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Sunday before the election 
 
Call to Worship: 
In the midst of these short anxious days, and longer nights 
there are blessings to be found. 
Let us begin our worship by calming our minds and bodies with this meditation by Rev. Mark 
Belletini. 
I invite you to close your eyes and steady your breath. 
 
Less light. A time of rest for eyes weary of bright lights all competing for our attention 
Less light. A time to focus carefully on things that the spotlight has missed 
Less light. No need to look frantically for what we might be missing. 
Less light. A blessing to all who never quite find time to sit in the dark silence during the noisy 
summer 
Less light. A reminder to all those who need help remembering that few paths in this life are 
clearly lit 
Less light. A time to notice shapes and textures as well as color 
Less light. A gift of the tilting earth 
Blessed are you, light that wanes. 
 
Let us continue in worship by rising in body or in spirit to sing our opening hymn, number 119 in 
our grey hymnal, “Once to Every Soul and Nation.” 
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Reading:  
“The Contract” by William Ayot 
A word from the led 
And in the end we follow them – 
not because we are paid, 
not because we might see some advantage, 
not because of the things they have accomplished, 
not even because of the dreams they dream 
but simply because of who they are: 
the man, the woman, the leader, the boss, 
standing up there when the wave hits the rock, 
passing out faith and confidence like life jackets, 
knowing the currents, holding the doubts, 
imagining the delights and terrors of every landfall; 
captain, pirate, and parent by turns, 
the bearer of our countless hopes and expectations. 
We give them our trust. We give them our effort. 
What we ask in return is that they stay true. 
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Sermon: Choose Your Own Adventure 
 
A colleague of mine, David Rankin, delivered a sermon prior to the presidential election in 1968.  
It was not a partisan plea, because he was not overly impressed with either Richard Nixon or Hubert 
Humphrey.  
At the conclusion of the sermon,  
he said that he hoped everyone would vote for  
the most intelligent, experienced, and compassionate candidate. 
 
Imagine his surprise when a man confronted him in the reception line and angrily shouted,  
“How dare you use the pulpit to support Hubert Humphrey!”i 
 
A good reminder that communication is what the listener does. 
 
Our worship theme this month is Story. 
The stories we tell, and how we tell them, matter. 
My husband and I both love stories, but we love different kind of stories.  
My husband loves video games, where he gets to decide where his characters will go, what they will 
do.  
I love reading novels, where the author leads me on a journey, guides me, the willing follower, 
wherever they have decided to take their characters.  
I give the author my trust and they give me their effort.  
I love stories with an ending all picked out for me,  
that I get to discover.  
I like a beginning, a middle, an end.  
I like to turn to that last page and sigh with satisfaction  
when I finish that last word.  
You know, that reader’s sigh.  
 
There is only one genre of literary story-telling that I have never liked. 
Choose Your Own Adventure books.  
You don’t read them straight through.  
At the end of each chapter, you are told to make a choice.  
Go down the dark hallway?  
Or turn around and go the other direction?  
Join the band of strangers, or strike out alone?  
Depending on what adventure you choose,  
you flip to the page number given to continue your story.  
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There are lots of stories possible, but no “real” story.  
There’s no “real” ending.  
 
It always seemed like no matter what choices I made, my characters always ended up stranded or 
dead or unhappy.  
Even more disconcerting, the ending could come without warning, in the middle of the book.  
Unfortunately it seems like life is pretty much  
a Choose Your Own Adventure book,  
except you can’t flip back to the start again.  
We make all kinds of choices.  
We don’t know the ending.  
And here we are in the middle of a story,  
waiting for a chance to turn the last page  
and give a satisfied little sigh  
when everything works out the way we wanted it to.  
 
But it might not.  
As our former intern Hillary Collins-Gilpatrick said last year, “there is no plot” to life.  
We keep having to choose our adventure. 
 
We have to keep standing up when the wave hits the rock, 
wear faith and confidence like life jackets, 
know the currents, hold the doubts, 
captain, pirate, and parent by turns. 
 
If there was any book that some people would like to think  
has a set beginning, middle and end, it is the Bible.  
Boy are there lots of ministers and scholars out there who want us to think that book is closed, no 
adventures left to uncover.  
But of course there is always something new to find in our history. It is funny that we modern day 
people are so awkward about it,  
so earnest and essentialist, 
when the ancient sages were so zesty with their interpretations.  
So zesty in fact there is a whole other set of books called the Talmud all about the legendary 
arguments the ancient sages had over what the heck the Torah is talking about.  
 
(The Torah is the first five books of the Bible, the gift that God gave Moses on Mount Sinai and 
later.)  
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In one of these stories, these ancient sages are arguing, and there were a handful of rabbis on one side 
of the argument, and one single rabbi on the other side.  
Now the book of Exodus says that in cases of disagreement like this, the majority rules:  
literally, democracy is written into the Bible with the verse “Decide according to the majority” (Ex 
23:2).  
 
But a single rabbi, Rabbi Eliezer, is very confident and won’t let it go, even though he is in the 
minority.  
He is so sure he is right he decides to draw God into the argument.  
He points to a tree and said,  
“If I’m right, God will move that tree.”  
And then the tree just scuttles over 100 yards!  
But the other rabbis shook their heads and said,  

“You can’t make proof out of a moving tree.  
God, stay out of this.”  

 
Then Rabbi Eliezer said,  

“If I’m right, may that stream of water prove it.”  
And the stream of water then turned  

and flowed in the opposite direction. 
But his fellow rabbis said to him,  
“The behavior of a stream of water does not prove your point.”  
 
Rabbi Eliezer tried several more times,  
and finally asked God to stop with the signs already  
and just speak some sense into his opponents.  
So God called down from heaven,  

“Rabbi Eliezer is right!” 
 
Wouldn’t that be the absolute best way to win an argument with your cousin at Thanksgiving 
dinner? 
 
But then one of the other rabbis, Rabbi Jeremiah,  
reminds Rabbi Eliezer of those words from Exodus.  
He says,  
“Since the Torah has been given already on Mount Sinai,  
we do not pay attention to a heavenly voice,  
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for God, you wrote in Your Torah,  
‘Decide according to the majority.’”  

 
Busted! God was busted with his own words.  
Democracy can be such a pain sometimes  
when you don’t agree with the majority.  
Such a pain when the majority will not listen to your best arguments and evidence.  
Especially when you are positive you are right! 
 
But God doesn’t get mad.  
He doesn’t smite the arguing rabbis who disagree with him. Instead, he laughs. He laughs and 
laughs.  
“My children have defeated me,” he laughs.  
“My children are triumpant over me.” 
 
It’s like when your kid is finally tall enough to make the basket right over your head.  
When your kid grabs the car keys and says, “I’ll drive.”  
 
God started the story.  
But his children are right in the middle of it.  
They chose their own adventure.  
It is out of the author’s hands.  
 
One scholar has commented:  
“This extraordinary story strikes the keynote of the Talmud.  
God wants His children to grow up and achieve independence. God gave them the Torah, but 
now wants them to develop it....” 
 
God gave us a life, but now it is up to us develop it. 
Our spiritual ancestors gave us this church and now we need to develop it.  
The founding fathers gave us this nation and now we need to develop it. 
 
Every day we are choosing our own adventure.  
We are adding characters. 
We are creating plot. 
We are writing the story. 
And I hope we are righting the story too, making things right, seek a right path, a righteous way. 
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And in the end we each are leaders, 
simply because of who you are, the choices you make. 
In these next few days, my dear ones, stand strong as the waves hit the rocks, 
Pass out faith and confidence like life jackets. 
And just like the oxygen mask on airplanes,  
Put on your own before you help someone else. 
We will get through this adventure, no matter what,  

there is another chapter. 
There will be arguments, but there will be laughter too,  

and God knows, maybe even some miracles. 
We will give our trust.  
We will give our effort. 
And we will stay true—to each other, to our values, to hope; 
we will stay true to the vision  

of a nation where peace and justice reign, 
a vision where Earth is fair and all her people one. 
 
May it be so, I pray, and may we help make it so. 
 
Please vote for most intelligent, experienced, and compassionate candidate. 
 
Amen. 
 
 
Please rise in body or in spirit for our closing hymn, number 144 “Now is the Time 
Approaching.” 
 
 
                                                
i David O. Rankin's book, 2001 Meditation Manual, "Dancing in the Empty Spaces." 


