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By the time of my last week with you, it will habeen 424 Sundays (give or take a few for time off,
study leave, and guest speakers) that | have leaprivilege of being in this pulpit speaking witbuy |
have had the privilege of witnessing your livespfrhere. There is nothing else that | know théikes
this relationship of pulpit to pew, or congregantiinister. It is a rare and unusual thing.

As | prepare to depart from this ministry that yeaalled me to eight years ago, naturally, | am fegli
reflective. | have a few different kinds of oppanities to speak with you over the next month: at th
Annual Meeting of the congregation on June 12, griast Sunday of June 19and of course this
morning. There are so many things I'd like to saygd so much that | wish | could articulate but viahic
will forever remain inexpressible.

Today, | had hoped to try to sift through somehaf images from our years together.

| see myself meeting the search committee, thepgobten who dedicated their lives for a year to
finding the right match for what the congregati@u larticulated. | see myself falling in love wittat
special group of people who ably represented UUSMen Candidating Week was over, after we had
potlucked and talked and worshiped together, | voéirfor a walk around the block as the congregatio
voted to call me as the minister. My husband Bath lamalked the neighborhood, and | remember
drinking in the sunshine, the blossoming flowers] the heady sense of possibility for this ministry
with you. That ministry was affirmed as you votec:all me. And so we began.

| see my family moving and settling in, in San Mat&inn, who was 3 back then, had his own room for
the first time when we came here. | see membetiseofongregation bringing us toys for Zinn to play
with. Helping move us in. Taking Bob to dinner wHemas still making my way across the country to
join him here. You were so hospitable and kind.

Over the course of my ministry here, my family Bapanded, and you helped to welcome and dedicate
Denison when she was born almost 5 years ago.

Standing in this sanctuary alone during the we&kguld imagine you all, and imagine those of you
who hadn’t shown up yet, and | would imagine thesjand longings that you would bring into the
space. And over this time together, | felt more amade that this sanctuary became sacred spacace pl
where you were safe to feel, to discern, to praynéditate, to sing, to move, to worship.

There have been extraordinary occasions.

The warm glow spreading throughout the pews adigbtiyour Christmas Eve candles, singing Silent
Night with both longing and joy.

The procession of beauty as you bring your flowershe annual flower communion Sunday. | stand
and witness as the children thoughtfully choosethesright flower to take home.



The annual service of remembrance, when you haveddorward photographs and precious
memories of loved ones who have died.

The ritual of forgiveness. Seeing you as you stieiggth whether or not you are ready, and then,
unsure at first, you stand, gaining strength asagjroach the chancel, to claim a rock and dropat
the water, to mark the beginning of the procedstagive.

The annual ingathering and water communion ceremehgn you pour your water from across the
globe or from your own home tap, both equally megfuil.

Easter morning. Children dressed up in fancy cktiieumpet music filling the air. The smell of dii.
Kids filled with sugar being encouraged to sitl stil

The annual Coming of Age Sundays, when our remékaiung people stand and share their credo
statements, demonstrating how they have been eagedito shape their lives around the important
guestions.

The Bridging Ceremonies when our youth walk actbesridge into adulthood, supported and
encouraged by their families and faith community.

The youth services, with rapping, original poettgd all of the joyful chaos that typifies that sanf
life.

The Sunday morning when the Supreme Court dec(siding that state law against defining
marriage as between a man and a woman was unciosiatl) was announced, and everyone —
EVERYONE! - erupted in applause for a really lomgd.

So many sounds. The pleasant chatter as peoplergattl settle. The depth of stillness in our tirhe o
meditation. The ringing of cell phones. The fullllisilence after a particularly beautiful gift efed by
our musicians. The creak of these pews. The twgtably dropped which roll loudly down the
wooden floor, echoing and mortifying the parentjlereminding the rest of us of the sweetness ef th
children. The church phone, which used to ring $seatly during worship (and could be heard even in
the pulpit!) until we got an updated system. Thellevhispers, and sometimes the snoring.

The feedback of the sound system on occasion. diapisg of the wooden doors opening. The sound
of karaoke, and hooting and hollering, in this saary. The swooshing, snapping, knee-slapping, foot
pounding as we call in the waters during our fadlathering. The drum circle. The sound of a
wheelchair being pushed, a walker being steadikd.rlish of energy as the children enter the sanctua
and when they leave it to go to Religious Educatidre brush of pages together as the hymn is being
located.

The sound of justice being made, demonstrationgatfitical actions being planned, resources being
given to those in need. The sound of doors opessngeople come in late, or step out to comfort thei
fussy toddler. The clomping across the floor inBesner Room and the screeching of the slidingsglas
doors out onto the courtyard. The grumbling abbig, tor that. The busy sound of tents being sehup
Beck Hall for our rotating shelter for temporarligmeless families. The holy sound of laughter in



worship. The holy sound of tears and the elusiaeckefor tissue. The thump of bass in cars drilapg
The sounds of life going on within and around us.

The words. So many words in this space. Words efrgpchosen by you, the congregation for the
annual poetry service. Reflections written by oorship associates, during which they open themselve
completely, to share of struggles, pain, inspiraaod hope. Words from guest speakers. Words from
Intern Ministers, who over the course of the leagfserving year, become clearer in their own giftd
more solid in their ministerial authority.

Words from me: sometimes tired and worn out wosdspetimes hopeful and clear, but always offered
with respect for this pulpit and appreciation fioe privilege of walking with you.

And of course, the sound of music. The gorgeouarorgusic that Allan, our Music Director played.
The choir back then, numbering 10 or 12, dedicatetisteady in their green robes. The sweet
leadership of Jeff Morton, who began opening ufedsht musical possibilities in worship. The
phenomenal playing of Lyudmila, our accompanisirduthat time. The children’s choir, singing (and
percussing) under the direction of Marty HoffmamdPof course, the way we have grown with Shawn
Reifschneider as our Music Director and Paul Zdwés our Accompanist.

Singing with the choir has become a spiritual eigrene. Worship has become flowing, spirited, and
deeper. The liturgy has become more intentionaliendogether, and (from my perspective) far more
satisfying. We can, and do, try virtually anythtingit we want to, always working to create the
opportunity for a worshipful experience. (Next weele get to relish the Festival of Music, a time to
really notice how we have evolved musically as @gregation.)

There have been weddings. Intimate ones, large faresy ones and very simple ones. Civil Unions,
and then Same Sex Marriages, have taken placeMematter the kind of ceremony, always the spirit
of love has been present, and this sanctuary resdr@iched and enobled by the vows made here.

There have been child dedications. Times when we helcomed new life and paused to dedicate
ourselves to the heart and mind of the new chiicheE when they have eaten the roses we are blessing
them with. They have cried, we have cried.

New members have been welcomed, many of them besetyears. (I was surprised to learn that 50%
of our members have joined in the last 8 yearseyTtand before us, full of anticipation that thi#

be a community that will fit where they are in thiegres and encourage them to grow into who they ar
becoming.

And we have said goodbye to many. There are thbsehave left our community because it was not a
good fit for them, because the community changediway that was not comfortable, because they
moved away, or because they died.

There have been so many memorial services. The hasbeen jammed full of people for some of
these services, and for others there have beena@alghndful present. But whenever we have gathered
to honor the story of someone’s life, a deeply megfol gift has been received by each of us. Irsého
times, we have mourned lost possibilities, ackndgéel difficult relationships, and have learned @bou
the beautiful, previously hidden facets of thosehaee known and loved.



Each one of those lives, a blessing to the worstthEone of these lives, a blessing to the world.
There are many things | have seen and felt frosyghlpit over the years.

I have felt unworthy to stand before you, knowihgttl have no more wisdom than any of the rest of
you, yet feeling a calling to minister and to spé&akn my own broken life to meet yours.

I have felt tired, because the ministry that | hdeae here has been challenging and demanding, and
tired because | chose to give myself to it fullgrifaps too fully.

I have felt joy, to my very core, for the ability tlo the work | am called to do, in the congregatio
have been called to, in the most beautiful pladgdéworld to live.

| am so happy to realize that our community isglaee | most want to worship. | am so sad to redtiz
too, because | am soon to leave. Yet | trust the gadl | am answering, and | trust that this
congregation will continue to build on its stronglehealthy foundation.

I have been so fortunate to work with all of thg lkeaders and staff here. | have learned somethimg
each and every one of you. The people in this aairon are so interesting, so savvy, so fun, saga
— it was easy to fall in love with you, and to deefn love over these years. | have been movetidy t
depth of dedication of our Religious Educators, aspecially the steady guiding hand of Kathy Van
Leuwen, who has shown me what it really takes —tvthraally takes! - to run a stellar program.

And | am well aware how lucky | am to have beert pha ministry team. It has been such a blessing t
have a colleague in Lauren Smith over these 4 ywardas been with us.

We have balanced each others strengths and hawe gach other in important ways. We respect and
care for each other. She is my sister in spirit.

I have felt nourished by the worship that togethierhave created. | have been so thankful to leam f
Shawn Reifschneider as | have been able to singout choir, which has been healing and has helped
me to grow. The crafting of worship and the prepanafor and the writing of each sermon has become
the center of my spiritual practice.

I have been honored to work with, mentor, and sugeffour Intern Ministers over my years here
(Myron Andes, Bill Kennedy, Wendy Bartel and Deanandiver). Each one has brought different gifts
to our church. Each one has profoundly affectecbomy ministerial calling, and has shaped the ministe
| continue to become. | am so grateful for thatipgge.

| have felt supported, cared for, appreciated,ldasgsed by the opportunity to walk with you through
the tender times in your lives. | think it was Festr Church who said that being in the ministrykis |
having a front row seat in the theater of life. Yiess like that. | have been uniquely privilegedknow
of your deeper struggles, your highest aspiratiand,to learn from and with you.

From this pulpit, week upon week, | have seen you.



| have seen you enter, whether you were slippirfgrithe first time and crying throughout the seeyi

or returning each and every week to sit in the sspat. | have sometimes felt the energy you were
carrying: the sense of struggle and burden, therggs, the leaning into the silence, or being swep
away by the music. | have sensed the start of e&tionships. | have sensed the dissolution ofretHe
have watched your children become more themselVesie seen those of you who didn’t really want to
be here.

I have watched some of you struggle with a lossdépendence. | have seen you help each other. |
have watched you light candles. | have watchedhgp your children light candles. | have seen you
welcome newcomers. | have seen you ignore themve Been you plotting revolution. | have seen you
trying to find your way into the community, and rsoicceeding. | have seen you trying to maneuver
your differently-abled body through the side aigteparticipate in a rite of passage. | have seen y
evolve and grow bold. | have seen you mired inrss®f defeat. | have witnessed you trying new
things, growing in new ways, and | have felt yoingepulled back into the familiar and comfortable.

I have felt you avoiding my gaze. | have felt yspirit beaming out light during worship. | havetfel
you clinging to sobriety. | have felt you celebngtisobriety. | have sensed your joy at having the
children in worship, and | have sensed times wtenwish you could sit in peace and utter quiet. |
have missed you when you were not here.

| have seen you. It may be an illness, but | thihkve seen everything that has happened in this
sanctuary on the Sundays | have been in the pMpith of that can be described, but much of it
cannot. | carry all of this, and all of you, wite as | go.

I have loved the simple, profound weekly ritual mave shared, of being in worship together. | have
seen you, and | have loved you.

| love your yearnings, your generosity, your wigjimess to grow and be changed in the direction of yo
higher self. I love your families, and | love yatonnections with one another. | love your grumpsnes
at least, in this moment | can say | do — and élalove all your dedication to this congregatioth @uns
living tradition, which has held, nudged, and cai@dyou in all of your spiritual seasons.

| am grateful for all of these 424 Sundays. | aadgb have a few more, during which | hope we will

have the chance to speak to each other of whatwe learned and appreciated from each other. My
hope is that we will move into the future newly agvéhat the only thing that is constant in lifeenge
itself; and that we are resting in the embraceloa larger than we can possibly know.

May it be so.



