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Worship Resource Packet for Hope 
Theme-Based Ministry Project 

 
Pacific Western Region-UUA & First Universalist Church of Denver 

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

 
Please attribute the authors of these resources in the Order of Service and in the service itself. 

 
Part 1: Sample Order of Service 
Part 2: List of Resources 
Part 3: Worship Resources 
 

Part 1: Sample Order of Service 
This sample order of service illustrates one way to break the sermon (aka talk, lecture, etc.) into two or 
three parts. One part would use one of the sermon excerpts provided below, while the other one or two 
parts would be based on the theme and written and delivered by members of your congregation. An 
alternative using two parts would be to use two of the sermon excerpts in this packet. 
 
Announcements 
Gathering Music 
Opening Words 
Hymn 
Chalice Lighting (either spoken by worship leader or in unison by congregation) 
 
Sung Response #123 Spirit of Life by Carolyn McDade  (remain seated) 
Spirit of Life, come unto me. Sing in my heart all the stirrings of compassion. 
Blow in the wind, rise in the sea; move in the hand giving life the shape of justice. 
Roots hold me close; wings set me free; Spirit of Life, come to me, come to me. 
 
Words of Welcome (by worship leader or Board member) 
 
Meeting and Greeting (invite people to greet each other) 
 
Music  
 
Exploration I  Suggested length 5 minutes (500 words) written by a member of the 

congregation on the theme or use pat of one of the sermons in section 11.  
(If you are just doing two explorations, eliminate this one.) 

 
Sharing of Joys and Sorrows (with lighting of candles or another ritual) 
(unison response) For the joys shared, we join you in celebration. For the sorrows and concerns 
spoken here, may you feel our sympathy and compassion. For all that remains unspoken, both joy and 
sorrow, may the caring of our community offer you both kindness and hope. 
 
Readings from the Common Bowl (use ten quotes from the Touchstones journal read by two people 
alternating—don’t read the names of the authors of the quotes, but allow a few beats between them so 
people can absorb the words and the meaning.) 
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Exploration II             Use one of the sermon excerpts provided below (ten minutes/1,000 words) 
 
Offering 
 
Reading or Responsive Reading 
 
Exploration III Suggested length 5 minutes (500 words) written by a member of the 

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

Part 2: List of Resources 
1.0 Opening Words 

1.1: A dream awakening by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong (WW) 
1.2: This Room of Hope by Rev. Libbie D. Stoddard (WW) 
1.3: On a Winter Morning by Rev. Barbara Cheatham  (WW) 
1.4: We come to love a church by Rev. Andrew C. Kennedy  (WW) 
1.5: Come into this place by Rev. Rebecca A. Edmiston-Lange (WW) 
1.6: Come into this house of worship by Rev. Carolyn S. Owen-Towle (WW) 
1.7: House of Welcoming by Rev. Orlanda R. Brugnola  (WW) 
1.8: Determined Seed by Rev. Laura Wallace (WW) 
1.9: Come, Come To This Place by Rev. Daniel Budd  (WW) 

 
2.0: Chalice Lighting 

2.1: In a World Filled with Darkness by Douglas John Traversa (WW) 
2.2: Let there be light! by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman (WW) 
2.3: To face the world by Rev. Lindsay Bates (WW) 
2.4: SLT #448 We Gather This Hour Rev. Christine Robinson (SLT) 
 

3.0: Hymns 
SLT #95 There Is More Love Somewhere  
SLT #346 Come, Sing a Song with Me 
SLT #347 Gather the Spirit  
SLT #391 Voice Still and Small 

 
4.0: Stories & Illustrations 

4.1: Hope: a Jewish wisdom story (adapted) (see below) 
 

5:0: Meditations  
 
6.0: Prayers 
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6.1: Prayer of Hope and Healing by Chrystal Hogan (WW) 
6.2: The words of our hearts by Rev. Lindsay Bates (WW) 
6.3: To the Blessings of this Season by Rev. Ken Sawyer (WW) 

 
7.0: Responsive Readings 

7.1: SLT #461 We Must Be Saved by Reinhold Niebuhr 
7.2: SLT #470 Affirmation by Leonard Mason 
7.3: SLT #648 Beginners by Denise Levertov From Candles in Babylon 
7.4: SLT # 666 The Legacy of Caring by Thandeka 

 
8.0: Readings 

8.1: “Hope” is the thing with feathers by Emily Dickinson  
8.2: We are all more human than otherwise by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert  
8.3: Hope and Baking Powder by Macrina Wiederkehr 
8.4: There is too much work to do by Dorothy Day 
8.5: Dreams by Langston Hughes  
8.6: The Good News by Thich Nhat Hanh  
8.7: We are here at the threshold by Rebecca Parker 
8.8: Expect Life by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox 
8.9: Hope by Seamus Heaney 
 

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

 
10.0: Closing Words 

10.1: As far as our love flows by Rev. Annie Foerster (WW) 
10.2: Let us go forth into the world by Rev. Marjorie Newlin Leaming (WW) 
10.3: The Truth That Makes Us Free by Anonymous (WW) 
10:4: If you are proud of this church by Rev. Michael A. Schuler (WW) 

 
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts 

11.1: Prisoner of Hope by Rev. David E. Bumbaugh (see below) 
11.2: Telling Stories of Hope by Rev. Robert Hardies (see below) 
11.3: A House for Hope by Rev. Grace H. Simons (see below) 
11.4: Stealing Hope by Rev. Paul Britner (see below) 
11.5: From Despair to Hope Rev. Mark Hayes (see below) 

 
Part 3: Worship Resources 

1.0: Opening Words 
1.1: A dream awakening by Rev. Elizabeth M. Strong 

Today we celebrate a dream awakening.  
Today we worship with renewed hope in our hearts.  
Today we act on an audacity of hopes and dreams for the future.  
Today we begin the hard work for justice, equity and compassion in all human relations,  
for today is a day like no other and it is ours to shape with vision and action.  
Let us worship together and celebrate a dream awakening. 
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1.2: This Room of Hope by Rev. Libbie D. Stoddard 

We have come into this room of hope  
     where our hearts and minds are opened to the future.  
We have come into this room of justice  
     where we set aside our fear to name freely every oppression.  
We have come into this room of love  
     where we know that no lives are insignificant.  
We have come into this room of song  
     where we unite our voices  
     in the somber and the beautiful melodies of life. 

 
1.3: On a Winter Morning by Rev. Barbara Cheatham  

It is a good morning to be together!  
When winter's darkness spreads across the land, and cold seeps through our thickest coats, we 
hurry here, drawn by the warmth of faces familiar and new, to the welcoming walls of this 
house.  
Here, for this hour, we open ourselves to new understanding, reassurance, and hope, for this is 
a place where truth, love, and challenge meet.  
Welcome. It is a good morning to be together. 

 
1.4: We come to love a church by Rev. Andrew C. Kennedy  

We come to love a church,  
     the traditions, the history,  
     and especially the people associated with it.  
And through these people,  
     young and old,  
     known and unknown,  
     we reach out --  
Both backward into history  
     and forward into the future --  
To link together the generations  
     in this imperfect, but blessed community  
     of memory and hope 

 
1.5: Come into this place by Rev. Rebecca A. Edmiston-Lange 

Come in. Come into this place which we make holy by our presence. 
Come in with all your vulnerabilities and strengths, fears and anxieties, loves and hopes. For 
here you need not hide, nor pretend, nor be anything other than who you are and are called to 
be. 
Come into this place where we can touch and be touched, heal and be healed, forgive and be 
forgiven. 
Come into this place, where the ordinary is sanctified, the human is celebrated, the 
compassionate is expected. 
Come into this place. Together we make it a holy place. 

 
1.6: Come into this house of worship by Rev. Carolyn S. Owen-Towle 

Come into this house of worship. Come in bringing all of who you are. Rest and quiet your 
week-worn spirit, for you are here to touch again eternal springs of hope and renewal.  
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Calm your hurried pace. For this hour let the cares, the fretfulness and worry be set aside. 
Forgive yourself—you are so very worthy of moving on, of making new efforts, of trying 
again.  
Know that you are not alone. There is strength and caring support for you here. You will find 
comfort if you but ask. Look around. You are a part of potential community. You can make it 
what you will.  
Enter into this house of worship. 

 
1.7: House of Welcoming by Rev. Orlanda R. Brugnola  

Here find a house of welcoming 
Here find vision and hope 
Here be received as you truly are 
Unique and beautiful 
Your journey acknowledged 
Your love honored 
Let us rejoice together 

 
1.8: Determined Seed by Rev. Laura Wallace   

As frozen earth holds the determined seed,  
this sacred space holds our weariness, our worry,  
our laughter and our celebration.  
Let us bring seed and soul into the light  
of thought, the warmth of community,  
and the hope of love.  
Let us see together, hear together, love together.  
Let us worship. 

 
1.9: Come, Come To This Place by Rev. Daniel Budd  

Come, come to this place, whoever you are: 
Wanderer, worshipper, lover of learning, 
All seekers after what is true, 
All who seek a community of compassion & diversity 
Come, come to this place, whoever you are: 
Though you’ve broken your vows a thousand times 
And you’re too busy and you don’t have the time 
Come, come to this place, whoever you are: 
Lovers of wisdom, lovers of humanity, lovers of beauty, 
Come to this place where a Love we do not make 
Surrounds us and lifts us and nurtures us, 
Come, come to this place, whoever you are: 
Ours is not a community of despair, but of hope, 
Not a place of judging, but of thanksgiving, 
Not a place of certainty, but of searching. 
Come, come to this place, whoever you are, 
Come, yet again, come. 
(based upon words of Rumi) 

 
2.0: Chalice Lightings 
2.1: In a World Filled with Darkness by Douglas John Traversa  



 6 

In a world filled with the darkness of ignorance, let us bring the light of reason 
In a world filled with the darkness of despair, may we share the light of hope 
In a world filled with the darkness of hate, let us shine the light of love 
 

2.2: Let there be light! by Rev. Gordon B. McKeeman  
"Let there be light!"  
     Let it shine in dark places,  
         in moments of pain,  
         in times of grief,  
         in the darkness of hatred,  
             violence,  
             oppression,  
         where there is discouragement and despair.  
Wherever darkness is to be put to flight,  
     "Let there be light!"  
 

2.3: To face the world by Rev. Lindsay Bates  
To face the world's shadows, a chalice of light.  
To face the world's coldness, a chalice of warmth,  
To face the world's terrors, a chalice of courage.  
To face the world's turmoil, a chalice of peace.  
May its glow fill our spirits, our hearts, and our lives [with hope]. 
 

2.4: SLT #448 We Gather This Hour Rev. Christine Robinson 
We gather this hour as people of faith 
With joys and sorrows, gifts and needs. 
We light this beacon of hope, 
Sign of our quest for truth and meaning, 
In celebration of the life we share together.  

 
3.0: Hymns (See information in Part 2 above) 
 
4.0: Stories & Illustrations 
4.1: Hope: a Jewish wisdom story (adapted) 

     A poor man lived with his wife and six children in a small one-room house. They were 
always getting in each other's way and there was so little space they could hardly breathe! He 
talked to his wife and asked her what to do. "Go see the rabbi," she told him.  
     The rabbi greeted him and said, "I see something is troubling you. Whatever it is, you can 
tell me." And so the poor man told the rabbi how miserable things were at home.  
     The rabbi thought very deeply. Then he said, "Do exactly as I tell you and things will get 
better. Do you promise?"  
     "I promise," the poor man said. The rabbi then asked the poor man a strange question. "Do 
you own any animals?"  
     "Yes," he said. "I have one cow, one goat, and some chickens."  
     "Good," the rabbi said. "When you get home, take all the animals into your house to live 
with you." The poor man was astonished, but he had promised to do exactly what the rabbi 
said. 
     The next day the poor man ran back to see the rabbi. "What have you done to me, Rabbi?" 
he cried. "It's awful. I did what you told me and the animals are all over the house! Rabbi, help 
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me!" The rabbi said calmly, "Now go home and take the chickens back outside."  
     The poor man hurried back again the next day. "The chickens are gone, but Rabbi, the 
goat!" he moaned. "The goat is smashing up all the furniture and eating everything in sight!"  
The rabbi said, "Go home and remove the goat and may God bless you."  
     The poor man went home and took the goat outside. But he ran back again to see the rabbi, 
crying and wailing. "What a nightmare you have brought to my house, Rabbi! With the cow it's 
like living in a stable! Can human beings live with an animal like this?  What am I to do now? 
My home is unbearably miserable!"  
     The rabbi said sweetly, "My friend, you are right. May God bless you. Go home now and 
take the cow out of your house." And the poor man went quickly home and took the cow out of 
the house.  
     The next day he came running back to the rabbi again. "O Rabbi," he said with a big smile 
on his face, "we have such a good life now. The animals are all out of the house. The house is 
so quiet and we've got room to spare! What a joy!" 

 
5.0: Meditations 
 
6.0: Prayers 
6.1: Prayer of Hope and Healing by Chrystal Hogan  

To the God of our own understanding, the spirit with whom we commune this morning – we 
ask that our minds be open, our hearts welcoming, our arms embracing. We lift up those whose 
lives are touched by sadness, by illness, by worry, or by loneliness. May they find comfort, 
hope, and healing strength in this community and the larger community. We celebrate those 
whose lives are whole and well. May they share their strength with those in need and find 
warmth and love in the sharing of their spirit. And let us take a moment to silently reflect in the 
spirit of prayer. 

 
6.2: The words of our hearts by Rev. Lindsay Bates  

Receive, O Mystery, the words of our hearts.  
If prayer worked like magic – if I knew the words that would guarantee prayer's power – I 
know what I would pray:  
Let life be always kind to our children. 
Let sorrow not touch them. 
Let them be free from fear. 
Let them never suffer injustice, 
     nor the persecutions of the righteous. 
Let them not know the pain of failure –  
of a project, a love, a hope, or a dream. 
Let life be to them gentle and joyful and kind.  
 
If I knew the formula, that's what I'd pray.  
But prayer isn't magic, and life will be hard. So I pray for our children – with some hope for 
this prayer:  
May their knowledge of sorrow be tempered with joy.  
May their fear be well-balanced by courage and strength.  
May the sight of injustice spur them to just actions. 
May their failures be teachers, that their spirits may grow.  
May they be gentle and joyful and kind.  
Then their lives will be magic, and life will be good.  
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6.3: To the Blessings of this Season by Rev. Ken Sawyer  

To the blessings of this season, 
may our senses be alert 
and our hearts take heed, 
for in a busy and sometimes tragic world, 
beauty is often the comfort most sure. 
 
To the blessings of warm, accepting human relationship, 
may our hearts be open 
and our minds take heed, 
for in a lonely and sometimes frightening world, 
friendship is often the support than upholds us. 
 
To the blessings of high ideals and noble aspirations, 
may our minds be open, 
and our hands take heed, 
for in a troubled and sometimes dangerous world, 
justice is often the hope that sustains us. 
 
Forgiving each other and ourselves for all we do not sense, 
for the love we do not share, 
for the acts of justice we avoid, 
let us treasure the parts of ourselves that do respond. 
Blessed be the life that comforts, sustains and upholds us, 
and blessed be we who do, now and then, awaken to its grace. 
 

7.0: Responsive Readings 
7.1: SLT #461 We Must Be Saved by Reinhold Niebuhr 

Nothing worth doing is completed in our lifetime;  
Therefore we must be saved by hope.  

Nothing true or beautiful makes complete sense in any immediate context of history;  
Therefore we must be saved by faith.  

Nothing we do, however virtuous, can be accomplished alone;  
Therefore, we are saved by love. 

No virtuous act is quite as virtuous from the standpoint of our friend or foe as from our own; 
Therefore, we are saved by the final form of love which is forgiveness. 

 
7.2: SLT #470 Affirmation by Leonard Mason 

We affirm the unfailing renewal of life. 
Rising from the earth, and reaching for the sun, all living creatures shall fulfill 
themselves. 

We affirm the steady growth of human companionship. 
Rising from ancient cradles and reaching for the stars, people the world over shall seek 
the ways of understanding. 

We affirm a continuing hope 
That out of every tragedy the spirits of individuals shall rise to build a better world. 

 
7.3: SLT #648 Beginners by Denise Levertov From Candles in Babylon 
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But we have only begun to love the earth. We have only begun to imagine the fullness of life. 
How could we tire of hope?— so much is in bud. 

How can desire fail?— we have only begun to imagine justice and mercy, 
Only begun to envision how it might be to live as siblings with beast and flower, not as 
oppressors. 

Surely our river cannot already be hastening into the sea of nonbeing? 
Surely it cannot drag, in the silt, all that is innocent? 

Not yet, not yet—there is too much broken that must be mended, 
Too much hurt we have done to each other that cannot yet be forgiven. 

We have only begun to know the power that is in us if we would join our solitudes in the 
communion of struggle. 

So much is unfolding that must complete its gesture, so much is in bud. 
 

7.4: SLT # 666 The Legacy of Caring by Thandeka 
Despair is my private pain, born from what I have failed to say, failed to do, failed to 
overcome. 

Be still my inner self, let me rise to you, let me reach down into your pain, and soothe 
you. 

I turn to you to renew my life. I turn to the world, the streets of the city, the worn tapestries of 
brokerage firms, 

Drug dealers, private estates, personal things in the bag lady’s cart. 
Rage and pain in the faces that turn from me, afraid of their own inner worlds. 

This common world I love anew, as the life blood of generations who refused to 
surrender their humanity to an inhumane world courses through my veins. 

From within this world my despair is transformed to hope. 
And I begin anew the legacy of caring. 

 
8.0: Readings 
8.1: “Hope” is the thing with feathers by Emily Dickinson  

“Hope” is the thing with feathers -  
That perches in the soul -  
And sings the tune without the words -  
And never stops - at all -  
 
And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard -  
And sore must be the storm -  
That could abash the little Bird  
That kept so many warm -  
 
I’ve heard it in the chillest land -  
And on the strangest Sea -  
Yet - never - in Extremity,  
It asked a crumb - of me. 

 
8.2: We are all more human than otherwise by Rev. Richard S. Gilbert  

The human race is a vast rainbow bursting into view. 
of white and black, red, yellow and brown. Yet for all blood is red, the sky is blue, the earth 
brown, the night dark. 
In size and shape we are a varied pattern 
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of tall and short, slim and stout, elegant and plain. 
Yet for all there are fingers to touch, hearts to break, eyes to cry, ears to hear, mouths to speak. 
In tongue we are a tower of babel, a great jumble of voices grasping for words, groping for 
ways to say love, peace, pity, and hope. 
Faiths compete, claiming the one way; 
Saviours abound, pointing to salvation. 
Not all can be right, not one. 
We are united only by our urge to search. 
Boundaries divide us, lines drawn to mark our diversity, 
maps charted to separate the human race from itself. 
Yet a mother's grief, a father's love, a child's happy cry, 
a musician's sound, an artist's stroke, batter the boundaries and shatter the walls. 
Strength and weakness, arrogance and humility, confidence and fear, live together in each one, 
reminding us that we share a common humanity. 
We are all more human than otherwise. 
 

8.3: Hope and Baking Powder by Macrina Wiederkehr 
I was just thinking 
one morning 
during meditation 
how much alike 
hope 
and baking powder are: 
quietly getting what is best in me 
to rise, 
awakening 
the hint of eternity 
within. 
I always think of that 
when I eat biscuits now 
and wish 
that I could be 
more faithful 
to the hint of eternity, 
the baking powder 
in me. 

 
8.4: There is too much work to do by Dorothy Day 

People say, what is the sense of our small effort? They cannot see that we must lay one brick at 
a time, take one step at a time. A pebble cast into a pond causes ripples that spread in all 
directions. Each one of our thoughts, words and deeds is like that. No one has a right to sit 
down and feel hopeless. There is too much work to do.    

 
8.5: Dreams by Langston Hughes  

Hold fast to dreams  
For if dreams die 
Life is a broken-winged bird 
That cannot fly. 
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Hold fast to dreams 
For when dreams go 
Life is a barren field 
Frozen with snow. 

 
8.6: The Good News by Thich Nhat Hanh  
an excerpt from Call Me by My True Names 

They don't publish 
the good news. 
The good news is published 
by us. 
We have a special edition every moment, 
and we need you to read it. 
The good news is that you are alive, 
and the linden tree is still there, 
standing firm in the harsh Winter. 
The good news is that you have wonderful eyes 
to touch the blue sky. 
The good news is that your child is there before you, 
and your arms are available: 
hugging is possible. 
They only print what is wrong. 
Look at each of our special editions. 
We always offer the things that are not wrong. 
We want you to benefit from them 
and help protect them. 
The dandelion is there by the sidewalk, 
smiling its wondrous smile, 
singing the song of eternity. 
Listen! You have ears that can hear it. 
Bow your head. 
Listen to it. 
Leave behind the world of sorrow 
and preoccupation 
and get free. 
The latest good news 
is that you can do it.  

 
8.7: We are here at the threshold by Rebecca Parker 

We are here at the threshold.  
We are here,  
 
We who have crossed many thresholds already  
To arrive at this space and time,  
Coming out — from identities and locations that  
didn't embrace the fullness of who we are;  
Coming across — distances, boundaries,  
discoveries that have beckoned us to deeper life  
and challenged us to change;  
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Coming with — our loves, our partners, our children,  
our memories, our knowledge,  
our wisdom, and our willingness;  
Coming to — our senses, our awareness  
of the critical issues that threaten the well-being  
of earth's creatures, communities, and cultures;  
Coming again — to decisions, commitments, hopes,  
determinations that we know matter.  
We are here at this threshold,  
the threshold of a house of study,  
where minds and hearts are on fire;  
the threshold of a house of spirit  
where prayer and contemplation  
take us deeper;  
the threshold of a house of hope  
for greater justice and compassion in the world;  
the threshold of a house of history  
that can inform our present lives  
and link us to a communion that  
crosses the boundary of death;  
the threshold of a house of preparation  
for the thresholds we will lead others to cross,  
for the thresholds yet to come,  
for the thresholds the world stands on —  
poised, now, as always  
between the possibilities of violence  
and the possibilities of peace.  
Come, let us cross this threshold  
together." 

 
8.8: Expect Life by Rev. Elizabeth Tarbox 

     Do not live too far in the past or the future.  Live now. 
In each moment expect a miracle:  ten kinds of birds at the feeder, and the tracks of a fox in the 
snow. 
     Pick up a magnifying glass and scrutinize that crocus. See the pollen at the center of the 
daffodil, life’s dust, death-defying life. Be astonished at the flower, arrested by its beauty. 
     Run naked through the garden in the morning and hope the wild geese fly by. 
     Get silly and laugh loudly with your grandchildren or your grandparents. Refuse to leave the 
dead behind, but bring their memory to all your chores and games and corners of quiet, warm 
tears. 
     Know always that joy and sorrow are woven together; one cannot be without the other. If 
you love, know that sometimes your love will bring you tears; if you grieve, know it is because 
at some time you were willing to love. 
     Do not be afraid to die today. But expect life! 
 

8.9: Hope by Seamus Heaney 
Human beings suffer, 
they torture one another, 
they get hurt and get hard. 
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No poem or play or song 
can fully right a wrong 
inflicted or endured. 

The innocent in gaols 
beat on their bars together. 
A hunger-striker's father 
stands in the graveyard dumb. 
The police widow in veils 
faints at the funeral home. 

History says, Don't hope 
on this side of the grave. 
But then, once in a lifetime 
the longed for tidal wave 
of justice can rise up 
and hope and history rhyme. 

So hope for a great sea-change 
on the far side of revenge. 
Believe that a further shore 
is reachable from here. 
Believe in miracles 
and cures and healing wells. 

Call the miracle self-healing: 
The utter self-revealing 
double-take of feeling. 
If there's fire on the mountain 
Or lightning and storm 
And a god speaks from the sky 

That means someone is hearing 
the outcry and the birth-cry 
of new life at its term. 

 
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: As far as our love flows by Rev. Annie Foerster  

As far as our love flows; as far as our hope grows; as far as our yearning goes; -- we are no 
farther one from another. 

 
10.2: Let us go forth into the world by Rev. Marjorie Newlin Leaming  
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Let us go forth into the world through a door of hope for the future, remembering these words 
by Martin Luther: "Even if I knew that tomorrow the world would go to pieces, I would still 
plant my apple tree." So may it be with us. 

 
10.3: The Truth That Makes Us Free by Anonymous  

May the truth that makes us free, 
and the hope that never dies, 
and the love that casts out all fear 
lead us forward together, 
‘till the day breaks, 
and the shadows flee away. 

 
10:4: If you are proud of this church by Rev. Michael A. Schuler 

If you are proud of this church, become its advocate.  
If you are concerned for it future, share its message.  
If its values resonate deep within you, give it a measure of your devotion.  
This church cannot survive without your faith, your confidence, your enthusiasm.  
Its destiny, the larger hope, rests in your hands. 

 
11.0: Sermons & Sermon Excerpts 
11.1: Prisoner of Hope by Rev. David E. Bumbaugh (excerpt, full text at 
www.ucsummit.org/wordpress/download/Prisoner+Of+Hope.pdf) 

     In 1994, Dr. Cornel West gave a lecture at the General Assembly of the Unitarian 
Universalist Association. At the conclusion of his eloquent and passionate presentation, Dr. 
West indicated that he was willing to entertain questions and comments from the audience. The 
audience, being composed of Unitarian Universalists, was eager to engage the speaker in 
dialogue. As often is the case, much of the conversation took the form of personal testimony, 
affirming the concerns of the speaker and reinforcing the points he had made. One member of 
the audience, however, asked Dr. West, in light of his experience, was he optimistic about the 
future. Did he believe that there was any way in which we might overcome the terrible legacy 
of our history?  
     Dr. West paused for a moment. Then, with sadness in his voice, he said, "No. I am not 
optimistic about the future." He went on to talk about conditions of our cities; the daily 
destruction of the lives of black people; the unwillingness of our society to do what needs to be 
done; the role of the media, relentlessly portraying black culture in terms of violence and 
irresponsibility and confessed that he could not find in the contemporary world any reason for 
optimism. "However," he went on after a brief pause, "while I am not an optimist, I remain a 
prisoner of hope. The two are not the same thing."  
     In many ways, that last statement was one of the most important comments I heard at the 
General Assembly, for it has profound implications not only for how we respond to racism, but 
for how we address complex problems of all kinds, and it offers an imperative for a moral life 
at almost every level. Dr. West, in suggesting that there is a distinction to be made between 
optimism and hope, offered a creative perspective on a world which stubbornly refuses to 
incarnate our dreams or to satisfy our expectations or to realize our ambitions.  
     Optimism, says my dictionary, is the doctrine that everything is ordered for the best. Most of 
the time, I find optimism a difficult doctrine to embrace with eyes open. We live in a world 
awash in resources, but a world in which, nevertheless, millions are homeless and hungry and 
ill-clad, a world in which random violence is the daily experience of millions more, a world in 
which baseless prejudices and ancient hatreds inflict needless suffering and death on young and 
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old alike, a world structured in such a way that whole generations and entire classes of human 
beings are treated as expendable, a world in which the poor see no future and the rich find little 
satisfaction, a world in which those who have nothing fear that future will be no better, while 
those who have everything live in constant fear the loss of what they have. In such a world, it is 
difficult to embrace an optimistic vision, to believe that somehow everything is ordered for the 
best.  
     And yet, that is the broken, shattered, fragmented world in which we live our lives and that 
is the bleeding, suffering world in which we are called to structure a moral existence. To see 
the world clearly is to be tempted to dumb resignation and despair. Yet, if we yield to that 
temptation, we become complicit in all the horrors which surround us. The great challenge is to 
see the world for what it is and yet not succumb to helplessness and resignation, to understand 
that there may be no evidence that anything we do or say or think will make much difference 
and yet refuse to close our eyes, refuse to censor our thoughts, refuse to silence our tongues.  
     Dr. West suggested that the alternative to simple optimism, or desperate resignation is hope. 
Hope, according to my dictionary, involves living in a spirit of expectation. To be a prisoner of 
hope, in Dr. West's words, is to be captured by a very special kind of expectation. The 
expectation which captures us is not that everything will work out for the best; not that our 
dreams will be realized and our ideals accomplished; not that the world will become what we 
want it to be. Rather, to be a prisoner of hope is to know that the world is neither defined by our 
fears nor limited by our dreams. To be a prisoner of hope is to be enthralled by the conviction 
that there is more at work in the world than we can know or understand, that the world is 
complex beyond our ability to orchestrate it or manage it. To be a prisoner of hope is to be 
caught up in the expectation that somehow, in ways we cannot imagine or anticipate, out of the 
deep and unformed resources of existence may arise, at any moment, people and circumstances 
with the strength to transform us and the world, our dreams and our fears in ways we cannot 
anticipate. To be a prisoner of hope is to understand that there exists in the world a power we 
do not control and do not fully understand, which, at any moment may redeem our history, 
moving it in different and unexpected directions. To be a prisoner of hope is to live with a 
fundamental trust in the underlying nature of reality and its ability to confound our worst fears 
and our most cherished dreams, producing a world richer and more challenging than anything 
we could have planned or envisioned. And above all, to be a prisoner of hope is to hold oneself 
open, ready to respond affirmatively when the new possibility erupts among us.  
     …to be a prisoner of hope [is] to see the world as it is, clearly and without romantic 
illusions; to feel its pain and its injustice and its inequity; to understand fully the distance 
between what is and what ought to be; and to give ones self to the work of narrowing that 
distance, not because we know what needs to be done, and not because we have assurance that 
it will make a difference, and not because we will reap the rewards of our efforts, but because, 
by enlisting ourselves in the work of the world, we open up the possibilities of unexplored 
avenues, unanticipated alternatives, unexpected opportunities out of which some new thing 
may emerge. To be a prisoner of hope is to seek to ally oneself with the forces of renewal in 
world where logic and reason suggest renewal is an impossible dream.  
     And that, my friends, is what religion at its heart is all about--evoking and encouraging and 
sustaining people who are determined to live as prisoners of hope.  

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

     The reason people come to church …is to look for hope. …You know, David Eaton, our 
former senior minister, once wrote: “The church is that institution whose primary purpose is to 
help people... maintain hope in their lives. When people have no hope, they discover hope 
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together. When they can’t discover hope, they create hope together.” People come to church 
…looking for a little hope. 
     …Andrew Delbanco has something to day about hope. Delbanco is a professor at Columbia 
and one of the best expositors of the Unitarian tradition in America. He wrote a book… called 
The Real American Dream: A Meditation on Hope. In that book he says what we all know is 
true, that from time to time in our lives we get the feeling that all of the random experiences 
and sensations and events that we call our lives, don’t really add up to anything. That they’re 
just meaningless. We always live at the brink of this chasm of meaninglessness, where with just 
a nudge, we might tumble into melancholy and despair. “Why am I here?” “What has my life 
meant?” “What’s the purpose of it all?” Hope, says Delbanco, is the stories we tell that help us 
make meaning out of our lives. The stories that restore to us our sense of purpose and worth, 
and make our life worth living again. 
     A man was crossing the Commons on a cold, sunny morning in Boston, Massachussetts. He 
was on his way to the Arlington Street Station. Maybe you know that “T” stop just off the 
Commons, on the Green Line. The man had decided that that morning he would buy a token, 
enter the station, and throw himself on the third rail. Life didn’t seem to have a purpose 
anymore. 
     He was just about to head down the steps of the “T” stop when a man called out to him, 
“Welcome.” You see it was Sunday morning, and the ushers of the Arlington Street Church -- 
the historic Unitarian church just five feet from the “T” stop -- were out on the front step 
welcoming members. Even though it was freezing outside, they were out there on the steps 
with a handshake and a smile, and one of them mistook this man for a parishioner. 
     The confusion was enough to cause the man to postpone his suicide attempt just long 
enough to pray in the church. So he went inside and then he stayed for the Sunday service, and 
something that was said that morning gave him the strength to keep on going. Something gave 
him hope, and today he is on the road to good health, and is a fiercely devoted member of the 
Arlington Street Church. 
     I wish I knew the words that kept that man alive that day. Because if I did, I’d say them 
every Sunday. But I do know -- at least -- that this is what religion is about most 
fundamentally: it’s about people telling stories of hope. Telling them, and hearing them. No 
biblical scholarship, no new-fangled theology, no archaeological discovery will ever change 
what is at once the most primitive and yet the most profound tradition in religion: people telling 
stories of hope. From the cave dwellers to us, it’s no different: people sitting around a fire -- or 
a flaming chalice -- telling stories of hope. 
     …”The church is that institution whose primary purpose is to help people maintain hope in 
their lives. When people have no hope, they discover hope together. When they can’t discover 
hope, they create hope together.” 
     “O.K., O.K.” you say, “I get your point already. You’re right; I do want to hear about hope. 
But not if hope is false and naïve. Not if it’s just making me feel better and allowing me to 
avoid the despair of the world. Not if it’s the opiate of the masses.” 
     Well, I don’t think that the hope the church offers is false. I don’t believe it’s naïve. Because 
the hope offered in this church comes from the lived experience of real people. People like you 
and me. People who’ve enjoyed -- at one time in our lives -- a resurgence of hope. People 
who’ve been surprised by joy just when it seemed we would never find our way out of despair. 
… Maybe those experiences are so far back for you that you can’t remember them now. But 
they’re there. 
     And, the way I see it, each week we bring those stories with us to church and we offer them 
up to one another. The church is the repository of human hope. You know, during the 
Depression, my grandparents used to store what little money they could scrounge in a small 
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purse hidden between their mattress and box spring. Forty years later, when I was young, they 
would often take me into their bedroom, and as if it were still some secret, they’d slide out that 
same purse, and give me a $5 bill. 
     …The church is the place where we stash away those stories of hope for when we and the 
world need them most. We don’t create hope out of thin air, but out of the accumulated 
reserves that we’ve all tucked into the mattress over the years. We hold them here until the day 
when we come in despair and need to have our spirits lifted. And we make our withdrawal. I 
pray we’ve all experienced that here. Hope is when we sing a song that stirs our soul. Hope is 
when we walk into the church and we think the minister wrote the sermon just for us. Hope is 
when the only thing that got us through the week is the child dedication we saw on Sunday. 
Hope is when the handshake of an usher is the only human touch we experienced all week long. 
     …The church is that institution whose primary purpose is to help people maintain hope in 
their lives. When people have no hope, they discover hope together. When they’ve searched 
and searched and cannot discover hope, they create hope together. May it be so. 

 
11.3: A House for Hope by Rev. Grace H. Simons (excerpt, full text at 
http://www.stanuu.org/house_hope_1.html) 

     …if we are to be more than Pollyanas, we’d best be clear just what we mean when we talk 
about hope. It’s more than a sunny attitude, more than counting on good luck. The Rev. 
Victoria Safford writes, “Our mission is to plant ourselves at the gates of hope -- not the 
prudent gates of Optimism, which are somewhat narrower; nor the stalwart, boring gates of 
Common Sense; nor the strident gates of Self-Righteousness, which creak on shrill and angry 
hinges (people cannot hear us there; they cannot pass through); nor the cheerful, flimsy garden 
gate of ‘Everything Is Gonna Be All Right.’ But a different, sometimes lonely place, of truth-
telling about your own soul .and. the place of resistance and defiance, from which you see the 
world both as it is and as it could be, as it will be; the place from which you glimpse not only 
struggle but you in the struggle.” 
     We too often skip over the message in those last phrases, “the place of resistance and 
defiance from which you see the world both as it is and as it could be, as it will be; the place 
from which you glimpse not only struggle but you in the struggle.” Our faith calls us to work, 
to struggle toward the world as it could be. This requires more than a bright smile and a 
cheerful outlook, for life includes plenty of realities that are not happy matters. And the work is 
sometimes difficult; resistance and opposition often high.  
     We need a hope strong enough to encourage us, to re-energize our spirits and to inspire 
perseverance. I’m guessing that most people here know someone who began working for civil 
rights or another equality movement, for ecological awareness or against nuclear weapons or 
capital punishment, began with high ideals, but somewhere along the way that person got 
weighed down, frustrated and disgusted - in a word, “burned out.” Maybe they gave up on 
success or even progress for their cause. Whatever the explanation, they gave up. If we are to 
continue our quest for peace, justice, equity and environmental responsibility, we have to find a 
hope that is rooted deeply enough to sustain us through long months and years of struggle, a 
hope that can help us revive our spirits, recover our energies, and begin again.  
     Some of you may know that our trademark UU song, Spirit of Life, was written when 
composer and activist Carolyn McDade reached a place near despair in her work against abuses 
in Central America. She voiced her need, our need, for roots and for wings, and held out a 
vision of life with the shape of justice. She held on to that tough kind of hope that will not give 
up, even when all our efforts seem futile and our hearts are torn open. 
     How can we manage to do that? It’s a good question. One good possibility is waiting in 
hope-based religion. It won’t exactly come as a surprise that I think Unitarian Universalism can 
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be the kind of hope-bearing religion that will sustain us for a lifetime. But if that is to be true, 
we have to grow roots in that deeper, tougher kind of hope; in this sturdy faith. Sometimes in 
our haste to rid ourselves of the abuses we’ve seen in other churches, we’re afraid to take this 
one seriously. That’s understandable. But it means we don’t put down those deep roots or build 
the strong foundations that hold us steady in times that sorely try us. 
     …Yet we know that liberal theology sustained many of the advances in our democracy’s 
progress. Unitarians, Universalists and other liberal religious groups worked hard for the 
abolition of slavery, for child labor laws and compulsory education, for women’s suffrage and 
the Civil Rights Movement. The Rev. Olympia Brown, an ordained Universalist minister, was 
the only early suffragist who lived long enough to cast her ballot. The words and actions of the 
Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. drastically improved the status of African Americans. More 
than 40 years after his death, they continue to inspire us to build better multiracial, 
multicultural relationships. Both of these leaders, and many others, understood their work as an 
outgrowth of their theology. Their faith inspired them, strengthened them, encouraged them to 
keep going despite threats, attacks and terrible opposition.  
     …[A] new book, A House for Hope, by [Unitarian Universalist ministers] John Buehrens 
and Rebecca Parker quotes Sara Robinson, who argues: “(Some) progressives don’t seem to 
understand that while politics is all about how we’re going to make the world better, 
progressive religion tells us why it’s necessary to work for change. Liberal faith traditions offer 
the essential metaphors and worldview that everything else derives from - the frames that give 
our dreams shape and meaning. It has an invaluable role to play in helping our movement set its 
values and priorities, understand where we are in the larger scheme, and gauge whether we’re 
succeeding or not.” She goes on to say that liberal congregations can do just that; that we have 
lots of experience doing it. 
     …Sometime back, a group of our religious educators asked Rebecca Parker to give them 
some grounding in theology. They said they had plenty of curriculum development, program 
management and lesson design. They needed theology. Rebecca responded by developing the 
metaphor of theology as a house - complete with its surrounding gardens. The different parts of 
the house correspond to different topics in theology. Together, they create a whole structure 
that has coherence and offers foundations, shelter, resources and comfort. This metaphor forms 
the framework of the book and provides its title, A House for Hope. It is written as a sort of 
dialogue between Rebecca and John Buehrens…. 
     …Continuing the metaphor of a theological house, I’d say that we’d best assemble a well-
stocked tool kit. Anyone who has a home knows that things go wrong. We break things in 
using them, some just wear out, and some that are fine gradually go out of date and aren’t fine 
at all. Other things work loose or spring leaks or the gophers get mischievous or - well, you 
know. There’s always something. Repairs, replacements and upgrades all go much better if you 
use the right tools and the right materials. As much as we love duct tape and WD-40, they 
won’t do it all. 
     In developing a theology or religious philosophy that can guide, support, challenge and 
comfort us, it seems to me the same principles apply. If we’re to keep our house in good 
condition, we should pay attention to the tools and materials available. Traditional liberal 
theology is one of them. If we are familiar with its basics, we can decide how and when to use 
its ideas, principles and practices to keep our house sturdy and solid, even in times of storm or 
drought. …I think a religion like this is a home for hope that can prevent burnout and withstand 
the onslaughts of despair. 

 
11.4: Stealing Hope by Rev. Paul Britner (excerpt, full text at 
http://uumontgomery.org/2011/10/stealing-hope/) 
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     My mother, bless her heart as they say down here, was a firm believer in the proposition that 
high hopes inevitably lead to disappointment, and, therefore, if you don’t want to be 
disappointed in life, you shouldn’t hope for much. 
     When I was growing up in her household, I wanted to write the great American novel. I had 
been the editor of my high school newspaper and was working my way through college as a 
news writer for a radio station in Indianapolis. 
     So, when I had a short story I thought worthy of a writing contest I had read about, I was 
excited—until I told my mom. Parents generally like their children to pursue more stable jobs 
like newswriting than fiction writing. “You have so much experience in journalism, wouldn’t it 
be better to stick with that?” she asked. “A lot of people participate in these contests, and a lot 
of them have been doing this much longer. I just don’t want you to get your hopes up and then 
be disappointed,” she said. In the end, I didn’t enter the contest. 
     It took many a long time to get rid of that voice that said, “don’t get your hopes up.” It sill 
shows up every now and then. I don’t think you can ever completely erase messages that are so 
firmly embedded. Yet, it is possible to learn to ignore them. 
     …Very often, what deprives us of hope is a combination of upbringing, culture, values, and 
family dynamics. Learning to be hopeful—and hope is something that can be learned—requires 
rooting out things like that inner critic or family tapes that repeat themselves in our minds, 
oftentimes unconsciously. Another important lesson is that there is a statute of limitations on 
parenting. At some point, we have stop blaming other people and take responsibility for our 
own lives, including our own happiness and our capacity for hope. 
     …The Unitarian minister James Freeman Clarke wrote in the mid-19th century, “The hope 
which deceives, is that which promises us future good with no cooperation of ours. We think to 
have the end without using the means. We trust in luck, in fortune, in genius; not in thought and 
work. . . .The true hope, on the contrary, is one which is willing to think, wait, and act.” … 
     …Here’s the connection to your hope. Hope is believing that you can make life better. 
     As Clarke’s phrase, “the end without the means” implies, there are means by which we may 
acquire hope. This begins by getting rid of some of the habits and attitudes that may be robbing 
us of our capacity for hope. …Rigid rules are things like, “children are to be seen and not 
heard”, “we don’t talk about family problems outside the family”, “mom or dad is never 
wrong”, “boys don’t cry” and so on. In the context of family systems, they keep the status quo, 
which by definition means they resist change and thereby steal hope. 
     …The question for today is, “are you still living by some of these rigid rules you may have 
internalized that limit your capacity for hope?” Here are some common ones: it’s weak to ask 
for help, it’s not OK to be different than everyone around you, it’s always better to keep the 
peace than engage in conflict, even if it’s constructive conflict. These are all hope stealers 
because they limit your capacity to change. Hope requires change. Implicit in the notion that 
life can be better is that it will be different, and rigid rules exist to keep things the same. 
     …When it comes to expectations that steal our hopes, we may turn back to James Freeman 
Clarke, who warned us against hopes for a future –that’s really what an expectations are, hopes 
for the future—that don’t require our own effort, or thought, or work 
     I think we all can think of things that we thought would be life altering that weren’t: once I 
get a better job, once my partner deals with his biggest problem, once the kids move out, and 
on and on. Inevitably, such events, when they happen, lead to disappointments and such 
disappointments slowly sap whatever hope is left in us. Constant disappointments erode our 
faith in our capacity to make things better. 
     Unrealistic expectations, then, may be regarded as false hopes. They represent our desire to 
reach some point where we no longer have to work for our own spiritual well-being. Our 
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happiness simply endures, as if we can earn a certain amount of happiness credits, hang our 
happiness degree on the wall, and live happily ever after. 
     As I noted earlier, our Unitarian Universalist faith teaches us that growth is a life-long 
process. God does not grant us happiness like a wizard waving a wand. Rather, we are created 
with the capacity for making our lives better. That is the gift, and it is up to us to use it wisely.  
     …I want you to think like a Buddhist. Be here now. Be present. Think of your life. Reflect 
on the roles and rules and expectations that may be stealing your hopes. You have more power 
than you know to make yourself happy. You have the capacity make a better life for yourself—
less anger and fewer resentments, more loving, more forgiving, and more just. Know this, 
believe this, have faith in this and no one ever again can steal hope from you. 
 

11.5: From Despair to Hope by Rev. Mark Hayes (excerpt, full text no longer online) 
     In an article called The Age of Despair – and Hope, Robert A. Meyer writes: “Every day we 
are swamped with bad news. The deluge of unwanted news arrives in the form of bank failures, 
old established financial firms biting the dust, stock markets plunging, precipitous drops in 
consumer spending, unemployment soaring, etc. etc. etc. And to make matters worse some of 
the news hits home – affecting our personal and financial wellbeing. Is it any wonder that 
despair is no longer just creeping in – but blindsiding us. What are we to do?” 
     Indeed. What are we to do? How can we keep despair at bay and keep hope alive? …Even 
when the world doesn’t seem to be crashing down around us all, each of us has times when our 
own personal world crashes. When despair seems the only possible response. The challenge 
only becomes greater when the whole world is going to hell in a hand basket. 
     It seems to me that at the heart of despair – of hopelessness – is a sense that our options are 
reduced to few or even nonexistent. There seems to be no way forward or upward out of the 
depths. There is an apparent shrinking of possibilities. Hope, on the other hand, is the ability to 
see that there are still possibilities. There is still a way ahead. 
     External circumstances may give us reason to hope, and that makes it fairly easy. But let me 
make two points about that. First, I think we probably all have encountered folks who, no 
matter how good things are, seem able always to find the cloud behind the silver lining. And 
second, there may be little in our external circumstances suggesting hopefulness. Hope, 
ultimately, depends on our own personal response to circumstances, and our ability to keep 
alive the possibility of better times to come. 
     Hope … is not an easy fix. It’s not just a matter of ignoring difficulties and pretending that 
everything is okay. I’ve talked quite a bit lately about integrity. …Maintaining hope is hard 
work. Hard, but necessary work, for how can we even live without hope? To hang onto hope is 
to identify and hang onto possibilities that are still there, and to work toward their realization. 
And if there seem to be no more possibilities, to create some of our own. 
      …Robert Meyer …asserts that the way to capture hope is to “use the life-giving force 
known as positive action.” …Hope is not a passive gift of the universe, but something we must 
actively foster. He mentions the temptation of drowning despair in drugs, alcohol, mindless 
entertainment and fun, but points out that “anything repressed always arises and rears its ugly 
head – causing you more misery.” 
     His particular plan of action for keeping the flame of hope burning [is this]: Adopt a daily 
practice of meditation, exercise on a daily basis, and indulge in continuous learning. He points 
out that, “The world is changing at a rapid rate,” and that “If you aren’t utilizing change for 
your benefit, change can become an enemy.” He insists that “You currently possess the seeds 
of happiness and success [of hope]. They may be hidden, but if you search for them, you will 
find them.” 
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     …Hope is not easy. It is hard work. And the possibilities that keep you hanging on may, in 
fact, not come to pass. But then again they may. And what a tragedy if you are not there to 
enjoy and appreciate their unfolding. 
     Hope, and a reason for living, may occasionally drop into our laps as a gift from the 
universe, as an experience of grace. In those cases, our responsibility – our obligation – is to be 
open to the gift. To accept it with open arms, and when possible, even to pay it forward. 
     …[The] Rev. Rebecca Parker, minister and president of Starr King School for the Ministry 
relates [a story] in her book, Blessing the World: What Can Save Us Now. It had been a year of 
great difficulty and grief for Parker, including a broken love and a heart-breaking abortion. She 
found herself spiraling into deeper and deeper despair. She tells her story like this: 
     “My despair and isolation came to a crisis one night. I was past living one day at a time, or 
even one hour at a time, and was down to the question of whether I would be willing to 
continue to live at all. . . I left my house and walked down the hill to Lake Union. . . I was 
determined to walk into the lake’s cold darkness and find there the consolation that I could not 
find within myself. 
     “At the bottom of the hill, the street ended and the lakeside park began. I walked across the 
wet grass and climbed the last rise before the final descent to the water’s edge. As I crested the 
rise, I discovered a line of dark objects between me and the shore, a barricade I was going to 
have to cross to get to the water. . . 
     “It was the Seattle Astronomy Club. 
     “There they were . . . A whole club of amateur scientists, up and alert in the middle of the 
night because the sky was clear and the planets were near. To make my way to my death, I had 
to get past an enthusiast in tennis shoes. He assumed I had come to look at the stars. ‘Here. Let 
me show you,’ he said, and began to explain the star cluster his telescope was focused on. I had 
to brush the tears from my eyes to look through his telescope. There it was! A red-orange spiral 
galaxy. Then he focused it on Jupiter, and I peered through to see the giant, glowing planet. I 
could not bring myself to continue my journey. In a world where people get up in the middle of 
the night to look at the stars, I could not end my life… 
     “What saved me in that moment is difficult to fully name. That night, I was saved by people 
who held fast to their desire to see the beauty of the universe, in spite of the cold or the late 
hour. . . I was saved by the human capacity to love the world and the distant reaches of the 
unknown. I was saved by one particular human being who assumed I shared a desire to see the 
stars. I was saved by being met, right in the center of the pathway of my despair, by one – 
actually one hundred – who wouldn’t let me go that way. I was saved by the stars themselves, 
by the cool green grass under my feet, by the earth, the cosmos, its presence, which won me 
over and persuaded me to stay.” 
     And so may we each be aware of and open to the possibilities that life yet holds for us, and 
may we keep hope alive. As William Sloane Coffin once stated, “Hope arouses as nothing else 
can arouse, a passion for the possible.” May we each go the way of finding hope, of offering 
hope, of sharing hope with one another, so that what is possible may yet become real. 
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