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Readings 
  
The First Reading is from MARK WARD 
 
In the first glimmers of morning,  
the world begins to take shape.  
First vague outlines, patterns of light and dark,  
then colors—dun branches of trees  
and withered winter grass.  
The brightening sky bathes a familiar landscape  
with a glow as it sleepily reveals itself.  
 
Blessed morning!  
 
Oh, to have another day,  
to wake from whatever night thoughts dwell within,  
to rise and have the world unfold before us,  
where the possible unwinds into the actual,  
where dreams await their fulfilling,  
 
where we meet, once again,  
to live into the hope that gathers.  
 
Blessed morning!  
 
Our Second Reading is: LEADING TO FOLLOW by Amy Carol Webb 

"Walk ahead and let me put my steps in your steps," she said as we grouped to go up the 
mountain. “You seem so sure-footed and I so surely am not." It's from my ancestors, this 
sense I discovered as a  child, this way my feet can grasp the earth, can know footholds 
on unfamiliar ground, unafraid. One moonless night, I was eleven or twelve, my mother 
and I were stranded by a broken car deep on a dark  wooded country road. "Don't worry, 
Mom," I said as we headed out through pitch black, "I can see with my feet." She wasn't 
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sure what to make of me, but she let me lead and we made it out to a neighboring 
farmhouse without trouble. 
 
But on this day, on this mountain, I dearly yearned to follow. I wanted to make my way a 
small distance behind our group, in silence. I wanted to be at least a little alone with the 
wind and sun and sky. With just the sound of leaves and birds and this morning's 
rainwater trickling along the way. With the low hum of wise old trees, and the whip of 
sinewy saplings extending strong arms along the rocks. My blood sings in the woods. A 
song I know in the farthest corners of my soul. A song I hadn't heard in far too long, and 
ached to hear—if only, on this trek, I could follow.  
 
"Let me put my steps in your steps," she said. My new friend with a new knee and a new 
hiking pole and a newfound courage, anxious to put all three to use on a mountain trail 
this beautiful autumn afternoon. And so, we set off, with her right behind me step for 
step, others taking the rear behind her, all of us proceeding as quietly as possible. I'm 
not exactly sure on what part of the trail it occurred to me that I wasn't leading. At that 
particularly steep rock outcropping by the reddening maple tree? At the bend where the 
cottonwoods leaned in to help? The overlook where we all stood breathless, partly 
because of the view partly because of the climb? I'm not sure which moment, as I chose 
my steps with my friend's in mind.  
 
But the thought rose as powerful as my blood rising to muscles that had forgotten all 
about mountains: "I am following."   
 
Sermon 
“Morning has come, arise and greet the day!” We sang this morning. “Dance with joy 
and sing a song of gladness!”  

“Open our eyes to see that life abounds; 
open hearts to welcome it among us. 
The light of love here shines upon each face. 
May it bring faith to guide our journey home.” 
We greet the day with open eyes and open hearts.  
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We greet the day with wonder and curiosity that we hope will bring us love and 
faith to guide us through the day and those ahead. To greet the unknown as a friend and 
not a foe. 

In one of my classes in my last year of seminary, a visiting scholar came to speak 
to us about improvisation in ritual.  

We began the class with a poem read aloud by the group, but without any pre-
assigned parts, without any guidance as to when to stop and when to start again. 

We were to read a part of it and allow what happened to happen. She explained to 
us that there was no way to get it wrong, and that the unexpected was part of what made 
it beautiful.  

We were skeptical, and uncomfortable not knowing what was going to happen, 
and if we were going to get it right.  

But once we got courageous and got going, and suddenly three people spoke out, 
and then someone decided to re-read a part they thought was important, and the silence 
rang out during an unexpected pause – it felt like a holy process. 

We didn’t know what was going to happen, we didn’t know if it would ever be OK, 
and yet it was. Because we were brave together, because of something else she taught us: 

About being open, being open to the unknown. She taught us about the beauty in 
letting go of anxiety. 

This lesson has stuck with me so clearly all of these years, mostly because of this 
questions that she asked us: “What do you think the opposite of anxiety is?”  

How would you all answer that question? (wait for answers) We answered with a 
variety of words, like calm, centered, and acceptance. Her response was “the opposite of 
anxiety is curiosity.  

“Anxiety is ‘Oh no, what’s gonna happen,’ and curiosity is ‘Oh yeah, what’s gonna 
happen?’” Anxiety is thinking about the outcome of events – and imagining the worst – 
and curiosity is about thinking about the outcome of events – and imagining the best. Or 
at least being open to any outcome as it arises.  

The story that Amy shared with us comes from several traditions, but if we take it 
from a Buddhist perspective, the lesson to be learned, it seems to me, is that of non-
attachment to outcomes.  

What I understand about Buddhism, which is from an overview perspective, what 
I understand about Buddhism is that it teaches the idea that all we experience, all 
negative feelings we have and sometimes act on, all positive feelings we have and 
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sometimes act on - are related to our attachment. We love something because we have 
an attachment. We love the people in our lives, we love the animals that brighten our 
days, we love the possessions we keep close and hate to have any of those things or 
people removed from our lives. The stronger the attachment the bigger the feelings we 
have.  

Now some people would say that the point of Buddhism is to rid yourselves of 
attachment, to detach ourselves from those things we love, and hate. Because as I have 
learned, if you are to detach and go numb, you lose both the things you are trying to 
avoid and the things you desperately love.  

But I think that what Buddhism asks of us isn’t to detach from everything we love 
to avoid feeling bad. I think what Buddhism asks of us is to embrace the attachments 
that bring us hope and love and grief and loss, and to be present to them in the moment. 
To not give our attention to what could be (anxiety); but to give our attention to what is 
in the present moment. 

I think Buddhism asks us to find the difference between the things that are worth 
being attached to, worth feeling the big feelings about, and those smaller less important 
things we attach ourselves to that make us miserable for no good reason. Keep the first, 
let go of the last. 

Take the farmer in the story for example. He seems completely detached from the 
comings and goings of his livestock, and clearly doesn’t seem to concerned that his son 
has broken his leg. He doesn’t let the everyday ups and downs of owning a farm disturb 
his everyday existence.  

But he isn’t detached when it comes to caring for his animals and his family, he 
continues to value them in his life, while allowing for the possibility that they will not be 
present in the future. He comes to his life with what is often known in Zen Buddhist 
practice as the beginners mind. An open curiosity about what is currently unfolding. 

When we are healthy and resilient people, reacting with curiosity comes 
naturally. But it isn’t easy to be resilient, because resiliency comes with vulnerability to 
outcomes beyond our control. In other words, to embrace positive change, we need to be 
willing to have both good and bad things happen. 

Because that is what it means to be alive. We have no control over the final 
outcome of any action we take. We often cannot even imagine the full impact that we 
have in any given situation.  Life is so complex and intertwined that we can never really 
know, is it good or bad, will it all be OK? We just don’t know.                                                                                                                             
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Once again the news from a Saturday night is of tragedy and lives lost to fear and 
violence out of Texas. Once again our Sunday morning is given over to acknowledge the 
things we don’t want happening in our country, in our lives in our world.  

It feels futile sometimes. How can we be curious about what happens next? It 
feels hopeless. How are we to be curious about what stops us from giving it all up to go 
make peace, when our vulnerability is all used up just trying to survive?  

It feels too much to be curious about what replaces our systems as they fail us. It 
feels too much to be curious about the lives of our children and their grandchildren. 
How do we know anything will be OK? 

My answers to that are two-fold. First: I don’t know. This is beginners mind: “I 
don’t know, I have no answers”. The other answer I hold is:  to stay present and ask the 
questions that come up, to have a beginners mind helps us to imagine a future where 
everything is OK for humanity.  

And to fully embrace non-attachment, I imagine that even if everything is not OK 
for humanity, everything will still be OK with our planet. And if everything is not OK for 
our planet, everything will still be OK with our solar system, the milky way, the universe. 
And if it’s not, somewhere somehow it will still be OK, because the end is never the end, 
it is always another beginning. 

I learned, or relearned, some basic astronomy the other day. I know it is basic 
because I learned it from a show aimed at young children that my three year old son 
watches: Story Bots. 

I relearned that a star is formed when a super thick cloud of gas and dust gets 
really really really close together and become so thick that they create their own gravity. 
And then the gravity compacts things together even further, collapsing in on itself until a 
flaming ball of gas implodes into existence.  

Looking at pictures recently released by NASA, I also was reminded of what 
happens when a star burns out. Once those burning gasses are exhausted they explode 
back out into dust and gasses, making it possible for another star to form. The images 
that NASA released were a series of shots over a decade or two of a star that exploded, 
showing the colorful gasses expanding and contracting as time passes.  

I look at those images, turned into a short clip, and imagine all of those gases and 
pieces of dust once perhaps held the key to life on a planet that was destroyed with the 
star’s explosion. Now all mixed together, slowing waiting to become thick enough again, 
to have gravity cause it to implode again, so it can once again, be the key to life on a 
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planet that will form again, in a thousand years or more once the star has come into 
being.  

The cycle of life on a massive scale. All that once was becomes new again. 
Beginnings and endings are the same, yet we don’t usually get to see the proof.  

We don’t usually get to see the photos collected. But some future child maybe 
will. Maybe they will get to witness the video, made of hundreds of years, or thousands 
of years of photos collected, witnessing the great cycle of our universe. Or maybe not. 
We don’t know the outcome. We don’t know.  

Can we arise and greet the unknown day with curiosity, wondering “oh Wow, this 
is amazing, what will happen next?” Can we wonder what the next thing will be without 
despairing about all that will be lost?  

Because we really don’t know if something that seems bad IS bad, or something 
that seems good IS good. Each moment, each event in a life leads to the next, choices, 
chances, each moment leading us to this moment, not good or bad, although weighted 
with good and bad feelings, not good or bad, but human, real, present.  

What will you notice today? What will spark your curiosity? What beauty will you 
witness, what life will you touch, even without knowing it? How will you arise and greet 
the day? 


