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Bonfire at the Beach 
 
We are here to abet creation and  

to witness it, 
to notice each other’s beautiful face  

and complex nature 
so that creation need not play to an empty house. 
- Annie Dillard (from Singing the Living Tradition, #420) 

 
 
Chalice Lighting  This earthen chalice was born of clay and water, the flesh and blood of Gaia;  

     Given form by the hand of the potter;  
     Set by the bonding fire of the kiln.  
As we touch the flame to her lips, joining fire and air,  
     May her light remind us of that unity of earth, air, fire, and water,  
     of plant and animal, human and mineral, that we and the earth are one 

 - Edwin Lane, UUA Worship Web 
 
 
Opening Reading Some things, say the wise ones who know everything,  

are not living. I say, 
you live your life your way and leave me alone.  
 
I have talked with the faint clouds in the sky when they 
are afraid of being left behind; I have said, Hurry, hurry! 
and they have said: Thank you, we are hurrying. 
 
About cows, and starfish, and roses, there is no 
argument. The die, after all.  
 
But water is a question, so many living things in it, 
but what is it, itself, living or not? Oh, gleaming 
 
generosity, how can they write you out? 
 
As I think this I am sitting on the sand beside 
the harbor. I am holding in my hand 
small pieces of granite, pyrite, schist. 
Each one, just now, so thoroughly asleep. 

 - Mary Oliver, “Some Things, Say the Wise Ones” 
 
 
Quiet Reflection I know that you believe you understand what you think I said, but I'm not sure 

you realize that what you heard is not what I meant 
 - Robert Mcloskey 
 
Sharing/ 
Check-In  Take two or three minutes to share how you are spiritually, psychologically, 

emotionally, and physically. You can speak or you can pass. We want to know how 
you are in this moment. 
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Reflection/Silent  
Nature Walk to Beach  Take this opportunity to find a few items of nature that catch your eye. Bring 

them with you to the bonfire, or write down what they are and what about they 
caught your eye.  

 
Lighting of the Bonfire 
 
 
Sharing/Deep  
Listening  Speak about this topic in any way that is comfortable to you. If you choose to use the 

questions, focus on just one or two, as this will allow you to go deeper into the topic. 
 

 How does time spent in nature affect your spirituality? 
 What is your favorite place in nature to go, and why?  
 How has living in a city altered your perception of nature? 
 What objects did you pick up on your nature walk? What about those objects 

attracted your attention? What do you find beautiful, interesting, or odd about 
them?  

 
Discussion This is a time to supportively respond to something another person said or to relate 

additional thoughts that may have occurred as others shared. 
 
 
Checkout/ 
Likes & Wishes What did you like about this meeting? What would you like to see change at future 

meetings? 
 
 
Closing Reading/ 
Extinguish Bonfire The mosquito is so small 

it takes almost nothing to ruin it.  
Each leaf, the same.  
And the black ant, hurrying. 
So many lives, so many fortunes! 
Every morning, I walk softly and with 

forward glances 
down to the ponds and through the 

pinewoods.  
Mushrooms, even, have but a brief hour 
before the slug creeps to the feast, 
before the pine needles hustle down 
under the bundles of harsh, beneficent 

rain. 
 
How many, how many, how many 
make up a world! 
And then I think of that old idea: the 

singular and the eternal.  

One cup, in which everything is swirled 
back to the color of the sea and the sky. 
Imagine it! 

 
A shining up, surely! 
In the moment in which there is no wind 
over your shoulder, 
you stare down into it,  
and there you are,  
your own darling face, your own eyes. 
And then the wind, not thinking of you, 
just passes by, 
touching the ant, the mosquito, the leaf, 
and you know what else! 
How blue is the sea, how blue is the sky, 
how blue and tiny and redeemable 
everything is, even you, 
even your eyes, even your imagination.  
- Mary Oliver, “One”  

 


