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The first poem:

The air is changing by Liam Searles-Bohs, age 12,

chosen and read by Georgiana Searles:
"Our 12 year old grandson, Liam, wrote this poem recently.  I’m sharing it with you because I can relate to what he has to say about autumn, even though my feet no longer grow to fit my shoes!  Also, of course, because I’m proud of the way Liam is able to express himself."

The air is changing

The air is changing,

from the soft, warm air of summer

to the sharp, crisp air of winter,

The cold air that courses up my nose,

effervescent like a cold root beer on a hot summer’s day.

The air that leaves a powdery white cloud of ice crystals as it leaves my mouth.

The air that numbs my soft and supple summer hands 

and makes bare feet a thing of the past.

It is not a bad thing.

It is only a change,

like getting a new pair of shoes and finding they don’t fit quite right, 

but knowing my feet will grow into them.

I love this air!

It gives me a feeling of newness 

A feeling of the slate being wiped clean

A feeling of being able to start anew.

The first reflection:
Liam captures the child in us, the child for whom autumn is a new start – a new school year, a sparkling freshness in the air, an effervescence in the nose – and in the blood.  Uncomfortable at first, perhaps – like a new pair of shoes.  And, at the same time, comforting – your feet will grow, or you will break those new shoes in till they’re as comfortable and familiar as…an old shoe!  You’ve done this before and you remember how it goes.  And still, it’s new every time.

The second poem:

On Turning by Jack Riemer

chosen and read by Rick Searles:

Jack Reimer, the author of my reading, is a rabbi.  What I will read was written as a prayer and it was been published in prayer books of several Jewish religious movements, as well as in our hymnal as a responsive reading, but I think you will agree it reads like poetry.  It gained national attention in 1998 when Bill Clinton chose to use it at a National Prayer Breakfast at a time when he was facing possible impeachment.  It was modified slightly when it was included in our hymnal, deleting a few lines and replacing 'O Lord' with ‘O God'.  I will read the original version.
To everything there is a season,
And there is an appointed time for every purpose
Under heaven.
Now is the time for turning.
The leaves are beginning to turn

From green to red and orange. 

The birds are beginning to turn
To storing their food for the winter.

For leaves, birds, and animals 

Turning comes instinctively.
But for us turning does not come so easily.
It takes an act of will

For us to make a turn.
It means breaking with old habits.

It means admitting that we have been wrong;

And this is never easy.
It means losing face;

It means starting all over again;
And this is always painful. 

It means saying: 'I am sorry.'

It means admitting that we have the ability to change;

And this is always embarrassing.
These things are terribly hard to do.

But unless we turn, we will be trapped forever

In yesterday's ways.
Lord, help us turn—
From callousness to sensitivity,

From hostility to love, 

From pettiness to purpose,

From envy to contentment,
From carelessness to discipline,

From fear to faith.
Turn us around, O Lord, and bring us back towards You.

Revive our lives, as at the beginning.
And turn us towards each other, Lord,

For in isolation there is no life.
The second reflection:

This poet is older, and he has seen more of life.  There’s a weariness here – revive our lives, O Lord.  There’s a wisdom born of experience – It takes an act of will for us to make a turn…and this is never easy…and this is always painful.  There’s a humility – Lord, help us turn.  There’s the weight and the gravity of an ancient religious tradition, for this prayer-that-reads-like-poetry was written for the Jewish holy day of Yom Kippur, the day of atonement and forgiveness, the time each year in the Autumn when each Jewish person examines their conduct over the past year, asks forgiveness of every one whom they have wronged, and resolves to turn to a new way, a better way, of living.  From callousness to sensitivity…from hostility to love…from pettiness to purpose…from carelessness to discipline…now is the time for turning.

The third poem:

Wild Geese by Mary Oliver

Chosen and read by Penny Hooper:
Why did I choose "Wild Geese" which really only relates to autumn and the season in the one line that talks about migrating geese which is an autumnal event?  I think the words of the poem spoke to me about many things other than autumn which were on my heart at that time...., a tough time for me personally following family health issues and Hurricane Irene (hurricanes are something I dread when the fall of the year approaches).  I needed Mary Oliver's words to tell me that I would be OK.....that "the world goes on" and that I have a place it which is partially defined by my "shared ministry" at UCF.  As I have come to understand, a person can receive so much by giving so little and being open to receiving love while you "minister".
You do not have to be good.

You do not have to walk on your knees

For a hundred miles through the desert, repenting.

You only have to let the soft animal of your body love what it loves.

Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine.

Meanwhile the world goes on.

Meanwhile, the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain

are moving across the landscapes,

over the prairies and the deep trees,

the mountains and the rivers.

Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air, are heading home again.

Whoever you are, no matter how lonely,

the world offers itself to your imagination,

calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting – 

over and over announcing your place

in the family of things.

The third reflection:
Autumn has no monopoly on despair, on loneliness.  On the contrary, to feel lonely, to fall into despair, can trigger in us an autumn of the soul: a time of slowing, of closing down, of drawing inward.  There is surely poetry in the paradox that the brightness of autumn is herald to the subdued colors and the dying light of winter.  In autumn the growing season slows, and is overtaken by the season of dormancy, of decay, of death.  Not death forever, not death for everything – for autumn, too, does turn the starwheel, and meanwhile, the world goes on.  Despair does come – and it does go.  Loneliness does come – and it does go.  Autumn does come, and with it the call of wild geese – and neither one can stay; for always, always, geese and autumn and we, are heading home again.

Autumn haikus:
If I were looking for one image to capture the very essence of autumn, it would be a falling leaf – bright, light, stripped down to the barest essentials, fluttering in the wind and so…fleeting.  Just so, haiku captures the very essence of poetry – short, spare, self-contained.  Aria Hansen and Brooke Rogers chose these autumn haiku – like moments of awareness that flutter by, and leave behind an image – and a memory.

Chosen and read by

Aria Hansen

STILL NIGHT

NEAR FULL MOON

CRACKLES IN THE RUNOFF

(AUTHOR UNKNOWN?)

AUTUMN WEEPS

PUDDLES OF SCARLET LEAVES

THE CUT THAT NEVER QUITE HEALS

(AUTHOR KELLY M.)

THE LAST OF THE APPLES

LIES ROTTING ON THE LAWN

LATE PIGEON CHICKS

(AUTHOR RACHEL GREEN)
Chosen and read by

Brooke Rogers

MAROON ACER LEAF

FLOATS IN A RAIN PUDDLE

HOUSEHOLD PAW PRINTS

GOLDEN LEAVES

SCATTERED LIKE WITHERED HEARTS

DARKLING WORLD

YELLOW BIRCH LEAVES

CAUGHT ON LAVENDER SPIKES

OLD POPPY RATTLES



(ALL BY RACHEL GREEN)

The fourth reflection:
Moments of awareness that flutter by, and leave behind an image – and a memory.

Silence…

The fifth poem:

My November Guest by Robert Frost

Chosen and read by Zeb Schobernd

This morning I chose to read "My November Guest" by Robert Frost, and I selected this poem because I appreciate the notion that late autumn, after the leaves have fallen and the weather has started to turn more wintry, has a beauty all its own and isn't a time to mourn the passing of a season.

My November Guest

Robert Frost

My Sorrow, when she's here with me,

 Thinks these dark days of autumn rain

 Are beautiful as days can be;

 She loves the bare, the withered tree;

 She walks the sodden pasture lane.

 Her pleasure will not let me stay.

 She talks and I am fain to list:

 She's glad the birds are gone away,

 She's glad her simple worsted grey

 Is silver now with clinging mist.

 The desolate, deserted trees,

 The faded earth, the heavy sky,

 The beauties she so truly sees,

 She thinks I have no eye for these,

 And vexes me for reason why.

 Not yesterday I learned to know

 The love of bare November days

 Before the coming of the snow,

 But it were vain to tell her so,

 And they are better for her praise.
The fifth reflection:

Dark days; clinging mist; desolate, deserted trees – these, too, are autumn.  These have their own beauty.  These are not the absence of light and life, but the very space in which light and life and poetry unfold.  And if they speak to us through sorrow, well, sorrow  - like loneliness, like despair, like beginnings, like endings – each has its own season in our lives.  The starwheel is turned, and we ourselves are turned, even as we turn ourselves – in tune with the seasons around us, attuned to the seasons within us.  We ourselves are woven into the interdependent web of all existence, and the seasons of our souls are nothing more and nothing less than the heartbeat of the universe.  Effervescence and weeping, turning toward and turning away, autumn and winter and spring – each comes, and goes, and comes again.  

“If there is any sense to seasons it is this,”

wrote Unitarian Universalist minister and poet Max Coots, 

“That time is timeless and time is Life.

Not Spring nor Summer, not even Fall is gone,

Each will be what it becomes, as Winter will be Spring.

The seasons play their walk-on parts, and we can hardly hear the lines, 

much less know all the plot, except the final line:

‘Life abides.’”
And always, always, geese and autumn and we, are heading home again.  And always, always, geese and autumn and we, are home.

Take time now, in silence to be…home.

The bell will lead us into silence, and music will lead us out.

Bell

Silence

Music

Blessed be.

