Countryside Church Unitarian Universalist, Palatine, IL

Covenant Group Session
Welcoming Autumn
Preliminaries 
Chalice Lighting

A Perfect Fall Day—Kerry Mueller

Spirit of life, we are joined today in a moment of gratitude for a perfect fall day -- for a last blaze of sunshine in a sapphire sky, before the rain and snow -- for gold and crimson leaves, before we are mired in piles of slush -- for the moment of peace and contemplation in which to appreciate this rare beauty.

Check-in.  

Meditation—What Autumn Evokes for Us
Go around the group with each person sharing the list of words they brought from their preparation, one person and one thought at a time.  You should be hearing each person speak 15 times.  

Deep Sharing/Deep Listening

1. Please think about your favorite experiences of Fall from your childhood to share as stories with the group.

2. On this day, how are you reacting to the coming of Fall?  What is delighting you?  What worries you?

3. To what extent does Autumn feel like a beginning or an ending for you?
Check-out
Closing Reading/Extinguishing the Chalice

Autumn Prayer—Christine Robinson
God of the Autumn, help us to live 
with the grace of falling leaves 
the enthusiasm of the flaming Aspens 
with the serenity of the old trees, whose roots reach deep into the earth. 

God of the Autumn, help us to know 
that living and dying are one 
that life is precious, and beautiful, and limited. 
that nothing good is ever lost.

God of the Autumn, help us to see 
in the ways of nature a way for ourselves.  

Amen and Blessed Be.
Preparation for CCUU Session:  Welcoming Autumn
Fall has come.  After a very warm and summer-like September, the autumn equinox has ushered in the cooler temperatures, shorter days, school buses, and warmer clothes.  So, we pause to welcome this change of season and to uncover the memories of our experiences and our feelings about this transition season.
In Preparation
4. Bring with you a list of fifteen words (ok, no more than three words each!) that express what autumn evokes for you.  (i.e. shorter days, wearing jackets, etc.)

5. Please think about your favorite experiences of Fall from your childhood to share as stories with the group.

6. On this day, how are you reacting to the coming of Fall?  What is delighting you?  What worries you?

7. To what extent does Autumn feel like a beginning or an ending for you?
Food for Thought
Fall Song by Mary Oliver
Another year gone, leaving everywhere

its rich spiced resides:  vines, leaves
the uneaten fruits crumbling damply

in the shadows, unmattering back

from the particular island

of this summer, this Now, that now is nowhere

except underfoot, moldering

in that black subterranean castle

of unobservable mysteries—roots and sealed seeds

and the wanders of water.  This

I try to remember when time’s measure

painfully chafes, for instance when autumn

flares out at the last, boisterous and like us longing

to stay—how everything lives, shifting

from one bright vision to another, forever

in these momentary pastures.

Bursts of Splendor by Jane Ranney Rzepka

On an airplane recently I sat next to a science teacher from San Francisco.  Twenty-four years old, flying east for the first time, the young man was eager to experience autumn.  He’d never seen leaves change color.

He went on and on about this. “In pictures, some of the leaves look red.  I just can’t believe they could turn bright red!”  I, meanwhile, was trying to write a meditation for Sunday morning, along the lines of appreciating the glory and the beauty that is ours at this time of year—I wanted him to pipe down.  But no, he continued with his incredulity, his delight, his boyish anticipation of the prospective spectacle.

I couldn’t imagine the young science teacher happier than he already was, but as he spoke to me of this plan for his friends, he really began to glow.  He had decided that he would choose one special brilliantly colored leaf for each friend, and make a little gift of it when he returned home.  In six weeks.

Teacher of science though he was, he hadn’t learned that bursts of splendor never last.  He was too young, I guess, and too giddy.

And I couldn’t tell him.

Spirit of transient joy,

Spirit of utter delight,

Our hearts are often anguished and bruised.

May we embrace your glorious moments as if they were forever,

And if we be too innocent, may we be gently forgiven.
Stephanie Certain Matz, CCUU
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