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The Wind in My Sails 
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Joy 

Rev. Dr. Lynn Ungar 

 

To each their own pleasure: 

backpacking above the tree line 

where the air starts to thin; 

dancing ‘til dawn, even after the blisters rise; 

movie marathons or the real thing, 

mile upon mile upon mile. 

You know the way the world lights up: 

The pure pleasure of the perfect chord 

or the perfect shot, 

the bowling strike and the baseball no-hitter, 

the hole in one and the standing O, 

the rare moments of perfection 

when everything aligns 

and you are suddenly illuminated, 

incandescent with joy. 

Perhaps it matters to no one but you. 

Certainly your neighbors can’t understand 

why you would rise at dawn 

to seek that elusive lightning. 

But isn’t there something to be said 

for building the structure of joy? 

Aren’t we all somehow blessed by those 

who choose the discipline 

of their peculiar pleasures? 

Doesn’t that light 

somehow brighten us all? 

 

 

************************************************************************ 

 

I am at a long table at the Unitarian Universalist Association’s headquarters in Boston.  It’s the 

last leg of a two-day long - work meeting.  I’ve been facilitating this long meeting and I am a 

serious facilitator.   There will be no dilly-dallying.  No straying too far from a seriously 

considered agenda.  Sure, I’m flexible.  And I’m all for fun.  But I have no patience for wasting 

time.  So when there’s work to be done, I do my best to use time well and efficiently and with 

joy. 
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So:  last leg.   We’re near the end of the meeting and next year’s budget must be finalized.  My 

mind is feeling like the last rose of summer on a too-hot September day.  There’s only a trace of 

life and vitality.   

 

Because it bears repeating:  we need to finalize the budget.   

 

I take a deep breathe and we begin.   

 

And then the millennial sitting just to my left - the one who has been a bit quiet for the past few 

minutes - perks up and says,  

 

“I’ve listed all of the services on this spreadsheet so just call out the figures…” 

 

What?   You did what? 

 

That’s right, friends.  She created a spreadsheet.  In those few quiet minutes, she created a 

spreadsheet.   

 

And to my right, the other millennial at the table is impressed but unlike me - the clueless 

boomer in the middle - she is not in a mild state of shock.  She’s not nearly bowing at the feet of 

her fellow millennial.  She only says, “Great!  Thanks!” 

 

And that is enough for the wind to fill my sails.   

 

The structure of joy:  to look across the table and to see the smile of my good colleague 

mirroring my own awe and admiration and relief.  To say to him, “We are the elders now.”  And 

him in return, “You’re just figuring that out?!” 

 

[It is] the rare moment of perfection 

… everything [has] align[ed] 

and [the room is] suddenly illuminated, 

incandescent with joy. 

 

And with the late night call the night before the wind kicks up again … 

 

Beloved friends whose voices fill my heart with memory and love and a drop of sorrow … 

friends who I feared I’d never see again once they moved from NYC to Miami last fall ….  I 

may’ve just celebrated my 54th birthday but on the phone that night before they are moving, I 

became myself at 12 when my friend Amy Swartz is moving to CT from NJ. “I’ll never see Amy 

again! Who lives in CT?!” 

 

“Who lives in Miami?!”  The same depth of fear pierces my heart.   

 

But this night they say this: “We’re taking a road trip!   Miami to DC to the city to the Hamptons 

to the Cross Sound Ferry to New London!” 
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And it gets even better …  

 

“And then we’re all going to go to Fire Island!   How long has it been?  1995?” 

 

I think about it.  Yes.  It has been 20 years.   

 

And then, “Twenty years.  I’m looking in the mirror now and it doesn’t look like my face any 

more.  I found pictures of us on the island and you wouldn’t believe how young we 

were.  Remember how young we used to be?” 

 

And I am floating on the gentle and warm breeze of memory and I am how young we used to be 

and I am on the ferry sailing from Bay Shore to Fire Island.   I am sailing from the cares of the 

day to the shelter and embrace of our dearly beloved.   

 

And tonight I say, “Yes.  I remember how young we used to be.  And can you believe how lucky 

we are to be old … ish?”  He doesn’t need reminding.   

 

I could hardly sleep for the wind in my sails. 

 

The next morning I receive the inevitable text from my daughter, who now lives in Japan, as 

many of you know.  She texts me after the inevitable first hard day.   My little sailboat is 

suddenly still.  There is no wind.  I have no breath.  Until the next text comes.  She is 

resilient.  This is new.  Her resilience blows wind in my sails. I breathe again.   

 

And so, the meeting ends.  There are sighs of relief for a job well done.  There are fare-thee-

wells, hugs and gratitude.   

 

And there is lunch together.  The feast to celebrate the work. 

 

And no sooner do we finish than I look at Lexi Capen (Now known as “Alexis” but I can call her 

“Lexi” here.) and I whine, “What will I say for a sermon titled ‘The Wind in My Sails?’” 

 

And she says, “Talk about ME!  I’m the wind in your sails!” 

 

And indeed, she is. 

 

Lexi grew up here at All Souls.  Now she’s a rising leader in our movement … who can create a 

spreadsheet in the bat of an eye.  Lexi was 12 when I first met her.   

 

And that other millennial sitting to my right?  Lane Campbell.  Who also grew up at All Souls. A 

rising leader in our movement.  Lane was 16 when I first met her.  She offered the call to 

worship at my ordination and I will preach at hers come October.   

 

That morning of the last grueling work session?  These two amazing young women were the 

wind in my sails.  A thrill beyond description to witness their wisdom and strength.  I’m still 

sailing on that breeze.   
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The poet asks:  “Isn’t there something to be said for building the structure of joy?”  Our lives are 

realized day by day by day … one day rests upon another.   Within each one there are tiny stories 

of winds that blow and carry us along, “incandescent with joy”.   And there are other stories of 

when the wind settles and we can only hold on.  Anchor down until the wind rises again, our 

sails are filled and we continue on.     

 

The structure of our lives is in the structuring of joy.  Of the wind in our sails. 

 

May you be blessed with fair winds and following seas.   

 

Amen & blessed be.  

 


