
I love how the Globe says 
simply, “the other monkeys 
copied her.” Don’t you want 
to know the untold story? I 
have not made the acquaint-
ance of any Japanese mon-
keys, but I know South 
Carolina monkeys, and how 
different could they be? 
What they don’t tell you is 
that when that female ma-
caque first went into the hot 
springs they were crossing 
their fingers for her, hoping 
she wouldn’t get burned or 
disappear into the steam 
forever. When she actually 
seemed to like it, when she 
lolled around in the hot wa-
ter popping the soybeans 
into her mouth, they ignored 
her, as if doing that unex-
pected a thing were a social 

gaffe from which she might recover soon, a phase she was going through, like paint-
ing your living room lavender or eating only raw food or being a lesbian. (That’s 
what my sister’s hoping, anyway.) When ignoring her didn’t get her out of the water 
and back in the snow where she belonged, they made fun of her. Just for her own 
good—to get her back to normal. When that didn’t work, and she was lounging back 
relaxed in the steamy water for the third or fourth time, with her mate and children in 
there with her, looking happier than they had all winter, having a little picnic, maybe 
some more soybeans and a bottle of monkey merlot, then someone got mad and 
started muttering about how they couldn’t be perfectly sure, but all that moist heat in 
the winter time was bound to get those babies sick, or make them aggressive, and 
who knew, they could just all end up in hell for it. After enough monkeys got in 

The First 
One to Try 
BY M EG BARNHOUSE, MINISTER  
OF THE UU CHURCH OF SPAR-

TANBURG, SOUTH CAROLINA  The most important thing to 
remember is this:  

To be ready at any moment 
to give up what you are for 
what you might become. 

— W.E.B. DuBois 
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Japanese macaque monkeys relaxed yesterday 
in the hot springs in Jigokudani, Japan, which 
has been hit by record snowfall. Japanese ma-
caques, also known as snow monkeys, are the 
most northerly nonhuman primates in the world. 
It is said that in 1963, a female macaque ven-
tured into the hot springs to retrieve some soy-
beans. Other macaques copied her, and eventu-
ally the entire troop was making regular visits 
to the springs to escape the cold. 
   —Boston Globe, December 28, 2005 

Thanks go to the first one to try—not just to 
swanky spa-inclined monkeys, but to human 
beings, too. Someone out there ate that first pre-
posterous artichoke. Some first person braved a 
trapeze. A top hat was modeled for the first 
time, and someone debuted the hula. Snorkeling, 
yodeling, and trusting a strapless bra had to be 
notable firsts at a given point in time. Someone, 
before anyone else thought to do it, looked at a 
clam and exclaimed, “I’ll eat that!”  

Although I can imagine a yodeling, snorkeling, 
straplessly-brassiered hula dancer wearing a top 
hat while flying on a trapeze, I don’t mean to 
give credit to only one game soul who eagerly 
awaited a clam and artichoke snack. Not at all. 

I’m just trying to say that I’m glad we have so 
many little heroes around who instigate the 
wows and the aahs that we have come to enjoy. 
So hooray for the hot-tubbing monkeys.  
Hooray for all those who take the plunge.  
Hooray for everyone among us who makes our 
own days glad.  
     —by Jane Rzepka 

Every year at the UUA General Assembly the CLF offers a worship service, which 
for many people is the highlight of GA. This issue of Quest features the homilies by 
Meg Barnhouse and Jane Rzepka, preaching on readings written by each other, 
delivered in June 2008 in Ft. Lauderdale, Florida. 

�



March 2009 

������
Page 2  

there, all the monkeys were saying it 
was their idea all along, and they’d 
been thinking of doing it for months 
before that one monkey got in. In fact, 
they were just about to go in when she 
took the plunge. 

(The congregation sang Rev. 
Barnhouse’s song “Chrysalis,” includ-
ing the lyrics below.) 

Change feels scary. 
Do butterflies worry? 
Does a rose get scared when its petals 
begin to loosen and unfurl? 
Does blossoming sometimes feel like 
falling apart? 
Butterfly, you can try your bright wings. 
Let your colors fly. 
A chrysalis really is a fine thing — 
Until it's time to take the sky. 

There is no denying that the cocoon is a 
safe place. As we just sang, “They said 
the walls were there for protection.” It’s 
true. It’s restful in there. Nobody both-
ers you. You feel like you have it to-
gether. Listening to the music in your 
own head, you can think your own 

thoughts. Sooner or later, though, the 
food runs out. Sooner or later you start 
feeling a little peaked, a little grumbly. 
There comes a time in life when the 
effectiveness of what you have been 
doing so far fades. The way you have 
gone about things wears out. The crea-
tive energy wanes. The music in your 
head gets repetitive. You need some-
thing. Some people describe a restless-
ness, others more poetically call it 
“divine discontent.” It’s that divine 
discontent that keeps your soul from 
starving to death. You have to start tear-
ing up the safe cocoon to get to what 
you’re hungry for. 

I wonder if the butterflies feel afraid, 
becoming aware of their hunger, their 
discontent, their longing. Do they think 

they might lose everything? They will. 
They have to lose all that caterpillar-
ness, all that cocoon-ness, in order to 
get wings, in order to take to the sky. I 
imagine there is some panic that is part 
of the process. How have you felt when 
you tore it up, when you made a leap, 
when you took the plunge? 

It takes some courage, some confidence 
and hunger in your heart to be the first 
one to leave the fold. Becoming a Uni-
tarian Universalist can be like that. 
Some among us were born into families 
of this free religion, but most of us had 
to endure the grief, the silence, the con-
cern, the mocking or arguing that ac-
companies making a change. 

Hunger drove that monkey into the hot 
springs after those soybeans. She was 
brave—she overcame her fear of going 
into the steam and the bubbling to get 
the soybeans back. Hunger drives us: 
hunger for juicy spirituality, hunger for 
something that makes sense and people 
we can talk to. The great sage from 
New Jersey, Bruce Springsteen, said, 
“Everybody has a hungry heart.” Some-
thing drove you to reach out to the 
Church of the Larger Fellowship. It 
feeds something in you when you get 
online for a discussion, a covenant 
group, when the Quest comes in the 
mail. Maybe being a Unitarian Univer-
salist puts you in hot water with your 
family or your friends. Maybe your 
ideas are different from the other folks 
in your town. Someone has to take the 
plunge, talking about how God’s not 
going to send anyone to hell. Someone 
has to take the plunge and stand up for 
civil rights for GLBT folk, for immi-
grant families, stand up for peace in 
Darfur, in South Africa, in the Middle 
East. Someone has to take the plunge 
and talk about how we need to start our 
sixth principle work for “peace, liberty 
and justice for all” in our own families 
and congregations. Are you hungry for 
the truth? For an authentic faith?  
Come on in, the water’s fine.  �  

It’s that divine discon-
tent that keeps your soul 
from starving to death.  

��� �� ast weekend at Spartanburg’s 
Spring Fling, I was paying 

attention to 90-degree heat and 
shoving crowds, standing in line at 
the bumper-car ride with my two 
boys. One of them kept changing his 
mind about whether he wanted to 
ride. What he really wanted to do 
was toss rubber chickens into a pot, 
five tries for two dollars. My brain 
was a rubber chicken. I had just 
dragged the children all over the fair 
looking for the writers with whom I 
was supposed to sign books and the 
folks from my church with whom I 
was supposed to sell beer. I couldn’t 
find either group, and the whole 
time I was looking for those people, 
both boys were pulling on me ask-
ing, “Can we ride the rides now?” 
Sigh. So I said, “Let’s go ride the 
rides.” Here we were in line, and 
into my head came this thought: “I 
am in hell.” 

When I saw my older son dive into 
a car and start manhandling the 
wheel, waiting for the ride to start, I 
moved into the shade with his 
brother to watch. There my brain 
cooled off enough to remember to 
enjoy my life, to be there for the 
beauty and grace in that situation. I 
saw my son’s mouth open wide with 
joy, its inside stained red by tiger’s-
blood-flavored shaved ice. He was 
in a state of bliss, being slammed 
from behind and from all sides by 
other bumper-car drivers. He threw 
back his head and laughed, putting 
the pedal to the metal in reverse, 
snapping his head forward as he 
took aim, and slammed into another 
car, looking sideways at the other 
driver, grinning, not quite able to 
believe this was actually allowed. 
Jubilee. Bubbles of joy changed my 
breathing. I was having fun. Here 
was beauty, and here was grace, and 
here I was in the middle of it. 
   —from“Trying to be There”  
    by Meg Barnhouse 



������
March 2009 Page 3 

attention, and something healthy and 
spiritual and calm kicks in and at last 
you say to yourself, “Let’s go ride the 
rides!” The dimness of your soul 
passes, and you are up and running 
toward the beauty, toward the joy. 

When, earlier in the service, we heard 
Charles Albert Tindley’s anthem “The 
Storm is Passing Over,” we heard the 
music of a man famous for singing 
about overcoming obstacles. Born a 
slave, he taught himself Greek and 
Hebrew, and he earned two Doctor of 
Divinity degrees. He truly understood 
what it meant when a storm passes 
over and the morning light appears. 

Well, what does it mean that the storm 
has passed over? Maybe it means that 
you suffered immeasurably at the 
hands of oppression and now, for what-
ever reason, you are feeling freer. 
Maybe you’ve been a long time finding 
yourself, but your voice is getting loud 
enough to hear. Or maybe it’s just that 
lately you’ve been paying attention to 
the parts of life that make you miser-
able or make you dull of spirit, and 
that’s not really working for you—and 
then, feeling hot and crabby at the 
Spartanburg Spring Fling gets trumped 
by the person you find inside who fi-
nally says with zest and excitement, 
“Let’s go ride those rides!” 

Unitarian Universalists ride the rides. 
We believe that everybody is invited, 
and not only invited, but free to choose 
among the death defying scary rides, 
the tame little whirling tea cup rides, 
the classic merry-go-round, the rides in 
the dark, the sentimental rides that 
have scenery and cheerful songs, or, 
yes, the bumper cars. We have a theol-
ogy that requires us to decide for our-
selves what kind of a person we want 
to be, what kind of ride we want to take 
given the constraints on our lives, and 
once that’s all decided, we are required 
to help the rest of the folks climb into 
their seats. Only when we’ve done that 
does our religion, our unfettered relig-
ion, encourage us to find the beauty 
and the joy. 

Unitarian Universalism encourages us 
to ride the rides with heartfelt joy at the 
beauty of it all—not every religion 
pushes that. We can sing if we want to 
as we go round and round, or shriek 
with delight. Ooh and ahh at the view 
from the top, take delight in our com-
panions, or enjoy the weightlessness or 
up-side-downedness of whatever ride 
we signed up for. But whether your 
ride is bumpy or smooth, daring or 
comforting, the joy of the experience is 
yours for the taking.  

But wait. Life’s no amusement park. 
We all know that. We bring joy and 
beauty into our focus in the context of 
pain and confusion writ small and writ 
large. Disaster, grief, deep disappoint-
ment, betrayal, divine discontent and 
the hungry heart, injustice—in our own 
lives and across the globe. And yet, 
and yet, as the Navaho chants re-
minded us in the introit, the potential 
for beauty always exists before us, be-
hind us, above us, below us. The per-
fect three-pointer exacted by the cor-
rect basketball team, the hurricane 
blowing out to sea just in time, kind-
ness in the face of crisis when the wa-
ters rise high, the grand and glorious 
symphony. Things of beauty, occasions 
of joy, everywhere you look. They 
calm us down, slow the gallop, remind 
us of the peace we’re breathing in and 
the love we’re breathing out. 

We all get to have “spots of time.” Not 
the fleeting happy moments that flow 
through our lives, but rather the far 
deeper, poignant spiritual moments that 
continue to resonate with meaning 
many years later. These are, to my 
mind, the religious moments, that offer 
us renovation, nourishment, and the 
healthy repair, even when experienced 
watching the bumper cars at the Spar-
tanburg Spring Fling. 

We each get to have the beauty and the 
joy. We turn our attention and there it 
is. Presto, we find ourselves in a spiri-
tual moment; abracadabra, we are 
transformed.  �   

Let’s Go Ride 
the Rides 
BY JANE RZEPKA , SENIOR MINISTER, 
CHURCH OF THE LARGER FELLOWSHIP 

So Meg is 
at Spartan-
burg’s big 
carnival, 
and it’s 
hot, and 
she has 
promises 
to keep, 
her kids 
are pestering her for the chance to 
toss rubber chickens and get over to 
the bumper cars, and to her everlast-
ing credit, what does she say? She 
says—in a moment of prize-winning 
good parenting—she says, “Let’s go 
ride the rides.” 

And here’s what she does not say: 
She does not say, “The lines are too 
long, the place is a mad house, 
there’s too much going on at once, 
and I’m way too hot and tired.” She 
does not actually say, “Truly and 
certainly I am burning in hell.” What 
Meg does say is, “Let’s go ride the 
rides.” 

Ever been to a place where it’s hot 
and muggy outside, and there are a 
lot of eager people gathered in vari-
ous areas? Ever been to a place 
where there are too many things go-
ing on at once and the lines can be 
long and you can get hot and tired 
and there are moments when the 
whole thing can feel like a mad-
house? A place, maybe, where how-
ever fun it had seemed like it would 
be when you thought up the idea of 
going, there later came moments 
when you wondered what in the 
world you were thinking? Ft. Lauder-
dale? In June? 

And then, and then, you snap out of it 
and you cool off your brain enough 
to rejigger your attitude and your  
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Reports from CLF 
Delegates to the 2008  
General Assembly in 
Fort Lauderdale, Florida 
20 members of the CLF attended 
General Assembly as delegates for 
our congregation. Here are excerpts 
from the reports by a few of them. 

 

GA 2008 was once again a time of 
reunion, recharge, and recommitment 
to our social justice work as UUs. 

Here were some of the highlights for 
me as a CLF delegate: 

�� Being reminded by UUA President 
Rev. Bill Sinkford that we should 
not give too much power to the 
anxiety that is rampant in our soci-
ety. He reminded us that “We are 
pilgrims on a journey, but we are 
not alone. We travel together.” 

�� Having the opportunity to listen to 
the dialogue between Laurel 
Hallman and Peter Morales who are 
running for President of the UUA in 
2009. 

�� Feeling fortunate to hear the Rev. 
Dr. Forrest Church as he demon-
strated a spiritual path in which to 
face one's own death. (Dr. Church 
is dealing with terminal cancer.)  

�� Listening to lots of conversation on 
the GA floor about the needs and 
plans for our ministries to youth 
and young adults as these programs 
go through a period of transition. 

�� Feeling energized by Ware lecturer 
Van Jones as he gave us a charge to 
fight pollution and poverty at the 
same time, and to save the soul of 
our country in the process. 

�� and...best of all...an outstanding 
CLF worship service led by our 
minister Rev. Jane Rzepka, assisted 
by Rev. Meg Barnhouse with rock-
ing music provided by UU Musi-
cians Network members. 

It was a pleasure to serve as a CLF 
delegate and to have a chance to vol-
unteer some time in the CLF booth. It 
was terrific to meet CLF members and 
to have the chance to tell newcomers 
about the wonderful offerings of the 
Church of the Larger Fellowship. 

—Marcia Marino,  
 Franklin, Wisconsin 

It was great to be able to attend GA 
this year. I had last attended in 2004. 
Some of my time was intermingled by 
volunteering at the Volunteer Office, 
which I really enjoy. It was great to be 

among 
like-
minded 
individu-
als and I 
needed a 
spiritual 
boost 
again. 

While 
attending 

plenary sessions I was able to attend 
some other workshops, some on immi-
gration and then others related to reli-
gious education. These were full of 
information and many ideas, which I 
can use where I teach RE. It was great 
to meet a few pen pals of prisoners 
with Chaplain Patty. There were very 
good Actions of Immediate Witness 
we voted on as well.  

Going to GA is how I revive myself.  

—Carolyn Mendyk,  
 Winter Park, Florida  

It's almost 11 PM on Sunday the 13th 
of July, 2008.  

I'm at the hostel on the second floor of 
the First Unitarian Universalist Church 
of New Orleans.   

I am still at the General Assembly.  

Because it was at the General Assem-
bly that I heard a call for volunteers to 
work here in New Orleans continuing 
the necessary repairs after hurricane 
Katrina.  

So after I returned to Virginia I told 
my daughter about it and she joined 
me here to help out. 

And this is what the General Assembly 
meant to me. 

To be able to provide a haven for sus-
tainable change. A haven for a sustain-
able struggle for social justice. 

To be a home for those of us who are 
looking to create a better world now. 

This was the first time I had ever at-
tended a General Assembly and it cer-
tainly felt like home.  

It was great to be able to put a face and 
voice on the CLFers to whom I have 
written.  

It was amazing to be able to sit in a 
room with thousands of other Unitar-
ian Universalists, with voices raised 
together and guided by Sarah  
Dan Jones.  

It was fantastic to meet so many great 
new people and get closer to some 
whom I already knew. To hear stories 
of struggle and loss, turmoil and tri-
umph. 

It was wonderful to be blessed with 
inspiration from workshops and semi-
nars from Appreciative Inquiry to  
interfaith dialogue. 

An incredible feeling.  

The bottom line for me is:  

How much of this will live on in my 
life? Where will these ripples lead? 
What shores will they find?  

And if you think that a General As-
sembly could mean to you half of what 
it meant to me, then by all means, 
mark your calendar and book your 
flight. 

Those days at the General Assembly 
were some of the happiest of my life.  

But that is not where its importance 
lies.  

It lies in what I do with that feeling.  

And I'm still there. 

—Anthony T. Fiscella,  
 Malmo, Sweden 

GA Banner parade 
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Letters from  
Prisoner  
Members 
Every summer, Unitarian Universal-
ists from around the country and 
around the world gather at our an-
nual General Assembly. Lots of CLF 
members participate, too...but more 
than 10% of the CLF's membership 
cannot come to GA because they are 
incarcerated.  In spring, the CLF 
Prison Ministry invited our prisoner-
members to write "open letters" to 
GA attendees, which the CLF staff 
would bring to GA and have available 
at our booth for anyone to read (and re-
spond to).  Here are excerpts from a few of 
the letters our prisoner-members wrote: 

Merry Meet! I hope you’re enjoying General Assembly and 
making lots of connections with like-minded individuals. I’ve 
been a member of the CLF’s prison ministry for several years 
now. I’m an incarcerated Wiccan. It’s never easy to practice 
a non-mainstream religion here in the South, but it’s even 
more difficult from a prison cell. While there are loads of 
volunteers willing to shove hellfire and brimstone down our 
throats, spiritual guidance for those of us who choose to fol-
low our own paths is few and far between. 

When I first discovered UU I honestly didn’t know anything 
about it. But because they were open and accepting I thought 
I would try it out. Little did I know how much my spiritual 
life would be enriched by my decision. 

I feel I’ve benefitted greatly from my membership. I’ve been 
matched with a wonderful pen pal with whom I can discuss 
anything from my religious or political thought to the day-to-
day struggles I face in such an oppressive environment. Mail 
is one of the only things that cheers me up and the CLF is 
responsible for a large percentage of my correspondence. I 
can’t thank them enough. 

I would like to encourage everyone to help the prison minis-
try, either by volunteering as a pen pal or helping in any 
other way possible. I would particularly like to reach out to 
Pagan/Wiccans, as there are many of us languishing in prison 
with little or no spiritual support. Of course everyone is wel-
come to help. I feel even the Christians in prison could bene-
fit from a more liberal viewpoint. There are also Buddhists 
and people of other faiths (or no faith) who could use your 
support. 

     —Tom, Texas 

 

Have you ever felt like you 
were drowning and there was 
no one to turn to? If so, then we 
have been in the same place 
and survived. I couldn’t do it 
alone. The Church of the Lar-
ger Fellowship is the floatation 
device that was thrown to me 
and saved my life. 

Maybe, one day I will get to 
thank Chaplain Pat and my 
[CLF pen pal] friend Alison in 
person and maybe not. I would 

cherish that chance. 

The letter-writing ministry has 
been a tool for me to be able to reach 

out and connect with society. Both of us are 
still learning to cope with one another. I am 28 

years old and have been in prison for 10 years, so I have 
literally grown up in prison. A few years back before I found 
the CLF, I distrusted society just as much as they distrusted 
me. I didn’t believe for a second that I would make it on the 
outside. Now I know I will. I still have so much to learn out 
there, but I’m ready to learn. 

     —Sherman, Alabama 

People need to realize that there are so many good men and 
women who for one reason or another have made some seri-
ously poor life choices and ended up in prison. We are Fa-
thers, Sons, Brothers, Sisters, Aunties and Uncles. 

The Pen Pal program gives positive, hope-building lifeblood 
to prisoners. The Quest newsletter and quarterly [UU World] 
magazine give insight to spiritual wellness. Life is all about 
choices. Sometimes I write family and gripe because of my 
poverty, while forgetting the wealth I truly enjoy from those 
of you I may never know, your prayers and uplifting words 
of courage and looking to a higher power. 

I’m scared! I am afraid of failing to make it out there. When I 
leave prison it will be with $100 in my pocket and a “see ya 
soon.” My family has provided me with a place to live, but 
how will I survive those first few months? Please keep me 
and my brothers and sisters soon to hit the streets who truly 
want to succeed and be qualified contributors in our society, 
ever in your deepest prayers. I am ready spiritually and 
physically and morally thanks to people like [my CLF pen 
pal] Gretchen who have bravely reached through the razor 
wire with a hand of sisterly love. 

     —Jerry , Texas 

To become a 'pen pal' for a prisoner-member through the 
CLF's Letter Writing Ministry, see www.clfuu.org/
prisonministry, email PrisMin@clfuu.org or write to the 
CLF. �  
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We Are Called 
BY GINI  COURTER, MODERATOR OF THE 
UNITARIAN  UNIVERSALIST ASSOCIATION 

Better yet—don't let me sleep at all. 
Fill and light the lantern, 
Hide my pajamas, 
Set a fire to warm our conversation. 
Take me to the countries that your 
heart inhabits. 
Acquaint me with the patterns you are 
struggling to change. 
Don't just tell me, show me. 
Make sure that I see. 
Or tell me tales of the world that could 
yet be transformed by human caring. 
Remind me of myself, 

of a time of life half-forgotten, 
half-remembered, 
perhaps half-dreamed, 

when I saw the bleeding, battered 
world and 
in arrogance, or maybe in innocence, 
believed it was my life's work to 
change at least one small piece of it. 

Talk to me until I am more awake than 
I have ever dared to be, 

and I pull on my coat and boots,     
wondering why I ever wished to sleep. 
Don't just tell me the walking is superb, 
take my hand and lead me out the door. 
You know I'm not too hard persuaded. 

I write this sermon in celebration of 
“calling,” 
because we are all called, 
all summoned to the life religious and 
none of us, not one of us, 
will leave here asleep. 

We are called out of bed: 
the summons comes whistling up the 
road, 
hiking boots meet porch steps, 
fist on door tentatively, 
then loudly, persistently. 

Or we wander off to bed, we really 
meant to go to sleep, really we did, 
but we don't quite make it there. 
Something calls us to remain awake, 
to become alert, 
to stay up just a bit later. 
Day after day, night after night, 
All are called, we are called, 

and this calling leaves a mark, 
whether or not we answer the door. 

The Reverend Martin Luther King Jr. 
speaks to us of the significance of an-
swering this kind of call, the calling to 
vocation: 

If a man is called to be a street 
sweeper, he should sweep streets 
even as Michelangelo painted, 
or Beethoven composed music, 
or Shakespeare wrote poetry. 
He should sweep streets so well 
that all the hosts of heaven and 
earth will pause to say, here… 
lived a great street sweeper who 
did his job well. 

King spoke in terms of calling, of a call 
so resonant it cannot be silenced…so 
strident it cannot be denied. A call that 
comes to pound, pound, pound on the 
door before the sun comes up and 
keeps pounding until we answer, put on 
a pot of coffee, and sit down to talk 
about what it all means. 

Each of us is called. We need to gather 
our power and take it into the world, to 

dare to stand on the shoulders of the 
Universalists and Unitarians and Uni-
tarian Universalists who built structures 
of love and justice that in more gener-
ous and gentle times were called the 
“common good.” 

At our best, this is what we Unitarian 
Universalists can create. A world that’s 
comfortable enough in the soul to pull 
up a chair or a piece of carpet, or sit on 
the beach, or in front of a campfire and 
tell our stories, share our lives, so that 
we remember that we are immersed 
together in the human condition. 

Don't hesitate: plan. Don't falter: move 
forward. Dare to run to the door as 
soon as you hear the whistle up the 
road, to throw the door open even be-
fore you hear the knock, to rush out on 
the porch. This is what we do. 

Holy spirit, human spirit, human com-
munity, who some call god: 
The needs of humanity are so vast that 
they numb us. 
We hover so often on the edge of sleep, 
comforted by dreams of a world at 
peace where the work of justice, our 
work, has already been done. And we 
want to stay in that dreamtime, remain 
at peace just a bit longer. 
Remind me that the dark cover of night 
is not permanent 
That light reveals a world unchanged 
from when I went to sleep. 
Do not allow us to flinch from the sure 
knowledge we are being summoned to 
our life work, and must awaken. 
Help us remember that as far as the eye 
can see, and beyond, 

we are all one family, one tribe. 
May we make choices that are bold, 
choices of meaning. 
May we learn to be both brave and 
humble warriors for our faith. 
May we be true companions. 
May we find strength to add to our 
strength so we may do the work that 
needs to be done. 
And when we awaken, may we find 
that the world we can persuade our-
selves to create together is so much 
more than anything we could have 
dreamed. � �

Summons    by Robert Francis 

Keep me from going to sleep too 
soon 

Or if I go to sleep too soon 
Come wake me up. Come any hour 
Of night. Come whistling up the 

road. 
Stomp on the porch. Bang on the 

door. 
Make me get out of bed and come 
And let you in and light a light. 
Tell me the northern lights are on 
And make me look. Or tell me clouds 
Are doing something to the moon 
They never did before, and show me. 
See that I see. Talk to me till 
I'm half as wide awake as you 
And start to dress wondering why 
I ever went to bed at all. 
Tell me the walking is superb. 
Not only tell me but persuade me. 
You know I'm not too hard  

persuaded. 
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�� ome and join us this June 24-28 at General 
Assembly (GA) in Salt Lake City, Utah. 

Thousands of UUs will gather to worship, govern 
ourselves, participate in a major election, and be in 
community. You can find out more details about 
GA 2009 at www.uua.org/ga.  
 
There is still time to volunteer to be a CLF dele-
gate. You can have a voice in the association’s 
plans for now and the future. CLF delegates vote 
their own conscience. As a delegate you would 
work a few hours in the CLF booth in the exhibit 
hall, attend the CLF Worship Service (one of the 
most popular services at GA), and write a report 
after you get home to share with the CLF Board 
and members. Contact Lorraine at the CLF office 
(ldennis@clfuu.org or (617) 948-6166) if you are 
interested. �  


