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In a UU Theology class at seminary, 

we were asked to answer these 

questions:  Do you think or feel that God 

exists?  What is the basis for your 

answer?  If you think God exists, what is 

your concept of God?  If not, what God 

do you not believe in?  What is salvific 

about your concept of God or not-God?  

In other words, is there anything beyond 

us that is a source of hope and healing?  

Is there help for pain?  Can communities 

be repaired?  Is there a force of life 

beyond the reach of human stupidity?  

Are we co-creating the world with 

something larger than ourselves, or is it 

all up to us, or? 

Weighty questions indeed.  As I 

simultaneously become your summer 

minister and make ready to depart from 

you, I will share with you my personal 

answers. 

  I believe something exists that is 

larger than ourselves, something that is a 

source of hope and healing, something 

with which we are co-creating the world.  

I believe in this something, which some 

call God, because I experience it daily.  

Each time I walk in the forest, or take a 

bite of fresh fruit, or look upon the face 

of a loved one, my consciousness 

expands into that of the full living 

universe, ever unfolding, ever in process.  

I become nothing; i become Everything.   

The God I believe in is the power 

that brings all life into being, that attracts 

and holds all matter together, which we 

feel in our hearts and name as Love.  It 

is that power of perception that tells us 

the difference between what is wrong  

and ugly and what is right and beautiful,  

 

 

 

 

 

 

and that impulse which demands we act 

in ways that help life flourish.  In a  

universe composed of systems within 

systems within systems, it is the largest 

level of organization, the system that 

holds all.  When we choose to act 

harmoniously with the system, we and 

others flourish.  When we choose to act 

against it, we harm the whole, including 

ourselves.   

For myself, I have found that when I 

act harmoniously, when I follow the call 

of the power of life to liberate and serve 

and celebrate it, I feel a joy—an 

ecstasy— that is unparalleled by any 

other experience.  And in those times 

when my personal life is full of pain and 

sorrow, I am never alone.  I am always 

held by the vast web of relationships that 

forms the whole, ever companioned by 

the larger consciousness that gave me 

life and of which I am one tiny part.   

So this is a partial description of my 

theology—partial because these poor 

words are wholly inadequate to the task 

of describing something so vast and yet 

so personal, and also because my 

thinking is always in process.  Yet I 

hope this letter to you will spark some 

conversations.  I hope you will ask each 

other these questions as you move 

through the joy and abundance of 

summer here in the beautiful Pacific 

Northwest.   

When I leave here in August, know 

you are deeply loved.  Know how you 

shine, always, in my heart. 

 

Blessings, 

Leisa 


