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Worship Resource Packet for Journey 
Theme-Based Ministry Project 

Touchstones Consultants 
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.) 
 
Exploration II             Use one of the sermon excerpts provided below (ten minutes/1,000 words) 
 
Offering 
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Reading or Responsive Reading 
 
Exploration III Suggested length 5 minutes (500 words) written by a member of the 

congregation on the theme. 
Hymn 
 
Extinguishing the Chalice by Elizabeth Selle Jones (in unison) 
We extinguish this flame but not the light of truth, the warmth of community, or the fire of commitment. 
These we carry in our hearts until we are together again. 
 
Closing Words 
 
Postlude 
 

Part 2: List of Resources 
1.0: Opening Words 

1.1: We Arrive Together Here by Rev. Andrew Pakula 
1.2: Come Sit By Our Fire by Jennifer Kitchen 
1.3: As we enter this sacred, silent space by Martha Kirby Capo 
1.4: Amid all the noise in our lives by Rev. Tim Haley 

 
2.0: Chalice Lighting 

2.1: Every endeavor begins with a first step by Rev. Charles Flagg 
2.2: Refuge by Rev. Amy Carol Webb 
2.3: Welcoming the Stranger by Tracy Bleakney 
2.4: Let There Be Light by Rev. Andrew Pakula 

 
3.0: Hymns 

3.1: SLT #42 Morning, So Fair to See 
3.2: SLT #53 I Walk the Unfrequented Road 
3.3: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere 
3.4: SLT #131 Love Will Guide Us 
3.5: SLT #145 As Tranquil Streams 
3.6: SLT #168 One More Step 
3.7: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest 
3.8: SLT #295 Sing Out Praises for the Journey 
3.9: SLT #348 Guide My Feet 

 
4.0: Stories & Illustrations 

4.1: A Long Journey by Janeen Grohsmeyer (adapted by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland) 
 
5.0: Meditations 

5.1: Communion with Earth and Sky by Rev. Stephen Shick 
5.2: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (adapted) 
5.3: Living Brings Us Closer to Dying by Rev. Helen Lutton Cohen 
5.4: The Edge by Rev. David O. Rankin 
5.5: The Journey by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer 
5.6: Walk of the Migrant by Rev. Anne Principe 
5.7: All Is Dukkha by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox 
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6.0: Prayers 

6.1: Prayer for Travelers by Rev. Angela Herrera 
6.2: Walking the Crooked Path by Rev. Thomas Rhodes 
6.3: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran 
6.4: Prayer for the Journey by Rev. Krista Taves 
6.5: A Prayer for Immigrants by Rev. Jessica Vazquez Torres 

 
7.0: Responsive Readings 

7:1: SLT #443 We Arrive Out of Many Singular Rooms by Rev. Kenneth Patton 
7:2: SLT #530 Out of the Stars by Rev. Robert Weston 
7:3: SLT #610 The Journey of Love by Mohammed Iqbal 
7:4: We Travel This Road Together by Rev. Tess Baumberger 
7:5: The Hero Path by Joseph Campbell 

 
8.0: Readings 

8.1: When Life Is Messy by Rev. Richard Gilbert 
8.2: Map of the Journey in Progress by Rev. Victoria Safford 
8.3: The Way Out by Rev. Kathy Fuson Hurt 
8.4: Found While Lost by Rev. Erik W. Martínez Resly 
8.5: Supplication by Joseph Seamon Cotter 
8.6: Ithaka by Constantine P. Cavafy 
8.7: Perfectly Imperfect by Steve Maraboli 
8.8: I Want to Be with People by Rev. Dana Worsnop 

 
9.0: Extinguishing the Chalice 

9.1: We extinguish this flame by Elizabeth Selle Jones 
 
10.0: Closing Words 

10.1: Go Boldly by Jean M. Olson 
10.2: Let Us Begin Again in Love by Rev. Lois Van Leer 
10.3: Blessed is the Path by Eric Williams 
10.4: Walk softly by Rev. Elaine Gallagher Gehrmann 
10.5: As we leave this hallowed place by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern 

 
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts 

11.1: Seeking Mercy, Seeking Home by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt 
11.2: Journey to the East by Rev. Frank Hall (excerpt, full text at 
http://uuwestport.org/sermons/rev-frank-hall-minister-emeritus/frank-hall/journey-to-the-east-
june-8-2003/) 
11.3: On Setting Out and Coming Home by Rev. Josh Pawelek (Excerpt, full text at 
http://uuse.org/on-setting-out-and-coming-home/#.V2XOmfkrK00) 
11.4: Wandering Pilgrimage by Rev. Susan Maginn (Excerpt, full text at 
http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/295398.shtml) 
11.5: The Trip of a Lifetime by Chrystal (aka gumballgirl) (Excerpt, full text at 
https://gumballgirl.wordpress.com/2013/10/14/the-trip-of-a-lifetime/) 

 
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl 
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Part 3: Worship Resources 
1.0: Opening Words 
1.1: We Arrive Together Here by Rev. Andrew Pakula 

We arrive together here 
Travelers on life’s journey 
Seekers of meaning, of love, of healing, of justice, of truth 
The journey is long, and joy and woe accompany us at every step 
None is born that does not die 
None feels pleasure that does not also feel pain. 
The tear has not yet dried on the cheek but the lips curve sweetly in a smile 
Numerous are our origins, our paths, and our destinations 
And yet, happily, our ways have joined together here today 
Spirit of life. Source of love. 
May our joining be a blessing 
May it bring comfort to those who are in pain 
May it bring hope to those who despair 
May it bring peace to those who tremble in fear 
May it bring wisdom and guidance for our journeys 
And though this joining may be for just a moment in time 
The moment is all we can ever be certain of 
May we embrace this and every instant of our lives. 

 
1.2: Come Sit By Our Fire by Jennifer Kitchen 

     Come sit by our fire and let us share stories. Let me hear your tales of far off lands, 
wanderer, and I will tell you of my travels. Share your experience of the holy with me, 
worshipper, and I will tell you of that which I find divine. Come and stay, lover of leaving, for 
ours is no caravan of despair, but of hope. We would hear your stories of grief and sorrow as 
readily as those of joy and laughter, for there is a time and a place and a hearing for all the 
stories of this world. Stories are the breath and word of the spirit of life, that power that we 
name love. Come, for our fire is warm and we have seats for all. Come, again and yet again, 
come speak to me of what fills your heart, what engages your mind, what resides in your soul. 
Come, let us worship together. 

 
1.3: As we enter this sacred, silent space by Martha Kirby Capo 

     As we enter this sacred, silent space, 
Let us renew both our commitment and our covenant: 
     There are those among us who have endured a loss in the past week; 
May their hope be uplifted again in this community of faith. 
     There are those among us who have struggled with hardship in the past week; 
May they find renewed strength in this community of faith. 
     There are those among us who have wrestled with questions that seem to have no answer in 
the past week; 
May they find sanctuary during their search in this community of faith. 
     There are those among us who have cherished an unexpected joy in the past week; 
May their rejoicing be celebrated in this community of faith. 
     As we commit to continue our free and responsible search for Truth, may we covenant to 
honor the many paths that have led us to this community of faith. 
So may it be. 
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1.4: Amid all the noise in our lives by Rev. Tim Haley 
Amid all the noise in our lives,  
we take this moment to sit in silence -- 
to give thanks for another day; 
to give thanks for all those in our lives 
who have brought us warmth 
and love;  
to give thanks for the gift of life. 
We know we are on our pilgrimage here but a brief moment in time. 
Let us open ourselves, here, now,  
to the process of becoming more whole 
of living more fully; 
of giving and forgiving more freely; 
of understanding more completely 
the meaning of our lives 
here on this earth. 

 
2.0: Chalice Lighting 
2.1: Every endeavor begins with a first step by Rev. Charles Flagg 

Leader: Every endeavor begins with a first step, and encounters darkness and difficulty along 
the way. 
   Response: We know the darkness of ignorance, of fear, and of tyranny. 
Leader: Yet we know the dawning of the light, the beginnings of hope, and the renewal of life. 
   Response: Blessed be the eternal power which inspires us to kindle this light. Blessed be the 
source of light and of life. 

 
2.2: Refuge by Rev. Amy Carol Webb 

How often we seek refuge in this sacred flame 
From the world’s trouble and pain. 
Today, may our lamp light the way 
For those who know no refuge, 
That we may open our minds 
Our arms 
Our hearts 
Our mouths to sing 
“Come, whoever you are,” 
Wholly new and wholly true. 

 
2.3: Welcoming the Stranger by Tracy Bleakney 

A child journeys far from home 
Fearful and brave, 
in need of safe harbor. 
Guided by this chalice, may we seek to understand the causes of flight. 
Like the comfort of a candle flickering in a window of darkness, 
Let us welcome this child into our home with 
warmth, nourishment, and love. 
Would we not want the same for our own child, 
lost and alone in a strange land? 

 



 6 

2.4: Let There Be Light by Rev. Andrew Pakula 
Let there be light 
The light of joy, the light of happiness, and the light of contentment 
May it illuminate our paths and fill our lives with peace 
And let there be dark 
For it is from our dark places that we are brought forward 
Tried and tested  
And impelled toward growth 
It is in these places that we realize compassion and learn to love 
And there was day and there was night.  
And there was joy and there was sorrow.  
And it was good. 

 
3.0: Hymns 
3.1: SLT #42 Morning, So Fair to See 
3.2: SLT #53 I Walk the Unfrequented Road 
3.3: SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere 
3.4: SLT #131 Love Will Guide Us 
3.5: SLT #145 As Tranquil Streams 
3.6: SLT #168 One More Step 
3.7: SLT #194 Faith Is a Forest 
3.8: SLT #295 Sing Out Praises for the Journey 
3.9: SLT #348 Guide My Feet 
 
4.0: Stories & Illustrations 
4.1: A Long Journey by Janeen Grohsmeyer (adapted by Rev. Kirk Loadman-Copeland) 

     One morning, a boy named Ethelred Brown went to the Montego Bay Episcopal Church in 
Jamaica where he sang in the choir. Usually the people sang the creed, which described what 
they believed. But that morning, instead of singing, the priest said a line of it, and the people 
repeated. It included these words: “The Unity in Trinity and the Trinity in Unity is to be 
worshipped.” 
     Ethelred thought, “What?” He was good at math. He knew that three wasn’t the same as 
one. How could you have a unity in trinity or a trinity in unity? How could three things be one 
thing or one thing be three things? It just didn’t make sense. 
     In that moment, Ethelred knew that he didn’t believe the creed. That afternoon at his uncle’s 
house, he found a booklet entitled Unitarian Christianity by Rev. William Ellery Channing. He 
borrowed the booklet. After reading it, Ethelred knew he was a Unitarian. But there were no 
Unitarian churches in Jamaica. 
     When he grew up, Ethelred worked as a civil servant in the Treasury. He married in 1898, 
and he and his wife, Ella, had four children. At the age of 32, he decided to become a Unitarian 
minister. This was the beginning of an amazing journey. Ethelred sent a letter addressed to 
“Any Unitarian Minister in New York City.” 
     Eventually, he got a letter back from the Rev. Frank Southworth, President of Meadville 
Theological School. Southworth invited him to study there. Ethlered asked people he knew to 
help him through contributions of money. Then he sailed to Baltimore. 
     When he arrived, he didn’t have the correct papers. He went back to Jamaica to try again. A 
second attempt failed when his father refused to help pay for his ticket. Finally, in 1910 he 
enrolled at Meadville. He completed his studies in 1912 and was ordained. Ethelred was the 
first black person to become a Unitarian minister. 
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     He returned to Jamaica and spent eight years trying to start a Unitarian Church, first in 
Montego Bay, and then in Kingston. Then he and his family moved to New York City, and he 
started the Harlem Unitarian Church in 1920. It had to be for blacks, because at that time, 
blacks and whites didn’t attend the same churches. 
     It wasn’t easy. They still didn’t have much money, and they still didn’t get much help. His 
wife became sick, and one of his children died. Besides being a minister, Ethelred worked long 
hours at an extra job that he didn’t like. 
     For the next 35 years, Ethelred was the minister at the Harlem Unitarian Church. Over the 
years, hundreds of people found their way there to pray and learn, to worship and sing. 
     In honor of his ministry, one of the songs in our hymnbook has a tune named Ethelred. It’s 
the tune for I’m on My Way. 
     It was a long journey, but Ethelred found a way to do what he believed in, and so should we. 

 
5.0: Meditations 
5.1: Communion with Earth and Sky by Rev. Stephen Shick 

Early spring awakens 
memories of a deeper cold 
and hopes of a warmer 
wetness, 
sprouting seeds and budding branches. 
Gray trees on gray sky screen eyes 
from all that lies 
waiting: 
the color of a million 
flowers, 
the feathers of migrating 
songbirds, 
the blossoming smiles of 
friends. 
Soon we will no longer look to the night stars to guide us. 
Soon the path 
will be lit and our task certain. 
In the warming days we will plant our 
future, 
uprooting useless skeletons of 
last year’s harvest, 
breaking the clods 
of indifference, 
carefully pulling the 
weeds of 
neglect 
so 
that roots can stretch. 
Before the harvest moon rises and we wait 
again, 
images of still distant summer 
days 
awaken thoughts of a time 
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when 
all is done that can be done. 
Then the harvest. 
Then the transformation. 
Then the baking. 
Then the 
bread. 
All we know and love is in this cycle. 
All that has been or will be is in 
this loaf. 
Take it. 
Break it. 
Give 
thanks 
and pass it on. 

 
5.2: If We Do Not Venture Out by Rev. Marni Harmony (adapted) 

     If, on a starlit night, 
with the moon brightly shimmering, 
We stay inside and do not venture out, 
the evening universe remains a part of life we shall not know. 
     If, on a cloudy day, 
with grayness infusing all 
and rain dancing rivers in the grass, 
We stay inside and do not venture out, 
the stormy, threatening energy of 
the universe remains 
a part of life we shall not know. 
     If, on a frosty morning, 
dreading the chilling air before the sunrise, 
We stay inside and do not venture out, 
the awesome cold, quiet, and stillness of 
the dawn universe remains 
a part of life we shall not know. 
     If, throughout these grace-given days of ours, 
surrounded as we are by green life and 
brown death, hot pink joy and cold gray 
pain and miracles—always miracles— 
     If we stay inside ourselves and do not venture out 
then the Fullness of the universe 
shall be unknown to us 
And our locked hearts shall never feel the rush of worship. 

 
5.3: Living Brings Us Closer to Dying by Rev. Helen Lutton Cohen 

     Each moment of our living brings us closer to our dying. 
     Young or old, the knowledge of life’s end is with us, growing more real, more familiar 
through the experiences of time and of loss. 
     Yet what is to keep us from frittering away what time is left to us, 
Making it almost a matter of indifference that we have passed this way? 
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     How are we to grasp the urgency of life, to know and seize the moment that will lift us out 
of mere survival into that realm where someone after us will say “she truly lived.” 
     Or is true living a day-by-day thing, the accumulation of many tiny acts that all-together say 
“he lived”? 
     Either path will do. 
     Sudden, or almost imperceptible, 
     They will lead us beyond self-preoccupation and protection to the safe ground of 
understanding and acceptance. 
     We will come to know within ourselves the satisfaction and peace of having lived with 
consciousness and purpose. 
     We will know the joy of having given ourselves to life. 

 
5.4: The Edge by Rev. David O. Rankin 

     A religion that promises a life without tension, a life without conflict, a life without suffering, 
is a religion of passivity, a religion of mediocrity, a religion of insignificance. Everything worth 
doing in the world is a desperate gamble, a game of chance, where nothing is certain.  

What is love? Is it not a wild and sublime speculation that can end in ecstasy or despair?  
What is courage? Is it not a hazardous risk of fortune that can end in victory or defeat?  
What is adventure? Is it not a blind leap in the dark that can end in joy or disaster?  
What is faith? Is it not a prayerful flip of the coin that can end in heaven or hell?  

     If I refuse to play the game, if I refuse to risk myself, if I refuse to throw the dice, I am never 
really alive. I am then only flesh, baking in the sun on a middling plateau, with no view of the 
valley and no road to the peak. 

 
5.5: The Journey by Rev. Mary Wellemeyer 

It’s a pilgrimage, 
like a trek around Mount Kailash, 
or perhaps Bodh Gaya, 
but it’s life itself, 
the whole thing, every moment. 
On the high passes of Mount Kailash, 
pilgrims hope for a kind of death, 
a rebirth of spirit, 
and it’s not a bad thing to go there, do that, 
if time and money allow. 
But what of this journey of every day, 
and what can we learn from the pilgrims there? 
They, light-headed in the altitude, 
gasping in amazement 
at the alternation of clear, bright sunlight 
and windblown snows 
amid the vast, craggy highlands 
and steep, worn paths. 
It seems to me a wind blows here 
from Mount Kailash or somewhere, 
and so we pilgrims of sidewalk and parking lot 
are sometimes taken unawares — 
not so much by windblown snows 
as by apples in the supermarket, 
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or sunshine through the trees 
next to the school. 
We gasp in amazement, 
lifted from our everyday selves, 
for no reason at all. 
Let it be a pilgrimage each day, 
and may our journeys all be blessed. 

 
5.6: Walk of the Migrant by Rev. Anne Principe 

     Imagine you live in a little village on a mountain. 
You’ve always lived there with your family, friends. 
Every day you play. Everyday everyone plays. 
Every day you help out. Everyone helps out. 
There are no cars in your village except for one or two every once in a while. 
Imagine that his is your village. You were born here. 
Imagine the rooster that runs around when you help grind the corn at the mill. 
Waiting in line is fun because you and your friends play. 
You’re older now. You can reach the chute to pour the corn. 
Your mama sprinkles in the right amount of water to make the meal just so. 
Imagine that this is your village and your life. It is all that is good and all you have known. 
     Imagine little by little, things start to change. 
You listen to the adults talk about the trouble. 
Bullies. Mean people. Stealing. Drugs. Worse. 
Your friend’s father isn’t around anymore and your friend does not, or cannot, say why. 
Playing is different. You have to stay so close to home. 
You can’t run down the path by yourself anymore to el rio. 
You try not to listen to the adults anymore. You don’t really understand. 
Imagine that these are the adults of your village and they are scared. 
Imagine one day when it is still dark, your mama wakes you up and says that it’s time to go. 
Go where? Just go. 
You’re given a bag to carry. Your mama puts it over your head and your shoulder. 
Your sister says “take the clothes that fit you.” 
You’re so scared but you don’t say anything because you see your sister and your little brother 
are scared. 
Your mama is quiet and scared too. 
Imagine you are leaving this home and this place you love and your grandpa and your cousins 
and your friends and the rooster too. 
     Imagine you are leaving and you have this bag around your shoulder and it’s heavy. 
And you walk and are walking. 
Sometimes you all hold on because you get a ride on the back of a truck with others. 
Or you ride a bus. It’s a crowded and bumpy and long. 
You and your mother and brother and sister take turns sleeping. 
Day after day after day. 
Imagine that this feels like your life now. You remember your village. 
Imagine you in a new village and there is water, some food. 
You don’t listen to the adults talk here either. 
Your shoes have a hole. You are tired. The bag is heavy even though you have lost many 
things. 
You are all thirsty and hungry. 
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More things happen, too scary to say. 
And you leave again. 
Imagine you leave this village where you slept with no pillow and one shared blanket. 
     Imagine one day you and your mother and brother and sister arrive at a border. It is so 
bright. 
People in uniforms talk with your mama. 
You sit and wait. Wait and sit. 
And then you sit and wait somewhere else for a while. 
There are so many people there. 
Mamas. Abuelas. Children like you. 
You are all shy or tired or scared. Just quiet. 
Imagine you leave this place the next day. 
Imagine you are in a van with your little brother, your big sister, your mama and so many 
others. 
You look out the window and see the sky. It’s not a long ride. 
You stop and get out but no one moves. 
You see lots and lots of cars. Really tall buildings. 
There is a house. A building. 
Imagine you go inside this building, this house. 
Imagine that there are so many people there. 
Some people say hello to you. 
They ask your mama questions. 
You all walk. Your sister reads on the wall, El Comedor. 
She says quietly, “comida.” 
You are all at a long table. So many others. 
Imagine you see a man, like your abuelo. Oraciones. 
Imagine yourself, eating with your family. 
The food is warm. It is good. A little different. 
You and your family are taken to a room with two beds. 
There are clothes are the bed, not yours, but they are for you. 
You all go to a place where there is shower water, un bano. 
You take a shower, one at a time. 
Imagine you play in a room with other children. 
     Imagine this is your home for a little while, day and days. 
And then it is time to go, to your primo, mama says. 
As you ride in a car that someone is driving, your mama is looking at the small scrap of paper 
again: 
Carlos. A bunch of numbers. Chicago. 
You are going to a bus station. 
There you sit and wait. 
Imagine you are going to the place of your primo, your cousin who you do not know. 
     Imagine the long bus ride and how it feels like your home for a long while. 
You listen-- new sounds, language, everywhere. 
There are no paths, no roosters. 
You miss your abuelos. Primos you know. Your friends. 
Imagine finding yourself here or there, in this new land. 
Imagine what it would be like for this to be your home, your life now. 
To travel all this way from your little village where you were born. 
What did you bring with you in your backpack? 
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5.7: All Is Dukkha by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox 

     “Dukkha,” they say. The Buddhists say, “All is dukkha.” It is hard to translate, they tell us. 
It means literally “suffering” but the feeling of dukkha is closer to impermanence. The fact of 
impermanence is central to the Buddhist path to nirvana, enlightenment. 
     Dukkha. All is impermanence. Nothing lasts. I thought of that yesterday, watching leaves 
come down in a shower, and the smell of the rotting ones going back into the earth. Leaf to 
humus and back to earth to nourish the roots of the mother tree. The crows crying as the leaves 
fall and their nests are exposed: dukkha...all is impermanence. 
     And life goes on, and people who were with us last year at this time have died, all souls pass 
on, all is dukkha, nothing lasts. 
     The path to enlightenment is understanding, accepting impermanence to the point where we 
no longer struggle against it. That is the way of the Buddha. But here in the West we search for 
that which is permanent, even as we live with the death of all things, all people. We search for a 
sure footing on the path strewn with fallen leaves; we notice the buds of next year’s growth 
tight-curled and waiting; we hold on to the things we can count on—our church, our 
community, our memories of those who died before us, our love and hope, and the search for 
certainty in a world that is dukkha. 
     God of creation, God of today—let us find each other in a changing world; let us experience 
love as something which exists, a possibility which is. Let us know that we are alive and being 
renewed miraculously each second; that the impermanence gives to life its freshness and 
surprise; that our memories of yesterday and our expectations of tomorrow make now a 
cherished, precious, eternal moment. 

 
6.0: Prayers 
6.1: Prayer for Travelers by Rev. Angela Herrera 

This is a prayer for all the travelers. 
For the ones who start out in beauty, 
who fall from grace, 
who step gingerly, 
looking for the way back. 
And for those who are born into the margins, 
who travel from one liminal space to another, 
crossing boundaries in search of center. 
This is a prayer for the ones whose births 
are a passing from darkness to darkness, 
who all their lives are drawn toward the light, 
and keep moving, 
and for those whose journeys 
are a winding road that begins 
and ends in the same place, 
though only when the journey is completed 
do they finally know where they are. 
For all the travelers, young and old, 
aching and joyful, 
weary and full of life; 
the ones who are here, and the ones who are not here; 
the ones who are like you (and they’re all like you) 
and the ones who are different (for in some ways, we each travel alone). 
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This is a prayer for traveling mercies, 
And surefootedness, 
for clear vision, 
for bread 
for your body and spirit, 
for water, 
for your safe arrival 
and for everyone you see along the way. 

 
6.2: Walking the Crooked Path by Rev. Thomas Rhodes 

Holy Spirit of Life and Love, 
You who are our source and our ultimate destiny, 
Lead us this day on a crooked path. 
So often we are in so much of a hurry 
Taking the direct route to our goal, 
Not allowing ourselves to be distracted, 
Sometimes being too direct with one another 
in all that we seek to do, to be, and to have. 
But we can see that no river takes a direct path to the sea. 
Your trees and bushes sprout crooked limbs, 
And birds, beasts and insects meander in their search 
for food, shelter, or a mate. 
We lose so much when we take the direct route – 
The interstate which bypasses the quaint township, 
The arrow that misses the mark, 
The chance to stop and say hello, and how are you, 
And really listen to the reply. 
So lead us on the crooked path 
Past wandering streams and crooked trees, 
Following our hearts’ desire, 
Not just duty’s demands, 
For the crooked path also leads us home. 

 
6.3: Holy is this place by Rev. Maureen Killoran 

     Blessed is this ground on which we stand. Holy is this place. 
Holy are the places of memory, 
the places which have formed us, 
where we store the icons of success and shattered dreams 
and gather threads and pieces of what we would become. . . 
Holy are the places of memory. 
     Holy are the places of the dream, 
the places over the rainbow, 
where all children are wanted and all people are fed, 
where colors are the source of celebration 
and youth and age come to the table as one. . . 
Holy are the places of the dream. 
     Holy are the places of change and pain, 
the places of our struggle, 
where the rivers of our lives run white and fast, 
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and we hold on, hold on and grow. . . 
Holy are the places of change and pain.  
     Holy are the places of connection, 
the places where we risk ourselves, 
where hands touch hands, touch souls, touch minds, 
and in awareness still, we change our lives. . . 
Holy are the places of connection. 
     Holy are the places of becoming, 
the places of clear vision, 
where life and world are intertwined 
and we can see forever in this moment 
and give thanks. . . 
Holy are the places of becoming. 
Blessed is the ground on which we stand. Holy — and whole-making— is this place. 

 
6.4: Prayer for the Journey by Rev. Krista Taves 

     Spirit of Life and Love, God of grace and mercy, Source of all things that changes us as we 
cannot change ourselves, 
     We gather this morning as a covenanted community of spiritual seekers, coming together in 
a rainbow of diversity united by our conviction that the wounds of this world can be healed 
through compassion, forgiveness, acceptance, and courage. And by healing we do not mean 
restored to some mythical original purity, but brought to a new place, with greater wisdom, 
wholeness and liberation than could have been envisioned before. 
     This community is on a journey from one home to another, and yet in truth we know that 
each one of us is on a journey, and all our journeys place us before forks in the road. These 
places ask us to make choices, saying yes to some things, saying no to others, grieving in what 
we must leave behind, rejoicing in the blessings, often unexpected, that come our way. 
     In these journeys, some will choose to walk with us, and some will choose another path. 
Some will pause for a while, withdrawing into their own places of transformation where we 
cannot follow. Some of these partings happen gently and lovingly, others with judgment and 
disappointment. 
     It is our calling to accept these things as a testament to our strength and our fragility, and to 
trust in the process, even as we fear the unknown, even as whispers of beloved memories draw 
us deep into our own hearts, even when we see more clearly where we have come from than 
where we are going. The journey asks us to keep walking. 
     Let us enter into a time of communal silence for the individual prayers and meditations of 
our hearts. 
     Spirit of Life, we ask for patience, we ask for understanding, we ask for compassion, we ask 
for hope and gratitude so that we may welcome our collective and individual journeys with 
open hearts, open minds, and open hands. 
     Amen and blessed be 
 

6.5: A Prayer for Immigrants by Rev. Jessica Vazquez Torres 
Source of Life who is known by many names; 
Over-turner and illuminator of hearts;  
We gather with gratitude for the earth and all who journey in it. 
We are give thanks for the interconnectedness of all creation. 
Support for those without support; 
Stronghold of those without protection;  
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We declare openly the times we have fallen short 
From living out the call to justice our sacred stories place upon us; 
From recognizing the whole of creation as an extension of our being; 
From hearing the plight of the creation yearning for justice; 
From seeing the harm our way of life and our policies inflict upon the creation. 
Source of Wisdom who is known by many names; 
The Prophet Mohammed asks: What actions are most excellent?  
To gladden the heart of a human being; 
To feed the hungry; 
To help the afflicted; 
To lighten the sorrow of the sorrowful; 
To remove the wrongs of the injured; 
Let us not forget. 
The Psalmist asks: Who is fit to hold power and worthy to act in God’s place? 
Those with a passion for the truth, who are horrified by injustice; 
Who act with mercy to the poor and take up the cause of the helpless; 
Who have let go of selfish concerns and see the whole creation as sacred. 
Let us not forget. 
Jesus, carpenter of Nazareth, asks: What is the greatest commandment? 
To love your creator; 
To love your neighbor; 
To undermine oppressive powers with life-giving actions; 
To be in solidarity with all who suffer; 
To act for justice; 
And to teach others to act for justice 
Let us not forget. 
Source of Justice who is known by many names;  
Let us not swerve from the path of righteousness that leads to just and equitable 
relationship. 
Open our eyes that we may see the immigrant and undocumented;  
Whose labor enables and sustains our living; 
The farm worker, the hotel maid, the line cook, the childcare provider; the healthcare 
worker; 
Give us the courage to stand with those crossing our borders; 
Escaping economic oppression and political persecution; 
Seeking work to support their families; 
Aspiring to participate in the bounty of the creation; 
Give us the strength to confront the prejudice and intolerance of those who are 
fearful;  
And respond by closing our borders to those who sojourn seeking life and 
opportunity; 
Give us the will to leave behind the safety of our sanctuaries and temples;  
And claim our place in the movement to transform the creation; 
That our voice, our heart, our spirit will join the voice, heart and spirit of all who 
demand to live with respect, justice and peace. 
Source of Direction who is known by many names; 
In our daily living let us be guided;  
By the highest estimate of the worth and dignity of every person regardless of their 
legal status; 
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And let us not forget; 
That the creation is founded on justice; 
And that we have the moral responsibility to bring forth justice into these times. 
May it be so. 

 
7.0: Responsive Readings 
7:1: SLT #443 We Arrive Out of Many Singular Rooms by Rev. Kenneth Patton 
7:2: SLT #530 Out of the Stars by Rev. Robert Weston 
7:3: SLT #610 The Journey of Love by Mohammed Iqbal 
7:4: We Travel This Road Together by Rev. Tess Baumberger 

From the busy-ness of everyday we gather once a week 
to remember who we are, to dream of who we might become. 

We travel this road together. 
As companions on this journey, we share the milestones we meet along the way. 
Individual moments of joy and sorrow become shared moments of comfort and celebration. 

We travel this road together. 
We share this journey across differences of belief and opinion 
Because we value diversity and because care for one another. 

We travel this road together. 
Today as we take the next steps, let us notice our fellow travelers: 
The burdens that they carry, the songs that inspire their hearts. 

We travel this road together. 
As we gather in beloved community, let us open the holy havens of our hearts, 
Let us share the sacred places of our souls 
For we are pilgrims who share a common path. 

We travel this road together. 
 
7:5: The Hero Path by Joseph Campbell 

We have not even to risk the adventure alone; 
for the heroes of all time have gone before us; 

the labyrinth is thoroughly known; 
we have only to follow the thread of the hero path. 

And where we had thought to find an abomination, 
we shall find a god... 

Where we had thought to travel outward, 
we will come to the center of our own existence; 
where we had thought to be alone, 
we shall be with all the world. (Adapted) 

 
8.0: Readings 
8.1: When Life Is Messy by Rev. Richard 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. 
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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. 

 
8.2: Map of the Journey in Progress by Rev. Victoria Safford 

     Here is where I found my voice and chose to be brave. 
     Here’s a place where I forgave someone, against my better judgment, and I survived that, 
and unexpectedly, amazingly, I became wiser. 
     Here’s where I was once forgiven, was ready for once in my life to receive forgiveness and 
to be transformed. And I survived that also. I lived to tell the tale. 
     This is the place where I said no, more loudly than I’d thought I ever could, and everybody 
stared, but I said no loudly anyway, because I knew it must be said, and those staring settled 
down into harmless, ineffective grumbling, and over me they had no power anymore. 
     Here’s a time, and here’s another, when I laid down my fear and walked right on into it, 
right up to my neck into that roiling water. 
     Here’s where cruelty taught me something. And here’s where I was first astonished by 
gratuitous compassion and knew it for the miracle it was, the requirement it is. It was a 
trembling time. 
     And here, much later, is where I returned the blessing, clumsily. It wasn’t hard, but I was 
unaccustomed. It cycled round, and as best I could I sent it back on out, passed the gift along. 
This circular motion, around and around, has no apparent end. 
     Here’s a place, a murky puddle, where I have stumbled more than once and fallen. I don’t 
know yet what to learn there. 
     On this site I was outraged and the rage sustains me still; it clarifies my seeing. 
     And here’s where something caught me—a warm breeze in late winter, birdsong in late 
summer. 
     Here’s where I was told that something was wrong with my eyes, that I see the world 
strangely, and here’s where I said, “Yes, I know, I walk in beauty.” 
      Here is where I began to look with my own eyes and listen with my ears and sing my own 
song, shaky as it is. 
      Here is where, if by surgeon’s knife, my heart was opened up—and here, and here, and 
here, and here. These are the landmarks of conversion. 

 
8.3: The Way Out by Rev. Kathy Fuson Hurt 

In order to get out 
I must go through. 
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There is no other way. 
No other way? 
But there must be another way, 
an easier path, a well-lit road. 
I cast about, scan the horizon— 
No other way. 
The way out is the way through. 
The way through is the way hard. 
Beset behind and before, 
a heavy hand laid upon me. 
Pass one trial, meet another, 
leap one hurdle, run against another. 
No turning back, no detours— 
no other way. 
Lord, how long? 
As long as it takes to get me there. 
Going down to go up, 
Approaching heaven via hell, 
No other way. 
The only way out is through. 

 
8.4: Found While Lost by Rev. Erik W. Martínez Resly 

     “The beauty of the world is the mouth of a labyrinth,” writes Simone Weil. We would be 
foolish not to follow its call. And so we enter the labyrinth, lured by the whiff of a dream still 
in the making: the possibility of a new relationship, the promise of a new career, the potential 
for a new beginning. 
     We can never be sure what we will find once inside. But this much is certain: there will be 
times when the beauty of the world, and with it the entrance to the labyrinth, unexpectedly 
disappear. Some relationships will disintegrate, some careers will dissatisfy, some beginnings 
will disappoint. Unable to find the labyrinth’s opening, we often find ourselves in frantic search 
of an escape, fumbling for the next step, tiring ourselves out in the process. Disheartened, 
dispirited, we feel disoriented. We get lost. 
     The question is not whether we will get lost in life, but rather how we will move through it 
in faith. Will we dwell on everything that we have lost? Or will we focus instead on everything 
that we have yet to find? 
     As it happens, there is much that awaits us in our lostness. Much to be excavated examined, 
even exalted. In not yet knowing what will be, we are afforded the opportunity to appreciate 
what already is. The things hiding in plain sight. A frayed relationship, for example, may reveal 
our deeper needs. An unfulfilling career may motivate us to seek out a mentor. A misstart, or a 
misstep, may remind us of our own fragile humanity. It may claw open our hearts and sensitize 
us to the suffering of others. 
     When lost, perhaps the greatest question our faith asks of us is this: How will we be found? 
Once the time is ripe, the stars align, and the way begins to open, will we be ready to embrace 
the mystery anew? Will we choose to trust anew, to risk anew, to hope anew? Will we allow 
ourselves to yet again be drawn in, swept up, taken over by that magic that makes life worth 
living? 
      In the words of Simone Weil: “For if [we do] not lose courage, if [we go] on walking, it is 
absolutely certain that [we] will finally arrive at the center of the labyrinth. And there God is 
waiting....” 
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8.5: Supplication by Joseph Seamon Cotter 

I am so tired and weary, 
So tired of the endless fight, 
So weary of waiting the dawn 
  And finding endless night. 
That I ask but rest and quiet— 
Rest for the days that are gone, 
And quiet for the little space 
That I must journey on. 

 
8.6: Ithaka by Constantine P. Cavafy 

As you set out for Ithaka 
hope the voyage is a long one, 
full of adventure, full of discovery. 
Laistrygonians and Cyclops, 
angry Poseidon—don’t be afraid of them: 
you’ll never find things like that on your way 
as long as you keep your thoughts raised high, 
as long as a rare excitement 
stirs your spirit and your body. 
Laistrygonians and Cyclops, 
wild Poseidon—you won’t encounter them 
unless you bring them along inside your soul, 
unless your soul sets them up in front of you. 
 
Hope the voyage is a long one. 
May there be many a summer morning when, 
with what pleasure, what joy, 
you come into harbors seen for the first time; 
may you stop at Phoenician trading stations 
to buy fine things, 
mother of pearl and coral, amber and ebony, 
sensual perfume of every kind— 
as many sensual perfumes as you can; 
and may you visit many Egyptian cities 
to gather stores of knowledge from their scholars. 
 
Keep Ithaka always in your mind. 
Arriving there is what you are destined for. 
But do not hurry the journey at all. 
Better if it lasts for years, 
so you are old by the time you reach the island, 
wealthy with all you have gained on the way, 
not expecting Ithaka to make you rich. 
 
Ithaka gave you the marvelous journey. 
Without her you would not have set out. 
She has nothing left to give you now. 
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And if you find her poor, Ithaka won’t have fooled you. 
Wise as you will have become, so full of experience, 
you will have understood by then what these Ithakas mean.” 
 

8.7: Perfectly Imperfect by Steve Maraboli 
     We have all heard that no two snowflakes are alike. Each snowflake takes the perfect form 
for the maximum efficiency and effectiveness for its journey. And while the universal force of 
gravity gives them a shared destination, the expansive space in the air gives each snowflake the 
opportunity to take their own path. They are on the same journey, but each takes a different 
path. 
Along this gravity-driven journey, some snowflakes collide and damage each other, some 
collide and join together, some are influenced by wind... there are so many transitions and 
changes that take place along the journey of the snowflake. But, no matter what the transition, 
the snowflake always finds itself perfectly shaped for its journey. 
     I find parallels in nature to be a beautiful reflection of grand orchestration. One of these 
parallels is of snowflakes and us. We, too, are all headed in the same direction. We are being 
driven by a universal force to the same destination. We are all individuals taking different 
journeys and along our journey, we sometimes bump into each other, we cross paths, we 
become altered... we take different physical forms. But at all times we too are 100% perfectly 
imperfect. At every given moment we are absolutely perfect for what is required for our 
journey. I’m not perfect for your journey and you’re not perfect for my journey, but I’m perfect 
for my journey and you’re perfect for your journey. We’re heading to the same place, we’re 
taking different routes, but we’re both exactly perfect the way we are. 
     Think of what understanding this great orchestration could mean for relationships. Imagine 
interacting with others knowing that they too each share this parallel with the snowflake. Like 
you, they are headed to the same place and no matter what they may appear like to you, they 
have taken the perfect form for their journey. How strong our relationships would be if we 
could see and respect that we are all perfectly imperfect for our journey.” 

 
8.8: I Want to Be with People by Rev. Dana Worsnop 

Often people say that they love coming to a place with so many like-minded people. 
I know just what they are getting at -- and I know that they aren’t getting it quite right. 
I don’t want to be with a bunch of people who think just like me. 
I want to be in a beloved community where I don’t have to think like everyone else to be loved, 
to be eligible for salvation. 
I want to be with people who value compassion, justice, love and truth, though they have 
different thoughts and opinions about all sorts of things. 
I want to be with independent-minded people of good heart. 
I want to be with people who have many names and no name at all for God. 
I want to be with people who see me in me goodness and dignity, who also see my failings and 
foibles, and who still love me. 
I want to be with people who feel their inter-connection with all existence and let it guide their 
footfalls upon the earth. 
I want to be with people who see life as a paradox and don’t always rush to resolve it. 
I want to be with people who are willing to walk the tight rope that is life and who will hold my 
hand as I walk mine. 
I want to be with people who let church call them into a different way of being in the world. 
I want to be with people who support, encourage and even challenge each other to higher and 



 21 

more ethical living. 
I want to be with people who inspire one another to follow the call of the spirit. 
I want to be with people who covenant to be honest, engaged and kind, who strive to keep their 
promises and hold me to the promises I make. 
I want to be with people who give of themselves, who share their hearts and minds and gifts. 
I want to be with people who know that human community is often warm and generous, 
sometimes challenging and almost always a grand adventure. 
In short, I want to be with people like you. 

 
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: Go Boldly by Jean M. Olson 

May you be brave enough to expose 
your aching woundedness 
and reveal your vulnerability. 
May you speak your deepest truths, 
knowing that they will change as you do. 
May you sing the music within you, 
composing your own melody, 
playing your song with all your heart. 
May you draw, paint, sculpt, and sew, 
showing the world your vision. 
May you write letters, poetry, biography, 
slogans, graffiti, the great novel, 
laying bare your words to love and hate. 
May you love even though your heart 
breaks again and again. 
And until the end of your days, 
may your life be filled 
with possibilities and courage. 

 
10.2: Let Us Begin Again in Love by Rev. Lois Van Leer 

Having let go, 
Set our intentions, 
Named our curiosity, 
Committed our energies, 
And given ourselves over to lives of balance, purpose and meaning, 
Let us begin again 
In love. 

 
10.3: Blessed is the Path by Eric Williams 

Blessed is the path on which you travel. 
Blessed is the body that carries you upon it. 
Blessed is your heart that has heard the call. 
Blessed is your mind that discerns the way. 
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Blessed is the gift that you will receive by going.   
Truly blessed is the gift that you will become on the journey. 
May you go forth in peace. 

 
10.4: Walk softly by Rev. Elaine Gallagher Gehrmann 

Walk softly. 
Speak truthfully. 
Love gently. 
Breathe deeply. 
Live wisely. 
Go in peace. 

 
10.5: As we leave this hallowed place by Rev. Amy Zucker Morgenstern 

     As we leave this hallowed place, may our feet remember its feel, So that wherever we walk, 
we know ourselves to be on hallowed ground. 
     May we know that we are kin with every soul, every star, every stone and leaf of grass. 
     And may our words be gentle and our touch be kind. Blessed be. 

 
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts 
11.1: Seeking Mercy, Seeking Home by Rev. Erika A. Hewitt 

     For many reasons, people depart. They leave home—or the places given to them, in place of 
home that might’ve been lost to war—and seek refuge from a thousand dangers and 
uncertainties. 
     For many reasons—many of them inconceivable to us, who live in relative peace and 
prosperity—people can’t stay where they are, in the places they know; so for themselves and 
for their children, they trade the hell they know for the unknown, and the foreign. 
     For so many reasons—unimaginable to me, and maybe to you, too—people give up their 
sense of belonging; they surrender the climate and food and sounds and smells that their bodies 
have always known for the new, the unfamiliar, the harsh and unlearnable. 
     What deep respect these refugees, asylees, and immigrants deserve for their courage; for 
their capacity to keep moving forward, toward hope. 
     Some members of our human family are throwing their arms wide to welcome those seeking 
mercy and seeking home; others are nearly taking up arms to drive them away. 
     It’s a painful territory that stretches between The Merciful and The Damned. 
     As a minister, I’m in the business of holding up important truths, as I see it, and naming how 
those truths intersect with the news on our screens. As the Syrian refugee crisis unfolds I’ve 
had to remind myself of two things: 

1. Those of us who call ourselves Americans are all, to some degree, complicit in the 
unstable geopolitical disasters that result in such vast human suffering; and 

2. To adjudicate and assess which refugees are “deserving” of mercy, and which ones 
aren’t, is to exhibit an arrogance so dehumanizing that it borders on dangerous. 

     When human suffering comes spilling over our borders, there is no clear division between 
“them” and “us.” Our country’s own policies are culpable, and by extension, us: we have 
protected our American lifestyle of consumption and corporate rule. We play a role in 
inequality, and ecological disasters, and wars over dwindling resources, and the popularity of 
Donald Trump every time we lose sight of the fact that we’re powerful players in a fragile but 
wildly interconnected global community. 
     Which is often. We’ve lost a bit of our soul. That’s what fear does. Fear is a voice that says: 
nothing matters more than self-preservation and self-importance. Fear drains the antifreeze out 
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out your heart so your compassion center runs cold; it cuts off the feeding tubes that keep our 
souls supple and our morality intact. 
     And fear, I think, is what’s at the heart of the stingy fool’s game of deciding which 
immigrants are “deserving” of asylum. Fear says: from my comfortable position of privilege, I 
will decide whose hell is raw and terrifying enough to merit compassion. 
     What would it be like, I wonder, to choose another path? How much would it cost us to 
invoke the Principles of our faith, and the beating heart of our ethical lives, by saying: 

• “We’re a single, interconnected human family.” 
• “We make one another stronger and braver by sharing what we have.” 
• “All people have the same worth and the same inherent dignity; but no human being is 

illegal.” 
• “The suffering of people beyond our borders asks us to examine how we’ve created the 

conditions for its existence.” 
     Some of you, undoubtedly and admirably, are wondering what you can do to help bring 
relief to the Syrian refugee crisis. I hope you’re hearing is that “doing” something starts small. 
     You’re “doing” something when you allow your heart to tear over the scope of human 
suffering; you’re “doing” something when you step beyond your experience to acknowledge 
that we cannot know —and, God willing, will never know—what it’s like to make harrowing 
decisions. You’re “doing” something when you interrupt a conversation to say, “No human 
being is illegal; it’s not kind or civil to talk about people that way;” and you’re “doing” enough 
when you use the language of reverence and interdependence to describe the global 
community. 
    For so many reasons, people depart. They leave home—or the place that was given to them, 
in place of a homeland that might’ve been lost to war—and seek refuge from a thousand 
dangers and uncertainties. 
 

11.2: Journey to the East by Rev. Frank Hall (excerpt, full text at http://uuwestport.org/sermons/rev-
frank-hall-minister-emeritus/frank-hall/journey-to-the-east-june-8-2003/) 

     The title of the sermon comes from one of Hermann Hesse’s less well-known novels. 
     It’s a story about the joys and trials of participating in a community like this one. It’s about 
leadership as well as membership; it’s about serving as a form of leading, and it’s about the 
busy intersection of service, leadership, membership and participation. 
     In Hesse’s story, which he wrote in 1932 in (with masculine gender-based language) in the 
form of an autobiography, about a band of Pilgrims, which he calls the League, who are 
making a journey to the East. The East, in the story, is a metaphor for a place of wisdom, the 
source of spirituality. 
    Let me offer some sentences from The Journey to the East by Herman Hesse: 

     “It was my destiny to join in a great experience. Having had the good fortune to 
belong to the League, I was permitted to participate in a unique journey…. 
     “One of the characteristics of the Journey to the East was that although the League 
aimed at quite definite, very lofty goals during this journey, yet every single participant 
could have his own private goals. Indeed, he had to have them; for no one was included 
who did not have such private goals, and every single one of us, while appearing to 
share common ideals and goals carried his own fond childhood dream within his heart 
as a source of inner strength and comfort… 
      “This expedition to the East was not only mine and now; this procession of believers 
and disciples had always and incessantly been moving towards the East towards the 
Home of Light. 
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     “And each member, each group, indeed our whole host and its great pilgrimage, was 
only a wave in the eternal stream of human beings, of the eternal striving of the human 
spirit towards the East, towards Home. 
      “It was not unusual for us to be mocked at, but it also happened often enough that 
priests blessed us and invited us to be their guests, that children enthusiastically joined 
us, learned our songs and watched us depart with tears in their eyes; that an old man 
would show us forgotten monuments or tell us a legend about his district; that youths 
would walk with us part of the way. 
      “The expedition did not proceed in a fixed order with participants moving in the 
same direction. On the contrary, each follow their own star, each one always ready to 
merge into a greater unit and belong to it for a time, but always no less ready to move 
on again separately. Some went on their way quite alone. I also walked alone at times, 
whenever some sign or call tempted me to go my own way. 
      “It was very pleasant whenever we met one of these groups, to attend their feasts 
and devotions and to invite them to ours, to bless and know them on parting; they went 
their way, we went ours. Each one of them had his own dream, his wish, his secret 
heart’s desire, and yet they all flowed together in the great stream and all belonged to 
each other, shared the same reverence and the same faith. 
     “I, whose calling was really only that of a violinist and story-teller, was responsible 
for the provision of music for our group, and I then discovered how a long time devoted 
to small details exalts us and increases our strength. 
     “Yet our goal was not only the East, or rather the East was not only a country and 
something geographical, but it was the home and youth of the soul, it was everywhere 
and nowhere, it was the union of all times. 
     “And so we League brothers traveled throughout the world. We had within us 
something stronger than reality or probability and that was faith in the meaning and 
necessity of our action.” 
    Hesse talks in this novel about ‘the law of service,’ and the central character, Leo, is 
a servant who carries luggage and cooks, whistling as he goes about his work. 

    One night Leo suddenly and unexpectedly disappears. They search for him to no avail. Soon 
their group falls apart and eventually Hermann, the autobiographical character Hesse uses to 
tell the story—eventually he arrives at his destination and is surprised to learn that Leo, the 
servant, is in fact the great guru, the president of the League, the person who they were 
traveling to the East to meet. 
     …[In a related manner,] why would anyone want to come to a Unitarian Universalist church 
[which can also represent a journey to the East]…? “Because they have a belly button.” 
…[T]he belly button is a humble reminder that we become unconnected at birth and we need to 
re-connect with other people, who nurture and care for us at first, and to whom we are called to 
nurture and care [for] …and we need to re-connect with an ever-changing, aging self and we 
need to re-connect with Nature, of which we are a part. 
      …[T]he etymology of the word religion [is] …from the Latin verb legare, to connect. So, 
re-legare is to re-connect. 
     Everyone needs to reconnect, so everyone needs religion, though most of the people who 
come and stay in a Unitarian Universalist church do not want a pre-packaged religion. 
     We are the Home Depot religion for those who want to do their own home improvements, 
making the world home, rather than a home with narrow boundaries. 
    …[P]eople come here for help—help in their marriages or committed relationships; help in 
raising children; help in dealing with grief, loss and separation; help in re-building some 
damaged self-esteem; help in finding some new direction in life. 
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     People come here because they know they need to make a contribution, to add value to this 
world rather than merely consuming it. 
     People stay because it feels right. They stay because they like the music, meditation, 
sermons or other parts of the service. Sometimes they stay in spite of the sermons, or the 
meditation, or some particular music. They stay because they feel ‘at home.’ They feel 
respected. 
    They stay for their own private reasons, as Hesse suggested in his story. “Every single 
participant could have his own private goals. Indeed, he had to have them; for no one was 
included who did not have such private goals, and every single one of us, while appearing to 
share common ideals and goals carried his own fond childhood dream within his heart as a 
source of inner strength and comfort.…” 
     …There’s a lot I would add…, but I’ll close with only one. 
     …A passage from Hesse’s book, in talking about those who joined the League said, “No one 
was included who did not have such private goals, and every single one of us, while appearing 
to share common ideals and goals carried his own fond childhood dream within his heart as a 
source of inner strength and comfort.” 
     Another way of saying that we all have ‘private goals’ is to say that we all have our own 
work to do; we’re all working out our own salvation, if you will. By salvation I don’t mean that 
we’re working toward getting a passport into the Pearly gates, but by salvation I mean that 
we’re trying to put all the pieces of our life together, that we all need to get beyond left over 
feelings of guilt, anger, resentment; that we all need to find the source of forgiveness, and we 
all need to learn how to forgive. 
     We have to do that for ourselves, but we can’t do it by ourselves. We’re here because we 
need one another; those needs change as we move through the chapters of the Great Novel we 
call our life story. 
    …With Walt Whitman we can say: 
Camerado, I give you my hand! 
I give you my love more precious than money, 
I give you myself before preaching or law; 
Will you give me yourself? Will you come travel with me? 
Shall we stick by each other as long as we live? 

 
11.3: On Setting Out and Coming Home by Rev. Josh Pawelek (Excerpt, full text at http://uuse.org/on-
setting-out-and-coming-home/#.V2XOmfkrK00) 

     …Unitarian Universalists often say things like, “our lives are spiritual journeys,” but we 
don’t always explain what this means. This makes sense when we pause to consider that one of 
the purposes of any religion is to help its practitioners move along the path of their spiritual 
journey. Where some religions offer specific paths toward specific goals—which makes the 
journey relatively easy to explain—others, like Unitarian Universalism, are more open-ended, 
the directions less specified, the paths more numerous, and spontaneity, creativity and curiosity 
more valued than the discipline of sticking to pre-ordained rules. This open-endedness makes 
the typical Unitarian Universalist spiritual journey more difficult to explain. In fact, it makes 
the word typical more or less useless. … 
     For me, spirituality is fundamentally about connection. An effective spiritual practice 
connects us to some reality larger than ourselves: to family, humanity, nature, the land, life, the 
planet, the cosmos, spirit, divinity, the gods and goddesses, the ancestors. When I speak of our 
spiritual lives, I’m speaking of all the ways we connect to whatever is of utmost worth to us, 
whatever we hold sacred, whatever we regard as holy. When I speak of our spiritual journeys, 
I’m referring not so much to the full span of our lives, but to certain discrete portions of our 
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lives, such as the journey of our young adult years, the journey of parenting, the journey of 
career, the journey into elderhood; or, I’m speaking of our journey through certain ordeals or 
challenges, such as losing a job, the break-up of a marriage, the death of a loved-one; or I’m 
speaking about our journey through certain joyous milestones or blessings such as the birth of a 
child or, many years later, welcoming that same child into adulthood. 
     What makes any of these journeys spiritual is that they enable us to deepen our sense of 
connection over time. We don’t necessarily recognize it when it’s happening, but at various 
points along the way, when we have a moment to pause and reflect on our lives, we might 
notice that we’ve completed some significant journey, or that we’ve come through some 
uniquely challenging experience, and we might realize that we’re not the same person we were 
when we started; that we possess some knowledge about life and living we didn’t possess when 
we started; that we are wiser than when we began; that we feel more whole, more at ease in the 
world, more comfortable in our own skin. Perhaps, at the end of our journey, we realize we are 
better able to give and receive love; perhaps we are more compassionate in our treatment of 
others; perhaps we’ve discovered our gifts and we are finally using them in the service of 
others; perhaps we’ve come to terms with a painful loss; perhaps we are more at peace with the 
reality of our own death. All of this suggests to me that through the course of our journeying 
we have deepened our connections to those things we hold sacred, those things that matter 
most: family, humanity, nature, the land, the earth, life, the planet, the cosmos, spirit, divinity, 
the gods and goddesses, the ancestors, and on and on and on. 
     But we don’t always realize we’re embarking on a spiritual journey. More often than not our 
journeys begin with a twinge, a gnawing at the back of our minds or the edge of our hearts, a 
discomfort or dissonance, a low-level anxiety, a frustration, a sense that something in our life is 
out of alignment, a sense that something is lacking, or a longing we’re slowly beginning to 
recognize but aren’t quite sure how to fulfill. We may feel this way because some new situation 
has arisen—a baby has come, a job has been lost, an aging parent has moved in—and we more 
or less know our life needs to change; or it may just be a twinge with no apparent source. 
     That twinge, that gnawing, that longing—if it’s real—doesn’t go away. It begins to take on 
the quality of voice. That is, it speaks to us, sometimes in a whisper, sometimes with a roar, 
sometimes metaphorically, sometimes literally. It questions and cajoles, it makes gentle pleas 
and strident demands. The word calling is appropriate here. This voice, however we experience 
it, calls us to pursue some different, perhaps more noble purpose; calls us to pursue some 
deeply felt passion; calls us to live better in some way, to grow in knowledge and wisdom, to 
meet whatever challenge confronts us. We might hear it in the voice of a spouse or a good 
friend, a boss or a co-worker. We might hear it in the voice of our minister! Or the voice of our 
doctor, or maybe in the voice of a total stranger. We might hear it as our inner voice—that still, 
small voice; that voice of our most authentic self that knows what we really want for our lives, 
even before our waking minds know. We might hear it as a voice from without—a holy voice, 
a sacred voice, a divine voice, a spirit voice. We might hear it in our dreams, in prayer, in 
meditation, in the shower, while exercising, stretching, singing, dancing, creating. When we 
finally respond to the voice, when we finally start to move, I find we tend to move in one of 
two directions. Either we’re setting out, or we’re coming home. 
     We set out when we feel stuck where we are, when we need something new, some 
connection we’ve never had, some knowledge we cannot acquire by staying home. We set out 
when we feel constrained and need freedom, when we find it hard to breathe and we need the 
fresh air of the open road. The work of setting out includes experimenting, exploring, creating, 
searching. Setting out requires courage, curiosity, strength, nerve, an adventurous spirit, a 
willingness to take risks, even arrogance at times.  
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     …We come home when we’re longing for foundations, for roots, for love, intimacy, care 
and nurture. We come home when we’re yearning for community, for familiar faces and places, 
familiar food, smell, touch, land, seasons. The work of coming home includes listening, 
sharing, sacrificing, forgiving and building community. Coming home requires its own kinds of 
courage and strength; its own kinds of persistence and endurance. It requires vulnerability, 
humility, and a willingness to set one’s own needs aside at times to meet the needs of others. 
David Garnes …writes, “sometimes the most memorable characters in your life aren’t the 
famous people you meet at a party, or the speaker whose lecture inspires…. Sometimes, if 
you’re lucky, it’s the person who read to you night after night as a kid, who slipped you a 
nickel for an ice cream cone, and who was always there for you, arms wide open, no matter 
what.” 
     …[A] poem by a colleague named Rick Hoyt who serves the First Unitarian Church of Los 
Angeles …is called “Beyond Borders” and it reminds me that we set out and come home many 
times through the course of our lives; and that setting out and coming home are both critical 
parts of the same process. Rev. Hoyt says: “Go forth / Because we are always going forth from 
somewhere / Going from our homes, our childhoods / Going from our cities and countries / 
Going from innocence to experience to enlightenment / Going into mystery and questions / 
Going into desert / Getting to the other side. / Go forth, / Leave behind the comfort and 
community of one place / Head into the anxiety and loneliness of another. / Carry with you the 
love and laughter of this place / And let it light your way / Carry with you the wisdom you 
learned and the good memories / May they give you strength for your journey/ And when you 
have been away long enough, far enough / Done what you’d set off to do / Been there so long / 
That place too, starts to feel like home / Come back /Come back to the one, universal / 
Everywhere and every when and everyone inclusive home, / This beloved community of all 
creation/ That you can never really leave.” 

 
11.4: Wandering Pilgrimage by Rev. Susan Maginn (Excerpt, full text at 
http://www.uua.org/worship/words/sermon/295398.shtml) 

     …Have you ever thought of going on a pilgrimage? Where would you go? 
     I know Jews and Christians who have been on pilgrimage to Jerusalem, Zen Buddhists who 
have gone to Japan, Pagans who have gone to Greece. 
     I knew a Catholic nun who was retiring from her many years in chaplaincy and celebrated 
her retirement by walking El Camino de Santiago in Spain. 
     There are regular Unitarian Universalist pilgrimages to Transylvania to see our Unitarian 
cousins. Unitarian Universalists travel through the deep South to see where the civil rights 
movement began as well as to Boston to see the roots of Unitarian history in this country. 
     But pilgrimages are not always about religious roots. 
     Bill Sinkford, the former UUA president, and other Unitarian Universalists went to Africa to 
see where millions of the strongest Africans, possibly their ancestors, were gathered and held 
captive before being put like cargo onto the middle passage. 
     …What I imagine all of these trips have in common is the intention of stepping away from 
the daily routines of ordinary time and space by going on a trip, but the trip is not a vacation. 
     A vacation helps us to let go of our familiar lives, giving us a sense of perspective, novelty, 
respite and renewal. While a pilgrimage is really a spiritual practice, yes stepping away from 
our present but with the intention of touching the truth of the past while re-dedicating our future 
toward a holy purpose. 
     As you wonder about what kind of pilgrimage you’ll go on today, you might want to 
consider: But what does a pilgrimage really mean for Unitarian Universalists? 
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     After all, we find the Holy in so much. We Unitarian Universalists are wandering pilgrims. 
There is no Mecca for us to face during prayer. There is no one single shrine that we approach 
with our bodies bent in prayer. There is no spit of land that is sacred above all others. There is 
no holiest of holies. 
     We Unitarian Universalists are a funny people. We find a strange comfort in the uncertainty 
of never knowing where the Holy might show up. Could be in the ancient scriptures or could be 
in contemporary poetry or blog posts. 
     Just as prophetic words are not limited to one book, holiness is not limited to one building. 
Yes, the Holy can be experienced in dedicated monuments, historic sites, national parks, but it 
can just as likely be found in the backyard or in the alley behind the apartment building. 
     So if the Holy can show up when and where you least expect it, then what makes one place 
more holy than another? What makes one place more worthy of pilgrimage than another? 
     For some people a place is made holy by the historical significance or the religious tradition 
of a place. Perhaps this site was built by architects and artists who had the intention of creating 
holy space and perhaps over time thousands perhaps even millions of people have visited this 
site with reverence. For such pilgrims, holiness could be inspired by a sense that you are not 
alone. You are standing toward the end of a long line that reaches back through many years, 
many centuries even. 
     And as you settle into such a space you may realize that holiness is not innately present in a 
building, a city, or even an entire area of land. Holiness in the eye of the beholder. One 
person’s pilgrimage site is another person’s sightseeing. 
     Going to Transylvania will be a very different experience for Unitarians than it will be for 
Hindus. Going to Jerusalem will be very different for Christians than it will be for Buddhists. 
     But one thing is clear: if it is a true pilgrimage then your love for life will be affirmed in this 
place. 
     The ground is made holy wherever the ground of your being is made whole. 
     I think the closest I have ever come to a pilgrimage was when I was 20 years old and I went 
to Europe by myself. I wanted to see Anne Frank’s house. 
     …I had thoroughly researched the secret annex where Anne’s family and friends were in 
hiding. I imagined the dimensions of every room and what it was to be a child who did not go 
outside for over two years. I took it as a sacred duty when I was charged with embodying her 
and speaking her words. 
     So when I was there, no longer imagining the place from an ocean away, but slowly 
stepping through the rooms where Anne and her family and friends lived and were arrested and 
then when I walked through a concentration camp, it made something that had long since been 
imaginary, very real. It made something that had been in parts, whole and complete. 
     As I walked through these spaces at 20 years old, of course I was honoring Anne Frank’s 
life and death, but I was also honoring the gift of my own life. I had already outgrown Anne by 
four years. I was transitioning into adulthood as she could not. I realized I came to Europe to 
say goodbye to this loyal imaginary friend of mine who had much to teach me about being a 
teenager, but she could not walk with me through these gates of adulthood. 
     And as I tried to say goodbye to her, I realized how I could not let her go, even if I wanted 
to. Her spirit had already changed my own. She had accompanied me through so many of my 
formative years and would be forever woven into the ground of my being. She taught me how 
to take up the brokenness of my youth and re-forge the wholeness of my emerging adulthood. 
     Perhaps this piece about brokenness and wholeness is an important one to consider before 
we choose our pilgrimage: Are we going on a pilgrimage as someone who is broken seeking 
wholeness, or do we go as someone who is whole seeking to bless a broken world? 
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     …I’m …reminded of the renowned Peace Pilgrim who has been called ‘a 20 century St. 
Francis of Assisi’. She took the following vow in 1953: “to remain a wanderer until mankind 
has learned the way of peace, walking until given shelter and fasting until given food." She 
traveled without any money and without aligning with any particular organization. Peace 
Pilgrim walked over 25,000 miles throughout North America, beginning in 1953 and ending 
when she died in 1981. She walked to share her simple message for complete disarmament for 
each person and for each nation. 
     …We Unitarian Universalists are people of the wandering pilgrimage. We wander in the 
ways of love as best we know them today, wandering toward wholeness, healing and 
transformation, becoming our deepest and truest selves together, knowing we will stumble 
along the way, and we will restore one another. 
     So, …where are you going? What would be the embodiment of your spiritual journey? 
Would you come broken seeking wholeness? Would you come whole, ready to give a blessing? 
     Whether or not we ever plan a grand trip to faraway lands, why not live each day as if we 
are all on a wandering pilgrimage right now? Because we are. Any day can be a day of 
relishing the triumphs of the soul, and our greatest pilgrimage sites might be much closer than 
we know. 

 
11.5: The Trip of a Lifetime by Chrystal (aka gumballgirl) (Excerpt, full text at 
https://gumballgirl.wordpress.com/2013/10/14/the-trip-of-a-lifetime/) 

     …I think there are three kinds of people in life. There are the Dwellers, the Tourists, and the 
Pilgrims. The Dwellers are those who are content to stay home, happy to dwell on days past, 
letting life happen to them, but not actively participating in the process. The Tourists are those 
who focus on the goal, who will only be content when they reach a preconceived destination, 
but who miss many exciting opportunities to change course or at least incorporate new ideas 
along the way. And then there are the Pilgrims. Dictionary.com defines pilgrim in several ways, 
but one definition is a traveler or wanderer, especially in a foreign place. 
     …The concept of being on a pilgrimage usually conveys the idea that you are on a journey 
towards a destination. The emphasis is on the journey. Being a tourist is all about reaching the 
destination. It’s about what happens after you get there. Personally, I feel the journey can be 
just as fun, just as exciting, just as interesting as the destination – sometimes more so! My 
spiritual pilgrimage, my life story, has been all about the journey. I believe I am in good 
company – many notable individuals have told stories about journeys. 
     Consider Homer’s epic poem The Odyssey – now that was the ultimate road trip! Talk about 
adventures Odysseus had more than enough adventures for one man. His destination was home 
– he had spent many years imprisoned by Calypso, and was finally journeying back to his loved 
ones. But the story is about what happens to him – who he meets and what adventures he falls 
into. I like to think of my life story that way. I am on an odyssey, making my way home, 
wherever that may be, seeking my final destination but meeting interesting people and having 
adventures along the way. 
     Merriam-Webster’s online dictionary gives two definitions of the word Pilgrimage: 1: a 
journey of a pilgrim; especially : one to a shrine or a sacred place and 2: the course of life on 
earth. 
     Of course, we have all heard of the first kind of pilgrimage. It usually has a religious 
connotation. I like the second definition – the course of life on earth. The journey, the 
pilgrimage, can be physical or spiritual, emotional or practical. It can involve a specific time-
frame with a specific result, or it can be a lifelong process, working towards finding the truth. I 
like to think of myself as a pilgrim, journeying through my life, seeking a sacred place within 
myself. 



 30 

     The sacred place I am seeking is related to my idea of spirituality. For me, spirituality is 
internal, an inner path to peace, understanding and truth. Elizabeth Lesser distinguishes 
between what she calls Old Spirituality and New Spirituality. She says that Old Spirituality 
involves believing the church has ultimate authority, that they should dictate how you worship, 
how you behave, what the one path to God looks like, that Truth is like a rock, never changing, 
perceived the same by all. But New Spirituality looks much different. You are your best 
authority, finding for yourself how to live a spiritual life. Your deeper longings are your 
compass on your life’s journey. The truth is like the horizon—forever ahead of you, forever 
changing its shape and color. You can let your spiritual path change and diverge as you journey 
toward it. 
     I am still working on finding my compass, finding how to live a spiritual life. I have, 
however, identified several characteristics that I believe are an important part of that process. I 
believe that a life lived spiritually embodies certain qualities, and we must nurture them in 
ourselves and in others – only thus can we nurture our spirit. 
     In all that we say, all that we do, all that we are, we must be sincere and authentic.According 
to Confucius, “Faithfulness and sincerity are the highest things.” If we are not honest with 
ourselves and with others, our spirit will not thrive. 
     Along with honesty in what we say, we must exhibit honor and integrity in what we do. If 
honesty is telling others the truth, integrity is telling our self the truth. It is doing the right thing, 
even when nobody is watching. Honorable actions foster confidence from others – and if we 
cannot be trusted, our inner spirit will fade. 
     Towards those with whom we share this life, our fellow travelers in the journey, we must 
demonstrate not only honor and integrity, but also tolerance and acceptance. English novelist 
Sir Walter Besant said, “Tolerance is the eager and glad acceptance of the way along which 
others seek the truth.” Without regard for diversity, whether diversity in culture, opinion, 
sexual orientation, race or any other characteristic, without appreciation for our differences, our 
spirit will wither. 
     Our vision of those with whom we share this life should not be limited to fellow human 
beings. All life has beauty, and we should seek it, revere it, in all that we encounter. For the 
beauty in the world around us, we should feel wonder and awe. According to Albert 
Schweitzer, “Affirmation of life is the spiritual act by which man ceases to live thoughtlessly 
and begins to devote himself to his life with reverence in order to give it true value.” Without 
respect for the interconnectedness of the world, without reverence for the mystery of life, our 
spirit will weaken. 
     We must also find that which brings us joy, whether it is person, place, or thing, and 
experience it with a passion that can expand that feeling and share it with others. Ralph Waldo 
Emerson is quoted as saying, “For every minute you are angry you lose sixty seconds of 
happiness.” If we don’t find happiness, if we don’t love, and delight in that feeling, our spirit 
will not grow. 
     And to have all of these qualities, we must be open to learning new things, to using our 
intellect, to increasing our understanding of each other and the world around us. For it is by not 
using our mind that our spirit becomes most fragile. 
     So, if we have Sincerity, Passion, Integrity, Reverence, Intellect, and Tolerance in our 
everyday lives, if we foster them in each other, we will be able to nurture our spirit as we find 
our path towards the horizon. 
     I have a saying – I don’t get lost, I just keep driving until something looks familiar. I think 
my spiritual journey is like that. I just keep going until it seems familiar. Some people describe 
feeling “lost” until they find their path to the truth, whatever that may be. I have never had a 
sense of being “lost”… I just haven’t reached my destination yet. For many years, I stayed 
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away from any form of religion, but it was while driving near my home in Virginia one day that 
I noticed a very pretty church on a hill. I think it was the daffodils and dogwood trees that first 
caught my eye. It was an Episcopalian church, and one Sunday morning, I decided to check it 
out. I was comfortable with the familiarity of it, but quickly realized that it was just a stop on 
the journey, not the final destination. Again, I pulled away from the structure of what I 
perceived as a very limiting, conforming tradition that did not quite fit with my belief system. 
A number of years later, after my physical journey led me to Memphis, my spiritual journey led 
me to Neshoba Unitarian Universalist Church. Although I am still on the journey – this is not 
yet the final destination – I do feel that I have found a “home base” from which to explore the 
avenues that are open to me. And I have definitely met some interesting people and had some 
exciting adventures along the way. 
     When I tried Episcopalian on for size, it felt familiar, but that was just because of its 
similarity to my childhood experience. When I found Unitarian Universalism, it felt familiar in 
a different way. It felt like I was finally on the right path for my pilgrimage.  In each moment of 
my journey, I feel more and more at home as a Unitarian Universalist. I’m not to my 
destination yet, but I am sure enjoying the trip! 
     Every day, my experiences take me further on the path to truth, further on my journey. As 
long as I am living, I will never reach my destination – I’ll always be moving, reaching for the 
horizon. I’ll always be a pilgrim. May your pilgrimage be interesting, adventurous, and long 
lasting. May it be so. And Amen. 

 
12.0: Readings from the Common Bowl 

“And you? When will you begin that long journey into yourself?”   Rumi 
 
“The beautiful journey of today can only begin when we learn to let go of yesterday.”   Steve 
Maraboli 
 
“Sometimes the hardest part of the journey is believing you’re worthy of the trip.”   Glenn Beck 
 
“In the middle of the journey of our life I found myself within a dark wood where the direct 
way was lost.”   Dante 
 
“Your outer journey may contain a million steps; your inner journey only has one: the step you 
are taking right now.”   Eckhart Tolle  
 
“Your soul knows the geography of your destiny. Your soul alone has the map of your future, 
therefore you can trust this indirect, oblique side of yourself. If you do, it will take you where 
you need to go, but more important it will teach you a kindness of rhythm in your journey.”   
John O’Donohue 
 
“We don’t receive wisdom; we must discover it for ourselves after a journey that no one can 
take for us or spare us.”   Marcel Proust 
 
“My favorite journey is looking out the window.”   Edward Gorey 
 
“...there ain’t no journey what don’t change you some.”   David Mitchell  
 
“May I share with you a formula that in my judgment will help you and help me to journey 
well through mortality... First, fill your mind with truth; second, fill your life with service; and 
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third, fill your heart with love.”   Thomas Monson 
 
“The best day of your life is the one on which you decide your life is your own. No apologies 
or excuses. No one to lean on, rely on, or blame. The gift is yours—it is an amazing journey—
and you alone are responsible for the quality of it. This is the day your life really begins.”   Bob 
Moawad 
 
“We’re not on our journey to save the world but to save ourselves. But in doing that you save 
the world. The influence of a vital person vitalizes.”   Joseph Campbell 
 
“It may be that when we no longer know which way to go that we have come to our real 
journey. The mind that is not baffled is not employed. The impeded stream is the one that 
sings.”  Wendell Berry 
 
“The journey itself is my home.”   Matsuo Bashō 
 
“All journeys have secret destinations of which the traveler is unaware.”   Martin Buber 
 
“A journey is like marriage. The certain way to be wrong is to think you control it.”   John 
Steinbeck  
 
“Losing your way on a journey is unfortunate. But, losing your reason for the journey is a fate 
more cruel.”   H.G. Wells 
 
“There is meaning in every journey that is unknown to the traveler.”   Dietrich Bonhoeffer 
 
“And the world cannot be discovered by a journey of miles, no matter how long, but only by a 
spiritual journey, a journey of one inch, very arduous and humbling and joyful, by which we 
arrive at the ground at our own feet, and learn to be at home.”   Wendell Berry  
 
“Some beautiful paths can’t be discovered without getting lost.”  Erol Ozan 
 
“A journey is a person in itself; no two are alike. And all plans, safeguards, policing, and 
coercion are fruitless. We find after years of struggle that we do not take a trip; a trip takes us.”   
John Steinbeck  
 
“Life is not a journey to the grave with the intention of arriving safely in a well preserved body, 
but rather to skid in broadside, thoroughly used up, totally worn out, and loudly proclaiming, 
‘Wow what a ride!’”   Marjorie Pay Hinckley 
 
“The spiritual journey is individual, highly personal. It can’t be organized or regulated. It isn’t 
true that everyone should follow one path. Listen to your own truth.”   Ram Dass 
 
“My invitation, my challenge to you here, is to journey into a deeper intimacy with the world 
and your life without any promise of safety or guarantee of reward beyond the intrinsic value of 
full participation.”   Oriah Mountain Dreamer 
 
“The Sun will rise and set regardless. What we choose to do with the light while it’s here is up 
to us. Journey wisely.”   Alexandra Elle 
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“My dad used to say that life’s a journey, but somebody screwed up and lost the map.”   Rachel 
Caine  
 
“All great literature is one of two stories; a …person goes on a journey or a stranger comes to 
town.”   Leo Tolstoy 
 
“As you start traveling down that road of life, remember this: There are never enough comfort 
stops. The places you’re going to are never on the map. And once you get that map out, you 
won’t be able to re-fold it no matter how smart you are. So forget the map, roll down the 
windows, and whenever you can pull over and have a picnic with a pig.”   Jim Henson 
 
“In every journey comes a moment... one like no other. And in that moment, you must decide 
between who you are... and who you want to be.”   J.C. Marino  
 
“I guess that’s the thing about a hero’s journey. You might not start out a hero, and you might 
not even come back that way. But you change, which is the same as everything changing. The 
journey changes you, whether or not you know it, and whether or not you want it to.”   Kami 
Garcia  
 
“The journey is part of the experience—an expression of the seriousness of one’s intent. One 
doesn’t take the A train to Mecca.”   Anthony Bourdain 
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