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February 5, 2017 Multigen service 
Worship Theme: Grace 

 
Welcome/Widening 
Processional Opening Hymn 407 “We’re Gonna Sit at the 
Welcome Table” 
Call to Worship: 
 
Good morning. Our worship theme this month is Grace.  
 
Anne Lamott has said: “I do not at all understand the mystery of 
grace—only that it meets us where we are but does not leave us 
where it found us.” 
 
Let us be open to the mysterious winds of grace; let us raise our 
sails and see where grace will take us.  
 
Each Sunday together we light a chalice, the symbol of 
Unitarian Universalism. Here to light our chalice this service  
     …are the Egan and Lloyd families 
     …is Brendan Joyce.  
 
Chalice  
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Reading: “Any Morning” by William Stafford 
 
Just lying on the couch and being happy. 
Only humming a little, the quiet sound in the head. 
Trouble is busy elsewhere at the moment, it has 
so much to do in the world. 
  
People who might judge are mostly asleep; they can’t 
monitor you all the time, and sometimes they forget. 
When dawn flows over the hedge you can 
get up and act busy. 
  
Little corners like this, pieces of Heaven 
left lying around, can be picked up and saved. 
People won’t even see that you have them, 
they are so light and easy to hide. 
  
Later in the day you can act like the others. 
You can shake your head. You can frown. 
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Homily: Grace Happens  
 
I’ve been doing a lot of shaking my head and frowning these 
days. Trouble is busy all over the world.  
It sometimes seems like if something can go bad, it will.  
There is a common saying in America, a short phrase, but in just 
two words it carries a whole existential commentary on the idea 
that life can be random and unpredictable in a stressful way. 
“Stuff Happens.”  
Some people say it a slightly different way, with a different 
word than “stuff.”  
Either way you say it, it’s an acknowledgement that we just 
aren’t in control of everything,  
and sometimes bad things happen and we have to deal with it. 
Stuff happens. 
 
On my car I have a bumper sticker that turns that saying upside 
down, it says, “Grace happens.”  
 
For me that means that sometimes….:  
unpredictable, seemingly random, unconditional, beautiful and 
joyful and wonderful things happen too.  
Little corners of life, pieces of Heaven left lying around,  
can be picked up, noticed, cherished and saved.  
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A moment of gratitude and joy can break into a day of worry 
and trouble.  
But, grace only happens if we are open to it.  

“The winds of grace are always blowing;  
but you have to raise the sails.” 

 
Grace has lots of meanings:  
Earlier we “said grace” by giving thanks before eating.  
Many people do this every day, or even before every meal.  
Give it a try a couple times this month, either alone or with 
others, with words or in silence, and see how it feels.  
That is our spiritual exercise for the month of Grace. 
 
We say someone is “graceful” when they move in a beautiful 
confident way. We hope the Patriots will be graceful later today. 
 
Synonyms for grace include beauty, dignity, ease, poise, 
compassion, generosity, goodness, kindness, tenderness, prayer, 
mercy, and favor. 
 
Some people say “by the grace of God”—that grace is 
mysterious gift that seems to come without conditions, a gift of 
unexpected beauty, strength, or healing. 
 
So grace is something we can  
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say…see…be…do…and experience. 
 
Even with all these definitions, though, I think grace is one of 
the most difficult to explain things there is.  
I think of it like trying to explain color to someone who can’t 
see color.  
If you didn’t know what the color yellow looked like,  
the only way I could explain it is to describe all kinds of things 
that are yellow.  
Yellow is the experience of looking at the petals of a sunflower; 
yellow is the experience of seeing a school bus.  
Yellow is the experience of the sun shining and its warm rays 
touching my skin.  
Just like yellow is all of those things, I experience grace as 
seeing or feeling something holy and beautiful happening in my 
life or the lives around me.  
It’s an experience of something going magically right just when 
everything else seems to be going wrong.  
Here are some grace-filled moments I experienced recently: 
The sun rising over the trees in my backyard. 
Seeing a news clip of a mother embracing her child at the 
airport. 
Listening to a beautiful song in the middle of a sad funeral. 
Hearing someone tell me they appreciate me. 
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Having a moment of laughter in the middle of a hard 
conversation. 
Walking down the street and suddenly feeling grateful that I am 
alive and healthy and able to walk down the street. 
Little pieces of heaven lying around, easy to pick up and save. 
 
Amazing grace, how sweet the sound, that saved a wretch like 
me, I once was lost but now am found, was blind but now I see.  
 
My colleague Fred Muir wrote in his book Heretics’ Faith,  

“Grace happens, if you’ll reach out and take it.  
Hence the mystery that makes grace amazing:  
while on the one hand you can’t do anything to force grace 
because grace happens,  
at the same time if you don’t create the opportunity,  
if you’re not open to it, if you’re not willing to receive it, 
then there won’t be grace.” 

 
And that is the key thing about grace.  
If we aren’t looking for it, we won’t find it… 
or maybe it won’t find us.  
We can’t force grace.  
Grace reminds us that we don’t control everything.  
 
Sometimes that lack of control is stressful:  
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Stuff happens and we can’t stop it!  
But sometimes that lack of control is a relief,  
something we can lean into with a sigh.  
We, as individuals, can’t fix everything, no matter how much we 
shake our heads and frown.  
Perhaps you have heard that turn of phrase that doing the work 
of justice is not a sprint, but a marathon. Recently I heard a new 
metaphor that I thought was even better.  
Justice work isn’t a solo sport, it is more like a team sport.  
No, not football.  
The work of justice isn’t a sprint, or a marathon—it is a relay. 
We share the work and sometimes, it is our turn to hand off the 
baton and rest.  
Our moment to lie on the couch and be happy and hum.  
To pick up a piece of Heaven and savor it, to experience a 
moment of grace and peace. 
 
Grace happens because the world is so much larger and so much 
more mysterous than we can ever imagine.  
When grace happens, maybe it comes from another person…or 
our community…or from God…or any number of places out 
beyond our control.  
 
 “I do not at all understand the mystery of grace—only that it 
meets us where we are but does not leave us where it found us.”  
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Stuff happens. But thank God, grace happens too.  
 
May you give yourself, this day, this month, this year,  
the space and time and openness to let grace happen in your life.  
May we hand off the baton and rest when we need to, so we may 
be ready to enter the race again. 
May grace work her mysterious ways in our hearts and in our 
world,  
may the winds of grace fill our sails, 
and may grace lead us home. 
 
Amen. 
 
 
Please rise in body or in spirit and sing, from our teal hymnal, 
hymn #1008, “When Our Heart Is in a Holy Place.” 
 
 
 
 
 
And now in our comings and our goings, 
May the light of Love shine upon us, 
out from within us, 
be gracious unto us, 
and give us peace. 
For this is the day we are given; 
Let us rejoice and be glad in it. 
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