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Summer	worship	

Worship	Theme:	“Invitation”	
Hospitality	As	a	Spiritual	Practice	

	

Prelude		

	
Welcome	and	Lighting	of	the	Chalice	

	
"Welcome	in	to	open	arms,	every	soul	and	every	story!”	
Thank	you,	Tyler	Turner	and	our	Pickup	choir	for	that	
rousing	prelude.	
	
Good	morning!	
I’m	Rev.	Susanne	Intriligator,	and	I’m	Follen’s	Director	
of	Community	Engagement.	
I’m	so	glad	to	see	so	many	of	you	here	today,	on	this	hot,	
humid	morning.		
Honestly,	I	didn’t	expect	you!	After	the	heat	we’ve	
endured	in	the	last	few	days,	even	I	was	tempted	to	stay	
home,	sitting	next	to	the	fan	with	a	popsicle.	
	

Before	we	get	going,	I	want	to	remind	you	that	all	are	
welcome	to	join	in	our	pickup	choir	in	August.	Our	new	
music	director	Tyler	Turner	has	invited	us	all,	come	as	
you	are.	Just	gather	downstairs	on	Sundays	around	9:30	
am	to	practice	the	song	for	the	day.		



And	we	also	have	an	earlier	service	all	summer	long.	It’s	
a	time	of	silent	meditation	followed	by	informal	sharing	
which	starts	at	9	here	in	the	sanctuary.		
	And	it’s	led	by	Follen	member	Marilu	Nowlin,		
	
And	one	last	bit	of	info:	after	this	service	we	will	gather	
out	on	the	front	lawn	for	lemonade	and	snacks.	Please	
join	us.	
	
All	are	welcome	here	this	morning	–	no	matter	whom	
you	love,	no	matter	if	or	to	whom	you	pray,	no	matter	
how	cheerful	or	tired	you	feel	right	now,	no	matter	how	
sweaty.	You	are	welcome	here	today.	And	if	you	feel	too	
hot	to	stay	all	the	way	through,	please	feel	free	to	exit.	
care	for	yourself	first.	I	promise	I	won’t	take	it	
personally.		
	

In	a	few	moments	we	will	greet	our	neighbors,		
and	then	we	will	sing	hymn	#188,	“Come,	Come,	
Whoever	You	Are.”	
	
But	before	we	do	that,	I	am	going	to	light	our	chalice.		
The	flaming	chalice	is	the	symbol	of	Unitarian	
Universalism.		
	
Annie	Dilliard	writes:	“I	want	the	church	to	be	a	force	
that	causes	my	life	to	change	and	causes	me	to	change	
the	world	with	my	life.	When	people	come	to	church	
they	should	not	be	handed	an	order	of	service	with	a	
smile,	but	should	be	given	hard	hats	and	life	preservers;	



because	church	should	be	a	dangerous	place,	a	zone	of	
risk,	a	place	of	new	birth	and	new	life	where	we	
confront	ourselves	not	only	with	who	we	truly	are	but	
also	we	are	called	to	become.”	

	
Widening	the	Welcome		

	
Hymn		

hymn	#188,	“Come,	Come,	Whoever	You	Are.”	
	

Introduction	to	the	time	of	Prayer	and	Meditation	

Silence		

Joys,	Sorrows	and	Concerns		

Pastoral	Prayer		

Offertory		

	

	

Reading	

The	Guest	House			
—	Jellaludin	Rumi,	
translation	by	Coleman	Barks	
	



This	being	human	is	a	guest	house.	
Every	morning	a	new	arrival.	
A	joy,	a	depression,	a	meanness,	
some	momentary	awareness	comes	
as	an	unexpected	visitor.	
Welcome	and	entertain	them	all!	
Even	if	they	are	a	crowd	of	sorrows,	
who	violently	sweep	your	house	
empty	of	its	furniture,	
still,	treat	each	guest	honorably.	
He	may	be	clearing	you	out	
for	some	new	delight.	
The	dark	thought,	the	shame,	the	malice.	
meet	them	at	the	door	laughing	and	invite	them	in.	
Be	grateful	for	whatever	comes.	
because	each	has	been	sent	
as	a	guide	from	beyond.	
	

	

	

Homily		

Some	people	are	really	good	at	hospitality.	
	
I	am	not	one	of	those	people.	
	
I	wanted	to	be.	But	our	house	in	Wales	–	which	we	
moved	out	of	just	last	week	--	was	quite	tiny	and	never	



quite	tidy.	I’m	not	a	great	cook	and	I	don’t	really	plan	
ahead	much.	So	in	reality	I	don’t	actually	do	dinner	
parties.	
	
But	I’ve	always	made	a	real	effort	to	have	a	kid-friendly	
house,	to	make	our	home	the	kind	of	place	where	my	
children	and	their	friends	wanted	to	hang	out.	The		
house	in	Wales	was	very	close	to	the	kids’	school,	and	I	
was	working	at	home	then,	so	lots	of	kids	came	over	A	
LOT.	And	I	encouraged	it.		
	
And	then	of	course	their	parents	would	come	to	pick	
them	up,	and	I’d	naturally	invite	them	for	a	tea	and	a	
chat.	And	when	you	add	in	the	inevitable	church	
meetings	and	PTA	meetings	I’d	often	host,	you	ended	up	
with	a	tiny	house	that	everyone	knew,	that	lots	of	
people	came	through	fairly	often.		
	
So	looking	back,	I	was	never	formally,	purposefully	
hospitable.	And	yet	I	had	a	houseful	nearly	every	day.		
	
I	had	mixed	feelings.	I	wanted	to	be	friendly,	but	I	also	
hated	to	open	the	door	when	the	front	hall	was	full	of	
dirty	shoes	and	backpacks	and	coats,	when	today’s	
dishes	were	still	in	the	sink,	when	my	hair	wasn’t	
brushed.		
	
At	some	point,	when	my	kids	were	still	little,	I	decided	I	
that	had	to	let	that	fear	go.	I	had	to	learn	to	trust	that	



the	people	who	came	to	my	door	weren’t	judging	me.	Or	
if	they	were,	it	didn’t	matter.	It	didn’t	need	to	affect	me.	
	
I	could	let	people	see	me	--	imperfect,	messy,	in	process.	
Human.		
	
This	being	human	is	a	guest	house.		Writes	Rumi	
Every	morning	a	new	arrival.	
The	dark	thought,	the	shame,	the	malice.	
meet	them	at	the	door	laughing	and	invite	them	in.	
Be	grateful	for	whatever	comes.	
	
True	hospitality	isn’t	about	having	the	perfect	house	or	
laying	the	perfect	table.	It’s	about	opening	the	door,	
again	and	again.	Even	when	we	don’t	feel	like	it.		
	
It’s	about	trying	to	see	the	other	person	as	they	are	and	
maybe	scarier,	letting	them	see	us.		
	
The	world's	great	religions	have	long	affirmed	the	
connection	between	religion	and	hospitality.	The	
Hebrew	scriptures	instruct	us	to	love	the	stranger,	the	
outsider.	The	Book	of	Leviticus	says:	"You	shall	love	the	
alien	as	yourself,	for	you	were	aliens	in	the	land	of	
Egypt."	
	
The	teachings	of	Jesus	affirm	and	expand	this	tradition.	
Across	his	teachings,	Jesus	advocated	welcoming	the	
marginalized:	children,	women,	tax	collectors,	the	poor,	
lepers,	prostitutes,	enemies.		



	
The	Buddhist	tradition	teaches	that	the	very	distinction	
between	one	group	and	another,	between	insider	and	
outsider,	between	us	and	them,	is	a	dangerous	illusion.	
Truly	there	are	no	“others.”		
	
Even	the	word	“hospitality”	has	a	rich	spiritual	history.		
It	derives	from	the	Latin	hospes,[5]	meaning	both	"host"	
and	"guest",	or	"stranger".		Hospes	is	the	root	for	the	
English	words	host,	hospitality,	hospice,	hostel	and	
hotel.		
	
How	did	that	happen?	How	did	such	different	words	
and	ideas	arise	from	the	same	source?	
	
In	the	early	medieval	period	in	Europe,	before	there	
were	hospitals	and	hotels,	there	were	monasteries,	
where	monks	not	only	prayed	and	worked	to	sustain	
their	community,	they	welcomed	weary	travelers,	in	
accordance	with	strict	rules	of	communal	life.		
	
The	Rule	of	St	Benedict,	for	example,	originated	in	Italy	
in	529	and	then	spread	across	the	continent	to	become	
the	standard	form	of	monastic	life	by	the	ninth	century.	
This	Rule,	still	followed	by	Benedictines	around	the	
worlds,	instructs	monks	to	welcome	every	guest	–	
travelers,	seekers,	pilgrims,	merchants,	thieves	–	
without	distinction.	They	are	to	feed,	clothe,	and	treat	
and	care	for	every	guest	as	if	they	were	Christ	himself.	
	



That’s	hospitality.	That’s	the	history	and	etymology	
behind	hosts,	hospitals,	hotels,	and	hospices.		
	
What	if	we	were	to	treat	every	person	who	came	
through	our	doors	like	the	Messiah,	like	a	great	spiritual	
teacher,	like	the	message	we	need	to	hear?	
	
Every	morning	a	new	arrival.	
meet	them	at	the	door	laughing	and	invite	them	in.	
Be	grateful	for	whatever	comes.	
	
Something	like	20	years	ago,	Follen	completed	the	year-
long	process	of	becoming	certified	as	a	Welcoming	
Congregation,	which	is	the	Unitarian	Universalist	
Association’s	program	for	educating	our	groups	on	how	
to	affirm	the	needs	of	gay,	lesbian,	transgender,	and	
queer	people.		At	the	time,	Follen	did	the	required	
congregation-wide	educational	projects.	
	
Something	like	five	to	eight	years	after	that,	however,	a	
group	within	our	ranks	noticed	that	Follen	still	didn’t	
seem	to	have	many	gay	and	lesbian	members.	Was	our	
church	truly	a	comfortable	and	affirming	place?	They	
asked.	
	
Stan	Griffith	and	Ann	Schauffler	remember	this	time	in	
Follen’s	history,	and	I	talked	with	them	about	it	this	past	
week.	“I	would	say	that	there	was	a	general	acceptance	
of	LGBT	people,”	Stan	says,	“but	there	wasn’t	much	
awareness	beyond	that.	We	realized	that	we	needed	to	



get	across	an	understanding	of	what	life	was	like	for	
people	in	the	queer	community.”	
	
Jane	Spickett	and	Rachel	Hyde	took	on	that	challenge.	
They	created	a	class	for	Follenites,	a	safe	place	for	them	
to	explore	and	question	their	assumptions	about	people	
of	alternate	sexualities.	And	25-30	people	attended	
regularly.	Jane	and	Rachel	brought	in	resources	and	
speakers,	and	they	lead	difficult	discussions.	People	
started	to	get	it,	to	unpack	their	privilege,	to	learn	how	
to	become	truly	welcoming	and	affirming	and	allies	in	
the	struggle.		
	
And	over	the	years	since,	the	culture	at	Follen	has	
changed,	Rachel	says.	“We	have	a	number	of	lesbian-
headed	families	now	and	transgender	members	and	
visitors,”	she	says.	“Three	years	ago,	one	of	our	interim	
ministers	was	an	out	lesbian,	and	that	was	instructive.	
Now	across	the	congregation,	in	the	pulpit	and	in	coffee	
hour,	we	regularly	talk	about	alternate	sexualities	and	
gender	identities.”	The	situation	is	not	perfect,	of	
course,	there’s	still	work	to	be	done,	but	as	a	church	
culture	we	have	changed.	
	
And	of	course	there’s	our	activism.	Just	last	month	
Follen	members	were	instrumental	in	getting	Governor	
Baker	to	sign	a	law	supporting	transgender	rights.	Stan	
says:	“Because	of	our	activism	we	are	communicating	
that	we	are	an	ally	community.”	
	



The	message	is	definitely	getting	out	there.	
	
Three	years	ago,	Jackie	Buckley	and	her	partner	Dawn	
Bridge	were	moving	back	to	Lexington	from	Anchorage,	
where	Jackie	had	been	a	member	of	the	UU	church	for	
30	years.	She	told	me	about	her	experience	this	past	
week,	and	she	agreed	that	I	could	share	it	with	you.		
	
“As	a	gay	family,	we	are	not	welcome	a	lot	of	places,”	
Jackie	said.		“We	have	experienced	discrimination	and	
harassment.	We’ve	both	even	been	fired	from	jobs,	for	
no	other	reason	than	because	we’re	gay.”	
	
Upon	moving	back	to	Lexington,	Dawn	and	Jackie	
sampled	many	local	churches.	“My	first	time	at	Follen,”	
Jackie	remembers,	“Catherine	Collins,	the	membership	
coordinator	then,	met	me	at	the	door.	She	said,	“Good	
Morning,	are	you	visiting?”	Then	she	sought	me	out	
during	coffee	hour,	she	took	the	time	to	interview	me,	to	
find	out	what	kinds	of	needs	I	might	have.	She	asked	
about	Dawn’s	interests,	too,	and	then	she	emailed	us	
about	events	and	groups	at	the	church.	She	treated	us	as	
a	family.	No	other	church	did	that.	No	other	church	
showed	us	so	clearly	that	they	wanted	us.”	
	
Jackie	sums	up:	“To	walk	into	an	organization	that	not	
only	says	but	lives	“I	am	your	ally”	was	unprecedented.	
It	speaks	volumes	for	the	whole	congregation.		
	



Follen’s	story	as	a	Welcoming	Congregation	
demonstrates	that	hospitality	is	about	a	lot	more	than	
just	saying	All	Are	Welcome.	It’s	about	doing	the	hard	
work	of	learning	about	others	–	creating	the	safe	spaces,	
having	the	hard	discussions	--	opening	our	doors	by	
opening	our	minds	and	hearts	across	difference.	It’s	a	
long-term	commitment,	a	human	commitment	to	
making	mistakes	and	trying	again.	
	
How	are	we	living	“I	am	your	ally”	for	other	groups	of	
people?	How	are	we	demonstrating	to	the	world	our	
commitment	to	honor	the	worth	and	dignity	of	all?	And	
how	do	we	communicate	that	activism	effectively?	
These	are	the	deeper	challenges	of	true	hospitality.	
	
In	this	season	of	hot	temperatures	and	even	more	
heated	debates,	let	us	also	throw	light.	Let	us	remember	
to	open	the	doors	of	our	church	and	of	our	minds	again	
and	again,	even	when	we	don’t	want	to.	Let	us	
remember	to	look	further,	to	see	full	humanity	in	
ourselves	as	in	others.	Let	us	welcome	the	guest	as	our	
best	teacher.		
	
	Amen.	
	
Hymn	145	"As	Tranquil	Streams."		
Benediction		

Postlude		

	


