
It’s a well-known fact amongst ministers that Mother’s 
Day is a next to impossible thing to preach on. For every 
person who brings a sainted mother to church on 
Mother’s Day for a little well-deserved appreciation, 
there is someone else gritting their teeth over the utterly 

inadequate job their mother did of raising them. And, as a mother through adoption, 
I’m keenly aware that the dichotomy of those two hypothetical people is only a shadow 
of the complex and ambivalent feelings of those who have never known their birth 
mother, or who have chosen not to parent a child to whom they gave birth, or who have 
chosen not to give birth to a pregnancy. There is no simple, unambivalent way to talk 
about motherhood.  

The more I think about my own experience as a mother, and the more I talk with 
friends who are mothers, the more I get caught up in what I would call the Goldilocks 
Paradox. You remember Goldilocks. She breaks into the house of the Bear family 
while they are off on some sort of a family outing. And far from feeling ashamed of her 
reckless and invasive behavior, she sets about criticizing everything. The Papa Bear’s 
chair is too big. The Mama Bear’s chair is too small. The Papa Bear’s porridge is too 
hot. The Mama Bear’s porridge is too cold. Only the Baby Bear has things just right. 

Having a child, it seems to me, is a great 
deal like having Goldilocks break into your 
home, only without the option of scaring 
her off at the end of the story. This small, 
imperious being moves in and takes up 
residence, and there is no way that the parental role will ever be just right. Only the 
baby gets to be perfect. In any given situation your response as a parent will be too 
hard or too soft, too warm or too cold. The job of a parent is to provide children with 
limitless, unconditional love and affirmation, with a deep sense of safety and of being 
at home in the world and in their own bodies. At the same time, however, a parent is 
also charged with setting limits, teaching boundaries and self-control, ensuring that a 
child knows what behaviors are unacceptable and what things are terribly dangerous. 
Children cannot thrive—perhaps cannot even survive—without both all-encompassing 
love and clear boundaries and limits, and those two essential qualities are invariably at 
odds. It is our task to teach our children that they can be anything, do anything, that 
they have the power to live out their wildest dreams. At the same time, we must teach 
them to avoid what is unsafe, to check their unwise impulses, to speak politely and use 
the right silverware—or, more realistically, to use silverware at all. 

There is, as far as I can tell, no way to do it right, nor any way to tell whether at any 
given moment you have made the right choice. At what age, if any, do you put babies 
on a sleeping schedule and let them cry themselves to sleep? What is a categorically 
unsafe thing to climb on, and what only looks dangerous when it is merely adventur-
ous? How old is old enough to walk alone to a friend’s house, or to stay in the house 
while you run an errand?  

There is no clear-cut, Baby Bear, just-right answer. So the chances are good that much 
of the time what we got from our mother was too hard or too soft, too distant or too 
confining, too restrictive or too permissive, too demanding or too indifferent, anything 
but just right. 

The Second Bear:  
Reflections on Motherhood  

BY LYNN UNGAR, MINISTER FOR LIFESPAN LEARNING, 
CHURCH OF THE LARGER FELLOWSHIP 

Mama exhorted her  
children...to 'jump at de 
sun.' We might not land 
on the sun, but at least 
we would get off the 
ground.  
—Zora Neale Hurston 
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There is no clear-cut, Baby 
Bear, just-right answer.  
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Of course, what we rarely acknowl-
edge on Mother’s Day is that our 
moms probably had just as complicated 
and ambivalent feelings about raising 
us as we may have about how we were 
raised. I have talked to a wide variety 
of loving, dedicated moms who have 
confessed that, while they would never 
hit their child and abhor child abuse, 
they nonetheless fully understand, in 
the pit of the stomach as well as in the 
rational mind, how it is that parents 
come to physically hurt their children.  

I couldn’t say for sure, but I rely on the 
assumption that my own personal mix 
of devotion and murderous rage is 
probably more typical of motherhood 
than the beatific images of the 
Madonna which are held up for us as 
expectation and ideal. Mothers have 
been viewed through the archetypal 
split of the passive, all-loving 
Madonna or the terrifying energy of 
the goddess Kali who devours her chil-
dren as she dances. The truth of the 
dance of motherhood, however, is 
something much richer and more com-
plicated than that good mother/bad 
mother split. Our experience of our 
mothers, and their experience of us, 
leads us straight into the heart of the 
paradox of human life—the reality that 
we are, at one and the same time, inex-
tricably bound to and inseparable from 
all of life and that at the same time we 
are also independent beings, living our 
individual lives within the boundaries 
of our individual skins. Through our 
mothers we are given the primal ex-
perience of unity, the sensation of 
floating, utterly secure and utterly 
bonded, within the body of another. 
Before we learn to identify our sepa-
rate selves it is our mother’s body that 
sustains us, that serves our every need. 
And it is through the failure of that 
mother’s body to perfectly read and 
respond to our every desire that we 
first discover our separateness, our 
distinct and independent identity.  

We want unconditional, unquestioning 
love, to be loved simply because we 

are there. But we also want to be rec-
ognized for our unique selves, our par-
ticular accomplishments. We want our 
soccer games attended, our pictures on 
the refrigerator, our cartwheels or foot-
ball tosses endlessly and individually 
praised. All of our lives, it seems, we 
are caught up in that same dance of 
separateness and unity, sensing that we 
are somehow only whole in relation-
ship, in connection, yet knowing at the 
same time that our growth as human 
beings depends upon our development 
as independent individuals with a set of 
experiences and opinions that are 
unique in the world.  

The trick about love is that it exists not 
only because of our unity, our pro-
found connection to one another, but 
also because of our difference. Love 
depends upon there being an “other” to 
whom we can reach out. The primal 
union of an infant may be perfect or 
ecstatic, but it isn’t really love. Love 
exists when we cross the boundaries, 
when we acknowledge and appreciate 
someone for who they are, when we 
connect across our diversity, when we 
allow the skin which defines us to 
touch.  

And in my life, certainly the greatest 
and scariest adventure into this realm 
of love was the choice to bring a child 
into our family. Adopting a child is a 
leap of faith of such magnitude as to 
seem more like free-fall. What sensible 
person would commit to loving a total 
stranger, some random person off the 
street? Of course, Jesus said “Love 
your neighbor,” but even he didn’t 
suggest that you take that neighbor, 
whatever neighbor you happened to 
get, and bring them into your house for 
the next two decades. We’re talking 

love here—not some namby-pamby 
sort of general goodwill, but uncondi-
tional, diaper-changing, tantrum-
tolerating, hands-on, unshakeable love. 
No questions asked, and no backsies.  

There is a prevailing myth amongst 
adoptive parents that our children were 
somehow destined for us, divinely or 
cosmically pre-ordained. It might be 
true. I marvel at the ways my daughter 
shares her mothers’ love of music and 
dancing, of animals and reading and 
thrift stores. However, it is also true 
that my daughter and I couldn’t be 
more different. Mattéa is a raging ex-
trovert who lives her emotions in oper-
atic tones. I am reserved by nature, and 
inclined to mumble.  

Now, it’s possible some committee of 
angels did the calculations and deter-
mined to put us together. Or maybe the 
truth is more shattering, and more 
beautiful. Perhaps it is, in fact, possible 
to take any random person and place 
them in the center of your heart. Per-
haps love is so possible, so strong, that 
all it requires is intimacy, and the will 
for it to be so. Perhaps any one of us, 
ordinary as we are, could meet up with 
any other ordinary person and care for 
them and be beholden to them and love 
them, love them, for all the rest of our 
days.  

There are no perfect parents, no single 
right way. But there is that ongoing 
miracle—whether through birth or 
adoption, as mothers or fathers, people 
do choose, all the time, to invite Goldi-
locks into the house. We make up the 
bed and fix the chair and adjust the 
porridge until it is just right. We say to 
this mysterious stranger, this person 
who is, at essence, always unknown to 
us, “My house is your house. My heart 
is your heart. For now and for always.” 
It is, in the end, the quintessential reli-
gious message, the heart of our Unitar-
ian Universalist faith: whoever you are, 
there is a place for you. The table is 
set, and you—whatever your quirks—
you are welcome. There is always 
enough love. �  

All of our lives, it 
seems, we are caught up 
in [the] dance of sepa-
rateness and unity…. 
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 Here’s how it 
looks to me: 
something in 
our hearts says, 
“Help me, I 
need somebody 
to lean on, to 
depend on, or 
to guide me, or 
rescue me,” or 

“Please, it’s the beginning of May, let 
spring come to New England.” Or “Let 
my fortunes turn, I’ve suffered 
enough,” or “I’ll do anything, just 
make my baby get well.” The root 
word for prayer is from the Latin, pre-
carius, “obtained by begging.” Don’t 
you know that feeling? That’s just how 
it seems to work with human beings.  

All of which puts a lot of Unitarian 
Universalists in something of an awk-
ward situation. And the situation is 
this: many of us, not all of us of course, 
but a lot of us, don’t find traditional 
forms of prayer of particular use. Ac-
cording to an extensive article in News-
week some time back, “Prayer presup-
poses a God who can be addressed.” 
And that presupposition can be a prob-
lem for those Unitarian Universalists 
who don’t posit a god at all, or who 
don’t posit a god who has ears, either 
literally or metaphorically. 

The Rev. Max Coots once explained: 

Until recently, as history goes, al-
most everyone assumed that God, by 
whatever name and in whatever 
form, was the omnipotent puppeteer 
pulling the strings that controlled 
everything from amoebae to em-
pires, from ants to conquering ar-
mies, from the movement of the stars 
to the state of your digestion. 

But, after 50,000 years of such un-
questioned divine attention, people 
began to realize that the earth was 
not the center of the universe; that 
stars were not tiny, friendly night 

lights lovingly hung for us; that 
space stretched out beyond imagina-
tion; that spring and summer came 
whether or not we praised the sun; 
that it was microscopic organisms, 
unaware of our personal piety, that 
brought disease; and that death 
came to believer and unbeliever 
alike here on the earth, spinning in 
its tiny orbit around its little star in 
one corner of one galaxy in a sea of 
galaxies in space. 

While we may feel the basic urge to 
petition for our greatest personal needs, 
we can’t quite believe in that puppeteer 
in the sky who would pull just the 
strings we need. While we experience 
the universal tendency to praise what 
seems wondrous around us, while we 

want to say with ee cummings, “i thank 
you god for most this amazing day,” it 
is the rare Unitarian Universalist who 
can imagine an anthropomorphic ad-
dressee to whom our appreciation 
should be sent. While we know we 
would appreciate some guidance now 
and then, we have trouble postulating a 
divine twenty-four-hour instant-
messaging service. And while we may 
ache for soothing, healing powers, we 
don’t want to think that a god is up 
there granting some prayers, and  
denying others just as worthy. 

Unitarian Universalists have a few 
strategies about prayer that deal with 
this theological quandary. Let’s call it 
two strategies, to simplify. They both 
work great, they both have roots within 
our Unitarian Universalist history, and 
they both invite spiritual maturity. 

Here’s the first: Some UUs use the 
word “prayer” as an expression of their 
personal spiritual life. Typically, they 
broaden the definition of prayer to en-
compass a wide variety of spiritual 
practices and centering activities. And 
so if they are focused on the first snow-
drops of the season, they may be pray-
ing; or if they are soaking in the tub, 
they may be praying; or if they are par-
ticipating in the walk for hunger, they 
may be praying; or if they are tucking 
the two-year-old in at night, they may 

be praying. To pray they look deep 
inside, they talk to a friend, they walk, 
they drive, they sing, they blog, they 
meditate or contemplate, they prune the 
trees, they touch their toes, they sit 
together in church.  

The Rev. Mark Belletini writes: 

So prayer can be words, silence, 
song, or as Paul of Tarsus says, ‘a 
sigh.’ Prayer can be one prophet 
breaking the bread of affliction with 
tears in his eyes and another break-
ing a clay pot with eyes ablaze. What-
ever cuts through our defensiveness, 
whether it’s disguised as a sense of 
worthlessness or a sense of hubris, is 
a great prayer. Crafted or spontane-
ous, elegant or halted with sobs, sung 
to God, danced to Love Most Deep or 
simply uttered into the thin air, 
prayer...is the life-breath 
of...worship. 

Yes. We may broaden the definition of 
prayer, until, in the extreme form, we 
may even say, along with the Unitarian 
Susan B. Anthony, “I pray every single 
second of my life; not on my knees but 
with my work.” 

�

To Pray or Not to Pray 
 BY JANE RZEPKA, SENIOR MINISTER, CHURCH OF THE LARGER FELLOWSHIP 

But for many Unitarian 
Universalists, broadening 
the definition of prayer, 
or using the word at all, 
makes no sense. 
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But for many Unitarian Universalists, 
broadening the definition of prayer, or 
using the word at all, makes no sense. 
And so the second strategy is this: 
these UUs don’t pray—they strive to 
feel awake to life, embrace the gran-
deur of living on this planet, explore 
those aspects of life that ground them, 
connect to people and places and the 
cosmos in general, contribute to the 
healthy future of neighbors the world 
over, note beauty in a variety of forms, 
and value the trajectory toward health 
and well-being. That kind of thing. 
They don’t pray. 

Just like the group that does pray, this 
group focuses on the same first snow-
drops of the season, soaks in tubs, par-
ticipates in the walk for hunger, tucks 
the two year old in at night, looks deep 
inside, talks to friends, walks, drives, 
sings, blogs, meditates or contem-
plates, prunes the trees, touches their 
toes, sits together in church. But let me 
be clear: these UUs are not praying, 
and there is no reason in the world to 
impose the language of prayer on them. 

You ask a conventional Roman Catho-
lic, or a Lutheran, or a Southern Bap-
tist, not to mention a Muslim or a 
Jew—you ask any of them if Unitarian 
Universalists pray, and most of them 
will tell you that this “Spirit of Life” 
business, this meditation and spiritual 
practice business, absolutely does not 
cut it as prayer.  

The truth is, our history with respect to 
prayer is different. In the mid-eighteen 
hundreds, Samuel Longfellow and 
Henry Longfellow, raised in the First 
Parish in Portland, Maine, and a gen-
eration later, the Rev. Frederick Hos-
mer, began to write hymns that spoke 
of nature and social concern instead of 
the traditional God and prayer. Unitar-
ian Universalists still sing those 
hymns: “O Life that Maketh All 
Things New,” “God of the Earth, the 
Sky, the Sea,” and “Lo, the Earth is 
Ris’n Again,” often sung on Easter. All 
of those are by Samuel Longfellow, a 

Unitarian minister. Henry, his brother, 
wrote “All are Architects of Fate,” 
number 288 in our hymn book. Hosmer 
wrote “Forward Through the Ages,” 
and he wrote “Lo, the Day of Days Is 
Here” and “O Day of Light and Glad-
ness,” two more often sung on Easter. 
Thomas Starr King, our notable minis-
ter in San Francisco during that time, 
said, “We find God in nature. We find 
God in Mt. Shasta as in Mt. Hermon, 
and do not fear to say so on Sunday.” 
Already, even then, we began to  
sound like contemporary Unitarian  
Universalists. 

Personally, I come out of the Midwest-
ern tradition of Unitarianism, and my 
great-grandparents’ minister said in a 
sermon about prayer, “I have frankly 
and completely given it up.... I believe 
we must give it up....” Even in 2009, 
my own theological language reflects 
my Midwestern Unitarian heritage,  
and I do not pray. 

But what language you use is not so 
important, really. What is important is 
this: we are people. And people some-
times feel lonely or afraid or over-
whelmed or a little uncertain. We are 
people. And people sometimes feel 
consumed by the wonder of it all, the 
majesty of creation, the joy and good 
fortune of living in this world. We are 
people. And people sometimes feel 
they need a healing touch, a sturdy 
companion, a safe harbor, an accept-
ing, loving friend, always there. That’s 
what’s important. Go ahead. Call it 
prayer if you want to. Or call it your 
religion. You are a Unitarian Univer-
salist. You have a choice. �  

May 28 
Annual Meeting— 
a NEW way:  
This year, the CLF Board has de-
cided to hold the Annual Meeting by 
teleconference. That means that 
CLF members can call in to a con-
ference call number and participate 
by telephone. We will post all the 
necessary materials to the CLF web-
site (www.clfuu.org) by May 1, 
2009. You can fire up your com-
puter and participate by looking at 
your screen, or print out your mate-
rials, or call the office at 617-948-
6166 by May 7 to request a paper 
copy. This new, greener way of 
holding the meeting will save print-
ing and postage costs and allow for 
broader participation.  

Notice to all members of the 
Church of the Larger Fellow-
ship, Unitarian Universalist 

Per Article VII, Sections 1 and 2, of 
the Church of the Larger Fellowship 
(CLF) Bylaws, the 39th Annual 
Meeting will be held on May 28, 
2009 at 2:00PM EDT by confer-
ence call. Please call 218-339-3600, 
Access Code:  1004610#.   
The purpose of the meeting is to: 

· Elect a Moderator from among 
members present to preside at the 
meeting; 

· Elect members of the Board of 
Directors, the Nominating Com-
mittee, the Clerk, and the Treasurer 
from the slate of candidates pre-
sented on the ballot, available 
online; 

· Vote on a change to the bylaws; 
and, 

· Transact such other business as 
may legally come before the  
meeting. 

   Lucia Santini Field, Clerk 
   May 1, 2009 
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Women 
Walking 
in Loud 
Shoes 
On a Saturday I 
went to a hospital 
in the city to make 
a visit to a patient. 
This was a big 
place, and as 
always I managed 
to park as far as I 
could from where I 
needed to be, and so took myself on an 
accidental tour of the entire hospital 
campus, through miles of corridors and 
hallways, most of which were deserted 
because it was the weekend. I was 
wearing new shoes, sort of fancy shoes, 
and suddenly became aware of what a 
racket I was making in those empty 
hallways, clickety-clacketing in loud, 
lonely, staccato echoes, sounding either 
very important or very clumsy or both, 
and either way, ridiculous. 

I had read an article about the many 
offenses for which the oppressive 
Taliban rulers in Afghanistan might 
arrest and imprison people. Among the 
crimes was listed “women walking in 
loud shoes.” They could go to jail for 
that. They could be seized on the street, 
or in their homes, for that. For some 
reason this scrap of information floated 
back to me that Saturday on my long 
pilgrimage from the parking garage to 
the critical care unit, and though I did 
try to go respectfully on tiptoe when I 
got to floors where patients might be 
sleeping, I have to confess that in the 
empty hallways, in the stairwells, the 
corridors, once or twice, I wanted to 
see exactly how loud those fancy new 
shoes could be. And this was not just 
for fun—I stamped with defiance on 
the tiles, and that was a noisy prayer 
and a blessing for the Afghan women. 

My walk through all those 
halls was long enough that 
I had time to think not 
only of women’s torment 
by the Taliban but of the 
thousands killed now by 
our retaliatory bombing 
there—women, like us, 
their children, their old 
ones, and men. And I had 
time to think of women in 
the West Bank, 
Palestinian women with 
no shoes at all, terrified 
Israeli women, Pakistani 
women, and the women of 
India, who might or might 
not be annihilated at any 

moment by their leaders’ arrogance or 
ignorance. I clattered for them also. I 
clattered for the women and the babies 
of Iraq, for the women and the babies 
everywhere. It was a fearsome sound. 

These days it sometimes feels as if 
stomping our feet is all we can do—but 
you know, even that can be a 
sacrament, a first step, as it were; any 
crazy act of solidarity with sisters 
halfway round the world (or halfway 
round the room) can be a prayer, if 
you’re mindful, if you’re artful, if 
you’re doing it on purpose. Once you 
realize that walking in loud shoes (or in 
any shoes at all, or simply walking, 
safely, as many of us do every single 
day) is a privilege and luxury, then the 
burden is upon you. The burden of 
response, of giving back and taking 
risks for what is right, the burden of 
courage and clear speaking and clear 
thinking, the burden of gratitude and 
compassion, is on you, and one thing 
leads to something else. 

by Victoria Safford, minister of the 
White Bear Unitarian Universalist 
Church in Mahtomedi, Minnesota, from 
her 2003 meditation manual, Walking 
Toward Morning. Published by Skinner 
House, this book is available from the 
CLF library (www.clfuu.org/library or  
(617) 948-6150). �  

�
If you’re going to 
General Assembly 
The Church of the Younger Fel-
lowship (CYF) Steering Commit-
tee invites you to the CLF/CYF 
Ingathering on Wed, June 24th at 
10:00 PM in the Salt Palace, 
Room 250. Come and meet other 
CYFers and CLFers just as GA 
gets going. 

The CLF Worship Service will 
happen very early in GA this 
year—in the first Program slot, 
on Thursday, June 25th, at 
9:00AM in the Salt Palace, Room 
251. Jane will preach with former 
president of the UUA Bill Schulz 
and, as always, we will have 
wonderful music, this year led by 
Sarah Dan Jones. �  

Upcoming  
Online Course 

Humanism Today:  
Issues and Origins 

The heritage of humanism is a cen-
tral strand in Unitarian Universal-
ism. We will explore the history of 
this idea in classical philosophy, 
western intellectual development, 
and American religious develop-
ment. We will also examine the 
variety of institutional forms of 
contemporary humanism, the is-
sues it confronts, and the unique 
spiritual resources that it offers in 
the context of our UU movement.  

Taught by the Rev. Drs. Kendyl 
Gibbons and Bill Murray , two of 
the most noted humanist scholars 
in our UU movement, this class 
runs June 15 to Aug. 10 2009.  

This course carries a $40  
registration fee.  To register, or to 
find out more about online classes 
with the CLF, go to 
www.clfuu.org/learn. �  

�



May 2009 

������
Page 6  

From Your (Guest) 
Minister 

Confusing, isn’t 
it? Our minister 
returned from 
sabbatical back 
in January, but 
because we pre-
pare Quest 
many months  
in advance,  
you will still  

see remnants of the sabbatical in May! 
And so we welcome Peter Morales, 
senior minister of the Jefferson  
Unitarian Church of Golden,  
Colorado, and candidate for UUA 
president, as our “guest minister.” 
www.moralessforuuapresident.org  

The Economic Crisis 
Only a few of us have any personal 
memories of the Great Depression. I 
can recall hearing stories that my par-
ents would tell—stories about the fam-
ily going off to pick cotton or making a 
little money shelling pecans. This is the 
worst economic downturn since that 
Great Depression. 

I am pretty sure my home is worth less 
than I paid for it. I know that people 
have lost jobs and many others fear 
losing theirs. These are anxious and 
uncertain times. 

What are we to make of all this? I want 
to explore the deeper meaning—the 
religious aspect—of what we are ex-
periencing. Life’s crises can be great 
teachers if we are open to their lessons 
and if they shock us into greater aware-
ness. They are also a time to take stock 
of how we are living. 

To take stock, we need to start by un-
derstanding how we got into this mess 
and what our role is in the future. But if 
we only explore questions of fiscal 
policy we will miss the essential issue. 
And if we miss the essence of this cri-
sis, we will never create a world where 
this kind of mess does not recur. 

In a very real sense, we are in a moral 
and spiritual crisis, witnessing the in-
evitable results of a moral failure that 
goes to the core of our culture. 

Make no mistake, this crisis is the re-
sult of malfeasance and misfeasance by 
the economic and political elite. This is 
not a natural disaster. It is entirely self-
inflicted. But it goes deeper, much, 
much deeper, than that. 
What makes the madness of wild, irre-
sponsible financial speculation possi-
ble? First, it takes a complete abdica-
tion of responsibility by the people 

charged with overseeing the system. 
But let’s go further. Let’s look at what 
creates the climate in which this finan-
cial crisis can occur in the first place. 
We are a culture that makes heroes of 
people who make outrageous sums of 
money. We are taught a kind of ac-
quisitive individualism that desensi-
tizes us to the cost of such wealth. So 
we get government run by ideologues 
who elevate the market to a kind of 
idolatry. We get tax policies that favor 
the richest among us. And the reason 
this has not mattered is not a question 
of economics. It is a question of mor-
als, a question of our values. Ultimately 
it is a spiritual and a religious question. 

We will tolerate a world of extreme 
wealth and of extreme poverty only if 
we have abandoned the ideal of the 
common good. This vision is as old as 
the Hebrew prophets protesting the 
exploitation of the poor in ancient  
Israel. 

Our economic crisis is the result, the 
inevitable result, of a moral and spiri-
tual failure. When we lose sight of the 
fact that we are all connected, when we 
lose a sense of common good, when we 
no longer feel the suffering of others—
that is when we create a society of 

wanton excess, of conspicuous con-
sumption, of environmental destruc-
tion, of gross injustice. 

We need a religious vision of the com-
mon good, a vision grounded in a re-
spect for human dignity, founded on 
the realization that we are all connected 
and all interdependent. 

The vision of all the great religions is 
very much the same. It is a vision of a 
compassionate society where everyone 
is valued and where everyone is cared 
for. It is a vision of a common good. 

How about these for guiding principles: 
Everyone matters. We are responsible 
for one another. Compassion should 
guide us. No one should be exploited. 

It is good religion. It is good politics.  
It is good economics. 

Our first task is to get in touch with 
what truly matters in our lives. We 
need to reach out to one another and 
support one another. 

But that is just the start. We must not 
stop there. 

This is a wake-up call. In the US and  
in much of the world, we have wor-
shipped a false god of consumerism. 
And this crisis is the result. 

Our second task is to take care of one 
another. We need to focus on what 
truly matters in our lives. 

Our next task is to create a world in 
which this kind of madness cannot oc-
cur. We can create a different world. 
We can create a world that is just and 
responsible and sustainable. 

Let’s join hands and get through this 
together. Then let’s join hands and 
work to create a world where our eco-
nomic system is an expression of our 
most deeply held values. 

This crisis is an opportunity to come to 
our senses. It is an opportunity to help 
one another. And, most importantly, 
this crisis is a chance to create some-
thing new and wonderful. 

Let us seize the moment. �   

�

This crisis is an  
opportunity to come to 
our senses.  
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Generally, this column is oriented 
toward children, but, of course, reli-
gious education is for adults too. One 
of the many ways that the CLF fosters 
continuing religious growth is through 
our Shared Interest Groups 
(www.clfuu.org and click on Online 
Community), email lists for CLFers 
who share a common interest, theology 
or life experience. This month we’d 
like to share with you two posts written 
by CLFer Alma Hatzenbuhler to our 
Religious Naturalist Shared Interest 
Group. 

Hi everyone, 
There is a mountain called Eboshi-dake 
here in Sasebo, Japan. It overlooks the 
harbor on one side and overlooks the 
northern end of Sasebo on the other. 
Near the top, there is a long set of stairs 
that leads to a shrine nestled among 
dark boulders that jut out of the ground 
among many deciduous trees at the 
peak of the mountain. I like to go there 
to meditate. I can never get enough of 
the view. Somehow, the sea and the 
clouds often create a misty white sky 
that makes the 
sun look red at 
dawn and at 
sunset. Today 
was one of 
many misty 
white days and 
it was full of fast moving stratocumu-
lus clouds, so today especially, the 
view from the top of Eboshi was spec-
tacular. The mist created a haze in the 
distance but the sunlight illuminated 
the mist, so the sky glowed for thou-
sands of feet into the air and in all di-
rections. From the top of Eboshi-dake, 
it seemed like I was in a bright white 
glowing globe. A multitude of soft 
white sunbeams shot between the 
clouds onto the deep gray surface of 
the sea and into the thick green trees 
that cover almost all the mountains on 
Kyushu. Because the clouds were mov-

ing by quickly, the 
sunbeams danced 
along their edges. The 
clouds were soft 

white, gray, blue, and purple, and their 
swift movement made them rapidly 
change in brightness and hue. I was 
wearing black clothing and I sat on a 
dark rock, so the sun warmed every-
thing surrounding me. I melted into the 
Earth and the sky for a while. There are 
times when the warmth of the sun on 
my face is a gift from heaven. I don't 
know if there is a meditative state that 
is gratitude and appreciation, and I 
don't believe in a traditional God, but I 
do believe in communion, even though 
I have never experienced communion 
in the church sense. But I experienced 
communion today. I have heard that 
communion is a sacred joining or to-
getherness, but I think it is also grace—
the grace of the Earth and the air and 
the sun—the grace that taps into me 
and elicits my gratitude and awe. There 
are so very many beautiful places on 
this planet. It is comforting to know 
that no matter where I happen to be, the 
kind of beauty I found today is near at 
hand. May the beauty of the place 
where you live reach into your life to-
day. 

Hi everyone, 
When I took my class to the play-
ground today, sea hawks were circling 
in the air by the dozen. What a beauti-
ful sight. It was easy to imagine that 
they were studying us, wondering what 
in the world we were doing as my exu-
berant kids scampered all about me. 
Even more than the sea hawks, I often 
feel as though the ravens study us. 
They call to each other over our heads 
and it seems like they are sharing some 
private joke at our expense. 

I went to Eboshi-dake on New Year's 
Day. It was a different sort of experi-
ence. Since it was an important Japa-
nese holiday, Eboshi was crowded with 
families. People took their children up 
there to fly kites even though the 
ground had a light cover of snow. It 

was a pleasure to watch the many Japa-
nese families with their children—the 
parents are so lovingly involved. The 
moms were out there walking deli-
cately in their pretty dresses and high 
heels and the dads running with their 
children and laughing about their 
games. 

I had a delightful conversation with a 
Japanese lady at the top of the moun-
tain. In Japanese, I tried to tell her that 
I am from South Dakota, a place that 
grows a lot of corn, and that made her 
think that South Dakota is in Canada. 
So I brought up Mt. Rushmore, which I 
lived near, and now she thinks that is 
also in Canada. She had asked me if I 
had been meditating. I told her I tried 
to, and she wanted to know if I am 
Buddhist. I told her no, but sukoshi (a 
little). It turned out that she is a Jeho-
vah's Witness and we laughed about 
how strange the world is sometimes. 
The American woman meditated on the 
mountain and the Japanese woman 
would have liked to save her through 
Christ. That day I felt laughter all 
around me, like a quality of the air. The 
unexpected happens and laughter and 
joy are the natural result. It occurs to 
me that I often have a weird way to 
understand and connect to the world. I 
know that birds aren't laughing at me 
and that laughter isn't a quality of the 
air, but I feel as though these things 
are. Humor might just be a part of the 
cosmic consciousness, and I intend to 
hold on to that idea.          

May the mirth of the universe also 
bring you some lighthearted surprises. 

Alma Hatzenbuhler, Sasebo, Japan �  
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adult in the Church of the 
Younger Fellowship keeps 
UU connections strong? 
Go to www.uucyf.org to 
learn how. 

Memorial Day Prayer 

Spirit of Life 
whom we have called by many names in 
thanksgiving and in anguish— 
 
Bless the poets and those who mourn 
Send peace for the soldiers who did not make the wars 
but whose lives were consumed by them. 
 
Let strong trees grow above the graves far from home 
Breathe through the arms of their branches 
 
The earth will swallow your tears while the dead sing 
“No More, never again, remember me.” 
 
For the wounded ones, and those who received them back, 
let there be someone ready when the memories come 
when the scars pull and the buried metal moves 
and forgiveness for those of us who were not there 
for our ignorance. 
 
And in us, veterans in a forest of a thousand fallen 
promises 
let new leaves of protest grow on our stumps. 
 
Give us courage to answer the cry of humanity’s pain 
And with our bare hands, out of full hearts, 
with all our intelligence 
let us create the peace. �  
 

 
by Barbara Pescan, minister, Unitarian Church of Evanston, 
Illinois, from Beyond Absence, a treasury of poems, quota-
tions, and readings on death and remembrance, collected by 
Edward Searl, published by Skinner House Books in 2006. 
This book is available from the CLF Library (www.clfuu.org/
library or 617-948-6150) or at the UUA Bookstore.�
 
For the month of May, Quest readers receive a 20% discount 
on this featured book.  Visit the UUA Bookstore at 
www.uua.org/bookstore and enter discount code CLF0509 on 
checkout or call 800-215-9076 and give the code to your cus-
tomer service representative. �  
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