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The Message for our Vernal Equinox Service was adapted (with her 

permission) from Rev. Sally White’s Autumnal Equinox message by 

Marilynn Cullison, UCF Worship Committee.   

 

This Reading is from UU Singing the Living Tradition #446 by Joan 

Goodwin 

“To the Four Directions” 

 

   Spirit of the East, Spirit of air, 

of morning and springtime: 

Be with us as the sun rises, 

in times of beginning, times of planting. 

Inspire us with the fresh breath of courage 

as we go forth into new adventures. 

   Spirit of the South, spirit of fire, 

     of noontime and summer: 

    Be with us through the heat of the day 

     and help us to be ever growing. 

    Warm us with strength and energy 

     for the work that awaits us. 

 

   Spirit of the West, spirit of water, 

     of evening and autumn: 

    Be with us as the sun sets 

     and help us to enjoy a rich harvest. 
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    Flow through us with a cooling, healing quietness 

     and bring us peace. 

     

Spirit of the North, spirit of earth 

     of nighttime and winter: 

    Be with us in the darkness, 

     in the time of gestation. 

    Ground us in the wisdom of the changing seasons 

     As we celebrate the spiraling journey of our lives. 

    

 

We know the turning seasons by the calendar; by the changing light, the 

shifting temperatures, the ambient humidity; by our own responding moods 

and humors.   

 

In the Northern Hemisphere, Vernal Equinox occurs around March 21 when  

 

day and night are of equal length, marking the start of spring.  This is said to  

 

represent a period of struggle between darkness and light, and the many  

 

images and symbols of Spring Equinox speak of our rejuvenation,  

 

awakening, and our coming out of winter’s hibernation with energy and  

 

enthusiasm for what comes next.   

 

And so tomorrow brings the beginning of spring.   Leaves emerge and buds 

form, ending bare stalks and branches.  Spring flowers abound.  Birds, 



Vernal Equinox 

Unitarian Coastal Fellowship 

March 21, 2021 

 

 

 

3 

butterflies, and mammals are migrating to their summer grounds and prepare 

their plans for nesting and emergence from winter hibernations. 

 

This is a time of making ready – making space for what comes next, for 

something new, for rebirth. 

 

So, too, the seasons turn in each of our lives, and in the life of our 

congregation.  Beloved members and friends move away, or die; retire from 

a career or discover a new passion.  What was familiar ends.  What is 

beloved goes away.  As for the beginning of the ending of the Covid 

pandemic, what we thought we could not endure is slowly eroding, and 

some day will again be very different from before. 

 

And always, always, something new moves into the empty spaces.  In our 

hearts.  In our lives.  Nothing ever stays the same – not love, not loss.  The 

turning seasons change, and change us with them.  May we welcome the 

turning, embrace the change.  May we share with one another our stories of 

rebirth.   

 

We know the turning seasons by the evidence of our senses: by what we 

observe and experience and understand about the world around us, the world 

outside us.  But deeper than knowing with our understanding and our 

intellect – deeper still is a rhythm of life inside us, changing seasons of our 

lives moving within and moving through us.  Though the storms and 

weather patterns of the last few years belie what we’ve come to believe is 
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“normal”, the seasons of the world move slowly, predictably: the rain and 

coolness of winter gradually giving way to the warmth and humidity of 

spring. 

 

The seasons of our lives seem more mercurial.  Any given day may begin in 

laughter and end in tears.  News of the illness or the death of a loved one; of 

a natural disaster or a humanitarian tragedy can chill us like the coldest 

winter.  A new love, a new baby, a clean check-up, getting that job or getting 

into that school, being able to visit with family once again- these can lift our 

spirits like the freshness of spring. 

 

The cycles of our lives turn within the cycles of the earth like wheels within 

wheels: the changing moods of our hours and our days cycle within the 

larger external changes of seasons turning year after year.  And the turning 

seasons of the earth offer us perspective.  What is beloved goes away.  What 

was familiar ends.  We’ve “paused” over this past year, some of us found 

more time for introspective reflection, while others have simply “struggled”. 

What we think we cannot endure slowly dissipates, and some day will be no 

more.  But nothing is lost in the ceasing of winter cold and storms, in the 

balancing of light and darkness, for the seeds of newness erupting into our 

lives. 

 

As well, our lifetimes unfold in a rhythm like the seasons: childhood like 

morning, like springtime, a time of beginning.  Youth like noontime, like 

summertime, a time of growing into fullness.  Adulthood like evening, like 
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autumn, a time of harvest.  Old age like nighttime, like winter, a time of 

wisdom and of gestation.  With each successive year of living we know 

better that every season makes way for the one that follows; that neither day 

nor night, neither summer nor winter lasts forever; that holding too tightly to 

what is now leads to stuck-ness, not stability. 

 

Earth-centered traditions celebrate the sacred circles of life, encourage us to 

see the turning wheels within wheels, to see the rhythms that hold us 

securely even as the turning seasons change, and change us with them.  The 

great wisdom of earth-centered religions is the insight that all the earth and 

all the heavens are holy.  That humanity and divinity are not separate, but 

connected in the deepest places.  That all existence – all living things and the 

rocks and the seas and the air we breathe and the sun that warms us – all 

move together, flow together, turn together. 

 

That each small act of production, of consumption, of conservation or of 

waste touches every part of this interconnected system which is our home, 

which is the life of body and spirit.  That my life is not separate from yours, 

and we are inextricably linked to weather and climate, to birds and fish and 

penguins and polar bears.  That when we change what we do, as we change 

what we do, we change the course of everything. 

 

Our opening words evoke this earth-centered way.  In language like poetry, 

these words of Unitarian Universalist religious educator Joan Goodwin 

invite us to approach every part of the world around us as a source of wise 
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counsel.  Invite us to appreciate the whole of the body and the spirit of life as 

a textbook for living in harmony with all existence.  Invite us to consider the 

very universe as a living scripture that traces and illuminates the sacred web 

that holds us. 

 

As with the earth, so with us, there is need for a time of cooling, healing , 

quietness.  Looking back over this past year of isolation and pandemic, if we 

personally have not dealt with the Covid illness, we’ve probably had a time 

to pause, to reflect, to push the “reset” button.  There is need for a time to 

cut away the chaff, the no-longer-useful, the outworn or outgrown or 

outdated in our lives.  It is too easy to be caught up in the “must dos” and the 

“want tos” of a busy life; to get to the end of the day and fall into bed, 

exhausted; to hit the ground running in the morning and not take the time to 

process what we are doing – those big things and small things that link us, 

inextricably, to birds and fish and penguins and polar bears – and to our own 

circling, cycling selves.  Or to feel ourselves getting older, slowing down, 

disconnected, shaken loose from all that once gave our life meaning. 

 

Like the poetry of Emily Dickinson, the associations are loose, and flexible. 

The metaphor of spring, the feeling of March winds  and anticipation of 

April rains reminds us to take time, to make time, for balance, for peace.  As 

the sun rises, as evening falls, as the vernal equinox balances light and 

darkness; as the rising green appears, as waves break on the beach or winds 

blow -may we be reminded.  May we remember, that winter’s ending is 

spring’s beginning, in us as in the world. 
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May we remember the rhythm of endings and beginnings; may we welcome 

the turning and embrace the change.  May our religion be for us an 

affirmation of the larger cycles within which our smaller cycles unfold. 

 

This morning, we are greeted from the East, a place of air, of morning, of 

springtime.  Place of sunrise, of beginning, of planting.  Place of inspiration, 

of courage, of going forth into new adventures.  As we look forward with 

hope for this pandemics’ ending, we recognize the wisdom of the changing 

seasons, in the spiraling journey of our lives.   

 

Turning seasons change, and change us with them.  May we welcome the 

turning, embrace the change.  May we share with one another our stories of 

endings and rebirth.   

 

Blessed be. 

 

 


