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Chalice Lighting: 

 

In the novel "My Name is Red," Turkish novelist Orhan Pamuk 

writes: 

 

"The beauty and mystery of this world only emerges through 

affection, attention, interest and compassion . . . Open your eyes 

wide and actually see this world by attending to its colors, 

details and irony." 

 

~~~ 

 

Hymn #16, “Tis a Gift to Be Simple.” 

Reading: 

 



 

 

Try to Praise the Mutilated World 

 

By Adam Zagajewski (Translated by Clare Cavanagh) 

Try to praise the mutilated world. 

Remember June's long days, 

and wild strawberries, drops of rosé wine. 

The nettles that methodically overgrow 

the abandoned homesteads of exiles. 

You must praise the mutilated world. 

You watched the stylish yachts and ships; 

one of them had a long trip ahead of it, 

while salty oblivion awaited others. 

You've seen the refugees going nowhere, 

you've heard the executioners sing joyfully. 

You should praise the mutilated world. 

Remember the moments when we were together 

in a white room and the curtain fluttered. 

Return in thought to the concert where music flared. 

You gathered acorns in the park in autumn 

and leaves eddied over the earth's scars. 

Praise the mutilated world 

and the gray feather a thrush lost, 

and the gentle light that strays and vanishes 

and returns. 

 

 

Homily: 

 



 

 

The year is 1848. Thirteen years before the onset of the Civil 

War and thirteen after Charles Follen was first called to our 

pulpit. 

The Mexican War ended, gold was found in California, coalition 

was building to oppose the spread of slavery to the western 

territories, and the first lawsuit challenging "separate but equal" 

laws was fought in Boston. In the Wesleyan Methodist Chapel at 

Seneca Falls, during the first Women's Rights Convention, the 

Declaration of Sentiments calling for equality of human rights 

for women and men was signed by 32 men and 68 women. 

There was no shortage of struggles in 1848, the year Joseph 

Bracket wrote “Simple Gifts,” the song we just sang. For him, 

writing a dancing song was part of his Shaker commitment to 

manifest the spirit of Christ. Over the years, his song has seen 

many adaptations, but I’d like us not to lose sight of its original 

purpose - a form of worship that liberated the soul, a dance on 

holy ground. Praise in the mutilated world of his time.  

 

Let me tell you a story about another song that has sometimes 

been adapted. 

Dr. Glen Thomas Rideout is a UU Director of Worship & Music 

in Ann Arbor. He tells about an experience he had at our 

denomination’s General Assembly last year, after he had led a 

long worship service. I should tell you that he is an introvert. He 

is one of those introverts that no one believes is an introvert. If 

you ever have the opportunity to participate in a service he 



 

 

leads, you’ll understand why. So here he is - tired and retreating 

into himself a bit. 

 

[A woman} walked up to me and said, “Doctor Rideout!” 

Because she had enough grace to remind me of my title, she 

gave me the opportunity to resume my church face and posture. 

She held my hands as if we had known each other for the longest 

time. She looked into eyes and she said, “You know what? I 

always sing that song: There is more love right here…. There is 

more love right here…. I’m gonna keep on ‘cause I found it… 

There is more love right here…. I don’t understand why it is that 

we don’t sing that here at GA. We’ve already found a 

community of love.” 

[.....] 

She looked into my eyes and spoke and sang to me with her own 

truth. She asked with genuine curiosity why it is that we don’t all 

sing the words that she had come to know. 

I was compelled to respond to the woman I had just met with, 

“Thank you for trusting me with that question.” And then I 

explained to her why I thought it was necessary — particularly 

with the music of people of color — that we enter and examine 

these songs with more curiosity than colonization. 

I thanked her, and I explained that for those of us who live with 

the privilege of knowing love, it can be difficult to understand 

the perspective of one who lives without such a privilege. 

I explained that it can be difficult to understand the lived 

experience of those who have trouble finding the evidence of 



 

 

love in their immediate vicinity; in their church; in their 

neighborhood; in their city; in their nation; even in their planet. 

I thanked her, and I explained that for some who don’t share the 

privilege of perceiving love “right here,” moving toward that 

idea of privilege had become a vital practice of Black faith. 

I offered that if we, as a spiritual community of Unitarian 

Universalists, populated by well-meaning people, are to mean 

anything to the lives and the deaths of people of color, we must 

begin by learning — not squelching — the forms of expression 

that arise from these living perspectives. 

And she said, “Thank you. I’ve never heard it expressed that 

way. I’ve never understood it that way. And I will never sing it 

that same way again.” 

When we inhabit the music, the forms of expression of people 

who lived their lives along the margins of notice, we must notice 

that we have entered holy ground, a sacred space of learning; a 

sacred space of relationship. 

 

What an example they both gave us - bowing and bending, and 

coming down right. With affection, attention, interest and 

compassion they created a sacred space of relationship and 

together danced their praise in a mutilated world and beauty 

emerged. 

 

Right now, another convention is drawing to a close - this year’s 

General Assembly in New Orleans - where UUs have been 

asked to wrestle with the implications of a culture of white 



 

 

supremacy. Some of you may have been following the past three 

months of challenging debate in our denomination over the term 

“white supremacy” and what a culture of white supremacy looks 

like. It’s not the first time we have been so challenged.  

 

UU’s remember the hundreds that responded to the call to Selma 

but perhaps not so much that our faith, in the late 1960s and 

early ‘70s, saw what has been called the “white controversy over 

black empowerment” after which over 1,000 Black UUs left the 

denomination. Of this time, Rev Mark Morrison Reed has said 

with clarity and compassion:  

 It happened because of the bigotry and mistakes of earlier 

generations of religious liberals, because society was forcing 

change upon religious liberals and change is difficult, because 

middle-class black UUs needed to redirect their priorities—and 

this meant, for some, leaving. These were all good people torn 

by competing loyalties and conflicting values, some of which ran 

counter to their deepest traditions of polity and individualism. It 

happened because of institutional immaturity, fear, and hubris. 

It happened because it had to happen.  

 

Sometimes we good people see the abandoned homesteads of 

the exiles of our history with more colonization than curiosity. 

 

Our spiritual exercise for June invites us to go on a local 

pilgrimage and research why it matters. I went in search of 

Sarah Roberts, at the Museum of African American History. She 



 

 

was a five year old girl who, in 1848 in Boston was barred from 

attending any of the white schools near where she lived. 

Together with the prominent African American attorney Robert 

Morris, her father filed suit on her behalf, the first challenge to 

 "separate but equal" laws. They did not succeed.  

Sacred space of learning though that museum is, and important 

though it is to know the complexity of our history and look into 

each others eyes across the holy space of time, it was but a 

wayside stop on a much longer pilgrimage. 

 

We UUs are not just meant to be tourists when we learn, but 

pilgrims in search of something for which we long. A soul 

longing to be liberated may travel across oceans or find holy 

ground right where it is, but it is always being asked to say 

“Yes!” to the dance of creating beloved community, Rev. Martin 

Luther King Jr’s term for the UU principle of world community 

with peace, liberty, and justice for all. 

 

So it was in this spirit that Rev. Bill Sinkford said about his 

hopes for this current General Assembly in New Orleans: “We 

have a history that is waiting to be redeemed.” I bow to those 

who are extending the invitation to this sacred space of learning, 

this sacred space of relationship. 

 

Pilgrimage is meant to break us open to what it is that we long 

for and show us how to get there. It is meant to remind us It may 



 

 

take a country more than 240 years or a denomination more than 

56. Nearly 180 years after the founding of our church, Follen 

has committed to being an intentionally and proactively 

antiracist congregation - a place of praise in a mutilated world. 

We will need to help each other not lose sight of our purpose 

and forgive each others stumbles but, bowing and bending a 

little, we can dance our praise and beauty will emerge. 

 

It’s 2017, my friends, and there is still no shortage of struggles. 

May we not lose sight of a truth spoken at Seneca Falls all those 

years ago by the lone African American, Frederick Douglass: 

“All good causes are mutually helpful.”  

May we open our eyes wide and see it all. 

May we bravely accept invitations to dance on holy ground.  

And, in praise, may we give each other wild strawberries and 

wine, and be part of the light that will return. 

There is more love. We will come down right. 

~~~ 

Hymn #95, “There Is More Love Somewhere.” 

~~~ 

 



 

 

Benediction: Until we meet again, give thanks for all that is 

good and joyous, and sow seeds of hope in this hurting world ... 

morning by morning and day by day. 
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