoices with you when times are good, or carries you through life’s 
trials. Our God is more abstract and less personal, more a symbol and less a felt presence, more 
in our heads and less in our hearts, an idea we argue about rather than an intuition we rely 
upon. In our understanding, caring is not something that flows from God. As former Unitarian 
Universalist president Gene Pickett said “[our Purposes and Principles] describe a process for 
approaching the religious depths but they testify to no intimate acquaintance with the depths 
themselves.” 
     Nonetheless a smug elitism bolsters an attitude among too many Unitarian Universalists 
who look down on those who believe in God. These “sophisticated cynics” [Forrest Church] 
portray God as an all-powerful, all-knowing, bearded, white man enthroned in Heaven and 
then, of course, dismiss him as make-believe. But I have grown weary of those who scorn God. 
     What is God? What is God really? God is the un-begun and unknowable, the unfathomable 
and ineffable that is as close as the next heartbeat, as ordinary as a mote of dust and as precious 
as a newborn. God is the transcendent mystery at the core of all things. God is the mask we 
place upon the infinite and the garb we drape over the sacred so that we might enter into 
relationship with it. For we, of all the manifestations of the eternally unfolding creation, are 
blest to awaken to and knowingly witness and savor a miracle - life. … 
     One of Elie Wiesel's stories ends: “God created man because He loves stories.” This is to 
say God is relational. We say it this way because we find it more believable when we invert 
reality. God did not make us in Her image. We made Her in ours. Why? So that we can identify 
with and relate to Her, we can address and be spoken to, can love and be loved by. That is the 
way we are built. God, which is how we speak of experiencing the mystery behind all things, 
must be relational because we are relational. The bond we feel to another human being, which 
is what we learn in our mother’s arms, is the prototype for all our relationships. To the degree 
that we let the intellectual tyrannize our faith we fail to address this human need for intimate 
connection. 
     I pray. I pray to the God who dwells within, among and beyond us. I pray to God for the 
same reason I write in my diary, talk to a friend or spend a quiet moment in reflection because 
what I know of God I find in communion with myself, with those I love and with the world in 
which I move and breathe and have my being. I talk with God because I need to relate to the 
world that is within and beyond me. I want to experience its realness and dearness; and 
Unitarian Universalist abstractions of God simply don't meet my emotional needs or take me to 
that sacred place. 
     Even being as analytic as I am at this very moment is to step away from the immediate 
experience of that divine mystery rather than into it. But a God who drags the last unrepentant 
sinner kicking and screaming – no, actually profanely cursing and resisting – into heaven we 
can envision, we can admire, we can have confidence in, we can have feelings about, we can 
even laugh at. It is a personification of the Most Holy rooted in a powerful, sometimes 
overwhelming, feeling, an experience that transcends description, a yearning that defies 
analysis. What a relief to feel that ultimately there is nothing I can do to alienate myself from 
God’s loving embrace – the almighty but tender arms of the creative force that upholds and 
sustains all life. 
     The great insight of Universalism is that you cannot coerce people into loving one another. 
The commandments are not threats. If they are not fulfilled God will not withdraw His love. No 
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one has ever or will ever draw true love out of another with punishment. God’s love is given to 
all and is a more a positive force for good than fear ever will be. Behind this is a simple truth: 
in being loved we learn to love. Those who are loved will in turn love others. Those who feel 
God’s infinite love within themselves will in turn feel so good about themselves, so connected 
to life and so full of compassion that they will not be able to help but to spread that love for 
they will overflow with it. … 
     What we yearn for is unconditional love but it is contradicted by our experience. Instead, the 
principle message each of us received over and over again was this: behave and be loved, 
behave and be loved. The implication is: those who are good and compliant are loved, all others 
not. Universalism calls this “partialism.” In other words, people have taken their own 
experience of conditional, judgmental, imperfect human love and ascribed it to God. 
     …Theism offers religious liberals a language to carry into the world. It is a useful language 
because it is the vernacular of ordinary people, 96% of the American people. [Pew Research 
Center] Say, “God is Love and God loves you and every member of the human family” and 
people will at least have an inkling of what we mean. The world needs to hear about this faith 
that soothes wounded hearts and shapes attitudes that embody the Spirit of Love rather than 
that of wrath.  
    “… beneath all our diversity and behind all our differences there is a unity which makes us 
one and binds us forever together in spite of time and death and the space between the stars. ” 
[David Bumbaugh] It was to the unrelenting tug of this reality, which I know as God, that I 
gladly submitted that long ago day. 

 
11.5: God The Unspeakable Name by Rev. Ellen Cooper-Davis (Excerpt, full text at 
http://ruuminations.wordpress.com/sermons/god-the-unspeakable-name/) 

     Imagine you are Moses. You are wandering about in the desert. This is not a metaphor for 
some sort of mid-life crisis. This is where you live. It is your job, on this particular day, to be 
wandering around the desert, watching over the flock of sheep that belongs to your father-in-
law. Now, it is generally understood that shepherds are fairly quiet people, not prone to much 
in the way of excitement or fame or fortune. Perhaps Moses enjoyed this quiet, domestic 
lifestyle; perhaps he resented it the way one sometimes does one’s in-laws. Either way…it was 
about to change in a big way. 
     While wandering around after the sheep, Moses noticed something decidedly odd. In a far 
corner of the desert, he comes to the foot of a mountain called Horeb (or, The Mountain of 
God—how’s that for foreshadowing?). There, a bush is on fire. Well, anyway, to Moses it looks 
like it’s on fire…only the flames don’t consume any of the bush. This is definitely weird, 
Moses decides, and goes for a closer look. 
     As he gets closer, a voice comes from out of the bush. Moses! Moses! “Here I am,” Moses 
replies. I mean, what would you do? 
     At this point, things really start to get dicey for Moses. He is told not to come any closer, 
and to remove his shoes, for he is on holy ground. And the flames introduce themselves. “I am 
the God of your father, the God of Abraham, the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob.” 
    Uh-oh. 
     Now, Moses might be a simple shepherd, but he wasn’t born in a barn (that was a different 
guy altogether—wrong testament). He knows that God doesn’t just show up willy-nilly and not 
ask something. Something huge. So when God asks him to go down to Egypt to free the 
Israelites who are enslaved there, Moses tries to find a way out of it. First, he tries to be self-
effacing. “Who am I to take on this task!?” No problem, God replies. I’ll be with you. Darn. 
     So Moses tries a different tack. He knows what it’ll look like if he goes strolling 
nonchalantly into the Pharaoh’s midst, demanding the sudden release of his slaves, with no real 
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reason other than he’s on a mission from God. It’s going to take more than a few verses of “Let 
My People Go.” Moses wants the password. 
      “So…when I go to the Israelites and tell them that the God of their fathers has sent 
me…and they ask me for your name…what do I tell them?” 
     At this point, if it could do such a thing, I always imagine that burning bush raising an 
eyebrow at Moses. It’s a cheeky question to ask one’s God. And it deserves the bush’s evasive, 
possibly also cheeky reply: I AM WHAT I AM. “This is what you say to the Israelites,” God 
repeats, “I AM has sent you to them.” 
     This is one of the simplest, and most profound bits of theology that there is in the Hebrew 
Bible. What it reveals is often lost in our endless wheel-spinning about the nature of God, or 
more recently, whether humanity even needs a God at all. 
     First: God is a verb. Let that sink in for a moment. In the only place in the Bible where God 
directly offers a name for Godself, God offers not a title or an honorific or a descriptor or even 
a nice Jewish name. God is a verb. I am what I am, or, for some Hebrew scholars, I will be 
what I will be or even I cause what I cause. 
     Second: From this direct self-naming, we learn that the true name of God is not only a verb, 
but it is ultimately, essentially unpronounceable. From this self-naming, we derive the 
Tetragrammaton—the four Hebrew letters which correspond to the verb “to be” and which are 
said, then, to be the true name of God. Y – H – W – H are the four letters. In our English 
translations of the Hebrew Bible, you’ll see this name referenced almost 7000 times, and 
translated into English as LORD, usually in small capital letters. In Judaism, it is taboo to speak 
the true name of God. So when they read the YHWH sequence, they substitute Adonai, or 
LORD instead, out of respect. 
     …A God-box is my shorthand term for the ways in which we try to explain, articulate and 
shape concepts of God—which is ultimately unexplainable, beyond our power to articulate, and 
transcends our own, very limited, human conceptions. We all have a God-box. The truly 
enlightened may be able to sit without one—to lose themselves in the raw mystery and 
unknowing. The rest of us, though, are constantly seeking shape, form, name, concept, traits, 
description and understanding. Even those who stridently proclaim that they don’t believe in 
God, have no use for God, even that God is a harmful concept wholly invented by 
humanity…that’s a God-box, too. 
     Fundamentalists of any stripe, whether religious fundamentalists or secular fundamentalists, 
tend to have narrow God-boxes. If they believe in a God, they claim certainty about that God’s 
temperament and personality and expectations. If they do not believe in a God, it’s usually a 
narrow God that they are rejecting. Jerry Falwell has a narrow God-box. So do Richard 
Dawkins, Christopher Hitchens and Sam Harris. 
     The bigger our God-boxes, the more room we leave for mystery, transcendence and awe. 
We have more acceptance of the inadequacies of human-derived doctrines about something 
which is, purportedly, the ground of all being. We gain more comfort with the silence, the 
quiet, the emptiness of something that is totally beyond formal conception. We grow more 
sensitive to the direct experience of transcending mystery and wonder that our UU sources 
name as part of how we are religious people. We grow to find not only challenge, but comfort 
in the unknowing. Intimacy in an unspeakable name. 
     Some of you are no doubt wondering why, if the idea of God is ultimately so unknowable, 
then why not throw it out, as some of the new Atheists do? Why bother trying to make that 
much room in our God-boxes at all, when we’ll just end up contemplating and accepting what 
is beyond comprehension? To this, honestly, I have no really good, compelling answer. 
     Except that when the late Rev. Forrest Church was a young man, newly thrust into a very 
prominent Unitarian Universalist pulpit, and full of the pomp and swagger of a successful 
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senator’s son, he thought that the world was pretty much his oyster. It seemed that way, 
certainly. He was a great preacher, and a great writer. He wrote a number of books in those 
earlier years, clever works dripping with Unitarian Universalist skepticism and a disdain for 
more traditional takes on religion. But in time, something shifted in Rev. Church. He 
experienced an increasing discomfort and restlessness. He awoke to what he described as a 
“God-shaped hole in his life.” His theology and his life took a turn toward more reverence, 
more presence, more meaning, culminating in his work on Universalist Theology which he 
completed just before his recent death. 
     A God-shaped hole in his life. I don’t know why, but the first image I always get when I 
hear that phrase is of the sort of chalk outline of a person that you see on the ground on cop 
shows. In some ways, it’s almost a harrowing concept. Something deeply unfulfilled, a gaping 
emptiness, something tender to the touch, or numb. …[W]hen I read this account from Forrest 
Church, something deep resonated. A God-shaped hole. In his life. Perhaps in mine, too. 
     This does not mean that I adopt a new set of doctrines, though. It doesn’t mean I choose a 
new religious home, or even alter my own theological labels to include being a theist, 
necessarily. It does mean that my God-box is expanding, again. It can be a stretchy, 
uncomfortable, bewildering feeling at times…especially as I stretch further away from concrete 
knowledge or concepts and closer toward something else altogether. It means that I am trying 
to do less thinking about religion, and more doing religion. Something more like God as a verb. 
… 
I don’t know what fills a God-shaped hole in one’s life. Or if it’s meant to be filled at all. 
Perhaps it’s more of a window out. Or a window to let more light in. Or a space through which 
we can breathe. Through which our breath, spirit, Ruach can move, through which we can 
unspeak all of the names we thought we knew. 

 
11.6: What if God Was One of Us? by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 

     But, “when I say ‘God,’ it is poetry and not theology.” I first read these words by Unitarian 
minister John Haynes Holmes more than forty years ago, and his sentiment remains true for 
me. If I were to amend his words, I would say, “When I say ‘God,’ it is poetry and neither 
theology nor science.” Because God is neither theology nor science, I am not compelled to 
prove that God exists. Like the Austrian poet Rainer Maria Rilke, I have spent my life circling 
around God, and I still don’t know if I am a falcon, or a storm, or a great song.  
     I choose to use the word God, but it is notable that 20th century theologian Paul Tillich 
thought that the word God was imprecise, and, as such, a source of misunderstanding. In its 
place Tillich spoke of the ground of being and ultimate concern. The ground of being is 
comprised of the place where we stand, the relationships that connect us, the commitments that 
we hold, the loyalties that we honor, and the values that inform our actions. Ultimate concern 
requires that we consider where we place our trust and loyalty, what we live for, and what, if 
necessary, we would die for. We can use the vertical dimension that connects the ground of 
being with ultimate concern to construct a faith that will companion us well throughout all the 
days of our life.  
     My unwillingness to abandon the word God is informed by Unitarian Universalist minister 
Forest Church who said, “God is not God's name; God is our name for that which is greater 
than all and yet present in each of us.”  
     Karen Johnston writes, “If the word or phrase or concept or reference, be it as a noun or a 
verb, ‘God’ enters into my sermon or prayer, it is intended as a bridge, as an approximation, as 
[a] silk strand to spin the spider’s web that connects us all, shining with dew as the sun rises in 
the sky.” Poetry, not theology! God is not God’s name, God is an inexhaustible metaphor.  
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     I am unwilling to abandon it because the poet in me has been unable to come up with a 
better word. I am unwilling to abandon it because I want to offer possibilities for God that are 
radically opposed to traditional notions of the word. I am unwilling to abandon it because I 
want to keep circling around it to learn if I am a falcon, or a storm, or a great song. More often 
than not, however, the circling around God has convinced me that whatever of the divine 
resides in me and in you, it is composed of love.  
     My sense of God has grown larger, and less and less personal. Yet, I am agnostic. I once 
said to someone that I lived my life “as if” God existed. Ironically the secular humanist to 
whom I was speaking accused me of being intellectually dishonest, arguing that the only choice 
that I had was to say that God did exist or did not exist. To me, being forced to choose between 
those two was a false choice. I can only live in the ambiguity of “as if.” I have no proof to 
make any other possible choice. No one does. What I do have is this world, and today, and the 
people I love, and the meaning that we make here together, and our work for justice, and this 
religious tradition, which affirms me in so many ways, and the abiding feeling that I have 
always been held in a divine embrace. What I have is a profound sense of gratitude and an 
abiding hope for the future. And this, all of this, is God enough for me.  
     All of this is evidence for the sense that God is in us. To say that God is in us is not to say 
that we are God. We are not. A member of the church I served in Pittsburgh was a longtime 
member of AA. She would often say, “I don't know who or what God is, I just know that I’m 
not God.” In like manner I am profoundly suspicious of anyone who says that he or she knows 
what God wants. Such an assertion is both delusional and dangerous. As Anne Lamott reminds 
us, “You can safely assume you've created God in your own image when it turns out that God 
hates all the same people you do.”  
     Perhaps there is a bit of God in each of us. This is in accord with the Hindu concept of 
Atman, which is a soul spark, a spark of the divine that animates the best in us. Related to this 
is the Indian greeting and gesture, Namasté, which can be translated as “the God within me 
greets the God within you.” We are not God, but there is an element of God within us. In a 
wisdom story about God’s plan to hide from humanity, Sophia asked God, “Why don’t you 
hide yourself within their own hearts? They will never think of looking for you there!” There 
would be God enough in the world if we looked in our own hearts and unleashed the collective 
power of human love. What would it mean if we were willing to live day by day with the 
consequence of love? 
     Consider these words by David Whyte from his poem Self Portrait. “It doesn't interest me if 
there is one God / or many gods. / I want to know if you belong or feel / abandoned. / If you 
know despair or can see it in others. / I want to know / if you are prepared to live in the world / 
with its harsh need / to change you. If you can look back / with firm eyes / saying this is where 
I stand. I want to know / if you know / how to melt into that fierce heat of living / falling 
toward / the center of your longing. I want to know / if you are willing / to live, day by day, 
with the consequence of love / and the bitter / unwanted passion of your sure defeat. / I have 
been told, in that fierce embrace, even the / gods speak of God.” 
     Namasté. 

 
11.7: God and No-God by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland 

     Oh God, what happened? You had done so well for millennia. Your reputation, bolstered by 
the fact that you were omnipotent, omnipresent, and omniscient, seemed unassailable up to and 
through the Renaissance and the Reformation. And yet, with the rise of the Enlightenment in the 
nineteenth century, You experienced an unrelenting attack on the traditional idea of God. The 
philosophical “proofs” for Your existence began to fall like so many straw men.  
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     Hegel saw the God of Judaism as a tyrant who demanded absolute submission to laws that 
were intolerable. In place of this God, he proposed the idea of a Spirit, which he defined as the 
life force of the world. Schopenhauer went further by suggesting that there was no God at work in 
the world, only brute instinct guided the will to live.  
     Karl Marx saw religion as “the sigh of the oppressed people...the opium of the people, which 
made this suffering bearable.” He dismissed God as irrelevant and he even thought that atheism 
was a waste of time.  
     In 1882, Friedrich Nietzsche proclaimed that God was dead, believing that this death would 
lead to the birth of a race of Supermen representing a powerful humanity that would have none of 
the “feeble Christian virtues of love and pity.” Sigmund Freud regarded the belief in God as an 
illusion that humankind would eventually put aside as it matured. He thought that belief in “God” 
would be replaced by faith in science. 
     In a 1946 sermon, Unitarian minister A. Powell Davies, called into question “the God of 
miracles and interventions, of revelations and salvations, of tyranny and sentimentalisms.” This 
God, as Davies pointed out, was dead. The radical theologians of the 1960s echoed him when they 
too proclaimed the death of God. Their motivation wasn’t to be without God, but they felt 
compelled to clear the way for new understandings of God to replace those mired in the dogma of 
the church or kept captive by superstition. The truth is that the idea of God has evolved 
continuously since it first emerged in the mind of our species. Incredulous ideas of God, suggests 
Karen Armstrong, have made atheism “an automatic response to the experience of living in a 
secularized society.”  
     In rejecting God, atheism points to its essential role in religious dialogue. It rightly calls into 
question images of God that are inadequate or destructive. The challenge for atheism is that it is 
primarily a negation of another faith stance. While it requires courage and integrity, it does not 
require the construction of a different way of approaching faith. This constructive work is essential 
and it is the responsibility of our religious community to support those who undertake this task. 
     We are faced with a choice of no-God or gaining some clarity beyond traditional notions of 
God. In this constructive work, we might do well to address our wondering “To Whom It May 
Concern.” For those who choose theism as their faith stance, the constructive work of articulating 
one’s ground of being and ultimate concern is also essential. 
     Karen Armstrong concludes her book, The History of God, noting that, “The idols of 
fundamentalism are not good substitutes for God.” For me, the idols of fundamentalism lead 
further and further away from any credible understanding of God. I respect the attitude of a 
member of the church that I served in Pittsburgh. She grew up in the Methodist church and later 
became Unitarian Universalist. Confirmed in her atheism, but theologically flexible, she said that 
she would believe in God if she ever found a concept of God that was both “intellectually 
satisfying and intuitively compelling.” Her clarity about the criteria was refreshing. How can we 
speak of an understanding of God that resonates with the human spirit without insulting the human 
mind? 
     Unitarian Universalist minister Richard Gilbert writes, “I am increasingly taken by the idea 
that in our time the theological issue is not the existence or non-existence of God—as if that 
could be proved or disproved. It is, rather, our capacity to experience the divinity in which we 
daily walk.” He is not talking about theological proofs or even belief. The focus is experience. 
What is your experience of being alive and how does this inform your sense of God or no-God? 
     In our tradition, we are diverse in our beliefs. Many affirm atheism, while others are 
agnostic. Still others use the word God, but you would only understand what they mean by that 
word by asking them. Their understanding of what God or Goddess is or may be is as varied as 
the stars in the nighttime sky. And some use other words to name for them what is precious and 
profound.  
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     The genius of our faith is that belief in God and belief in no-God abide here together, each 
valued, each respected, each necessary. We hold the beliefs that we do so that we might live life as 
well as possible, not to have them judged by others as either worthy or wanting. The 16th century 
Unitarian theologian and preacher, Ferenc Dávid is noted as saying (although he did not yet this 
words capture the essence of our faith), “We do not need to think alike, to love alike.” And what is 
important is our love. Belief is secondary to character, and character is secondary to the way we 
act in the world. What matters is not God or no-God, but the kindness and compassion and 
generosity that we bring daily to our lives and to the world.  

 
11.8: God as a Verb by David Concepción (Excerpt, full text at 
http://www.uumedford.org/sermons.html#DConcepcion2) 

     …I believe God is a verb. For too long, many religions and religious leaders have debated 
and argued about what God is. Many adjectives are thrown out to help define God. He is a 
beneficent God, a just God, a vengeful God, and angry God, an indifferent God, a God of the 
meek, a God of the powerful, and on and on. All of this assumes God is a noun – a he, she, 
they, it, something to project our feelings and philosophies onto. We quantify God – God is 
male, God is female, God is a spirit, God is absent – as if God is a noun. Even in Switzerland, 
scientists use The Hadron Collider to find evidence of the Higgs boson, a particle that can 
resolve numerous inconsistencies in theoretical physics – a particle which has been dubbed by 
the media as “the God particle.” With all the attempts to categorize that which defies 
categories, why do we even assume God is an object that can be categorized? It might make it 
easier for us to wrap our brains around the concept, but truly it misidentifies the concept. 
Thinking in terms of a verb brings us closer to the essence of God and what that encompasses. 
It is not justice, but being just. It is not forgiveness, it is the act of forgiving. It is not love, but 
the act of loving others that we find the essence of God. 
     Within this idea of God as a verb, we also find the common ground for all religions. 
Religious denominations argue over the object, the noun, so much so they forget the the 
actions, the verbs, they already take in concert with each other. They seek social justice and 
equity, teach right actions and morals and to live within those actions and morals, connect 
people with a spiritual sense of self and the world. They speak truth to power in order in order 
to prevent abuse of power. They teach us to think and act beyond ourselves, to take into 
consideration others so that we may live within our own morals. We do this with our own 
actions, acts of kindness and charity all for the common good. It can be as simple as throwing 
plastic bottles in a recycling bin instead of the garbage, as noble as volunteering in a soup 
kitchen or food pantry, or sending money and/or supplies to communities we may never see hit 
hard in times of devastation. These selfless acts are not a testament to God’s grace, but God’s 
grace in action. … 
     Seeing God as a verb is how Unitarian Universalism can encompass both Christians and 
Humanists, believers and non believers under one roof. We don’t follow a creed – another 
noun; we covenant with each other. We agree to live with each other in concert with our beliefs 
and hold each other accountable for our actions. Our church covenant, which we read aloud, 
expresses how we hope to treat one another in this spiritual community as well as how we hope 
to interact with other communities at large. As UUs we use the word “covenant” 
interchangeably as a noun or verb, but it is as a verb that it gains its power. The covenant 
becomes less a pact amongst people and more a way of living in right relationship with each 
other. Our seven principles call use to covenant with the rest of the world in the same manner. 
To treat each other with dignity, to accept one another as we are, to be fair in our governance of 
society, to respect our human community and the world we all share. When we live outside of 
this relationship, we risk alienation from others at best or to damage to others at worst. 
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     Such is where I see us Unitarians fit in. One pro-Unitarian joke I like says “Christians have 
it easy; all they have to do is believe in Christ. We have to live like him.” And that isn’t easy. 
With the idea of right actions comes a lot of verbs to choose from. Which ones are right for one 
person to take might not be the right ones for another, yet we have to recognize the limits 
people are willing to go and step towards, and what they won’t go beyond. However a key 
component is the intention behind the actions. … 
      If there’s one more verb I could leave you with today it is the verb to talk. The whole 
concept of the elevator speech is to be able to convey your theology to another person in a short 
time. Personal theologies aren’t short and aren’t easy to explain, but to my mind the idea of 
developing an elevator speech has more to do with spreading the word than anything. Since we 
don’t evangelize much we have to couch explaining our theology it in terms of what we can say 
about our faith with the least amount of religious apoplexy. A 30-second summation seems to 
be about our upper limit so far, but it only works if we open our mouths. I think part of the 
problem is that we have gotten aggressively evangelized too much that we are unwilling to talk 
in the slightest about our own faith. We need to be willing to talk about our own theologies to 
others without it seeming preachy to us. In some ways we need to reclaim the verb 
“evangelize” in a way that is uniquely ours and does explain who we are with a sense of dignity 
for our own beliefs AND a respect for another persons beliefs. The elevator speech is a good 
practice. Is this easier said than done? Yes. Is it impossible? Of course not. But it is an action 
we need to practice more and more. 

 
 
 
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl 

“Silence is the language of god, all else is poor translation.”   Rumi 
 
“There are people in the world so hungry, that God cannot appear to them except in the form of 
bread.”   Mahatma Gandhi 
 
“i thank you God for most this amazing/ day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees/ and for a 
blue dream of sky; and for everything/ which is natural which is infinite which is yes.”   ee 
cummings 
 
“We are all atheists about most of the gods that humanity has ever believed in. Some of us just 
go one god further.”   Richard Dawkins  
 
“The function of prayer is not to influence God, but rather to change the nature of the one who 
prays.”   Søren Kierkegaard 
 
“To you, I’m an atheist. To God, I’m the loyal opposition.”   Woody Allen 
 
“But I don’t want comfort. I want God, I want poetry, I want real danger, I want freedom, I 
want goodness. I want sin.”   Aldous Huxley 
 
“I believe in God, but not as one thing, not as an old man in the sky. I believe that what people 
call God is something in all of us. I believe that what Jesus and Mohammed and Buddha and all 
the rest said was right. It’s just that the translations have gone wrong.”   John Lennon 
 
“I talk to God but the sky is empty.”   Sylvia Plath 
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“You can safely assume you’ve created God in your own image when it turns out that God 
hates all the same people you do.”   Anne Lamott 
 
“There is a rumor going around that I have found God. I think this is unlikely because I have 
enough difficulty finding my keys, and there is empirical evidence that they exist.”   Terry 
Pratchett 
 
“God gave us memory so that we might have roses in December.”   J.M. Barrie 
 
“If I should ever die, God forbid, let this be my epitaph: The only proof he needed for the 
existence of God was music.”   Kurt Vonnegut 
 
“Whether or not you believe in God, you must believe this: when we as a species abandon our 
trust in a power greater than us, we abandon our sense of accountability. Faiths… all faiths… 
are admonitions that there is something we cannot understand, something to which we are 
accountable.”   Dan Brown 
 
“The feeling remains that God is on the journey, too.”   Teresa of Avila 
 
“Owners of dogs will have noticed that, if you provide them with food and water and shelter 
and affection, they will think you are god. Whereas owners of cats are compelled to realize 
that, if you provide them with food and water and shelter and affection, they draw the 
conclusion that they are gods.”   Christopher Hitchens  
 
“I think God, in creating man, somewhat overestimated his ability.”   Oscar Wilde 
 
“Good luck explaining to God that you used to spank one of his heavenly beings.” Mom gave a 
startled laugh. “Sophie!” “What? You did. I hope you like hot weather, Mom, that’s all I’m 
saying.”   Rachel Hawkins 
 
“God, to me, it seems, is a verb, not a noun, proper or improper.”   Richard Buckminster Fuller 
 
“A baby is God’s opinion that the world should go on.”   Carl Sandburg 
 
“There are all sorts of experiences we can’t really put a name to...The birth of a child, for one. 
Or the death of a parent. Falling in love. Words are like nets--we hope they’ll cover what we 
mean, but we know they can’t possibly hold that much joy, grief, or wonder. Finding God is 
like that, too. If it’s happened to you, you know what it feels like. But try to describe it to 
someone else--and language only takes you so far.”   Jodi Picoult 
 
“Live a good life. If there are gods and they are just, then they will not care how devout you 
have been, but will welcome you based on the virtues you have lived by. If there are gods, but 
unjust, then you should not want to worship them. If there are no gods, then you will be gone, 
but will have lived a noble life that will live on in the memories of your loved ones.”   Marcus 
Aurelius 
 
“I cannot believe in a God who wants to be praised all the time.”   Friedrich Nietzsche 
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“I think it pisses God off if you walk by the color purple in a field somewhere and don’t notice 
it. People think pleasing God is all God cares about. But any fool living in the world can see it 
always trying to please us back.”   Alice Walker 
 
“If there were no God, it would have been necessary to invent him.”   Voltaire 
 
“But I always think that the best way to know God is to love many things.”   Vincent van Gogh 
 
“I don’t know if God exists, but it would be better for His reputation if He didn’t.”   Jules 
Renard 
 
“Some would deny any legitimate use of the word God because it has been misused so much. 
Certainly it is the most burdened of all human words. Precisely for that reason it is the most 
imperishable and unavoidable.”   Martin Buber 
 
“The eye through which I see God is the same eye through which God sees me; my eye and 
God’s eye are one eye, one seeing, one knowing, one love.”   Meister Eckhart 
 
“I believe in God, only I spell it Nature.”    Frank Lloyd Wright 
 
“The place God calls you to is the place where your deep gladness and the world’s deep hunger 
meet.”   Frederick Buechner 
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