
The sign sits on the side of an interstate in between Little Rock 
and Hot Springs, Arkansas. It’s smaller than a billboard, but 
much bigger than a yard sale sign. It looks like someone could 
have made it in a garage and transported it to the site in a 
pickup truck, like the larger political signs that we see every election. It has big, black, 
block letters printed on a white background, making it easy to read, even from the in-
terstate when moving along pretty quickly. It sits adjacent to a shopping area. There are 
other signs near it, signs that colorfully and vividly advertise stores, restaurants, and, if 
I remember correctly, a movie theater. In contrast to the inviting, optimistic energy of 
the surrounding business signs, the starkness of this other sign stands out—this other 
sign that reads, “Warning: Prepare to Meet God.” Imagine seeing that, driving down 
the interstate at 60-70 miles per hour. Kind of makes you worry about what’s around 
the next corner, doesn’t it? 

I don’t know who put that sign up. There was no church within sight that seemed to 
own it. There was no web site at the bottom of the sign, no phone number to call, no 
address posted, and no worship times listed. It was anonymous—could have been any-
one. Even with this anonymity, the message reinforces so much about the Holy that 
some of us have been warned of. Those of us raised outside of Unitarian Universalism 
may be familiar with the Holy that we are advised to fear. We know of that one. We’re 
told about it. Its image is used to coerce behavior. Its imagined wrath is celebrated in 
order to develop at least the appearance of something that fits some mode of morality. 
It’s the Holy of that seminal Jonathan Edwards sermon of 1741, Sinners in the Hands 
of an Angry God. In that sermon, highly influential both in its day and ever since, Ed-
wards declares that humanity is so fallen and sinful, that God tenuously holds human-
kind over the pits of hell with angry hands, eager to let go. Edwards preached, 

The God that holds you over the pit of hell, much as one holds a spider, or some 
loathsome insect over the fire, abhors you, and is dreadfully provoked: his wrath 
towards you burns like fire; he looks upon you as worthy of nothing else, but to be 
cast into the fire; he is of purer eyes than to bear to have you in his sight; you are 
ten thousand times more abominable in his eyes, than the most hateful venomous 
serpent is in ours. 

Nice pastoral touch, huh? Edwards is actually more complicated than that sermon and 
deserves a closer look, but the point here is just to show that an image of a Holy that 
one should be warned about isn’t new or shocking. It’s been around for a while. It was 
common in Edwards’s time. It’s common now. 

It’s worth noting, however, that a little over 100 years after Edwards preached that ser-
mon, a sermon in which he reflected back generally held beliefs to his congregation, 
Universalism, the belief that no one burns in the pit of hell, had become widely ac-
cepted and quite popular in the USA. Universalism’s appeal was linked to the popular-
ity of opposing doctrines. Angry God leads to loving God. That dynamic repeats itself. 
Love rises from hatred. Courage comes from fear. Out of judgment comes openness. 
Out of hatred comes tolerance. Out of other comes us. 

There’s an aspect of that Universalism in the Hindu salutation “Namaste.” Namaste 
comes from Sanskrit. I’ve seen dozens of translations, everything from the simple, “I 
bow to you,” to those along lines that I’m more familiar with, “the divine in me knows 
the divine in you.” These varying translations arise partly from translating anything 
from Sanskrit to English. Sometimes there is more than one option for how a word can 
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For everything that 
lives is holy,  

life delights in life. 
—William Blake 
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be translated. But it probably has more 
to do with the various contexts in 
which Namaste is used. It is sometimes 
offered as a simple greeting or com-
mon parting phrase. Or it can be of-
fered as a statement of faith—the belief 
that a common divinity lives in each 
person. 

That’s how I was introduced to Na-
maste, as a statement of faith that 
something divine lives in each person. 
I was in high school at the time and 
had attended a weekend-long Presbyte-
rian youth gathering at the local 
YMCA. A girl I didn’t know then, but 
would come to later be friends with, 
passed out little pink cards, not as big 
as holiday cards, but bigger than busi-
ness cards, with “Namaste,” handwrit-
ten in black, elegant, flowing calligra-
phy. Under “Namaste,” she had writ-
ten, “the holy in me loves the holy in 
you.” 

She was one of the popular girls. Even 
at youth cons, even in church camp, 
sometimes even in Sunday school, 
those cliques still existed. They weren’t 
as sharp as they were in high school, 
but they were still there. She was not in 
any of my groups. I tended to hang out 
with the theater folks, or the athletes 
who weren’t very good at sports, or the 
youth program leaders. Often we were 
in more than one group at the same 
time, but I was seldom, if ever, in the 
popular group, as she was. Thus, we 
didn’t really get to know each very 
well. 

The card changed that a little bit, 
though, as after she gave it to me, and 
to everyone else, I began to see her in a 
different way. Not so much as someone 
in some group, but more as someone 
confident of her own holy center, and 
confident of mine as well. We didn’t 
seem to have much in common before 
she offered me Namaste, but after she 
did I believed that we did share some-
thing divine, beautiful, and powerful. I 
began acting that way. She already did. 
And we developed a friendship that 
lasted throughout our high school 
youth con and summer camp years. 

I actually taped that card to the outside 
of my bedroom door, where it re-
mained for a long time. My parents 
never mentioned it, but I imagine that it 
was nice for them to have their teen 
admit, at least in writing, that we 
shared something in common. We, um, 
well…focused on our differences quite 
often, so it must have been nice for 
them to see that pink card with the 
beautiful handwriting affirming a 
stronger commonality. I bet they didn’t 
even care that it was rooted in  
Hinduism. 

The common sacred center that Na-
maste speaks of, that affirmation of 
something divine springing forth in 
each person, calls us into new kinds of 
relationships with each other and with 
the Ultimate. We are called to affirm in 
each other a common place of worth, 
of value, of sacredness. That’s easier in 
some settings than others, but Namaste 
makes no differentiation between af-
firming a sacred center when it’s easy 
and when it’s hard. Natural or difficult, 
with people we like and people we 
can’t stand, with people who inspire us 
and people who anger us, Namaste 
demands a common level of apprecia-
tion for the other’s life and respect for 
the other’s integrity. Appreciation for 
and respect of our own lives demand it, 
for what we share in common is more 
important than what divides us. 

Political party, nationality, race, relig-
ion, citizenship, sexual orientation, 
gender, all of those descriptive catego-
ries that define us as one thing and not 
another, all of them combined do not 
diminish the larger unifying presence 
of holiness in every one. For diversity 
to truly be virtuous, for diversity to be 
the fullest expression of the blessing 
that it can be, it must be held in a sense 

of unity. Namaste asks us to assume in 
the other what we hold most precious 
and dear in our lives. Not just when it’s 
easy. Particularly when it’s hard, Na-
maste asks us to seed kindness in the 
weeds of anger, to seed grace in the 
weeds of oppression, to seed under-
standing in the weeds of judgment. I 
think Namaste has a touchy-feely con-
notation in the larger world, as though 
it is reserved for blissful monks on 
mountaintops whose lives sing of se-
renity and peace. Maybe Namaste lives 
there, but Namaste also lives in the 
muck, in the division. When sur-
rounded by people we love, in a com-
munity that holds us, Namaste is in-
spiring, refreshing, something to cele-
brate and affirm. But when surrounded 
by divisiveness, separation, the mean 
stuff of life, Namaste is a challenge, a 
tenuous prayer, a shaky ideal that we 
work toward more fully embodying. 

“Warning: Prepare to Meet God.” For 
you will meet God in the love of your 
life, in the stranger asking for change, 
in the person frustrated with you, in 
your closest friends, in the caregiver 
holding your hand. You will meet the 
holy in the prisoner, in the sick, in the 
chatty toddler, in the disoriented eld-
erly. You will meet the holy in songs 
of glee from ecstatic voices, and you 
will meet the holy in the dirges of 
grief. You will meet the holy today, 
tomorrow, and every day of your one 
precious life. And every time you meet 
the holy in another, you’ll come to 
know the holy in yourself a little better. 
You’ll find yourself more connected to, 
held with, and inspired by, the common 
gift of life than ever before. Your life 
will be transformed by an enlarging 
sense of community that transcends all 
that would divide us. “Warning?” … 
No, “Rejoice: For You Will Greet the 
Holy in Everyone You Meet.” And 
honor that holy in the other, in your-
self, in all, affirming that the divinity 
we share is our greatest common  
blessing. 

Namaste.  �  

Namaste asks us to as-
sume in the other what 
we hold most precious 
and dear in our lives.  
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Red, White,  
and UU 
BY CYNTHIA  KANE,  
LIEUTENANT, CHAPLAIN  CORPS, 
UNITED STATES NAVY  

As a member of the military, I tell you 
from experience—both professionally 
and personally—it is not so easy to be 
at home in our movement. This is why 
during divinity school I kept my inten-
tions to go into the Navy Chaplaincy 
quiet. At the graduation ceremony, our 
future plans were announced, and it 
was there and then my intentions were 
disclosed. I was outed! My colleagues 
and classmates were confrontational 
and condemning. “You’re going into 
the military? What a waste of a Har-
vard degree. How can you be both, a 
UU and in the military?” they would 
ask. “I’ll let you know once I find out,” 
I would reply. 

This is a position into which I did not 
go easily, or directly. Though I didn’t 
act on it for nine years, my call to Na-
val Chaplaincy came twenty years ago 
during my sophomore year of college. 
A calling I kept quiet, for I did not un-
derstand it. Nor did it make sense to 
me, for a variety of reasons. 

First and foremost, I am a pacifist. 
There are assorted pacifist individual 
and group schools of thought: some 
object to international war, though ad-
vocate revolution for suppressed na-
tionalities; others object to offensive, 
not defensive war; and still others ob-
ject to all war, though support main-
taining a police force. I was among the 
camp that objected to all coercive and 
disciplinary force. 

The goal of pacifism is total, enduring 
peace. And I maintained then (as I still 
do today) that violence only begets 
violence. So I wondered how I could be 
a part of an institution whose mission 

seems counter to  
pacifism. 

The other, equally 
challenging, issue I had 
was a matter of faith. 
Ours is a faith that, in 
the words of A. Powell 
Davies, “is opposed to 

barriers of exclusiveness” and “battles 
prejudice and false opinion.” As Uni-
tarian Universalists, we are devoted to 
diversity and dismantling oppressions. 
So, I wondered, how could I be a part 
of an institution whose policies are 
counter to our Unitarian Universalist 
faith that affirms and promotes the in-
herent worth and dignity of every per-
son? How could I willingly affiliate 
with an institution that maintains dis-
criminating policies? An institution that 
prohibits women from serving in cer-
tain arenas, and prohibits gay men and 
lesbians from serving openly. 

All institutions have their flaws. All 
institutions have a spotted history, parts 
of which we might like to ignore, if not 
omit. And part of the military’s ques-
tionable past has been discriminating 
policies—policies enacted by our Con-
gress and embraced by our military. 
My concerns about the military and its 
policies were—and are—significant. 
And yet, that call to military chaplaincy 
remained. 

The oath that I took—and all American 
military personnel take—upon entering 
the service is similar to that taken by 
our presidents, other government offi-
cials, and those becoming United States 
citizens: to “support and defend the 
Constitution of the United States” and 
to “bear true faith and allegiance to the 
same.” Each of us volunteered to be a 
part of something much bigger than 
ourselves, to uphold and protect the 
ideals in our Constitution.  

Our Constitution—as many Americans 
recall from our studies during seventh 
grade civics class—is a document full 
of wise practical detail, embodying the 
famous principle of the “separation of 
powers”: federal authority divided 

Since World War II, the CLF has 
provided a spiritual home by mail to 
UUs in the military far away from 
home. It makes sense, then, for the 
CLF to begin a new, electronic rela-
tionship with UUs in the military in 
2009. Senior minister, Jane Rzepka 
and executive director Lorraine Den-
nis met with UU military chaplains, 
chaplain candidates, and volunteers at 
the 2008 UUA General Assembly to 
discuss the ways that the CLF could 
provide more spiritual and emotional 
support for UU military families. 

Our first project is to work with some 
of these UU military leaders to create 
a military ministry web page on 
www.clfuu.org. The chaplains and 
chaplain candidates will find commu-
nity there and can contribute sermons 
and articles, worship resources for 
congregations, and a special welcome 
for military families. There will be 
opportunities for community in online 
discussion groups, and resources for 
individuals and families in the mili-
tary and for congregations welcoming 
military families. 

The CLF Board of Directors enthusi-
astically endorsed plans to expand our 
programs for military families. So, 
watch for an announcement soon 
about the new website and, please, let 
us know if you are in the military and 
would like to contribute your ideas as 
we expand our military ministry. 
Contact Lorraine in the CLF office at 
617-948-6166 or Ldennis@clfuu.org.
�  

�

All institutions have flaws. 

David Pyle , 1st LT, USAR Chaplain Candi-
date, and Lou Portella, US Navy retired, at 
GA. 
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equally between an executive, legisla-
tive, and judicial branch; each one 
keeping the other in check and in bal-
ance. The first ten amendments—the 
Bill of Rights—guarantee individual 
civil liberties. The first of these is: 

Congress shall make no law re-
specting an establishment of relig-
ion, or prohibiting the free exer-
cise thereof; or abridging the free-
dom of speech, or of the press; or 
the right of the people peaceably 
to assemble, and to petition the 
Government for a redress of  
grievances. 

This Amendment insures the right for 
people to maintain their religious belief 
and practice, for people to hold their 
own thoughts and opinions, for people 
to express their convictions. These 
“Four Freedoms”—the freedom of 
religion, speech, the press, and assem-
bly—are the very principles we as Uni-
tarian Universalists hold sacred. Which 
is no great wonder, since some of the 
most prominent apostles of free reli-
gious inquiry whom we count among 
our spiritual ancestors—John Adams, 
Benjamin Franklin, and Thomas Jeffer-
son—greatly influenced the formation 
of our Constitution. 

So for me, there is perfect integrity in 
being a Unitarian Universalist and 
serving in the military: the institution 
whose sole purpose is to support, de-
fend, and bear allegiance to the U.S. 
Constitution. For me, it is just like sup-
porting, defending, and bearing alle-
giance to our Principles and Purposes. 
Likewise, I believe that any patriotic 
American of the United States is able 
to find a home in Unitarian Universal-
ism, for the principles of our faith are 
embedded within the very foundation 
of our nation and its ideals. 

There is, however, a schism between 
being a member of the military and a 
Unitarian Universalist. Twenty-one 
days after my commissioning came the 
September 11th, 2001 terrorist attacks. 
That September, I shook my fist at an 
impassive heaven, protesting to God, 

“You said nothing about a war!” 

Meanwhile, the same colleagues who 
earlier criticized me began protesting 
the prospects of war, yet sought me out 
to shake my hand and say, “Thank God 
there’s one of us in there.” 

As the tension in our world increased, 
so too did the tension felt by our Uni-
tarian Universalist military personnel. 
For a time while I was the sole UU 
minister serving on active duty, I re-
ceived many emails from members of 
our faith expressing their concerns. 
This excerpt is written by a Navy Com-
mander—who, along with his wife, had 
been an active member of his congre-
gation—wondering what to do about 
this tension and opposition: 

I have…trouble dealing with the 
UUA’s position that, essentially, it 
has no position…while all infor-
mation the UUA puts out is clearly 
opposed to this war and to any 
other use of the U.S. armed forces, 
in war or peace, under any cir-
cumstances. [Therefore] I have a 
lot of trouble doing anything that 
would remotely support the UUA. 
I say this with considerable dis-
comfort, because I think [our 
movement] should have a strong 
denominational voice…and be-
cause I take what I see as our reli-
gious principles very seriously… 

I have been very disturbed to see 
the UUA’s token effort to care for 
service members turned into an 
attack on them. That has happened 
to me. 

In 2007 the Rev. Dr. Lisa Presley, min-
ister currently serving as interim in our 

congregation in Marin, California, 
wrote her doctoral thesis on Unitarian 
Universalist attitudes toward the mili-
tary and police. Many individuals in 
the study thought that Unitarian Uni-
versalist clergy were ideally suited to 
be chaplains in these communities 
(police and military) because of the 
welcoming, multi-faith aspect of Uni-
tarian Universalism. Our clergy who 
do this work, however, face derision in 
our congregations. 

Lisa found that—and I quote—
“although we say that we welcome all 
to our congregations, the perception is 
that there is a very solid wall keeping 
those with our values and who happen 
to choose to be in the military, out of 
our congregational life.” She contin-
ues, “No one will say it outright, but 
the sense that they have made a stupid 
choice, or that they are consorting with 
the enemy, comes through loud and 
clear in unconscious ways.” 

Such an attitude is particularly trouble-
some and problematic when we learn 
that, according to Veterans Affairs’ 
studies, 60% of service members in the 
battlefield experience a loss of faith, 
and 75% of service members have dif-
ficulty reconciling their faith with com-
bat experiences; 62.1% of these people 
average 24 years of age. 

Returning from this divisive war are 
people—especially young people—
with a crisis of faith, hurting and 
wounded to the core. For many of the 
service members, all they thought they 
believed about God and goodness is 
destroyed; they are looking for a way 
to make sense of their experiences and 
their lives. 

The question for UU congregations is 
this: will we be the communities that 

There is a schism  
between being a mem-
ber of the military and a 
Unitarian Universalist.  
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Life Preservers 
Melody—
one of the 
sweetest, 
kindest, 
gentlest 
women 
I’ve 
known—suffered terribly. Because of 
me. Her profound distress was difficult 
to watch, both because she was such a 
decent person and because I was the 
source of her pain. Melody was a stu-
dent assigned to help me in my gradu-
ate school research. While engaged in 
the repetitive, mundane tasks that so 
often go into science, we’d shared our 
views of the world. And in this way  
she came to discover that I had not 
been saved. 

As a devout Christian, she felt obli-
gated to do everything in her power to 
bring others into the fold. But I was not 
just another heathen; I’d become a 
friend, so her sense of duty was even 
more compelling. She was nearly des-
perate to keep me from walking into 
the fires of hell. And the impending 
spiritual disaster was made all the more 
tragic because I had consciously chosen 
the path to perdition. 

Melody invited me to lunchtime Bible 
studies, which I gently declined. Fi-
nally, I felt so bad about her anxiety for 
my fate that I went along. But it was 
like throwing a life preserver to a 
drowning man who refuses to grab the 
ring because he thinks he’s out for a 
pleasant swim. I know she prayed fer-
vently for me, and I wished sincerely 
for her happiness. In the end, she 
graduated and married a fine young 
man. So it seems that at least my wish 
was granted, although I suspect she did 
not soon forget her drowning friend. 

I’ve often been in Melody’s position. 
As a professor, I have spent a great deal 
of energy trying to convert other peo-
ple. There was the lazy but gifted stu-
dent whom I wanted to turn into a 
scholar, the arrogant colleague I 

wanted to turn into a doubter, and the 
cynical administrator I wanted to turn 
into an idealist. Outside work, there 
was the miserly member of my church I 
wanted to turn into a generous giver, 
the despairing friend I wanted to turn 
into an optimist, and the happy-go-
lucky fellow I wanted to turn into a 
realist. But they all, to a person, refused 
to reach out for my life preserver. 
Some even seemed happy while the 
pounding surf of mistaken perceptions 
and the crashing waves of unrealized 
potential washed over them. I agonized 
over their fate and lamented their fail-
ings. I suffered for them. 

At least I suffered until I finally real-
ized that I was trying to convert the 
wrong person. The essence of happi-
ness lies not in changing colleagues 
into people I can respect, students into 
people I can value, or friends into peo-
ple I can love. The task is instead to 
turn myself into a person who can re-
spect, value and love others. I’m still 
working on it, so I still feel compelled 
to save others on occasion. 

But at least now when I attempt a res-
cue, I don’t stand on the deck of my 
ship and throw a flotation device. I 
jump in after them. That way I begin to 
understand that treading water on your 
own can be more meaningful than 
wearing someone else’s life jacket. 
What appears to be drowning may just 
be a pleasant swim. And sometimes I 
find that being tossed by their waves is 
preferable to the navigational certainty 
aboard my ship. 

by Jeffrey Lockwood, from his medita-
tion manual A Guest of the World, 
published by Skinner House in 2006 
and available from the CLF Library 
(www.clfuu.org/library or 617-948-
6150) and the UUA bookstore. 

For the month of February, Quest 
readers receive a 20% discount on this 
featured book. Visit the UUA bookstore 
at www.uua.org/bookstore and enter 
discount code CLF0209 on checkout or 
call 800-215-9076 and give the code to 
your customer service representative.��� �  

can open our arms to these hurting 
people? Can we model how to move 
beyond assumptions about military 
members and their reasons for serv-
ing, and reach out to souls searching 
for another way of thinking, another 
way of being in the world? 

I believe we can. 

I believe we have the sensitivity; sen-
sitivity and open-mindedness—
especially to people with differing 
views and practices. After all, is this 
not the essence of Unitarian Univers-
alism? Freedom, reason, and toler-
ance. Is not our commitment, as Da-
vies says, “to fair play, to patience…
to neighborliness”? 

I believe we have the awareness; 
awareness of our own struggles and 
our own biases. Most of all, I believe 
we have the understanding; under-
standing that we who have made the 
choice to serve in the military have 
done so for our own particular rea-
sons. Though initially my call to 
Navy Chaplaincy did not make sense 
to me, it does now. Since conflict and 
fighting have been a part of human 
history since the beginning of time, 
then for me to do the work of peace is 
more than just practicing peace, I 
must understand the making of war. 

So I am doing what I feel called to 
do: affirm and promote the goal of 
world community, with peace, liberty, 
and justice for all. So too are we, the 
member congregations of the Unitar-
ian Universalist Association. Our 
commitment is to “a way of life now 
and a faith, a vision of the future” 

“The future will depend upon…what 
takes place in heart and conscience,” 
concludes A. Powell Davies. “A na-
tion, like an individual, must have a 
soul.” We—you and I—we are a part 
of our nations’ souls. We, too, are 
patriots who cherish the rights and 
privileges of our countries. And we, 
too, support and defend our countries’ 
ideals through the very practice of our 
faith. Our countries need us. And we, 
in the military, need you.  �  
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From 
Your 
(Guest) 
Minister 

BY M AUREEN K ILLORAN , CLF BOARD 
CHAIR, AND INTERIM MINISTER,  
UU FELLOWSHIP OF VERO BEACH,  
FLORIDA 

(During her sabbatical, our senior min-
ister, Jane Rzepka, has invited a few of 
the ministers who serve on our CLF 
board of directors to share this space.) 

I believe it! We receive the lessons we 
need to learn…and we keep receiving 
‘em until we get it at least half-way 
right. Or so it seemed to me recently, 
when a trip from North Carolina to 
Oregon and back took 60+ hours of 
travel time in total. The smart aleck 
mantra, “Got time to spare? Go by air!” 
was in my mind as everything that 
could go wrong did: equipment mal-
function…fog…ice…crew change…
lost luggage…extended holding pat-
terns…emergency rates at an airport 
hotel…except…. 

Except that, in the end, we did arrive 
safely at our destinations. Airline per-
sonnel were 100% courteous and 
friendly. A Travelers’ Aid volunteer 
pointed us to good-quality food and 
relatively comfortable chairs for our 12 
hours in San Francisco. (Hint: Try the 
sushi in the International Terminal.) 

Patience is a virtue, one hard to come 
by in a world that counts time in nano-
seconds. From sound bites to micro-
waves, we expect life to come in user-
friendly format, and we’re quick to 
take it personally when it doesn’t. 

Did you know: 

·   The average doctor’s visit lasts 
eight minutes. 

·   Some fast food restaurants 
promise lunch in 90 seconds or it’s 
free. 

·   The optimum height of a high 
rise is measured by people’s maxi-
mum reported toleration of an  
elevator ride—15 seconds. 

·   Studies show that most people 
spend less than 50 seconds brush-
ing their teeth; at the same time, 
most of us think we spend 3 min-
utes each time. 

On the other side, customer service is 
rapidly becoming one of this country’s 
most stressful job areas. Why? Be-
cause, after an average wait of 20 min-
utes on hold, customers are taking their 
stress out on the human being who 
takes their call. 

Back at that fogged-in airport, and the 
clutch of more-or-less anxious passen-
gers. One expensively-dressed man 
puffed himself up, stomped to the po-
dium, and in a voice heard across the 
crowded waiting area, shouted: 
 “You don’t understand, I AM IMPOR-
TANT!” 

Truth is, we’re all of us—and none of 
us—important in the larger scheme of 
things. When big stuff happens, when 
there’s nothing we can do to effect a 
change, then the best thing to do is do 
nothing. Hunker down. Wait grace-
fully. Breathe. Give thanks for what-
ever good things may be. “Have pa-
tience with all things,” recommended 
the 16th century cleric St. Francis De 
Sales, “but chiefly have patience with 
yourself.” 

Life itself is a patient teacher, bringing 
lessons round again and again. No air-
port handy? The grocery store makes a 
great substitute. I dashed in for a five 
o’clock pickup, just a couple of things 

to fix dinner for my spouse and me 
before heading back to church for a 
Very Important Meeting. Sure enough, 
there he was—my teacher du jour, an 
80-something man with low vision and 
high confusion, struggling to count out 
the correct change. The clerk rolled her 
eyes, tapped the counter with an irri-
tated beat. Come on, I thought. Hurry 
up. And then I remembered the man in 
the airport— “You don’t understand, I 
AM IMPORTANT!” Slow down, Mau-
reen, I made myself think. This is not a 
big deal. Breathe. 

In The Power of Patience, writer M. J. 
Ryan offers suggestions for putting 
ourselves—and our lives—in perspec-
tive. I especially like her idea of carry-
ing a small stone in my pocket. “When 
you start to feel 
irritation arise,” 
Ryan advises, 
“move the pebble 
from one pocket 
to the other, 
which will help 
interrupt the anger 
cycle and give 
you a chance to 
regroup.” 

Pebbles are good. 
And if, like me, 
you are often 
caught pocket-
less, I offer an 
even simpler idea: Extend your hand, 
palm down. Focus on it—yours is 
unique, unlike any other hand in the 
world. Now take a deep breath and 
slowly S-T-R-E-T-C-H your fingers. . . 
Extend them . . . H-O-L-D it . . . and 
then RELAX. 

Relax your fingers. 

Relax your hand. 

Relax your heart. 

Wherever you are, whatever is going 
on around you, relax into a place of 
patience, where breathing is what mat-
ters, and there is always enough time to 
spare.  �  

�

Relax into a place of  
patience, where breath-
ing is what matters and 
there is always enough 
time to spare. 
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Did You Know 
you can ask your local con-
gregation to do a special 
collection to benefit the 
CLF? Call us to learn how. 

We need to dream great dreams and to be  
dedicated to them, 
And to know that life is sacred, 
And to live heroically and courageously, 
And to love others. 
Religion is born with us when we are born. 
It cannot atrophy; only its forms can decay. 
Religion is a prophetic vision and the joy of life. 
I pray that we may more and more know ourselves 
And share together that vision and that joy. 
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