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Most of us anticipate the unfolding of summer with expectations of relaxation, rejuvenation, and enjoyment. With extended daylight and warm temperatures comes the possibility for activities beyond our daily routine.   As we end our time together, let us share our hopes for the coming months.    

Words for Gathering:

I told the Sun that I was glad,

I’m sure I don’t know why;

Somehow the pleasant way he had

Of shining in the sky,

Just put a notion in my head

That wouldn’t it be fun

If, walking on the hill, I said

“I’m happy” to the Sun.

by John Drinkwater

Sitting in Stillness

As we prepare to create and enter a sacred space, let us take a moment to sit in silence together.  

Checking-in:

Please light a candle and tell us what has been happening in your life.  The group will listen with care, but without comment; please feel free to offer support after the group meeting. If you like, you may light your candle in silence.

Theme for Reflection: Summering

Summer Meditation by Robert T. Weston

Now blows the wind with soft, relaxing warmth. 

The sun beats down. The schools are out. 

Children swarm in the playgrounds and the streets, and eager city folk, vacation-bound, crowd the broad highways. 

The lakes and seashores lose their solitude 

And all the world seems turned to carnival. 

What of ourselves? There could be, now, deep peace, a time for soul searching. 

We might turn to examine our own lives, to sort and probe our tendencies of thought, 

To sift the true from false in the things of doubt, 

The beautiful from ugliness unmarked. 

The sun beats down; it is a time for pause. 

Even the trees seem resting for a time as if to meditate and gather strength for the more strenuous times that lie ahead. 

And shall not we? Here's the unfinished clay, half-molded, that still waits on us. 

To think what we have been and as we are 

Still yet have to become.

The Summer Day by Mary Oliver
 
Who made the world?
Who made the swan, and the black bear?
Who made the grasshopper?
This grasshopper, I mean--
the one who has flung herself out of the grass,
the one who is eating sugar out of my hand,
who is moving her jaws back and forth instead of up and down,
who is gazing around with her enormous and complicated eyes.
Now she lifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her face.
Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away.

 

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?

From the Rig-Veda (Hindu sacred text)

In the beginning was darkness swathed in darkness;

All this was unmanifested water.

Whatever was the One, coming into being.

Hidden by the Void,

Was generated by the power of Heat.

In responding to the following questions, know that they are your launching ground. Respond to the questions that speak to you personally or, if you’d rather, comment on the readings.

As spring begins to change again into summer, how are you are also changing?

What challenges and opportunities does summer hold for you?

How (if at all) does your sense of time shift in the summer in your personal life, your work or school life, your family life, your church life?

How does the heat and light of summer affect your body, mind and spirit?

Do you look forward to summer? What part(s) do you most enjoy?

SGM Closure:

How has your SGM participation enriched your experience of community both as a member of your small group and as a friend or member of the UU Church of Kent?

Likes and Wishes:


Please tell us what you liked and what you wish might have been different about this meeting.

Words for Parting

Dandelions by Diane Corbin

I admire dandelions. 
They rise up unbidden, 
dotting the lawn 
with spots of gold. 

You can’t get them out. 
For every one 
dug from the earth 
legions sprout 
in their stead. 

They stand up for their right 
to be where they choose, 
defiantly yellow in the grass. 

They are subversive, 
taking back their wildness 
from the cultivated bluegrass, 
audaciously disrupting 
the mowed evenness. 

When dandelions turn 
from gold to grey 
they send their daughters 
on the wind to reclaim 
the feral earth. 

Extinguish candles

SGM Evaluation:


These evaluations are very important for the continued improvement of the SGM program!



