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Chalice Lighting, by Leonard Mason
We affirm the unfailing renewal of life, rising from the earth, and reaching for the sun, all living creatures shall fulfill themselves.

We affirm the steady growth of human companionship, rising from ancient cradles and reaching for the stars, people the world over shall seek the ways of understanding.

We affirm a continuing hope that out of every tragedy the spirits of individuals shall rise to build a better world.
Check In

Reading, by Cindy Y. Ogasawara
(on page two)
definition of resiliency: an occurrence of rebounding or springing back
Discussion & Sharing Questions:
· There is a lot of literature on psychological and emotional resilience.  What does it mean to be resilient?
· If you are describing someone who is resilient, what sorts of features or traits are you thinking about?  Is having hope part of resiliency?  What about forgiveness, as the woman in the story experienced?
· Can you think of an experience that challenged your own resiliency?  What did you do to get through the experience?
· How might you go about cultivating resiliency for yourself?  Do you have any spiritual practices or beliefs that strengthen features that you think of as being resilient?

Closing Thoughts
Extinguishing the Chalice

One sunny Monday morning about fifteen years ago, my mother was attacked in her home while she was doing her hair. She was getting ready to go to her teaching job at a nearby church preschool when she heard the doorbell ring. She went to the living room and peeked through the curtains. A man she didn’t recognize was standing there. Deciding he must be a salesman, my mother quietly replaced the curtain and went back to the bathroom.

The man, whose name we later learned was Kenneth, went around to the back of the house, where our overfriendly black Lab watched him break in. He came across my mother’s purse in the living room, then continued to the master-bedroom suite.

My mother never saw Kenneth. He grabbed her from behind and started punching her repeatedly in the face. When he was done hitting her, he simply left, taking her purse with him.

At the hospital my mother’s face was so swollen and purple that I wasn’t sure it was her until she said, “Cindy, it’s ok. I’m all right.”

A few days later Kenneth’s mother turned him in after seeing his picture on the nightly news. He was sentenced to fifteen years. My father installed a high-tech security system and bought a ferocious guard dog, but my illusion of our home as a place of safety was shattered.

My mother returned to work at the preschool after two weeks. (She would have returned sooner, she said, but she didn’t want to scare the children.) Kenneth had chipped one of her facial bones, and her left cheek still sagged a little, but otherwise she was ok.

More remarkable than her physical recovery was her emotional resilience. She never experienced flashbacks or post-traumatic stress, or even felt afraid when alone in the house. (I, on the other hand, wouldn’t be comfortable at home alone for years.) By the time Christmas rolled around, she had sent a New Testament to Kenneth in jail, with a card telling him that she’d forgiven him, just as Jesus Christ had forgiven her.

My mother and I rarely see eye to eye on religion, but her grace and strength remind me daily of all that is good about faith.

By Cindy Y. Ogasawara, Sun Magazine, April 2009
http://www.thesunmagazine.org/issues/400/faith

