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Home Worship for June 21, 2020 
 
The following material is offered for those who want to create a common at home 
service this Sunday with your families, a few friends, or individually.  We wish you all 
good health, and we look forward to the day when we can greet one another in person 
once again.  
 
The Worship Committee 
 
CENTERING THOUGHT:  “Our Highest Aspirations” author Anonymous 
 
May we be reminded here of our highest aspirations, 
And inspired to bring our gifts of love and service to the altar of humanity. 
 
May we know once again that we are not isolated beings 
But connected, in mystery and miracle to the universe, 
To our faith community and to each other. 
 
CHALICE LIGHTING:  “We Gather This Hour” by Christine Robinson 
At the beginning of our services we join Unitarian Universalists throughout the world to 
light our chalice, the symbol of our faith.  It’s flame reminds us that we are part of 
something much greater than ourselves. 
 
We gather this hour as people of faith 
With joys and sorrows, gifts and needs 
We light this beacon of hope, 
Sign of our quest 
For truth and meaning, 
In celebration of the life we share together. 
 
MEDITATION: “It is Our Quiet Time” by Nancy Wood 
 
We recommend that you follow our worship practice of reading the meditation aloud, 
then follow it with silence for contemplation, meditation or prayer according to your own 
spiritual practice. 
 
It is our quiet time. 
We do not speak, because the voices are within us. 
It is our quiet time. 
We do not walk, because the earth is all within us. 
It is our quiet time. 
We do not dance, because the music has lifted us 
   To a place where the spirit is. 
It is our quiet time. 
We rest with all of nature.  We wake when the 
  Seven sisters wake. 
We greet them in the sky over the opening of the kiva. 
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STEWARDSHIP OF OUR CHURCH: 
 
Heather Christensen reminds us that “every congregation depends on each of its members by 
your commitment of time, energy and resources” to help make the Unitarian Universalist vision 
of a world filled with peace and justice, love and joy a reality. 
 
Even though we cannot meet together at our church building during this time, our 
expenses are ongoing.  Please remember to continue to honor your pledges, and if you 
are able to donate as you would have to the offering plate and First Sunday Lunch 
basket.   
 
COMMUNITY—Joys and Sorrows. “Circle of Care” by Lisa Bovee-Kemper 
(adapted).  

In religious community, we share our joys and our triumphs, our sorrows and our broken 
places.  In this circle of care, we make space for the complexity of life, the myriad 
experiences that bless and break our hearts. The truth of human experience dictates 
that on any given day, we each come to the table with hearts in different places. It is 
especially so during this period of isolation from one another. 

We set aside this time for the private concerns of our members and friends.  Together in 
silence we send wishes of  joy, comfort, and courage to those celebrating joyful events, 
or struggling with loneliness, loss or illness. 

If you are able to please drop a stone for each of these in a bowl of water and let the 
ripples remind you that what affects one of us affects us all. 
 
SERMON/HOMILY:  “Making Meaning in a Time of Nonsensical Noise, Part V”  
                                   by Andrew Davis 
 
Let’s pretend for a moment.  Imagine that you’ve just hit the snooze button on your 
alarm for the third time, for the third day in a row.  You know it’s time to get up.  You feel 
a little rushed, but you’ve gotten up and ready before in less time, so you’re not worried 
about being late, as long as you get on it now.  At last you rush out of  the house, but 
about five steps into the great outdoors your foot cramps up.  You start hopping up and 
down on your good foot and land on the edge of the sidewalk, which doesn’t hurt that 
much, but does throw you off to the side.   
  
Of course you’ve already forgotten that your other foot’s still tender and barely working, 
so when you try stepping on it to catch your balance, you find yourself hopping in circles  
trying to chase away the pain of another foot cramp, then realize there’s nothing left to 
do but chase gravity to the ground, where you decide to stay until you can stand up 
again without falling down.  Apparently, it’s going to be one of those days. 
 
There is a point to this story, but it lies hidden beneath an unfortunate historical fact: I 
fell down so often when I was young I don’t think a day went by when I didn’t have at 
least one bruise on my body.  Finally, after years of wondering why I looked like a 
leopard, I decided a life of falling down wasn’t necessarily for me.  So, I tried to 
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remember all the suggestions people had given me over the years to help me keep my 
balance. 
 
“Look where you’re going,” they told me, “not where you’ve been.”  “Slow down,” they 
said.  “Strengthen your core,” they lectured.  “Pay attention,” they bellowed.  I’m sure 
there was more, but I probably wasn’t paying attention.  And then it hit me.  Aside from 
the “lecturey” tone, it was all pretty good advice, but I was so lost in my young, 
egocentric self, I rarely looked where I was going.  I kept running faster when I should 
have slowed down. I didn’t even try to get stronger.  And I’d been pretending to pay 
attention for so long I had no idea what actual attention was.  I knew I had to start over, 
but I didn’t know how. 
 
So, I thought back on how I’d responded to all the suggestions I’d been given over the 
years.  Sadly, or gladly—it does depend on your point of view—I realized two things: 
First, I wasn’t as special as I’d tried to convince myself I was, meaning I couldn’t 
magically become graceful just because I wanted to.  And second, no one cared that 
much about my falling down unless I made a big deal about it first.  It was only when I 
accepted these two conclusions that I could finally begin working to gain and maintain 
physical balance—which people tell me is an important skill to have. 
 
But an equally important skill is making sense, which also requires balance.  Without a 
balanced use of orality, literacy, and secondary orality creating meaning through 
relationships, logic, and images sense isn’t possible.  To the extent that we can use all 
three modes equally well, we’re balanced, but to the extent that we’re limited in our 
ability to use one or more of these modes, we’re imbalanced.   
 
Framing this idea in terms of our church, to the extent we can engage all seven of our 
principles through all three modes of communication equally well, we can effectively 
communicate who we are, what we do, and why we matter to just about anyone.  To the 
extent that we can’t, however, we communicate our who, what, and why poorly, not only 
to others, but to ourselves, which makes us at least a little bit wobbly, but unlike 
Weebles, when we wobble we do fall down.  This isn’t about certainty.  There are no 
tests to pass or certificates to earn.  It’s about knowing in your gut when your own 
actions and statements are throwing you out of balance or keeping you in balance.   
 
For example, because of what I see on the news I can be so concerned about the need 
for social action to set right horrible wrongs that I trample the worth and dignity of those 
who aren’t willing to act as forcefully as I am or as often as I do, even though they may 
have good reasons not to.  Or I can be so enamored with the spiritual path I’ve chosen 
for myself because it helps me keep my balance, that I ignore different spiritual paths 
that others use to keep their balance.   
 
We have seven principles not one, and for one to work they must all work together, 
regardless of which mode of communication we use to engage them.  Each principle 
pushes or pulls us toward the future we envision. But since we are many individuals, not 
a solitary person, our future is a multiplicity of visions; and if we don’t understand how 
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our communication affects our understanding of one another, we throw our community 
out of balance. 
   
For example, if I focus on the right friend, book, or movie, I can pretend the world is just, 
because I don’t allow myself to see any injustice in the world; but if I focus on a different 
friend, book, or movie, I can see nothing but injustice; while a broader focus can let me 
see reality: some justice and some injustice, and a bunch of wait and see.  Of course, 
that assumes I understand all three modes of communication well enough to use them 
correctly.  If I don’t understand them, however, then they will use me. 
 
Unless I understand that relationships are controlled by performance and that I act out 
those performances through the roles I have within a community, I can inadvertently 
create and trap myself in unhealthy relationships.  Even worse, I’ll trap others in them 
with me.  Without understanding that books and essays depend on a controlling point of 
view carried from beginning to end in order to make sense, I can confuse a simple 
argument for absolute truth.  Even worse I can join the ranks of abusers throughout 
history who have insisted on forcing their points of view on others.  And if I don’t 
understand that movies and social media sites seek to engage me with images—
regardless of what they mean—I can accept lies as truth and contradictions as 
creativity.  Even worse, I can defend the indefensible out of blissful ignorance.  None of 
us can escape these realities. 
 
Lucky for us, however, we can do better, understand more, and refuse to let one or 
more of the modes of communication benumb us.  We need a balance of relationships, 
logic, and images to keep us tethered to reality.  It’s also how we avoid letting the 
perfect be the enemy of the good.  And what do I mean by this?  Insisting on perfection 
is not only unrealistic, but egocentric—both of which cause more harm than good. 
 
David Elkind defines egocentrism as the inability to see a difference between one’s own 
concerns and those of others and explains that it is normally associated with children 
and adolescents.  He goes on to argue that there are two ways our egocentrism can 
blind us to the concerns of others:  the personal fable and the imaginary audience.  
Now, a personal fable is simply the set of stories we tell ourselves that let us pretend 
we’re special, if not immortal, while the imaginary audience is the perception that we are 
the focus of everyone else’s attention.   
 
We expect egocentrism like this from eighth graders.  We might not like it, but we do 
expect it.  Of course, your eighth grader never behaved like this.  It was all the other 
eighth graders in the world who did.  Those eighth graders believed their life stories 
were so unique that not only should exceptions be made for them because they were 
special, but that they were going to live forever.  Their only problem was all the other 
people in the world.  If those other people would just stop staring and leave them alone, 
then their lives would be perfect.  Yes, these ideas contradict each other.  No, they don’t 
care.  

 
It used to be that life would knock us around a little bit—not a lot, but enough—and we’d 
willingly grow out of our egocentrism to avoid more knocks.  Then came secondary 
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orality.  Those who are benumbed by it and insist on wallowing in it, believe that 
everyone but themselves needs to grow up.  So they don’t.  They were, after all, 
special,  and as long as they spend their time surrounded by images they like, which 
makes them feel even more special, then surely, they have to be right.  After all, since 
everyone is focused on them, they must to be the center of the universe, mustn’t they?  
Of course, all the other egocentrics are thinking the same thing, so it turns out that 
nobody was looking at anyone but themselves.  And no, they don’t care about this 
contradiction either. 
 
The deeper egocentrics lose themselves in secondary orality, the more egocentric they 
become, which throws their lives more out of balance, which leads to more egocentrism, 
which leads to even more imbalance, until “Pop!”  They all become black holes.  But 
there is hope—even for black holes. 
 
Remember the movie Groundhog Day?  Phil Connors began the movie as an 
egocentric jerk.  Then he got stuck in an endless loop of February 2nd, where he got 
worse.  He never grew older.  He never faced any consequences.  Eventually, he even 
decided he was immortal because he couldn’t die.  If he didn’t like the way a day turned 
out, he could try as many times as necessary to change the way it ended. And all of this 
worked well enough until Phil decided he wanted a real relationship with Rita, a woman 
his egocentric-self had grown to love.   
 
But no matter how many times he tried to trick Rita into loving him through carefully 
contrived performances, he destroyed whatever relationship he’d been able to create 
before the end of the day.  Phil couldn’t make the discontinuous impressions of 
secondarily oral time support the roles and relationships of oral time.  And as an added 
bonus, every time he blew it with Rita, she slapped him.  Again and again and again—
she slapped him.  Phil then did what any self-respecting, egocentric, secondarily oral 
self would do when facing failure.  He killed himself.  Again and again and again, he 
killed himself, until one day he realized he couldn’t fix his failing self unless he changed 
his point of view.  So instead of doubling down on being a selfish, manipulative jerk for 
the ten thousandth time, Phil decided to change.   
 
First, he decided to learn to care for other people, and because he was stuck in the 
same day forever, he could keep trying until he had learned to care for everyone in 
Punxatawney, Pennsylvania perfectly.  And second, he decided to learn to care for 
himself, and because he was stuck in the same day forever, he could keep trying until 
he’d mastered French and ice sculpting and piano and medicine and read every book in 
the town’s library—and he didn’t stop learning until he’d made himself into a different 
enough man that Rita didn’t slap him at the end of the day.  She fell in love with him, 
instead. 
 
Phil went from the imbalance of thinking exceptions should be made for him because he 
couldn’t bear the thought of being imperfect,  to the balance of living in a community 
where exceptions weren’t necessary because acceptance was the norm, where it was 
okay to choose who he wanted to be and work to become that person, and where he 
could take advantage of the tools he’d been given so that he could practice until he got 
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himself right.  In other words, he became balanced, not perfect, but balanced, and then 
he woke up to February 3rd with Rita. 
 
I don’t know whether we’re lucky or unlucky, since we don’t get to live the same day 
over more times than we can count, but because we’re Unitarian Universalists I do 
know that we get to commit ourselves to healthy relationships, that we get to choose 
who we want to be and practice becoming that person until we get it right, that we get to 
study our principles and think about what they mean to us both individually and as a 
group, and that we get to surround ourselves with images that keep us focused on how 
we imagine ourselves at our best.  In other words, if we balance our use of orality, 
literacy, and secondary orality, we’re going to be okay. 
 
Instead of just watching an endless loop of George Floyd being murdered by police in 
Minneapolis, and in the process become so outraged that we forget there are also good 
people fighting against such outrages, we need to think about how all seven of our 
principles are relevant to this tragedy and how we can use all three modes of 
communication to not only understand and respond to it, but stay sane while doing so. 
 
 

 How are we promoting and affirming the inherent worth and dignity of every 
person, regardless of which side of this issue they’re on?   

 What is the best way to promote and affirm justice, equity, and compassion in all 
human relations, regardless of who we’re trying to relate to?   

 What about how we accept one another and encourage spiritual growth in spite 
of, or maybe because of, the atrocities they have suffered or done? 

 What does it mean for us to engage in a free and responsible search for truth 
and meaning when truth and meaning themselves are being irresponsibly 
distorted by people in power? 

 What’s at stake if we don’t figure out how to strengthen the right of conscience 
and the use of the democratic process within our congregations and in society at 
large, when forces are actively working against both that right and process?   

 How do we ensure peace, liberty and justice for all when elements of our society 
want to reserve these rights for themselves and deny them to others?   

 What’s the best way to use our respect for the interconnected web of existence 
of which we are a part to heal the world when others are taking advantage of this 
moment to increase the speed at which they destroy it?   

 And most importantly, how do the answers to these questions change as we shift 
back and forth from orality, to literacy, to secondary orality? 

 
There’s nothing easy about this time in which we find ourselves, but if we’re honest 
about it, there’s never been an easy time to live.  Easy or not, however, one thing 
seems clear to me: we must keep our balance if we’re going to keep moving forward to 
build a better world.  If you’d like to keep thinking about these ideas, please consider 
one or more parts of this question: how do you want to keep balance in your life, 
balance among the modes of communication as you use them, and balance in how you 
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live out our principles, especially in a time when it would be so much easier to just fall 
down and take cover until the smoke clears? 
 
May all of your conversations make sense, and may the balance of Brigit be with you. 
  
CLOSING: “The Blessing of Truth” by Duke T. Gray (adapted) 
 
The blessing of truth be upon you, 
The power of love direct you and sustain you, 
And may the peace of our faith 
  Community preserve your going  
  Out and your coming in, 
From this time forth, until we meet again 

Amen and Blessed Be 


