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“Out of the stars in their flight,

out of the dust of eternity, here have we come,
stardust and sunlight,

mingling through time and through space.

Out of the stars have we come,
up from time;

...Earth warmed by sun, lit by sunlight:
This is our home;
Out of the stars have we come.

...Out the stars, rising from rocks and the sea,
Kindled by sunlight on earth,
Arose life.

Thus pondered the late Robert Terry Weston on wdherchave come and
how we have come to be here. Each of us rosedrepeck of cosmic dust. And
all this time you thought it was the stork—or ergble human interaction, maybe.
Well, on that last guess, you're half right.

As for life itself and how the strands of life waliand found their way
across barely imaginable distances of time andespeg’re here, precious specks
in the universe of here and now, each of us stakeda With a little help from
the cosmos, earth, air, water, and fire have coedphe miracle that life is, that
we are.

So consider, if you will, that each of you is ardieam. And consider the
not too far-fetched premise that somehow you haued your way to this space
this morning, this Meeting House, where we wonahet speak and sing about such
matters, and grow sometimes silent in reflectioth @ven confusion. We’'re here.
Our star-beams have intersected.



Why? How?

Well, there’s free will. There’s also coincidencihere’s also chance. But
| believe we’re here this morning because eaclsdbmigs to ponder such matters.
Each of us shares amazement at this creation ahavére a part of it. Each of
us probably shares amazement that having thefdifean common, we as
humankind have contorted ourselves into a shapgedmaonly be described as a
mess. From miracle to mess is our human conditiblot only mess, of course.
There’s celebration. There’s affirmation. Therearing. There’s all that good
stuff that matters so dearly. We really don’t tnbe in a mess; we don’'t. So
we seek each other out. We look for a place wivertt be heard and respected,
even a place where we have different opinionsecgfit perspectives, a place
where we can be ourselves, given the standardsit bavility.

For me, that place is church, this church, thistéiran Universalist
congregation. Here we find our star-beam selvessecting as we make our way
across the trajectory that is our life. We questbgether; we wonder together;
we matter together; and we go forth from this isgetion of faith to live the
guestions, wonder aloud, behave as if every creatiive matters dearly. This is
how we live our faith.

But wait, let’'s coax our souls back into this MegtHouse. As Bill
Sinkford reminds us:

“In this room there are folks in many different @a in their hearts:
there are those whose spirits are light today,those who arrive bearing the
sadness of the world. Some are on the edge ohagdee beaming with energy
from...a new loved one, new understanding, or a neac@, while others gaze
toward the past, and wonder where they will finel $krength for another step.
Some come today for communion. This may mean aamgethrough the
rituals of worship, or it may be found in a simptanversation over coffee..
To all these seekers we hold out a shared visiga.say, yes. Come on in,
and know you are not alone.”

In this time and space of intersection, we moveataWwvholeness of heart,
mind, and soul. We lean into our larger selveswing we’re not alone.



Sometimes we come here thinking that it's only wewre so anxious, so
overwhelmed with matters intimate and global. tis time of intersection, we
discover it's not just us. We realize that we’ct alone.

Yet it's not easy being us. It's not easy comiogether with folks who
guestion as relentlessly and seek as ferventlyeadornand come up with such a
disarming array of approaches, such a pluralispeodpective, each of us tempted
to espouse our approach or our perspective amifjiit work for everyone. This
IS our signal that it's time to listen, time to heach other’s stories, time to open
our hearts and minds to how those stories illuramm@pproach or a perspective
that didn’t initially make much sense to us. Vet on those stories for
religious community that matters. Intersectios ha meaning if we're only
talking about one approach, one path. Dynamigioels community depends
upon what we might call “religious traffic,” “saaitraffic” even, “political traffic”
even. No one has the final word.

It's the intersection that counts. It's what happ when our paths cross that
allows each of us to pass through that intersesttomuch more intact than we
were when we approached it, when we got up ouedfthis morning and whined
a bit about how wouldn’t it be nice to just havieigurely breakfast, pick up the
newspaper, and declare time out. Then maybe wsadittthing as foolish as
picking up that newspaper and spouting a quick,-tldh These headlines aren’t
what | need. Maybe I'll take myself, even my waéhmily, off to church after
all.”

So here we are. Our paths have converged.

But is it enough, just this crossing, just thegersections over the years
since 1721 that we've been First Parish in Cohaisat First Parish Unitarian,
then First Parish Unitarian Universalist in Coh#éBse

We’'re a congregation in historical motion. Weareongregation learning,
sometimes slowly, sometimes reluctantly, that thality of our religious
community, the quality of our religious intersectias enhanced by beirg
associatiorwith other congregations.

Just yesterday three of us from this congregatioraryNParker, President of
our Parish Committee, Ron Wallace, our Treasuret,ldneaded to Worcester for
the Unitarian Universalist New England Fall Confere. What a gathering of
congregations from every state in New England!agme roughly 500 New



Englanders, let alone Unitarian Universalists hia $ame space for a day of
concerted dialogue and worship and discernmenttatdool we are and who we
can become. It was moving and powerful. Such ardo@mefits of religious traffic!
You'll surely be hearing more in the days aheaduabwe ideas exchanged and
what can help us at First Parish Unitarian Univiessan Cohasset move through
this time and beyond it, what can help us at FResish Unitarian Universalist in
Cohasset rise into the larger reaches of who wébeaas faithful seekers, teachers,
justice makers, and stewards of the gifts we arergi

We each began as stardust. Stardust by itsetidd graybe for a little
light—actually an infinitesimal speck of light. Bwhen we find ourselves here
and alive, when we stretch our souls into beantiglof, when we intentionally
come together with other religious seekers, themetbing extraordinary happens.
We discover that our specks of stardust kindle antarger light. We discover that
our beams of light intersect in ways that makeachehe richer in discerning what
our lives are all about and can still be aboute dscover that the light that we
kindle Sunday after Sunday—here and in over a thodit)nitarian Universalist
congregations in this country alone—ignites inftaene that is the essence of that
which burns in our flaming chalice, symbol of thandmic truth, the luminous
love, that we are about in this faith that we share

What makes it possible? Each of you makes itiplesby showing up, by
letting your light shine, by sharing your resourseghat you can stretch into your
larger self. Each of our congregations makesssile by coming together at
intersections such as conferences that are abbakalt conversations that matter,
worshipping together across the habits of how weship as individual
congregations, and discerning and acting togethéna what emerges is an
intricate web of activity made possible by an aggamn of interdependent
congregations.

This is our Unitarian Universalist Association. i s not some edifice on
Beacon Hill. This is the flaming chalice thatgsited by each individual, each
congregation, each district, each child, each pevdwo walks into a Unitarian
Universalist church hopeful, hopeful for a sancguarwhich she or he matters,
hopeful for a community of loving listening folk wisay through our deeds, “You
matter. Whoever you are, you matter. Welcome!”

Now we have one, at least one, sticky problem.cug& me, challenge! It
comes to mind through the story told by my colleafathleen McTigue. And it
hinges on the notion of spirituality and disciplin&pirituality is that term that



tends to evoke a quick nod of complicit wisdom whenhear it cited. Some of us
are even inclined to say, “I'm not really religiowen spiritual!” To which | say,
“Oyveh!” because that notion commonly carries gy\Vigt backpack.

Specifically, being spiritual without being religi® holds an easily implicit
assumption that I'm not accountable. It's aboutand my spirit and the Spirit of
Life, and that's quite enough, thank you very muc®o folks who want only
spirituality tend not to return when they're tapmedthe shoulder in coffee hour,
let alone when they’re reminded in the Meeting Hotlat the spirit of our faith
calls us to act differently in the world.

Discipline is another matter. Discipline ofteregagainst the grain of
progressive thinkers such as we fancy ourselves tolrhus, Kathleen’s telling of
the folk tale of the “saintly Brother Bruno.” Enggd in solitary prayer, he was
rudely interrupted by a frog. What did he do, leain out the window and tell that
sub-human specimen to pipe down. The bullfrogtwestantly mute. Then
Bruno’s conscience began to gnaw away at him. Md&#uno’s own prayer hit
God'’s ears like the “arrogant croaking of anotmegf’” Bruno was not
ambivalent for long. He again leaned out the wmgdand bid that bullfrog to
“Sing!” Soon a grand chorus of bullfrogs was smgga full-throated anthem.

And Bruno learned to pray.

Bruno discovered that the human spirit is not thiy one that counts.
Bruno discovered that his conscience was more atable than he'd counted on.
The only thing that has me worried is what thefoagys thought of Bruno’s
prayers.

Spirituality, however, that amorphous notion theatries as many gossamer
threads as a cosmic spider web, glistens, simdyegis, in caring religious
community.

And so do we. Our spirits soar; our souls awaken;minds open wide,
when we know it’s not just about us. Individuaklpngregationally, it's not just
about us. It's about the miracle in which we fougrselves asking, wondering,
worshipping, praying, learning, making justice,fgeawake and attentive, and
greeting new beams of light even as we bid fareteatld stars, ready once again
to become stardust.

For me, religion, this religion that we know as tanian Universalism,
shines with the fire of countless stars when kiddtethe chalice that is our
Unitarian Universalist Association. Some cathg UUA. | call it OUR UUA.



How can we not support this amazing convergenstas$, this amazing
intersection of light beams that we are, as indigld and congregations?
Together, in association, we can grow and learnt@amch one another. We can
“nurture our spirits and help heal our world.”

| ask this morning that each of you give as gendyoas you can to support
our Association. As your minister, I'd love torgimore, but you can count on me
for $100 from my personal account and $100 fromnniyisterial discretionary
fund. Let's give what we can, and know that cualice will burn all the brighter

because we do so.

...0Out the stars, rising from rocks and the sea,
Kindled by sunlight on earth,
Arose life.

At this morning’s intersection of light and lifené&w that | love you,
stars all. Amen
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