
I came upon a scene where an adolescent male moose had 
just been hit by a car. 

This car’s driver was lucky. Alive and uninjured, he stood 
by the side of the road, near where the moose lay, still mov-
ing. A stream of blood, glowing black in the starlight, had 
reached the edge of the asphalt. 

“You’re sure you’re all right?” I inquired. “Let me check 
your pupils. Any neck pain?” 

“I’m fine. I’m just covered with glass. Shouldn’t we do 
something about this poor guy? You know, shoot him or 
something?” He gave my Maine Warden Service uniform a 

sidelong glance. The Warden Service is responsible for, among other things, protecting 
wildlife in Maine, but I’m just its chaplain. I lack any weapon with which I might put 
an animal out of its misery. 

The moose lifted its head and looked our way with soft dark eyes. Then its head went 
down and stayed down. I moved to touch the moose’s vast rib cage. My hand found 
rough fur, no heartbeat. 

“It’s been taken care of,” I said. “Thank God.” 

With my hand on the moose, I paused for a moment. “I’m sorry.” And to myself I said, 
“Dear Father, bless the beasts and singing birds, and guard with tenderness all things 
that have no words.” Next time someone asks me, “What does a Maine Warden Ser-
vice chaplain do? Bless the moose?” I can say, 
“Yes.” 

The Maine Warden Service chaplain responds 
when calamities occur in the state’s woods. I 
had been on my way home from a drowning 
accident when I happened upon the car-moose 
collision. 

It’s August in Maine, the loveliest season in a 
lovely place. Folks come from all over the 
country just to rejoice in our mild summer air, 
wander our woodlands, refresh themselves in and on our shining waters. In any season, 
Maine is a paradise for healthy souls enamored of outdoor recreation. 

“He is a good swimmer,” the victim’s father said to me. His eyes were fixed on the 
rescue dive boat and flicked to my face only briefly as I introduced myself: “I am Kate 
Braestrup, chaplain to the Maine Warden Service. I’m so sorry this has happened.” He 
was shirtless, his thin shoulders and the top of his pale belly already turning pink. 
“There’s no way he’d drown.” 

“I’m so sorry,” I said again. It was inadequate, of course, but I am accustomed to in-
adequacy and am not bothered by it, much.  

Statistically speaking, the deaths that the rescue and recovery divers and I see in sum-
mer are not inevitable. I try to remind myself that recreational boating is survivable; 
people do it safely all the time. Even inexperienced, drugged, or drunken people do it, 
and most still manage not to run into anything or fall overboard. 

The Warden Service is responsible for responding to and investigating freshwater boat-
ing mishaps no matter the outcome, but its chaplain is only called out when someone is 
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Next time someone 
asks me, “What does a 
Maine Warden Service 
chaplain do? Bless the 
moose?” I can say, 
“Yes.” 

 

As soon as there is 
life, there is danger. 

—Ralph Waldo  
Emerson 
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dead. So I suppose it makes a certain 
amount of sense that, after six years of 
this work, I can’t look at a canoe or 
kayak or Boston Whaler without think-
ing of drowning, any more than I can 
go for a hike without thinking about 
wilderness search and rescue, or see a 
jet ski without remembering what can 
happen when you bash one of those 
against a partially submerged rock. 
Despite the clear light and pine-scented 
air, my Maine summers hold darkness. 

My husband says: “I see a motorcycle 
with sculptural lines and exhilarating 
speed; you see an accident waiting to 
happen. I see a lake and dream about 
windsurfing; you start planning for the 
recovery of a drowned body. I’m a 
Fantasizer, you’re an Awfulizer.” 

It is a common complaint in law en-
forcement families. I experienced it 
myself when my first husband, Drew, a 
state trooper, was alive. 

“That guy is a child molester,” Drew 
would say darkly of the ordinary-
looking man comparing brands of 
canned tuna in the grocery store. “And 
that one over there, by the frozen 
foods? He was indicted last week for 
conspiracy to distribute cocaine.” 

“Oh, for God’s sake! Don’t tell me 
these things,” I would snap. “I like the 
illusion that I live in a safe world.” 

Now, 11 years after Drew’s death in a 
car accident, I know too much, too. 
Because the game wardens I work with 
are not primarily responsible for inves-
tigating child abuse or drug trafficking, 
I’m not particularly afraid of criminals. 
I know the bad guys are out there, but I 
maintain what is doubtless the most 
realistic as well as the most comfort-
able perspective: Crime happens in 
Maine, but it’s relatively rare. Ordinary 
safeguards are sufficient. 

Every day, all over the state, thousands 
of people are happily splashing, swim-
ming, and kayaking in and on Maine 
waters. They are hiking or hunting 
through forests, snowshoeing or skiing 
our white winter landscapes, or setting 

out onto the frozen surfaces of our 
lakes for some snowmobiling or ice 
fishing. At the end of the day, they 
come home happy. They tuck their 
children into bed. “Wasn’t that fun?” 
they ask, and the children, still pink-
cheeked from the fresh air, nod sleep-
ily. Outdoor recreation casualties are 
rare, too. 

“Reverend Worst-Case Scenario,” my 
children call me. I am summoned to the 
scene when the worst has happened:  

The woodland wanderer has not re-
turned; the ice skater has vanished, and 
there’s a hole in the ice; the boy 
shouted “Watch this!” and dove into 
the water but never came to the sur-
face. I don’t want to create fear in my 
children. But I wouldn’t be averse to 
instilling a little reasonable caution. 
Actually, make that a lot of caution, 
reasonable or otherwise. 

When my daughters, Ellie and Woolie, 
were eight and six, respectively, they 
got lost in the woods. Actually, they 
went for a walk in a forest with their 
older brothers, who got tired of their 
slower pace and left them behind on 
the trail. We were staying on a small 
wooded island, perhaps a mile long by 
half a mile wide, but it didn’t occur to 
the boys that their little sisters might 
not share their grasp of the geography. 
From Ellie’s and Woolie’s point of 
view, they had been abandoned in a 
vast, dark wilderness. After a few pan-
icked moments, it occurred to Ellie that 
if they found the shoreline, they might 
be able to circumambulate the island 
and thus eventually arrive at the beach-
side cabin that, because Mom could be 
found there, was home. So they struck 
off bravely through the scratchy scrub 
in the direction of surf sounds. When 

they reached the coast, they turned 
right and started walking. But then, 
clambering along the rough and stony 
shore, Ellie fell, cutting her knee badly. 

Woolie made a quick analysis of their 
situation. Things looked bleak. So she 
did the only thing she could think of: 
She threw back her head and addressed 
herself to the empty sky. “Help!” she 
shrieked. “Help! We are lost in the 
forest, and my sister is bleeding!” 
Within minutes, a paramedic with a 
first-aid kit was at her side. 

His name was Frank, he told me later, 
after he had bandaged Ellie’s knee and 
led both children back to my doorstep. 
He was vacationing with his family in 
a cottage on the other side of the island 
and had been peacefully sunning him-
self when the summer breeze carried 
Woolie’s cri de coeur to his trained 
ears. 

Woolie seemed to take it as a matter of 
course that her prayers had been an-
swered so promptly and appropriately, 
even in the midst of what to her was 
wilderness. I was flabbergasted.  

The night I blessed the moose, I was on 
my way home from the drowning acci-
dent. “You know,” I told my step-
daughter the next day, “you’ve really 
got to watch out for moose.” She is 16 
and eagerly anticipating driving on 
Maine’s roads. 

“Oh, I will,” she assured me blithely. 

“No. Really,” I insisted. My husband 
shook his head and hugged me. 

“You need a vacation,” he said and 
took me to California. 

We left the children behind. For five 
days, anyway, we would worry about 
no one but ourselves. There, on the 
other side of the continent, let strangers 
splash, swim and sail, hike the trails 
and shoot the rapids; whatever the out-
come of their recreation, I would not be 
called. 

It was a wonderful trip. My husband 
and I traveled the Pacific Coast High-
way from San Francisco to Venice  

Despite the clear light 
and pine-scented air, my 
Maine summers hold 
darkness. 
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The 
Ties 
That 
Bind  
 
BY THE  REV. SCOTT  GERARD PRINSTER, 
MADISON, WISCONSIN 

Tying my necktie almost always leads 
to thoughts of my father. Now that I 
wear a tie a few times a week for work, 
he’s on my mind regularly. Neckties 
have become a reminder of how persis-
tent the connection is between the two 
of us, and of the forces that guide boys 
to become men. 

It was not my father who taught me 
how to tie a necktie, but the resident 
assistant across the hall from me in our 
dormitory at Purdue University. I was 
working in the dorm dining room and 
had become a manager-in-training, 
which meant that I would be wearing a 
necktie under the maroon manager’s 
jacket when I supervised the student 
crew. On the few occasions when I 
wore a tie in high school, my father had 
tied it for me, and once at a speech 
contest I even had to ask a female 
classmate to help me. Somehow, I ar-
rived at college without knowing how 
to tie one myself. 

The training for dining-room managers, 
which bore some resemblance to frater-
nity hazing, began with the realization 
that I couldn’t figure out this basic test 
of manhood on my own. As with so 
many other pieces of manly knowl-
edge, I was convinced that other sopho-
mores had already completed this rite 
of passage and were flaunting their 
own neckties just to remind me how far 
behind I was. Our RA, however, was a 
genuinely nice guy and didn’t seem at 
all surprised that I hadn’t yet mastered 
the skill. When I knocked on Joe’s door 
with tie draped across my shoulders, he 

and a friend broke off their conversa-
tion to walk me through the process. 
“The secret,” he said, “is to start by 
tying a triangle; the smaller and tighter 
it is, the neater the knot will be.” I 
practiced the triangle and the final knot 
with him a few times, and then a few 
more times in the privacy of my own 
room. In the twenty years since that 
lesson, tying a necktie has been a regu-
lar activity that now requires no real 
effort. 

It’s probably already clear that a neck-
tie was more to me than a simple piece 
of clothing. In my sophomore year I 
also came out as a gay man, and the fall 
semester was a completely hellish pro-
logue to the act of coming out itself. I 
alternated between immersing myself 
in my studies and withdrawing into 
self-loathing. My life careened through 
those months before lurching off its 
neatly planned path entirely. I couldn’t 
bring myself to speak to my parents 
about this truth that I could no longer 

ignore, suppress, or destroy. They only 
knew that I was exhausted and unhappy 
on the occasions I visited home. Learn-
ing how to tie a necktie from my RA 
was just further evidence that I should-
n’t turn to my father for help. Being in 
college meant that I was on my own, 
and that I should have known by then 
what it means to be a man. My father 
was a redneck, Republican, deer-
hunting, beer-drinking, country-music-
listening bear of a man, and my being 
gay was just one more thing that sepa-
rated us. Other men in my life, like Joe 
across the hall and friends in the gay 
community, would have to serve as 
guides and teachers in his place. 

Learning how to tie a 
necktie from my RA 
was just further evi-
dence that I shouldn’t 
turn to my father for 
help.  

Beach. Near Santa Barbara, I spotted a 
couple of familiar shapes in the water; 
phoca vitulina, or harbor seals. We 
have them along the coast of Maine, 
too. Their heads are round and sleek, 
and their eyes are brown, thoughtful, 
and almost human. 

“Hello, you lovely creatures!” I said to 
them. They regarded me curiously for 
a moment, then sounded, their long 
backs gleaming as they slid easily 
beneath the surface. And there it was, 
triggered like the knee that kicks at the 
stroke of a rubber hammer: a reflex 
twinge of professional concern, a re-
flex stab of maternal fear. 

I know full well that a harbor seal can 
stay beneath the water for 20 minutes 
if it wants to. Seals are seals! Water is 
home to them. Their world is reliable 
and responsive, just as my daughter’s 
world responds reliably to her. I have 
yet to disabuse my three daughters or 
three sons of their self-confidence—
I’ve managed at least to restrain my-
self, or my husband has restrained me. 
Still, I do watch. 

And so, though I haven’t admitted this 
to my husband, I could not leave the 
beach nor take my eyes off the water 
until those round heads broke the sur-
face and joined me again in the safe 
and welcoming air. “Please, dear God, 
bless the beasts and singing birds, and 
guard with tenderness all things that 
have no words.” ��

�

This piece is  
excerpted 
from an 
article which origi-
nally appeared in the 
Boston Globe. Kate 
Braestrup’s book, Here If You Need 
Me: A True Story, was published in 
2007 by Little, Brown and Company, 
and is the recipient of the UUA’s Mel-
cher Book Award. Her new book, 
Marriage and Other Acts of Charity, is 
due out in January, 2010. 
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My studies sometimes distracted me 
from the process of coming out, and 
from the unhappiness that I couldn’t 
force myself to be someone other than 
who I was. As a physics major, I stud-
ied the basic principles that drive the 
world—mass, distance, force, velocity. 
I learned that electricity and magnetism 

are just two expressions of one phe-
nomenon, the same one that also pro-
duces light. I learned that gravity is a 
force that attracts all bodies toward one 
another and grows weaker with in-
creasing distance, but is never reduced 
to nothing. As my brain tried to make 
sense of the physical world, my heart 
likewise struggled with the lessons of 
the inner life. 

In The Myth of Maturity, Terri Apter 
explores the isolation and frustration 
that many young adults face, especially 
as they navigate the threshold of col-
lege life. Partly because the rites of 
passage into adulthood are becoming 
less clear-cut, Apter believes, young 
adults are increasingly puzzled and 
overwhelmed at what they think is ex-
pected of them. While fifty years ago 
adulthood generally meant completing 
relatively straightforward rites of pas-
sage—graduation, employment, mar-
riage, children—today these tasks may 
be stretched out over as many as 
twenty years. 

Convinced that adulthood means 
knowing the rules, and painfully aware 
of their perceived shortcomings, young 
adults suffer silently or in outbursts of 
frustration and anger. Their clueless 
and unhelpful parents remember their 
own young adulthood and its relatively 
unambiguous thresholds, all crossed 
before age twenty-five, and assume 

that it is best for their young adult sons 
and daughters to work it out them-
selves. By the time my father was the 
age I am now, his son was nearly off to 
college. I can scarcely imagine raising 
a teenager of my own, and yet my fa-
ther managed to do it, despite my char-
acterization of him as a redneck, con-
servative beer-drinker.  Having served 
as the UU minister at the University of 
Wisconsin campus  where young men 
were navigating that daunting journey 
into adulthood,  I now have much more 
compassion for my father and the diffi-
culty of his task. 

When I went off to college three hun-
dred miles away from home, I assumed 
that I was leaving behind the pull of 
small-town life, my blue-collar family, 
and all of the qualities in my father I 
had identified as faults. However, for 
people, the gravity between two distant 
bodies is not diminished by the miles 
between them; the force returns as 
strong as before. Now that I cross into 
middle adulthood, I am surprised to 
realize the similarities between my 
father and me. I’ve inherited his tem-
per—and his back hair, of all things. 
All the buttons but one on my car radio 
are set to country music stations, and I 
play fiddle and go two-stepping every 
Monday evening. I drink more beer 
than I probably should, and one day I 
did a double take in front of the mirror 
noticing how much I now look like 
him. I haven’t become a Republican, 
and in fact am too liberal even for 
many Democrats, but this is also be-
cause of my father’s influence—while 
he used to have to shoplift so that we 
would have meat on the table, I have 
spent my adulthood rarely wanting for 
anything, and could develop a political 
identity based on security and comfort. 
Again and again, I have to acknowl-
edge how deeply I am rooted in my 
father’s presence and influence. 

I’ve also come to see that manhood is a 
changing state rather than a fixed set of 
qualities. In older adulthood, the man 
my father has become is almost noth-

ing like the caricature I once created. 
Last week he left a phone message 
telling me that he was drinking green 
tea from the coffee company I had in-
troduced him to. Green tea? Maturity 
has made us increasingly alike, and I’m 
grateful that my father is now both a 
man I like and one I don’t mind being 
like. 

Religious liberals often rankle at the 
idea that our destiny is set by a power 
greater than ourselves, that we might 
not completely control the direction of 
our lives. But there is much about us 
that we cannot reason away or change 
by force of will. The puzzle of our 
identities is more complex than we 
want to admit. 

My mind comes full circle to this truth 
as I tie my necktie for our worship ser-
vice. If I give too much attention to the 
task, my fingers hesitate and fumble 
until I withdraw my focus and let them 
do it from memory. A tight and tidy 
triangle, then a finished knot, and I am 
ready to greet the congregation, among 
them young men hungering for confi-
dence and clarity as I once did. A tight 
and tidy triangle, composed of my fa-
ther and me, in relationship with the 
other men who stood by me as mentors 
and companions. An enduring knot that 
binds us to our origins and to the men 
who have made us who we are. ��

This piece originally appeared in 
Wrestling with Adulthood: Unitarian 
Universalist Men Talk About Growing 
Up. Published by Skinner house in 
2008, this book is available from the 
UUA bookstore (www.uua.org/
bookstore or 800-215-9076) or 
through the CLF Library 
(www.clfuu.org/library or 617-948-
6150) 

For the month of June, Quest readers 
receive a 20% discount on this fea-
tured book.  Visit the UUA Bookstore 
at www.uua.org/bookstore and enter 
discount code CLF0609 on checkout or 
call 800-215-9076 and give the code to 
your customer service representative.  

For people, the gravity 
between two distant 
bodies is not diminished 
by the miles between 
them. 
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Beyond the Internet 
So many of our CLF resources are 

available on the internet, but 
did you know that the CLF 
has hundreds of books, ser-
mons, and video tapes to lend?   

If you’re curious, go to www.clfuu.org 
and click on Resources.  Click again 
on CLF Library .  You can search by 
topic, by author, or by title.  To check 
out a title, call or email Beth Murray: 
bmurray@clfuu.org  or  617-948-
6150.  She can mail you an item from 
the library, or help you choose a title.  
What looks good to you? �  

Summer 
Online 
Classes 
Humanism Today: 
Issues and Origins 

The heritage of humanism is a central 
strand in Unitarian Universalism. We 
will explore the history of this idea in 
classical philosophy, western intellec-
tual development, and American reli-
gious development. We will also ex-
amine the variety of institutional forms 
of contemporary humanism, the issues 
it confronts, and the unique spiritual 
resources that it offers in the context 
of our UU movement. 

Taught by the Rev. Drs. Kendyl Gib-
bons and Bill Murray, two of the 
most noted humanist scholars in our 
UU movement. This class begins June 
15 and runs for eight weeks. 

Rituals for Building a UU Home 
Join us for a journey into creating 
richer, deeper rituals for your family. 
Discover what UU values you most 
want to reinforce in your home, and 
begin to re-shape your days. Take on 
the challenge Bill Sinkford posed for 
us: create and use a language of rever-

ence—together. Add joy, worship, 
connection and a touch of humor while 
getting the dishes and laundry done! 

This course is designed for families 
with children or teens living at home, 
but others may find it useful. 

Mandy Neff , the course teacher, has 
been a Director of Religious Education 
since 2000.  The class begins July 13 
and runs for four weeks. 

In the Arms of the Beloved: The 
Poetry of Rumi 

Rumi was a 13th century Sufi teacher 
and poet who wrote wonderfully 
evocative and vibrant poems to his 
Beloved that are rich with meaning, 
image, and wisdom. We will create a 
spiritual practice using Rumi’s words 
as a basis for weekly reflection, 
prayer, and writing. With this practice, 
we can discover abundant wisdom for 
our lives and our spiritual journeys. 

Taught by Unitarian Universalist min-
ister the Rev. Robert Moore, this 
class begins August 1 and runs for six 
weeks.  

To register, or to learn more about 
these and other upcoming online 
classes, go to www.clfuu.org/learn. �  

Wedding Advice 
by Patrick O’Neill , minister, First 
Unitarian Congregational Society, 
Brooklyn, New York 

Here’s rule #1 if you’re ever in a 
wedding procession: Walk Slow and 
Smile a Lot! That’s really the whole 
deal. You don’t need to do any fancy 
stutter steps or cha-cha down the 
aisle. Just walk slow and smile a lot. 
Walk slow, because it’s more grace-
ful and it gives everyone a chance to 
enjoy you. Smile a lot, because it’s 
more graceful and it gives everyone 
a chance to enjoy you. 

Come to think of it, this may be rule 
#1 in the great procession of life, too. 
Walk slow and smile a lot. Because 
it’s more graceful and it gives every-
one a chance to enjoy you. �  

Covenant Groups 
Are you looking for a deeper sense 
of community and a place to explore 
your spirituality—all without having 
to leave your home or adjust your 
schedule? CLF on-line covenant 
groups are designed to build commu-
nity amongst people in distant loca-
tions, providing the opportunity for 
deep listening and sharing, and for 
spiritual growth within a covenanted 
community. These groups never 
meet in person, but rather use the 
internet to participate in sessions that 
include an opening reading, check-
in, questions for reflection and dis-
cussion, evaluation and a closing. 
Groups often allow time for open 
chatting, but are primarily designed 
as a structured conversation around 
topics of spiritual interest chosen by 
the facilitator, with input from group 
members. Participants agree to par-
ticipate fully, and to listen and re-
spond with respect and compassion.  
Covenant group participants must be 
full members of the CLF, and we ask 
for a commitment of at least six 
months. 

To sign up, find out more about par-
ticipating in a covenant group, or to 
become a covenant group leader, 
please contact our minister for life-
span learning, Lynn Ungar, at  

lungar@clfuu.org. 

�

�
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From Your 
Minister 
BY JANE RZEPKA ,  
SENIOR MINISTER,  
CHURCH OF THE LARGER 
FELLOWSHIP 

 
I never did graduate from high school. I 
didn’t mean to not graduate, it’s just 
that there was something in my high 
school about an Ohio history require-
ment, and I was an exchange student in 
Australia that year. It’s been decades, 
and nobody has ever asked me if I’ve 
graduated from high school—it hasn’t 
stopped me from further graduations—
but I still half expect that someday 
soon some big guys will show up at my 
door and demand to see that high 
school diploma.  

The fact that I myself did not graduate 
is the first of four reasons why I should 
not offer advice to you who are gradu-
ating or making transitions, even 
though it’s part of my job as a minister.  

The second reason why I should not 
give advice is that I don‘t know what 
you should do. I used to know what 
everybody should do, but after some 
years in the ministry, I have learned 
that I don’t know what anybody should 
do unless they all but tell me.  

People who care about you will tell you 
to major in math when you have the 
heart of a poet; people will tell you to 
welcome children into your life early or 
late, when only you can know if and 
when you want to be a parent; people 
will try to tell you who to love and 
where you should work and how you 
should get the job in the first place. 
Then people will tell you whether to 
rent or save up for a house; they will 
give you advice about direct deposit, 
and house paint, and chimney sweeps 
and appliance repair though what you 
may want is a motorbike and a sunny 
day, free of any address at all. And 
when you are old, people who are con-
cerned about you will tell you not to 
drive anymore, to live in a smaller 

place, to get rid of a lot of your stuff, to 
give away your money. And though 
they love you all the while, they never 
will quite know what it’s like to be 
you, and neither do I. That’s why I 
don’t know what you should do. 

The third reason I shouldn’t give ad-
vice, especially to graduates, is that 
graduates have to sit through any num-
ber of ceremonial advice-giving ses-
sions in the first place. Why do we pick 
on graduates? Granted, their lives are 
not settled. But whose life is really 
settled? I constantly hear people ex-
claim, “If you had told me a year ago 
that this would be happening to me 
now, I never would have believed it!” 
Nobody’s life is settled for all time, I 
am sure of that, and it’s the graduates 
who already get a disproportionate 
amount of unsolicited advice.  

The fourth reason I 
shouldn’t give advice to graduates and 
those making other transitions is that 
ministers talk too much to begin with.  
Studies show that 42 percent of church-
goers regularly fall asleep in church. 
Among those who are able to stay 
awake, more than one-third of those 
questioned look at their watch in 
church every Sunday, and 10 percent 
shake their watch, thinking it must 
have stopped. Even though you your-
self are reading this or listening to the 
podcast, the point is well-taken. Every-
body knows that the clergy give too 

much advice in the first place. Why 
compound the problem?  

I’ll tell you why. I’ll tell you why 
someone who didn’t graduate from 
high school, who doesn’t really know 
what you should do, who knows you 
get too much advice already, and 
whose job makes her preach too much 
to begin with, would offer advice none-
theless. It’s because you hold such 
promise. That’s why most people give 
advice: they care about you and they 
want things to go well for you.  

It’s my particular business to fuss over 
you about theological matters. 

You may have heard about the Hasidic 
tradition’s “two-pocket theology,” the 
idea that religious people should al-
ways have two pockets in every gar-
ment, a slip of paper in each one. The 
first piece of paper should say, “I am 
but dust and ashes.” And the second 
should say, “For me the universe was 
made.” I want to make sure that as a 
Unitarian Universalist, you keep both 
slips of paper at the ready.  

I want you to hear the message about 
being dust and ashes, about not being 
self-centered and arrogant. But equally 
important is the companion theological 
message: “For me the universe was 
made,” the message about how empow-
ered you are, how terrific you are. And 
so I offer this piece of advice: 
“Remember that something inside you 
is holy, and you are capable and strong, 
and at the same time, you are intercon-
nected within the universe, and you are 
small.” 

There is much more advice to be given, 
of course, and I can scarcely stop my-
self: Along the lines of earning your 
keep, about love, about finding a center 
or a god or some life of the spirit, about 
using your head to think things 
through, about independence and con-
nection. There are ethical rules you 
need to have at the ready, and expres-
sions of joy, and committed acts. But 
you know me—I’m not apt to offer 
advice. �  

�

I’ll tell you why some-
one who didn’t graduate 
from high school, who 
doesn’t really know 
what you should do, 
who knows you get too 
much advice already, 
and whose job makes 
her preach too much to 
begin with, would offer 
advice . . . 
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Did You Know 
General Assembly is the 
only time all year the CLF 
has a worship service!  We 
hope you can join us. 
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1 Peter: For all flesh is as grass, and all its glory is as a 
flower in the grass.�

Grass crowds between trees and rocks, heals scars, clothes 
nakedness, a green adornment for the fertile earth.�

The wilderness of its roots ties the loam to the planet.�

In thousands of summers the grass lays down the soils of  
subsistence.�

It has worked its will, preceding us by billions of years, 
spreading a carpet for our entry, gardens for our feasting.�

Sister to the sea, the grass sways on yellow prairies, on water 
and land, the one wave-movement of the wind.�

Leave the prairies uncut by plows, Eden for bison and ante-
lope,�those horned and hooved citizens of the cities of grass. 
We nibble the succulent tips, lying idly in summer fields. 

We sorted out the grasses of wheat and barley to strew our 
fields,�prophesying the abundance of bread, establishing a�
partnership with plants and animals. 
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Scythes sing songs of grass, 
those early tools, jawbones of 
deer with teeth of stone, reap-
ing harvest in the fields of 
wild grain, harbingers of the 
prosperity to come.�

Leaves of grass feed the cattle.�

Chomping herds favor us with 
milk and cheeses.�

Ears of grass feed our mouths.�

The grass feeds us all.�

The grass lawns the cemeter-
ies of our leave-takings, holding the rains above us in the 
everlasting night. �  

by the Rev. Kenneth L. Patton (1911-1994) from his book 
Songs of Simple Thanksgiving: The Unitarian Universalist 
Association Meditation Manual for 1978. A Universalist hu-
manist, during his time as minister of the Charles Street 
Meeting House in Boston, MA and as minister of the Unitar-
ian Society of Ridgewood, New Jersey, Patton wrote and pub-
lished large quantities of worship material. �
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