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Call to Worship: 
Our worship theme this month is Identity.  
Who are we? And how do we show it? 
In the words of the music we will hear this hour, by Holly Near: 
 
I am open and I am willing,  
for to be hopeless would seem so strange.  
It dishonors those who go before us,  
so lift me up to the light of change.  
 
May the children see more clearly  
may the elders be more wise,  
may the wind of change caress us,  
even though it burns our eyes.  
 
May our eyes be open and our hearts be willing today, and in the 
days to come.  
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Our opening hymn is new to us and also very old. It is set to a 
tune first composed in 1706 and we still sing that tune today, 
most often for the hymn, “Oh God, Our Help in Ages Past.” The 
lyrics this Sunday, are also old, from a Universalist hymnal 
published a few years after this sanctuary was built. Our 
Universalist forefather, Adin Ballou, compiled this hymnal and 
included this song, written by a woman, Eliza Cook. 
 
Her message still echoes today. Let us rise and sing, “There 
Must Be Something Wrong.”  
 
 
While thousands move with aching head 
And sing the ceaseless song,  
We starve, we die, oh give us bread!  
There must be something wrong.  
 
When toiling millions work to fill 
The wealthy coffers strong,  
And hands are crushed that work and till,  
There must be something wrong.  
 

When from a thousand, one alone 
In plenty rolls along 
The others left in want to moan,  
There must be something wrong.  
 
Until this system be undone,  
The burden of our song 
Shall be this one, this only one 
There must be something wrong.  
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Reading: “The still pilgrim considers a hard teaching” 
by Angela Alaimo O’Donnell 

 “If you believe in the divinity of Christ, you have to cherish 
the world at the same time that you struggle to endure it.” 
—Flannery O’Connor 

Not just love but cherish it, this world— 
from the Latin, carus, to the French, cher— 
meaning dear, meaning costly, beloved— 
meaning hold to your heart, handle with care, 
this world, from Old English, weoruld, 
meaning human race, meaning age of man, 
this world, meaning our earth and her heirs, 
meaning all of us, here, now, if you can— 

the suicide bomber, the killer cop, 
the war-worn refugee at the door, 
the racist, the rapist, the shooter and shot, 
the filthy rich and the dirty poor— 
this world, ever ancient and ever new, 
not just love it, but act like you do. 
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Sermon: Cherish and Endure 
 
Not just love the world, but cherish it; 
Not just love it, but act like you do. 
Cherish the world at the same time you struggle to endure it. 
 
The poet moves from the power of words  
to the power—and challenge— 
of living those words into action. 
 
Our president stepped up to the microphone this Friday, to give 
his inaugural address. Rain started to fall as he spoke:  
 
“The time for empty talk is over.  
Now arrives the hour for action.  
Do not allow anyone to tell you it cannot be done.” 
 
The next day the sun rose and the air was warm and the hour for 
action arrived in Boston as thousands marched. People of all 
genders, races, backgrounds, marched in Washington DC, and 
all over the nation and our globe, 673 sister marches, an 
estimated total of 3 million people in the US and possibly 5 
million people worldwide, marching to put their words into 
action: that women’s rights are human rights. 
They did not let anyone tell them it could not be done. 
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I remember the March for Women’s Lives in 2004; the purpose 
of that march was to support the pro-choice movement.  
My first real march.  
I was there wearing a relatively new identity. 
The sign I carried said, “Seminarians for Choice.” 
I was marching with a whole group of other Harvard Divinity 
School students; with them I had helped found an HDS chapter 
of the Religious Coalition for Reproductive Choice.  
I remember walking past the counter-protestors; the anti-choice 
groups holding signs with horrific medical photos and chanting 
taunts of “Murderers.”  
I remember the looks on their faces as they saw our group go by.  
Now that was shock. They even fell silent for a moment.  
Some even turned to each other, perhaps to ask if what they 
were seeing was true. 
Seminarians—future ministers—for choice? 
Future ministers that were…female? 
I was carrying a sign with just three words;  
I was claiming an identity as large as my whole life.  
 
I’ve noticed in recent years that there is a home decoration trend 
of putting up short quotes or cute sayings as art.  
They are everywhere now.  
I joked to Follen member Parisa Parsa that I wanted to do a 
sermon entirely on those decorative signs and what they say—a 
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day later she sent me a photo from a HomeGoods store, saying, 
“Here’s your entire sermon.”  
A few good examples: 
 
“Hard Work Won’t Kill You But Why Take the Chance”  
“A Piece of My Heart Lives in Heaven”  
“Who Needs a Therapist When You Have a Sister.” 
And the classic: “It’s not the number of breaths you take, it’s the 
moments that take your breath away.”  
 
There is just so much to unpack there—not today—but someday. 
Wait for it.  
I really feel like if we are reading specific words every day,  
that action impacts who we are: our identity.  
We are what we eat;  
we are what we read;  
we are what we write out on signs that we put up in our houses 
and hold above our heads.  
 
It used to be people read scripture every day.  
Now we read feel-good signs created by TJ Maxx; 
We read facebook; we read twitter; we read the news.  
Is this the new American scripture?  
Who are we? 
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Yesterday, at noon it seemed like the whole world was 
marching, and I was in a church basement–Unitarian church of 
course—hugging a friend.  
Because sometimes, you have to choose a person over “the 
people.” 
The person I chose, a dear friend, is the goodest of the good 
guys. She’s a public defender and has spent her whole law 
career making pennies, barely able to pay back her loans, while 
defending people whose only chance at justice is in her hands. 
Every time she loses a trial, it breaks her heart.  
Every time she wins she meets her client at the jail door as they 
walk penniless and homeless into the world.  
She buys them a meal, gives them warm clothes, and brings 
them to a safe place to sleep that night.  
She is someone who truly, as Carol Rose called us towards last 
week, “gets proximate.”  
(And yes, she is a Unitarian Universalist.) 
 
And on Saturday, at noon, long scheduled… 
was her baby shower.  
Her first baby, long hoped for and awaited.  
So at noon, I asked my friend if I could pray for her, and she 
said yes. 
I put my hands on my friend’s belly, 
And said a blessing for the tiny little woman swimming inside.  
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I prayed that her mother’s work for more justice and love in the 
world would not be in vain.  
I prayed that whatever the world looks like now, that someday, 
our whole nation, our whole world would believe that women’s 
rights are human rights, and that this unborn baby would be able 
to grow strong and healthy and brave and old.  
I prayed for my friend, that she would mother her daughter well, 
and wisely, and with love.  
I prayed that my friend would feel God’s love embrace her 
every day. 
 
And then I downed some lasagna and drank some punch,  
and then I left early.   
 
Because sometimes you have to choose “the people” over a 
person. 
 
Within the hour I was in downtown Boston with my family.  
My fear had been that it would all be over.  
That everyone would be gone and I would have missed it all.  
 
So you can imagine my shock and joy when, as we walked 
towards the Common we saw—hours after the march began—
the march was STILL GOING.  
Hordes of people with signs, chanting, walking, smiling, singing.  
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We joined the crowd.  
As we walked past Arlington Street Church, one of our UU 
flagship churches, they started to ring the bells.  
People hung out of the bell tower waving and blowing bubbles. 
And from the crowd someone took up the song: 
“This land is your land…” and we all sang along. 
 
I looked for you, but the crowd was huge.  
I did run into a former supervisor and mentor,  
from my summer as a chaplain intern  
at Brigham and Women’s Hospital, Ron Hindelang.  
I hadn’t seen him in years. 
He and his wife reminisced about my ordination—and I 
reminded them that was ten years ago this February.  
We couldn’t believe it had been ten years since Ron had led the 
laying on of hands, the blessing of my ministry. 
It was astonishing to be reminded of that profound, mystical, 
divine moment, to be confronted by the passage of time,  
while in that sea of humanity. 
The people surged around us,  
as I held tight to my daughter’s hands.  
We hugged goodbye and let ourselves flow onwards with the 
crowd. 
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My favorite part was at the end, when the march ended and 
people attached their signs to the metal fences along the 
Common.  
It was a long beautiful altar of words and art,  
cherishing the world,  
enduring the struggle. 
 
The signs read: 
“Silence is complicity. We will not be silent.” 
“Black lives matter.” 
“Trans lives matter.” 
“The Earth is our Mother. We must take care of Her.” 
“Feminism isn’t just for white ladies.” 
“Don’t tread on me.” (with a picture of a snake-like uterus) 
 “I’m not giving up. Neither should you.” 
“Stand for what you really believe whatever happens.” 
“Our liberation is bound in each other’s.” 
“I am no longer accepting the things I cannot change. Now I am 
changing the things I cannot accept.” 
“We who believe in freedom cannot rest.” 
“Resistance is not futile. – Jean-Luc Picard” 
“Stand up to bullies no matter who they are.” 
“They tried to bury us, but they didn’t know we are seeds.” 
 



 

11 

As we started towards our way home, we came across an 
abandoned sign on the sidewalk.  
Jory read it and decided to brandish it the rest of the way to the 
car.  
Many eyebrows were raised by passers-by as my 7 year old 
proudly raised her sign that said on one side: 
 “My body. My choice. My insatiable thirst for equality” 
and on the other: 
“The revolution is not a one time event. – Audre Lord” 
 
What if words like these were for sale in every discount home 
goods section in every store? 
What if these were the signs we put up around our homes?  
What if these were the decorations we cherished, and read, every 
day?  
What if we wrote these words on our hearts every morning? 
What if they endured? 
 
“The time for empty talk is over.  
Now arrives the hour for action.  
Do not allow anyone to tell you it cannot be done.” 
 
As Ben, Marjory, Leona and I walked back to our car, we saw 
the sun setting over the longest line of porta potties I’ve ever 
seen. 
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And I’ve been to the Newport folk festival. 
We saw the sun hitting the roofs of MIT, across the river, that 
old place where they know that science is real. 
 
And when I got home, I got a tracking update—my yard sign 
was on its way. It was created by a Unitarian Universalist artist, 
Kristin Joiner. You’ve heard me quote it before, it says: 

 
In this house, we believe 
Black Lives Matter 
Women’s Rights are Human Rights 
No Human is Illegal 
Science is Real 
Love is Love 
No matter your faith or ability 
Kindness is Everything 
 

A lot of cars drive past my little red house.  
I’m ready to raise up a new identity. 
 
Love the world. Cherish it.  
Endure it.  
 

Until this system be undone,  
The burden of our song 
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Shall be this one, this only one 
There must be something wrong.  

 
But still I pray and I believe: 
There is more love, somewhere. 
I’m going to keep on, til I find it. 
There is more love, somewhere. 
 
Amen. Let us sing it into being. Please rise in body or in spirit 
for our closing hymn, “There is more love somewhere,” number 
95 in the grey hymnal.  


