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Lighting of Chalice 
 
 We light our Chalice this Mother’s Day 
 With deep gratitude for those who have given us our very lives, 
 Who have nurtured and nourished us, 
 Who have cared for and loved us, 
 Who have passed their light on to us. 
 
Welcoming Hymn #91: “Mother of All” (pre-recorded) 
 
Our musical selections for today’s service, other than the earlier Gathering Song, are all 
pre-recorded hymns sung by Harmony Rutter, accompanied by LeRoy Davidson, with 
Dan Parrish as the sound technician. Thanks to all of you for preparing these pieces this 
past week for this Mother’s Day service. The first hymn, titled “Mother of All,” is a 
hymn of praise for the Great Mother of all of us. 
 
    Mother of all, in every age, 
    in every clime adored, 
    by saint, by poet, and by sage, 
    your praises high have soared. 
 
    Goddess of nurture and of love, 
    all nature sings your care. 
    In life’s extravagance you prove 
    the gift of giving fair. 
 
    O spirit of unfolding grace 
    and deepest mystery, 
    teach us compassion’s gentle face 
    and wisdom’s mastery. 
 
    Teach us to cherish this proud earth, 
    its fragile beauty praise, 
    and for the dreams your joy gives birth, 
    a hopeful future raise. 
 
Story for All Ages – “The Invisible String;” written by Patrice Karst, illustrated by 
Joanne Lew-Vriethoff, read by Sandy Goodwick 



 
Meditation Hymn #409: “Sleep, My Child” (pre-recorded) 

 
 Our second hymn on this Mother’s Day Sunday is a lovely lullaby from our gray-
covered hymnal titled “Sleep, My Child.” 
 
    Sleep, my child, and peace attend you, all through the night. 
    I who love you shall be near you, all through the night. 
    Soft the drowsy hours are creeping, 
    hill and vale in slumber sleeping, 
    I my loving vigil keeping, all through the night. 
 
    Mother, I can feel you near me, all through the night. 
    Father, I know you can hear me, all through the night. 
    And when I am your age nearly, 
    still I will remember clearly, 
    how you sang and held me dearly, all through the night. 
 
    While the moon her watch is keeping, all through the night; 
    while one-half the world is sleeping, all through the night. 
    Even while the sun comes stealing, 
    visions of the day revealing, 
    breathes a pure and holy feeling, all through the night. 
 
Reading for Two Voices 
 
On this Mother’s Day Sunday, and as spring is in full swing, I thought we could do 
something a bit lighter, or, if not lighter, something with more story in it, such as the 
telling of a fairy tale. 
 
Fairy tales may be referred to as “minor myths.” Not the “major myths” that explore 
cosmic issues and our place in the vastness of time and space; but, rather, “secondary 
myths” that deal with everyday, practical, down-to-earth concerns in clever and 
entertaining ways. 
 
But both the “cosmic myths” of major religions and the “minor myths” of fairy tales have 
to do with stories that emerge from the imagination. And both relate, first of all, to inner 
realities and psychological processes, not exterior realities and physical processes. 
 
Our Reading this morning, which Bob and I will jointly read, consists of a series of 
statements that I have pulled together from the writings of Joseph Campbell, one of the 
great modern scholars of world mythology.  
 
FIRST READER: What is the meaning of a tree, of a butterfly, of the birth of a child? 
What is the meaning of the song of the rushing stream, or of the universe itself? 
 



SECOND READER: Who can answer? Such wonders simply are. They precede 
meaning, though “meanings” can be read into them. 
 
FIRST READER: So, likewise, are the images of mythology. They open like flowers to 
the conscious mind’s amazement and may then be searched to the root for meaning as 
well as arranged to serve practical ends. 
 
SECOND READER: The holy tales and images of mythology are messages to the 
conscious mind from quarters of the spirit unknown to normal daylight consciousness. 
 
FIRST READER: They speak not of outside events, but of themes of the imagination. 
 
SECOND READER: They refer not to any geographical scene, but to a landscape of the 
soul. 
 
FIRST READER: If read as referring to events in the field of time and space – whether of 
past, present, or future – they will have been misread, and their force deflected. 
 
SECOND READER: Myths tell us of matters fundamental to ourselves, enduring 
essential principles about which it would be good for us to know. 
 
FIRST READER: They tell us in picture language of powers of the psyche, permanent 
features of the human spirit to be recognized and integrated into our lives. 
 
SECOND READER: Through myths our conscious minds are kept in touch with our own 
most secret, motivating depths.  
   (“Holy Tales and Images of Mythology,” statements from the writings of Joseph Campbell) 
 

FAIRY TALES FOR THE EARLY YEARS 
 
The place of fairly tales in the religious journey 
 
The bulk of this morning’s sermon will focus on a particular fairly tale, but let me begin 
by addressing the question of where and how fairy tales fit into the religious journey. 
 
In a commentary that Joseph Campbell wrote on the Grimm‘s Fairy Tales, he made a 
distinction, as you just heard from the reading that Bob and I did, between “myths” and 
“fairy tales” – myths being the central stories by which religions, cultures, and 
individuals structure themselves, while fairy tales are primarily “a form of entertainment” 
to fill “the vacant hour.” (p. 863)  
 
The motifs of the fairy tale, says Campbell, may “be plucked from the tree of myth,” but 
the “craft” of the storyteller is “never precisely of the mythological order.” (p. 862) 
 
And then Campbell makes the interesting and ironic point that whereas in our time the 
great myths that founded whole civilizations are disregarded and not taken seriously, 
fairly tales are still of interest. Writes Campbell:  
 

 “By an ironic paradox of time, the playful symbolism of the folk tale – a product 
of the vacant hour – today seems to us more true, more powerful to survive, than the 



might and weight of myth. […] [W]hen the acids of the modern world dissolved the 
kingdoms of the gods, the tales in their essence were hardly touched. The elves were 
less real than before; but the tales, by the same token, the more alive. So that we may 
say that out of the whole symbol-building achievement of the past, what survives to 
us today (hardly altered in efficiency or function) is the tale of wonder.” (pp. 862-863)    

 
Why have these “tales of wonder” survived? Campbell, again: 
 

 “Its world of magic is symptomatic of fevers deeply burning in the psyche: 
permanent presences, desires, fears, ideals, potentialities, that have glowed in the 
nerves, hummed in the blood, baffled the senses, since the beginning.” (p. 863)  
 

Four functions of myths 
 
The fairy tales that we continue to connect with, as Campbell says, are “plucked from the 
tree of myth.” And that “tree of myth,” he says, functions for us in four basic ways: 

 
 1) The first and most basic function of myth is what Çampbell calls the “mystical” or 
“metaphysical” function, which has to do with awakening and maintaining in the 
individual a sense of the rapture of being alive and of being seized by the mystery of 
being. 
  
 2) A second function of mythology Campbell names the “cosmological” function, 
which has to do with showing how the infinite, unoriginated, mysterious Creative Power 
at the heart of all being shines in and through one’s current picture of the cosmos. 
 
 3) The third function of myth Campbell identifies as a “sociological” one, which has 
to do with validating and maintaining the social and moral order of your society by 
connecting it with the depths of being, and showing how that depth plays in and through 
your society.  
 
 4) And then, fourthly and finally – and this is the one we have to pay attention this 
morning – there is, what Campbell calls, the “psychological” or “pedagogical” function 
of myth, which relates the individual and the mystery of one’s being to the typical stages 
of human development.  
 
And those stages are basically three in number, says Campbell: 
 1), the dependence of youth;  
 2), the independence and self-responsibility of adulthood; and,  
 3), disengagement from this particular vehicle of life and the return to the mysterious 
Sourceland from which we all come. 
  
And, here, in this fourth function is largely where fairy tales make their contributions, for 
they are a traditional source of teaching what the values of the different stages of life are.  

 
Three basic categories of fairy tales 



 
One scholar of fairy tales is Dr. Allan Chinen. Dr. Chinen is a psychiatrist in the Jungian 
tradition who has written two instructive books on fairy tales, namely, Once Upon a 
Midlife and In the Ever After. And he divides fairy tales into three basic categories: 1) 
fairy tales for the early years, 2) fairy tales for the middle years, and 3) fairy tales for the 
elder years. 

 
Now, most of the fairy tales we know the best are fairy tales that deal with the issues and 
the psychology of youth. Dr. Chinen finds that in approximately 85% of the fairy tales, 
the protagonist – the figure carrying the main action – is a youth, challenged with having 
to cross the difficult and dangerous bridge leading from childhood and adolescence into 
adulthood and maturity. 
 
A typical storyline for these fairy tales for youth is, of course: Prince and Princess meet, 
fall in love, defeat horrible enemies with magical assistance, marry, and then live happily 
ever after.  
 
But what happens in later adulthood after you find yourself in the land of “happily ever 
after?” Sometimes those youthful tales wear a bit thin.   
 
But, fortunately, there are also some fairly tales – about 10% of them – in which the 
protagonists are in the middle years of their lives. 
 
And then there are also about 5% of the fairy tales in which the protagonists are elderly.  
 
Perhaps, sometime in the future, I will have the opportunity to get into those fairy tales. 
 
But this morning I will read a fairy tale for youth. It’s titled “Tom Thumb” and comes in 
many versions. The one I will to read to you is an English version.   
 
So, settle in front of your screen at home or in front of the screen in the OUUF sanctuary 
and allow this fairy tale to carry you along with it. 
 

Tom Thumb 
 
A poor peasant sat one evening by his hearth and poked the fire, while his wife sat 
opposite spinning. He said: "What a sad thing it is that we have no children; our home is 
so quiet, while other folk's houses are noisy and cheerful." 
  
"Yes," answered his wife, and she sighed; "even if it were an only child, and even if it 
were no bigger than my thumb, I should be quite content; we would love it with all our 
hearts." 
  
Now, some time after this, she had a little boy who was strong and healthy, but he was no 
bigger than a thumb. Then they said:   
 



"Well, our wish is fulfilled, and, small as he is, we will love him dearly"; and because of 
his tiny stature they called him Tom Thumb.  
 
They let him want for nothing, yet the child grew no bigger, but remained the same size 
as when he was born.  Still, he looked out on the world with intelligent eyes, and soon 
showed himself a clever and agile creature, who was lucky in all he attempted. 
 
One day, when the peasant was preparing to go into the forest to cut wood, he said to 
himself: "I wish I had someone to bring the cart after me." 
 
“O father!" said Tom Thumb, "I will soon bring it. You leave it to me; it shall be there at 
the appointed time."  
 
Then the peasant laughed, and said: “How can that be? You are much too small even to 
hold the reins.” 
  
“That doesn't matter, if only mother will harness the horse," answered Tom. "I will sit in 
its ear and tell him where to go.” 
  
“Very well,” said the father, “we will try it for once.” 
 
When the time came, the mother harnessed the horse, set Tom in its ear, and then the 
little creature in turn called out "Gee-up" and "Whoa," and directed it where to go.  
 
It went quite well, just as though it were being driven by its master; and they went the 
right way to the wood.   
 
Now it happened that while the cart was turning a corner, and Tom was calling to the 
horse, two strange men appeared on the scene.  
 
''My goodness," said one, "what is this?  There goes a cart, and a driver is calling to the 
horse, but there is nothing to be seen." 
 
"There is something queer about this," said the other; "we will follow the cart and see 
where it stops." 
  
The cart went on deep into the forest, and arrived quite safely at the place where the 
wood was cut. 
  
When Tom spied his father, he said: "You see, father, here I am with the cart; now lift me 
down." The father held the horse with his left hand, and took his little son out of its ear 
with the right. Then Tom sat down quite happily on a straw. 
 
When the two strangers noticed him, they did not know what to say for astonishment. 
 



 

Then one drew the other aside, and said: "Listen, that little creature might make our 
fortune if we were to show him in the town for money. We will buy him." 
 
So they went up to the peasant, and said: "Sell us the little man; he shall be well looked 
after with us." 
 
"No," said the peasant; "he is the delight of my eyes, and I will not sell him for all the 
gold in the world." 
 
But Tom Thumb, when he heard the bargain, crept up by the folds of his father's coat, 
placed himself on his shoulder, and whispered in his ear: "Father, let me go; I will soon 
come back again.'' 
 
Then his father gave him to the two men for a fine piece of gold.  
 
"Where will you sit?" the two men asked him. 
 
"Oh, put me on the brim of your hat, then I can walk up and down and observe the 
neighborhood without falling down." 
  
They did as he wished, and when Tom had said good-bye to his father, they went away 
with him. 
  
They walked on till it was twilight, when the little man said: "You must lift me down."  
  
“Stay where you are," answered the man on whose head he sat. "No," said Tom; "I will 
come down. Lift me down immediately." 
  
The man took off his hat and set the little creature in a field by the wayside. Tom jumped 
and crept about for a time, here and there among the sods, then slipped suddenly into a 
mouse hole which he had discovered. 
 
“Good evening, gentlemen, just you go home without me,” he called to them in mockery.  
 
They ran about and poked with sticks into the mouse hole, but all in vain. Tom crept 
further and further back, and, as it soon got quite dark, they were forced to go home, full 
of anger, and with empty purses. 
 
When Tom noticed that they were gone, he crept out of his underground hiding place 
again. "It is dangerous walking in this field in the dark," he said. "One might easily break 
one's leg or one's neck."  
 
Luckily, he came to an empty snail shell. "Thank goodness,” he said; "I can easily pass 
the night in safety here," and he sat down. 
 



Not long after, just when he was about to go to sleep, he heard two men pass by. One 
said: "How shall we set about stealing the rich parson's gold and silver?"  
 
“I can tell you," interrupted Tom. 
 
"What was that?" said one robber in a fright.  "I heard someone speak.'' 
 
They remained standing and listened. 
 
Then Tom spoke again: "Take me with you and I will help you."  
 
"Where are you?" they asked. 
 
"Just look on the ground and see where the voice comes from," Tom answered. 
 
At last the thieves found him, and lifted him up. "You little urchin, are you going to help 
us?" 
 
"Yes," he said; "I will creep between the iron bars in the pastor's room, and will hand out 
to you what you want." 
 
"All right," they said, "we will see what you can do." 
 
When they came to the parsonage, Tom crept into the room, but called out immediately 
with all his strength to the others:  "Do you want everything that is here?'' 
 
The thieves were frightened, and said: "Do speak softly, and don't wake anyone.'' 
 
But Tom pretended not to understand, and called out again: "What do you want? 
Everything?" 
 
The cook, who slept above, heard him and sat up in bed and listened.  But the thieves 
were so frightened that they retreated a little way.  At last they summoned up courage 
again, and thought to themselves, "The little rogue wants to tease us." So they came back 
and whispered to him: "Now, do be serious, and hand us out something." 
 
Then Tom called out again, as loud as he could, "I will give you everything if only you 
will hold out your hands." 
  
The maid, who was listening intently, heard him quite distinctly, jumped out of bed, and 
stumbled to the door. The thieves turned and fled, running as though wild huntsmen were 
after them.  But the maid, seeing nothing, went to get a light.  
 
When she came back with it, Tom, without being seen, slipped out into the barn, and the 
maid, after she had searched every corner and found nothing, went to bed again, thinking 
she had been dreaming with her eyes and ears open.  



 
Tom Thumb climbed about in the hay, and found a splendid place to sleep. There he 
determined to rest till day came, and then to go home to his parents. But he had other 
experiences to go through first. This world is full of trouble and sorrow! 
 
The maid got up in the gray dawn to feed the cows. First she went into the barn, where 
she piled up an armful of hay, the very bundle in which poor Tom was asleep. But he 
slept so soundly that he knew nothing till he was almost in the mouth of the cow, who 
was eating him up with the hay. 
  
"Heavens!" Tom said, ''however did I get into this mill?" but he soon saw where he was, 
and the great thing then was to avoid being crushed between the cow's teeth. At last, 
whether he liked it or not, he had to go down the cow's throat. 
 
"The windows have been forgotten in this house," he said. "The sun does not shine into it, 
and no light has been provided." 
 
Altogether he was very ill-pleased with his quarters, and, worst of all, more and more hay 
came in at the door, and the space grew narrower and narrower. At last Tom called out, in 
his fear, as loud as he could, "Don't give me any more food. Don't give me any more 
food." 
 
The maid was just then milking the cow, and when she heard the same voice as in the 
night, without seeing anyone, she was frightened, and slipped from her stool and spilled 
the milk. Then, in the greatest haste, she ran to her master, and said: "Oh, your reverence, 
the cow has spoken!" 
 
"You are mad," he answered; but he went into the stable himself to see what was 
happening.  
 
Scarcely had he set foot in the cow shed before Tom began again, "Don't bring me any 
more food.'' 
 
Then the pastor was terrified too, and thought that the cow must be bewitched; so he 
ordered it to be killed. It was accordingly slaughtered, but the stomach, in which Tom 
was hidden, was thrown into the manure heap. Tom had the greatest trouble in working 
his way out. Just as he stuck out his head, a hungry wolf ran by and snapped up the whole 
stomach with one bite.  But still Tom did not lose courage.  "Perhaps the wolf will listen 
to reason," he said.  So he called out, "Dear wolf, I know where you can find a fine 
meal."  
  
"Where is it to be had?" asked the wolf. 
 
"Why, in such and such a house," answered Tom.  "You must squeeze through the grating 
of the store-room window, and there you will find cakes, bacon, and sausages, as many as 
you can possibly eat"; and he went on to describe his father's house. 



 
The wolf did not wait to hear this twice, and at night forced himself in through the 
grating, and ate to his heart's content.  When he was satisfied, he wanted to go away 
again; but he had grown so fat that he could not get out the same way. Tom had reckoned 
on this, and began to make a great commotion inside the wolf's body, struggling and 
screaming with all his might. 
 
“Be quiet," said the wolf; "you will wake up the people of the house." 
  
“All very fine," answered Tom. "You have eaten your fill, and now I am going to make 
merry"; and he began to scream again with all his might. 
 
At last his father and mother woke up, ran to the room, and looked through the crack of 
the door. When they saw a wolf, they went away, and the husband fetched his ax, and the 
wife a scythe. 
 
"You stay behind," said the man, as they came into the room. "If my blow does not kill 
him, you must attack him and rip up his body." When Tom Thumb heard his father's 
voice, he called out: "Dear father, I am here, inside the wolf's body." 
 
Full of joy, his father cried, "Heaven be praised! Our dear child is found again," and he 
bade his wife throw aside the scythe that it might not injure Tom. 
 
Then he gathered himself together, and struck the wolf a blow on the head, so that it fell 
down lifeless. Then with knives and shears they ripped up the body, and took their little 
boy out. 
 
"Ah," said his father, "what trouble we have been in about you." 
 
"Yes, father, I have traveled about the world, and I am thankful to breathe fresh air 
again." 
 
"Wherever have you been?" they asked. 
 
"Down a mouse hole, in a cow's stomach, and in a wolf's maw," he answered; and now I 
shall stay with you." 
 
"And we will never sell you again for all the riches in the world," they said, kissing and 
caressing their dear child.  
 
Then they gave him food and drink, and had new clothes made for him, as his own had 
been spoiled in his travels. 
 
A brief commentary 
 



Briefly, what are some things to note from a child’s perspective about this entertaining 
fairy tale? 
 
 1) First, the child in this tale is an only child, longed for by the parents, who focus all 
their attention on the child … and no child would miss this point in the fairy tale. 
 
 2) Secondly, obviously, the child in the story is very small, as a child often feels 
small with respect to the big outside, adult world.  And yet, despite being small, the child 
is intelligent, ingenious, courageous, and capable of contributing to the family. 
 And so from this story, the child can pick up the notion that despite limitations, there 
are things that I, as a child, am capable of doing, and, like little Tom Thumb, it’s up to me 
to take the chance and to try to convince the larger – and sometimes skeptical – world 
that I have a place and there are things I can do.  
 
 3) Thirdly, along with this, the story indicates that are many obstacles in this world, 
and things won’t always be easy or go the way I want or anticipate; but if I use my wits 
and if I persevere, I can find my way. 
 
 4) And, finally, even though it doesn’t always seem like my parents love me, since 
they are willing to sell me, they really do love me and care for me and worry about me.   
 
So, these, it seems to me, are some of the messages that a child can receive, almost by 
osmosis, from this fairy tale, helping the child to make his or her way through the world 
and manage that difficult bridge from childhood to adulthood. 
 
Adult takeaways 
 
And, though this is a childhood and youth tale about crossing that bridge from dependent 
childhood to independent and responsible adulthood, such fairy tales, were told by adults 
to both children and adults, and so there are also a number of takeaways for the parents 
and grandparents who are either telling or listening to this tale: 
 
 1) First, the clear indication that children can and do often feel very small in relation 
to the larger world, and as parents and grandparents we need to catch that. 
 
 2) Secondly, that even though children are small, they may be able to do things that 
we as parents and adults don’t think they can do. 
   
 3) Thirdly, that our children really do want to contribute to the family, and, 
particularly, when they ask, we must listen to them and help them to make their 
contributions. 
 
 4) Fourthly, sometimes we must let our children take chances, and that things may 
not always go the way we like, and that worry about our children is a natural thing. 
 



 5) Fifthly, that, for whatever reasons, we don’t always have the child’s best interest 
at heart, and are even willing to use them for our gain … but that despite this, we can find 
a way through. 
 
 6) And, finally, since the issues of childhood are never completely solved, we may 
also find ourselves identifying with little Tom Thumb, this tiny figure in the midst of a 
huge world. And we may ourselves take heart from his example, and go forward with 
courage and cleverness and humor, as Tom did. 
 
Conclusion 
 
In conclusion, I’d like to recommend that you take the opportunity to read fairy tales to 
your children, or your grandchildren, or to your young students, or to any child in your 
life … for these tales, particularly the older ones, represent a distilled wisdom on the 
inner psychological life of children that has been honed by generation after generation of 
storytellers telling and re-telling these tales of wonder. 
 
Closing Hymn #1053 – “How Could Anyone?” (pre-recorded) 
 
Our Closing Hymn, from our teal-colored hymnal, is titled “How Could Anyone.”  
 
 How could anyone ever tell you 

you were anything less than beautiful? 
How could anyone ever tell you 
you were less than whole? 
How could anyone fail to notice 
that your loving is a miracle? 
How deeply you’re connected to my soul. 

 
Closing Words 
 

There is a Love holding me. 
There is a Love holding all that I love. 
There is a Love holding all. 
I rest in that Love. 
 
There is a Love holding us. 
There is a Love holding all that we love. 
There is a Love holding all. 
We rest in that Love. 
   (Words of Dr. Rebecca Parker) 
 

Extinguishing the Chalice  
 
 We extinguish this flame, 

But not the Light of Truth, 
The Warmth of Community, 



The Fire of Commitment, 
Or the Power of Transformation; 
These we carry in our hearts 
Until we are together again.  
 

(NOTE: This is a manuscript version of the live-Zoom sermon given by the Rev. Bruce 
A. Bode at the Olympic Unitarian Universalist Fellowship of Sequim/Port Angeles, WA 
on “Mother’s Day Sunday,” May 8, 2022. Rev. Bode retired as senior minister of the 
Quimper Unitarian Universalist Fellowship in Port Townsend, WA in June 2018, and is 
now minister emeritus.) 

 


