
     The word Lent is derived from the 

Anglo-Saxon words lencten, meaning 

"Spring," and lenctentid, which literally 

means not only "Springtide" but also was 

the word for "March," the month in 

which the majority of Lent falls. The ob-

servance of Lent goes back to the early 

church. St. Irenaeus (130-202 CE) com-

mented on the difference between East-

ern and Western practices, “The dispute 

is not only about the day, but also about 

the actual character of the fast. Some 

think that they ought to fast for one day, 

some for two, others for still more; some 

make their 'day' last 40 hours on end. 

Such variation in the observance did not 

originate in our own day, but very much 

earlier….”  

     The forty days of Lent is in remem-

brance of the forty days that Jesus spent 

in the wilderness. Those observing Lent 

use it as a time for contemplation, pray-

er, meditation, and introspection. Fasting 

and almsgiving are also encouraged. 

(Almsgiving involves giving to others as 

an act of virtue.) 

     Historically, the Universalists had a 

tradition of publishing prayer books and 

other texts for private or family devo-

tional use. The Unitarians published an 

annual Lenten Manual, a tradition that 

has continued with the ongoing publica-

tion of mediation manuals. From 1938 to 

1955 the Unitarians and the Universalists 

each published an annual meditation 

manual, most of which were Lenten 

manuals with 40 prayers or reflections to 

span the time between Ash Wednesday 

and Easter. From 1956 to 1960 the two 

denominations jointly published one 

manual under the imprint of the Council 

of Liberal Churches. Since the UUA was 

created, few of the meditation manuals 

have followed the form of the Lenten 

Manual except for an annual meditation 

manual published from the mid-1970s 

until the late 1980s.  

     Rather then being aligned with Lent, 

this anthology is designed to mark the 40 

days that precede Spring. 

     Winter descends. The hours of day-

light are diminished in length and inten-

sity as autumn’s departure ushered in 

winter. The temperature’s plunge is in-

tensified by the wind as the warmth we 

create is whisked away. And the chill 

can, at times, go very deep.  

     This is the season that we would sleep 

away, dimly recalling out of a collective 

unconscious ancient memories of dark 

caves. This is the season that causes us to 

withdraw into our homes and into our-

selves. Anne Morrow Lindbergh wrote, 

“Perhaps I am a bear, or some hibernat-

ing animal, underneath, for the instinct 

to be half asleep all winter is so strong in 

me.”  

      Winter unfolds in its own way, with 

its own demands, and we must take 

heed. The deep winter’s cold and the 

long nights of darkness are the via nega-

tiva, the negative life. This is the season 

of absence. 

     In winter, snow can transform the 

landscape into a piece of art: an engaging 

watercolor that relies on a field of white 

broken occasionally by tree or shadow to 

disclose a world and provide perspec-

tive. We can see further and less, for so 

much is hidden beneath the snow.  

     Absence is an artistic means of using 

what is not there to reveal what is. Be-

cause there is less to see, we can see 

more. If we take time to meditate on a 

winter landscape, muted details catch 

our eye. We begin to pay attention to 

things that we have missed or ignored or 

denied.  

      Absence is also a spiritual reality that 

encompasses loss, desolation and des-

pair. This, too, is the via negativa, the void 

within. Martin Marty writes that “Winter 

is a season of the heart as much as it is a 

season in the weather.” He cautions that 

those possessed of a “summery spiritual-

ity” are prone to disregard this season of 

the heart.  

     There is a tendency to minimize the 

anguish of grief, of sorrow and suffering, 

of doubt or fear. But this summery spirit-

uality, while seemingly invincible, does 

not fit the mood or temperament of our 
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inner winter weather. In such a season of 

discontent we must rely on a wintry spir-

ituality.  

     The painter Andrew Wyeth, in speak-

ing of winter, said, “Something waits 

beneath it--the whole story doesn’t 

show.” A wintry spirituality demands 

faith, faith that there is more than meets 

the eye or touches the heart; more love, 

more hope, and more life. It also requires 

patience, for the changes that this kind of 

spirituality fosters happen slowly. We 

must learn not to hurry winter, but to 

wait on it. 

     Ruth Fleck’s poem captures the stilled 

rhythm of waiting. “Waiting is\ time 

suspended\ The clock’s hands\ are 

stilled\ Sounds have lost\ all meaning\ 

Heartbeats count\ but hours do not\ It 

almost feels\ like falling snow.”  

      It takes great discipline to wait. It 

would be much easier to do something, 

anything or everything to ease the dis-

ease, to alleviate the experience of loss, 

desolation or despair, to fill the void cre-

ated by absence, to fill, as it were, the 

hole in the soul. Instead we must do the 

work of waiting because healing and 

wholeness are not subject to any timeline 

that we might impose.   

     Rev. Greta Crosby wrote, “Let us not 

wish away the winter. It is a season unto 

itself, not simply the way to spring. 

     “When trees rest, growing no leaves, 

gathering no light, they let in sky and trace 

themselves delicately against dawns and sun-

sets. 

     “The clarity and brilliance of the winter 

sky delight. The loom of fog softens edges, 

lulls the eyes and ears of the quiet, awakens 

by risk the unquiet. A low dark sky can 

snow, emblem of individuality, liberality, and 

aggregate power. Snow invites to contempla-

tion and to sport.  

     “Winter is a table set with ice and star-

light. 

     “Winter dark tends to warm light: fire 

and candle; winter cold to hugs and huddles; 

winter want to gifts and sharing; winter 

danger to visions, plans, and common en-

deavoring—and the zest of narrow escapes; 

winter tedium to merrymaking. 

     “Let us therefore praise winter, rich in 

beauty, challenge, and pregnant negativi-

ties.”     

     As we attend to waiting, we eventual-

ly begin to recognize subtle changes that 

otherwise might have escaped our no-

tice. Often the outer changes appear first. 

First light comes earlier and the winds 

blow less cold. But the more important 

changes are those within. The sense of 

absence is diminished and we somehow 

feel more connected with the life around 

us. Slowly, but surely, we seem more 

awake and alive than we have been in a 

Contemplation allows you to explore a 

reading and life in a deeper way. Con-

sider allowing at least 10 minutes for 

each practice. 

Morning Practice 
     Quiet your Mind: Sit in a comforta-

ble place and take a few breaths to qui-

et your mind and focus your attention. 

     Engage the Reading: Engage the text 

by reading it silently and aloud several 

times. Allow the words and their mean-

ing to settle within you. 

     Contemplate: Consider the reading 

and your response. You may want to 

write down your responses. Are there 

certain words or phrases that especially 

catch your attention, words that com-

fort or unsettle? Why? How could the 

reading, its meaning and wisdom, in-

form your actions on this day? 

     Act: Allow the wisdom that reso-

nates in you through your contempla-

tion of the reading to inform how you 

act. What does this wisdom mean for 

your life? ...for this day? 

Evening Practice 
     Quiet your Mind: Sit in a comforta-

ble place and take a few breaths to qui-

et your mind and focus your attention.  

     Reengage the Reading: Read the 

text one more time to make it present 

for your evening practice. Did you en-

counter the reading in a new way? 

     Listen to Your Life: Now, turn your 

attention to the day itself. Recall the 

experiences that were especially mean-

ingful, comforting, or disturbing. What 

do these mean to you? These experienc-

es are the sacred texts of our lives. They 

have the power to teach us if we allow 

them to do so. You may want to record 

your reflections in a journal. 

     Intention for Tomorrow: Consider 

how you would live this day differently 

if you could do it over. What would 

you change and why? What assump-

tions would you change, what benefit 

of the doubt might you extend? How 

might these considerations affect your 

actions? Choose one thing that you 

want to do differently and set an inten-

tion to do so. Going forward, ob-

serve what happens. 
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long time.  

     Edna O’Brien suggests that, “In a way 

winter is the real spring, the time when 

the inner thing happens....” As the sea-

sons turn within our heart, winter’s final 

gift is spring. When our days are darkest, 

may we trust this wintery spirituality, 

despite the cold and snow, to nurture us 

like a fallow field, preparing us for more 

love, more hope, and more life. And 

when the preparation is complete, let us 

praise winter, as well as the solstice 

promise, and welcome the spring. 
 

We hope you enjoy this anthology of 

readings as you travel toward spring! 
 

Thursday, February 9 

     Many years ago a wise friend gave me 

a name for human love. She called it 

“stirring-the-oatmeal” love. She was 

right: Within this phrase, if we will hum-

ble ourselves enough to look, is the very 

essence of what human love is, and it 

shows us the principal differences be-

tween human love and romance. 

     Stirring the oatmeal is a humble act-

not exciting or thrilling. But it symbolizes 

a relatedness that brings love down to 

earth. It represents a willingness to share 

ordinary human life, to find meaning in 

the simple, unromantic tasks: earning a 

living, living within a budget, putting 

out the garbage, feeding the baby in the 

middle of the night. To “stir the oatmeal” 

means to find the relatedness, the value, 

even the beauty, in simple and ordinary 

things, not to eternally demand a cosmic 

drama, an entertainment, or an extraor-

dinary intensity in everything. Like the 

rice hulling of the Zen monks, the spin-

ning wheel of Gandhi, the tent making of 

Saint Paul, it represents the discovery of 

the sacred in the midst of the humble 

and ordinary.   Robert A. Johnson 
 

Friday, February 10 

     Brother David Steindl-Rast reminds 

us that the Chinese word for “busy” is 

composed of two characters: “heart” and 

“killing.” When we make ourselves so 

busy that we are always rushing around 

trying to get this or that “done,” or “over 

with,” we kill something vital in our-

selves, and we smother the quiet wisdom 

of our heart. When we make ourselves so 

busy that we are always rushing around 

trying to get this or that “done” or “over 

with” we kill something vital in our-

selves, and we smother the quiet wisdom 

of our heart. When we invest our work 

with judgment and impatience, always 

striving for speed and efficiency, we lose 

the capacity to appreciate the million 

quiet moments that may bring us peace, 

beauty, or joy. As we seek salvation 

through our frantic productivity and 

accomplishments, we squander the 

teachings that may be present in this 

very moment, in the richness of this par-

ticular breath. 

     In the Book of Ecclesiastes, there is a 

proverb: “Better one hand full of quiet 

than two hands full of striving after 

wind.” Unpracticed in the art of quiet, 

we hope to find our safety, our belong-

ing, and our healing by increasing our 

levels of accomplishment. But our frantic 

busyness actually makes us deaf to what 

is healing and sacred, both in ourselves 

and in one another.   Wayne Muller 
 

Saturday, February 11 

     I remember this illumination happen-

ing to me one noontime as I stood in the 

kitchen and watched my children eat 

peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. We 

were having a most unremarkable time 

on a nondescript day, in the midst of the 

most quotidian of routines. I hadn’t 

cleaned the table, sprinkled the place 

mats with holy water, or uttered a sancti-

fying prayer over the Wonder bread. I 

wasn’t feeling particularly “spiritual.” 

But, heeding I don’t know what prompt-

ing, I stopped abruptly in mid-bustle, … 

and looked around me as if I were open-

ing my eyes for the first time that day. 

     The entire room became luminous 

and so alive with movement that every-

thing seemed suspended—yet pulsat-

ing—for an instant, like light waves. In-

tense joy swelled inside me, and my im-

mediate response was gratitude—

gratitude for everything, every tiny thing 

in that space. The shelter of the room 

became a warm embrace; water flowing 

from the tap seemed a tremendous mira-

cle; and my children became, for a mo-

ment, not my progeny or my charges or 

my tasks, but eternal beings of infinite 

singularity and complexity whom I 

would one day, in an age to come, appre-

hend in their splendid fullness.    

Holly Bridges Elliott 
 

Sunday, February 12 

When we speak of hospitality we are 

always addressing issues of inclusion 

and exclusion. Each of us makes choices 

about who will and who will not be in-

cluded in our lives…. Hospitality has an 

inescapable moral dimension to it…. It is 

not a mere social grace; it is a spiritual 

and ethical issue - an issue involving 

what it means to be human. All of our 

talk about hospitable openness doesn’t 

mean anything as long as some people 

continue to be tossed aside…. Hospitali-

ty puts an end to injustice. But calling 

hospitality a moral issue does not tell us 

the whole truth about hospitality either. 

A moral issue can become bogged down 

in legalisms, and hospitality is no legalis-

tic ethical issue. It is instead a spiritual 

practice, a way of becoming more hu-

man, a way of understanding yourself. 

Hospitality is both the answer to modern 

alienation and injustice and a path to a 

deeper spirituality. … Because hos-

pitality always involves giving 
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something of ourselves to others, it is a 

spiritual practice. Spirituality is about 

relationship.”    

Father Daniel Homan & Lonni Gollins Pratt 
 

Monday, February 13 

     Hospitality, true hospitality, is not an 

obligation. It is not a duty. True hospital-

ity is a spiritual practice, a religious prac-

tice. Like meditation or prayer, hospitali-

ty connects us with a deep truth and 

compassion that transcend our selves. 

Our sense of isolation and individualism 

is an illusion that cuts us off from what is 

real, true, loving, and sacred in life.  

     There are a thousand ways to practice 

hospitality. First, we can begin by being 

open and loving with those we already 

know, allowing ourselves to be vulnera-

ble and extending ourselves to others. 

But we can not and must not stop there. 

If we stop there, we draw a circle that 

keeps others out, a circle that disconnects 

us.  

     Our practice must extend to opening 

our hearts to strangers throughout our 

lives.  

     The real challenge for us, the spiritual 

heavy lifting, comes when we encounter 

people who appear to be different from 

ourselves. People we perceive as differ-

ent test our spiritual development—and 

help us develop spiritually. … 

     The best reason to reach out isn't to 

help another person; it is to make our-

selves whole.   Rev. Peter Morales 
 

Tuesday, February 14 

I was sitting on the beach one summer 

day, watching two children, a boy 

and a girl, playing in the sand. They 

were hard at work building an elaborate 

sandcastle by the waters edge, with gates 

and towers and moats and internal pas-

sages. Just when they had nearly fin-

ished their project, a big wave came 

along and knocked it down, reducing 

it to a heap of wet sand. I expected the 

children to burst into tears, devastated 

by what had happened to all of their 

hard work. But they surprised me. In-

stead they ran up the shore away from 

the water, laughing and holding hands, 

and they sat down to build another cas-

tle. I realized that they had taught me a 

valuable lesson. All of the things in our 

lives, all of the complicated structures we 

spend so much time and energy creating, 

are built on sand. Only our relationships 

with other people endure. Sooner or lat-

er, the wave will come along and knock 

down what we have worked so hard to 

build up. When that happens, only the 

person who has somebody's hand to 

hold will be able to laugh.   Rabbi Harold 

Kushner 
 

Wednesday, February 15 

The time will come when, with elation, 

you will greet yourself arriving at your 

own door, in your own mirror, and each 

will smile at the other’s welcome, and 

say, sit here. Eat. You will love again the 

stranger who was yourself. Give wine. 

Give bread. Give back your heart to it-

self, to the stranger who has loved you 

all your life, whom you ignored for an-

other, who knows you by heart. Take 

down the love letters from the bookshelf, 

the photographs, the desperate notes, 

peel your own image from the mirror. 

Sit. Feast on your life.   Derek Wolcott 
 

Thursday, February 16 

It's funny: I always imagined when I was 

a kid that adults had some kind of inner 

toolbox full of shiny tools: the saw of 

discernment, the hammer of wisdom, the 

sandpaper of patience. But then when I 

grew up I found that life handed you 

these rusty bent old tools - friendships, 

prayer, conscience, honesty - and said 

'do the best you can with these, they will 

have to do'. And mostly, against all odds, 

they do.   Anne Lamott 
 

Friday, February 17 

     The Hasidic masters tell the story of 

the rabbi who disappeared every Shab-

bat Eve, “to commune with God in the 

forest,” his congregation thought. So on 

Sabbath night they appointed one of 

their cantors to follow the rabbi and ob-

serve the holy encounter. Deeper and 

deeper into the woods the rabbi went 

until he came to the small cottage of an 

old Gentile woman, sick to death and 

crippled into a painful posture. Once 

there, the rabbi cooked for her and car-

ried her firewood and swept her floor. 

Then when the chores were finished, he 

returned immediately to his little house 

next to the synagogue. 

     Back in the village, the people de-

manded of the one they'd sent to follow 

him, Did our rabbi go up to heaven as 

we thought?” 

     “Oh no,” the cantor answered after a 

thoughtful pause, “our rabbi went much, 

much higher than that.”   Joan Chittister 
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Saturday, February 18 

     The King as a boy had to spend the 

night alone in the forest to prove his 

courage [where he was]…visited by a 

sacred vision. Out of the fire appears the 

Holy Grail…and a voice says…, “You 

shall be the keeper of the Grail so it may 

heal the hearts of humankind.” But the 

boy was blinded by greater visions of a 

life filled with power…. And in this state 

of radical amazement he felt …

invincible, like God. So he reached into 

the fire …[but] the Grail vanished, leav-

ing him with his hand in the fire to be 

terribly wounded. …his wound grew 

deeper until one day life for him lost its 

reason. …He couldn’t love or feel loved. 

He was sick with experience and he be-

gan to die. 

     One day a fool wandered in the castle 

and found the King alone. …He didn’t see 

a King. He only saw a man alone and in 

pain. …”What ails you friend?” …the 

King replied, “I’m thirsty….” So the fool 

took a cup from beside the bed, filled it 

with water and handed it to the King. As 

the King began to drink, he realized that 

his wound was healed. He looked at his 

hands and there was the Holy Grail, that 

which he had sought all of his life. He 

turned to the fool and said…, “How could 

you find that which my brightest and 

bravest could not?” The fool replied, “I 

don’t know. I only knew that you were 

thirsty.”   The Fisher King (from 1991 film 

written by Richard LaGravenese & directed 

by Terry Gilliam) 
 

Sunday, February 19 

A northern Natal tribe’s greeting, Sawu 

bona means, “I see you.” If you are a 

member of the tribe, you might reply by 

saying Sikhona, “I am here.” The order of 

the exchange is important: until you see 

me, I do not exist. It’s as if, when you see 

me, you bring me into existence. Our 

goal is to really “see” each other.  

Joyce Dowling 
 

Monday, February 20 

Soul work is hard work, but it must be 

done if we are to be fully alive. One thing 

that makes it difficult is that it is trans-

cendent—we must move beyond our-

selves, to the place of empathy and com-

passion; to the place of hospitality—

hospitality of the human spirit. This is 

what counters alienation, nihilism, and 

brokenness in the human family. Soul 

work. Compassion. Hospitality. It is the 

work of the church. It is our salvation. It 

is what ministry is—to save souls 

through hospitality of the human spirit.    

Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley 
 

Tuesday, February 21 

   When it's over, I want to say: all my 

life / I was a bride married to amaze-

ment. / I was a bridegroom, taking the 

world into my arms. 

   When it's over, I don't want to won-

der / if I have made of my life something 

particular, and real. / I don't want to find 

myself sighing and frightened / or full of 

argument. 

   I don't want to end up simply having 

visited this world.   Mary Oliver 
 

Wednesday, February 22 

I have argued that the church, picturing 

itself as a close and warm family, tends 

to suppress conflict, depriving its mem-

bers of a vital lesson in public life. That 

same familial image undermines the 

public life in another way – by excluding 

the stranger from its midst. If the church 

is to serve as a school of the spirit, and as 

a bridge between the private and the 

public realms, it must find ways of ex-

tending hospitality to the stranger. I do 

not mean coffee hours designed to re-

cruit new members for the church, for 

these are [often] aimed at making the 

stranger “one of us.” The essence of hos-

pitality – and of the public life – is that 

we let our differences, our mutual 

strangeness, be as they are, while still 

acknowledging the unity that lies be-

neath them.   Parker Palmer 

Thursday, February 23 

The eighteenth-century German philoso-

pher Johann Herder taught that each 

person has an original and unique man-

ner of being human. The task is to devel-

op it. According to Nietzsche, a person is 

known by his or her “style,” that is, by 

the unique pattern that gives unity and 

distinctiveness to a person's activities. 

Style articulates the uniqueness of the 

self. Rather than fitting one's life into the 

demands of external conformity, rather 

than living one's life as an imitation of 

the life of another, one should look to 

find the authentic self within. One 

should labor to develop one's own 

unique style in crafting one's soul. An 

individual who denies his or her own 

individuality articulates life with a voice 

other than that which is uniquely his or 

her own. A person who suppresses his or 

her own self is in danger of missing the 

point of his or her own existence, of sur-

rendering what being human means.   

Rabbi Byron L. Sherwin 
 

Friday, February 24 

The practice of kindness is the daily, 

friendly, homely caring form of love. It is 

both humble--a schoolboy bringing his 

teacher a bouquet of dandelions--and 

exalted--a fireman giving his life to save 

someone else's. Kindness is love with 

hands and hearts and minds. It is both 

whimsical--causing our faces to crack 

into a smile--and deeply touching--

causing our eyes to shimmer with tears. 

And its miraculous nature is such that 

the more acts of kindness we offer, the 

more of them we have to give, for acts of 

kindness are always drawn from the 

endless well of love.   Dawna Markova 
 

Saturday, February 25 

What does it feel like to be alive? Living, 

you stand under a waterfall. You leave 

the sleeping shore deliberately; you shed 

your dusty clothes, pick your barefoot 

way over the high, slippery rocks, hold 

your breath, choose your footing, and 

step into the waterfall. The hard water 

pelts your skull, bangs in bits on your 

shoulders and arms. The strong water 

dashes down beside you and you 
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feel it along your calves and thighs rising 

roughly backup, up to the roiling sur-

face, full of bubbles that slide up your 

skin or break on you at full speed. Can 

you breathe here? Here where the force 

is the greatest and only the strength of 

your neck holds the river out of your 

face. Yes, you can breathe even here. You 

could learn to live like this. And you can, 

if you concentrate, even look out at the 

peaceful far bank where you try to raise 

your arms. What a racket in your ears, 

what a scattershot pummeling! It is time 

pounding at you, time. Knowing you are 

alive is watching on every side your gen-

eration's short time falling away as fast 

as rivers drop through air, and feeling it 

hit.   Annie Dillard 

Sunday, February 26 

Have patience with everything that re-

mains unsolved in your heart. Try to 

love the questions themselves, like 

locked rooms and like books written in a 

foreign language. Do not now look for 

the answers. They cannot now be given 

to you because you could not live them. 

It is a question of experiencing every-

thing. At present you need to live the 

question. Perhaps you will gradually, 

without even noticing it, find yourself 

experiencing the answer, some distant 

day.   Rainer Maria Rilke  
 

Monday, February 27 

Look at your hands. They've been 

through a lot, those hands … they have 

strengths, scars, beauty…. I invite you to 

remember that it is your hands that do 

the work of love in the world. These 

hands may hold another's hands. These 

hands may type emails to politicians, 

sign cards of consolation and congratula-

tion. These hands may patiently 

teach, quilt works of beauty or write 

words urging peace. These hands may 

bathe children, feed elders, nurse the ill, 

work the earth, organize communities. 

These hands clasp in prayer, open in 

release, grasp in solidarity, clench in 

righteous anger. These hands are God’s 

hands, your hands, our hands; a great 

mystery of flesh and intention, a great 

potential of embodied love.    

Rev. Christine Robinson 
 

Tuesday, February 28 

When you plant lettuce, if it does not 

grow well, you don't blame the lettuce. 

You look for reasons it is not doing well. 

It may need fertilizer, or more water, or 

less sun. You never blame the lettuce. 

Yet if we have problems with our friends 

or family, we blame the other person. 

But if we know how to take care of them, 

they will grow well, like the lettuce. 

Blaming has no positive effect at all, nor 

does trying to persuade using reason 

and argument. That is my experience. 

No blame, no reasoning, no argument, 

just understanding. If you understand, 

and you show that you understand, you 

can love, and the situation will change.   

Thích Nhất Hạnh 
 

Wednesday, March 1 

I was just thinking / one morning / dur-

ing meditation / how much alike / hope /

and baking powder are: / quietly getting 

what is best in me / to rise, / awakening 

the hint of eternity / within. / I always 

think of that / when I eat biscuits now 

and wish / that I could be / more faithful 

to the hint of eternity, / the baking pow-

der / in me.   Macrina Wiederkehr 
 

Thursday, March 2 

I don’t know Who—or what—put the 

question, I don’t know when it was put. I 

don’t even remember answering. But at 

some moment I did answer Yes to Some-

one—or something—and from that hour 

I was certain that existence is meaningful 

and that, therefore, my life, in self-

surrender, had a goal.  Dag Hammarskjöld 
 

Friday, March 3 

During my second year of nursing 

school our professor gave us a quiz. I 

breezed through the questions until I 

read the last one: “What is the first name 

of the woman who cleans the school?” 

Surely this was a joke. I had seen the 

cleaning woman several times, but how 

would I know her name? I handed in my 

paper, leaving the last question blank. 

Before the class ended, one student 

asked if the last question would count 

toward our grade. “Absolutely,” the pro-

fessor said. “In your careers, you will 

meet many people. All are significant. 

They deserve your attention and care, 

even if all you do is smile and say hello.” 

I've never forgotten that lesson. I also 

learned her name was Dorothy.    

Joann C. Jones 
 

Saturday, March 4 

Sometimes we think that to develop an 

open heart, to be truly loving and com-

passionate, means that we need to be 

passive, to allow others to abuse us, to 

smile and let anyone do what they want 

with us. Yet this is not what is meant by 

compassion. Quite the contrary. Com-

passion is not at all weak. It is the 

strength that arises out of seeing the true 

nature of suffering in the world. Com-

passion allows us to bear witness to that 

suffering, whether it is in ourselves or 

others, without fear; it allows us to name 

injustice without hesitation, and to act 

strongly, with all the skill at our dispos-

al. To develop this mind state of compas-

sion ... is to learn to live, as the Buddha 

put it, with sympathy for all living be-

ings, without exception.” Sharon Salzberg 
 

Sunday, March 5 

The Thing Is / “to love life, to love it even 

/ when you have no stomach for it / and 

everything you've held dear / crumbles 

like burnt paper in your hands, / your 

throat filled with the silt of it. / When 

grief sits with you, its tropical heat / 

thickening the air, heavy as water / more 

fit for gills than lungs; / when grief 

weights you like your own flesh / only 

more of it, an obesity of grief, / you 

think, How can a body withstand this? / 

Then you hold life like a face / between 

your palms, a plain face, / no charming 

smile, no violet eyes, / and you say, yes, I 

will take you / I will love you, again.”   

Ellen Bass 
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Monday, March 6 

The years of all of us are short, our lives 

precarious. Our days and nights go hur-

rying on and there is scarcely time to do 

the little that we might. Yet we find time 

for bitterness, for petty treason and eva-

sion. What can we do to stretch our 

hearts enough to lose their littleness? 

Here we are – all of us – all upon this 

planet, bound together in a common des-

tiny, living our lives between the brief-

ness of the daylight and the dark. Kin-

dred in this, each lighted by the same 

precarious, flickering flame of life, how 

does it happen that we are not kindred in 

all things else? How strange and foolish 

are these walls of separation that divide 

us! …Rev. A. Powell Davies 
 

Tuesday, March 7 

     There is a desire within each of us, in 

the deep center of ourselves that we call 

our heart. We were born with it, it is nev-

er completely satisfied, and it never dies. 

We are often unaware of it, but it is al-

ways awake.  

     It is the Human desire for Love. Every 

person in this Earth yearns to love, to be 

loved, to know love. Our true identity, 

our reason for being is to be found in this 

desire.  

     Love is the ‘why’ of life, why we are 

functioning at all. I am convinced it is the 

fundamental energy of the human spirit. 

The fuel on which we run, the wellspring 

of our vitality.  

     And grace, which is the flowing, crea-

tive activity, of love itself, is what makes 

all goodness possible.  

     Love should come first, it should be 

the beginning of, and the reason for eve-

rything.   Gerald G. May 
 

Wednesday, March 8 

     When you hear the word humility, 

you might be imagining a doormat. Eve-

ryone walks all over a doormat. A door-

mat has no pride. Stop thinking of a 

doormat and start thinking about a 

threshold. The lower doorsill makes it 

possible for doors to close and open. The 

doorsill is the threshold. Humility isn’t 

about becoming a doormat. It is about 

becoming a threshold. A humble person 

opens the door to learning and makes a 

space for others to enter.  

     …Without humility, there is no room 

for the ability or even the willingness to 

learn or grow. …In order to be humble, I 

don’t need to see myself as less than oth-

er people. I just need to realize that other 

people are as important as I am. Each 

person is as unique and precious as I am.  

     When we are humble, everything is a 

gift. Modesty reminds me that the world 

does not revolve around me. Then, each 

sunrise, each sunset becomes a precious 

gift.   Rabbi Susan Lippe 
 

Thursday, March 9 

Almost anybody can learn to think or 

believe or know, but not a single human 

being can be taught to feel …The mo-

ment you feel, you're nobody-but-

yourself. To be nobody-but-yourself — in 

a world which is doing its best, night and 

day, to make you everybody else — 

means to fight the hardest battle which 

any human being can fight; and never 

stop fighting.   ee cummings 
 

Friday, March 10 

Perhaps the day will come where the 

validity of one's spirituality will be 

judged not by the correctness of one's 

theology but by the authenticity of one's 

spiritual life. When that day comes, an 

authentically spiritual Buddhist and an 

authentically spiritual Christian may find 

that they have more in common with 

each other than they do with those in 

their respective religions who have failed 

to develop their spirituality.    

David N. Elkins 
 

Saturday, March 11 

Here's to the crazy ones. The misfits. The 

rebels. The troublemakers. The round 

pegs in the square holes. The ones who 

see things differently. They're not fond of 

rules. And they have no respect for the 

status quo. You can quote them, disagree 

with them, glorify or vilify them. About 

the only thing you can't do is ignore 

them. Because they change things. They 

push the human race forward. And while 

some may see them as the crazy ones, we 

see genius. Because the people who are 

crazy enough to think they can change 

the world, are the ones who do. Apple Inc.  
 

Sunday, March 12 

Our deepest fear is not that we are inade-

quate. Our deepest fear is that we are 

powerful beyond measure. It is our light, 

not our darkness that most frightens us. 

We ask ourselves, 'Who am I to be bril-

liant, gorgeous, talented, fabulous?' Actu-

ally, who are you not to be? …Your play-

ing small does not serve the world. There 

is nothing enlightened about shrinking so 

that other people won't feel insecure 

around you. We are all meant to shine, as 

children do. …And as we let our own 

light shine, we unconsciously give other 

people permission to do the same. As we 

are liberated from our own fear, our pres-

ence automatically liberates others.    

Marianne Williamson 
 

Monday, March 13 

Your gifts, whatever you discover them 

to be can be used to bless or curse the 

world. The mind’s power, the strength of 

the hand, the reaches of the heart, the gift 

of speaking, listening, imagining, seeing, 

waiting. Any of these can serve to feed 

the hungry, bind up wounds, welcome 

the stranger, praise what is sacred, do the 

work of justice, or offer love. Any of 

these can draw down the prison door, 

hoard bread, abandon the poor, obscure 

what is holy, comply with injustice, or 

withhold love. You must answer this 

question: What will you do with your 

gifts? Choose to bless the world.    

Rev. Rebecca Parker 
 

Tuesday, March 14 

When you remember me, it means you 

have carried something of who I am with 

you, that I have left some mark of who I 

am on who you are. It means that you 

can summon me back to your mind even 

though countless years and miles 

Choose to Bless the World 
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may stand between us. It means that if 

we meet again, you will know me. It 

means that even after I die, you can still 

see my face and hear my voice and speak 

to me in your heart.   Frederick Buechner 
 

Wednesday, March 15 

Every one of us is called upon, perhaps 

many times, to start a new life. A fright-

ening diagnosis, a marriage, a move, loss 

of a job…And onward full-tilt we go, 

pitched and wrecked and absurdly reso-

lute, driven in spite of everything to 

make good on a new shore. To be hope-

ful, to embrace one possibility after an-

other--that is surely the basic in-

stinct...Crying out: High tide! Time to 

move out into the glorious debris. Time 

to take this life for what it is.    

Barbara Kingsolver 
 

Thursday, March 16 

For me, trees have always been the most 

penetrating preachers. I revere them 

when they live in tribes and families, in 

forests and groves. And even more I re-

vere them when they stand alone. They 

are like lonely persons. Not like hermits 

who have stolen away out of some 

weakness, but like great, solitary men, 

like Beethoven and Nietzsche. In their 

highest boughs the world rustles, their 

roots rest in infinity; but they do not lose 

themselves there, they struggle with all 

the force of their lives for one thing 

only: to fulfill themselves according to 

their own laws, to build up their own 

form, to represent themselves. Nothing 

is holier, nothing is more exemplary than 

a beautiful, strong tree.  

     …Trees are sanctuaries. Whoever 

knows how to speak to them, whoever 

knows how to listen to them, can learn 

the truth. They do not preach learning 

and precepts, they preach, undeterred by 

particulars, the ancient law of life.    

Herman Hesse 
 

Friday, March 17 

   I don't know exactly what 

a prayer is. / I do know 

how to pay attention, how 

to fall down / into the 

grass, how to kneel down 

in the grass, / how to be 

idle and blessed, how to 

stroll through the fields, / 

which is what I have been 

doing all day. / Tell me, 

what else should I have 

done? / Doesn't everything 

die at last, and too soon? / 

Tell me, what is it you plan 

to do / with your one wild 

and precious life?   Mary 

Oliver 
 

Saturday, March 18 

Now there is a final reason 

I think that Jesus says, ‘Love your ene-

mies.’ It is this: that love has within it a 

redemptive power. And there is a power 

there that eventually transforms individ-

uals. Just keep being friendly to that per-

son. Just keep loving them, and they 

can’t stand it too long. Oh, they react in 

many ways in the beginning. They react 

with guilt feelings, and sometimes 

they’ll hate you a little more at that tran-

sition period, but just keep loving them. 

And by the power of your love they will 

break down under the load. That’s love, 

you see. It is redemptive, and this is why 

Jesus says love. There’s something about 

love that builds up and is creative. There 

is something about hate that tears down 

and is destructive. So love your enemies.    

Martin Luther King, Jr. 
 

 

 

Sunday , March 19 

I said to my soul, be still and wait with-

out hope, for hope would be hope for the 

wrong thing; wait without love, for love 

would be love of the wrong thing; there 

is yet faith, but the faith and the love are 

all in the waiting. Wait without thought, 

for you are not ready for thought: So the 

darkness shall be the light, and the still-

ness the dancing.   T.S. Eliot 
 

Monday, March 20 

     i thank You God for most this amaz-

ing / day: for the leaping greenly spirits 

of trees / and a blue true dream of sky; 

and for everything / which is natural 

which is infinite which is yes 

     (i who have died am alive again to-

day, 

and this is the sun's birthday; this is the 

birth / day of life and love and wings: 

and of the gay / great happening illimita-

bly earth)  

     how should tasting touching hearing 

seeing / breathing any-lifted from the 

no / of all nothing-human merely being / 

doubt unimaginable You? 

     (now the ears of my ears awake and / 

now the eyes of my eyes are opened) 

 e. e. cummings 
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