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Call to Worship 
I call us to worship this morning with these words by my dear 
friend and colleague Rev. Angela Herrera.  
 
Don’t leave your broken heart at the door; 
Bring it to the altar of life. 
Don’t leave your anger behind; 
It has high standards 
And the world needs vision. 
Bring them with you, 
And your joy 
And your passion. 
Bring your loving, 
And your courage 
And your conviction. 
Bring your need for healing, 
And your power to heal. 
There is work to do 
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And you have all you need to do it 
Right here in this room.  
 
Chalice: Lyrics read by Susanne 
“Anthem” by Leonard Cohen 
 
The birds they sang 
at the break of day 
Start again 
I heard them say 
Don’t dwell on what 
has passed away 
or what is yet to be. 
Ah the wars they will 
be fought again 
The holy dove 
She will be caught again 
bought and sold 
and bought again 
the dove is never free. 
Ring the bells that still can ring 
Forget your perfect offering 
There is a crack in everything 
That’s how the light gets in. 
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Reading: Our reading is by Joy Harjo, a Native American poet. 
I chose this reading on Monday, and I thought then, “it works no 
matter what.” And you know what: it does. It’s long, sort of like 
a meditation through poetry, so please get comfortable in your 
body, take a breath, and if you wish close your eyes so you can 
follow the journey of her words. The poem is: 
 
“For Calling the Spirit Back from Wandering the Earth in Its 
Human Feet”  
 
Put down that bag of potato chips, that white bread, that 
bottle of pop. 
Turn off that cellphone, computer, and remote control. 
Open the door, then close it behind you. 
Take a breath offered by friendly winds. They travel the earth 
gathering essences of plants to clean. 
Give it back with gratitude. 
If you sing it will give your spirit lift to fly to the stars’ ears and 
back. 
Acknowledge this earth who has cared for you since you were 
a dream planting itself precisely within your parents’ desire. 
Let your moccasin feet take you to the encampment of the 
guardians who have known you before time, who will be 
there after time. They sit before the fire that has been there 
without time. 
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Let the earth stabilize post colonial insecure jitters. 
Be respectful of the small insects, birds and animal people 
who accompany you. 
Ask their forgiveness for the harm we humans have brought 
down upon them. 
Don’t worry. 
The heart knows the way though there may be high-rises, 
interstates, checkpoints, armed soldiers, massacres, wars, and 
those who will despise you because they despise themselves. 
The journey might take you a few hours, a day, a year, a few 
years, a hundred, a thousand or even more. 
Watch your mind. Without training it might run away and 
leave your heart for the immense human feast by the 
thieves of time. 
Do not hold regrets. 
When you find your way to the circle, to the fire kept burning 
by the keepers of your soul, you will be welcomed. 
You must clean yourself with cedar, sage, or other healing plant. 
Cut the ties you have to failure and shame. 
Let go the pain you are holding in your mind, your shoulders, 
your heart, all the way to your feet. Let go the pain of your 
ancestors to make way for those who are heading in our 
direction. 
Ask for forgiveness. 
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Call upon the help of those who love you. These helpers take 
many forms: animal, element, bird, angel, saint, stone, or 
ancestor. 
Call your spirit back. It may be caught in corners and 
creases of shame, judgment, and human abuse. 
You must call in a way that your spirit will want to return. 
Speak to it as you would to a beloved child. 
Welcome your spirit back from its wandering. It may return 
in pieces, in tatters. Gather them together. They will be 
happy to be found after being lost for so long. 
Your spirit will need to sleep awhile after it is bathed and 
given clean clothes. 
Now you can have a party. Invite everyone you know who 
loves and supports you. Keep room for those who have no 
place else to go. 
Make a giveaway, and remember, keep the speeches short. 
Then, you must do this: help the next person find their way 
through the dark. 
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Sermon: We Begin Again 
 

The birds they sang 
at the break of day 
Start again 
Ring the bells that still can ring. 
 
Call your spirit back. 
 
I remember hearing a story from a minister who was also a 
preacher’s kid, her father was a Christian minister. Every 
Sunday afternoon after church, right before her dad drove her 
family home, he would put his hands on the steering wheel and 
sigh and shake his head. “Another day closer to the kingdom.” 
 
“Another day closer to the kingdom.” 
 
The kingdom that I believe in is not now, but I do believe it will 
be. 
The kingdom of God. 
The reign of Love. 
The beloved community. 
Not now—but then… 
We will have a world where all people receive justice, equity, 
and compassion in all their human relations. 
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A world where we lift up the vulnerable instead of pushing them 
down.  
A world where we feed the hungry, clothe the naked, care for 
the sick, visit the prisoner. 
A world where everyone believes that women are fully human, 
that black people are fully human, that brown people are fully 
human, that people without documentation papers are fully 
human, that people who wear hijab are fully human, that every 
person of every color, every creed, every gender, every 
orientation, every ability, every class, every sort is fully human, 
and that every human has inherent worth and dignity.  
That is the grounding of my faith. 
That is my moral agenda. 
That is the kingdom I am working towards. 
Another day closer to the kingdom. 
But O God, it feels so far away this week...  
 
I have called my spirit back.  
My spirit was in pieces, in tatters. I gathered the pieces together 
and cried. I ate some chicken soup, thank you Lynne Stinson. I 
let my spirit worship and sleep and bathe and change for a new 
day, another day. 
 
My friends, we are part of a religion that has had a strong moral 
agenda from day one.  
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Our first religious ancestors in this country  
came here for religious freedom,  
the freedom to worship who and how you will.  
Our religious ancestors include abolitionists and suffragettes 
who were imprisoned and who died for their moral activism, 
murdered by mobs, by police,  
because they believed that black lives mattered,  
that women’s lives mattered,  
that every human deserved a vote, a voice.  
Our religious ancestors include great thinkers and presidents  
and even the mother of our current president.  
Our moral agenda has shaped our religion  
and through our activism,  
our religion has shaped this country.  
We are a small movement, but we are a loud one.  
 
Because we know. 

The heart knows the way though there may be high-rises, 
interstates, checkpoints, armed soldiers, massacres, wars, 
and those who will despise you because they despise 
themselves. 
The journey might take you a few hours, a day, a year, a 
few years, a hundred, a thousand or even more. 

 
 



 

9 

Our Unitarian Universalist values cause us to not simply believe 
in “the inherent worth and dignity of all people,” but to fight for 
that to be lived out in how we treat neighbors and strangers, 
people like us and people different from us.  
No woman should be sexually assaulted or harassed.  
No Muslim should be assaulted or harassed.  
No disabled person should be mocked.  
No sick person should have to choose between medicine and 
food.  
These are our moral truths.  
Our Unitarian Universalist values cause us to not simply believe 
in “justice, equity and compassion in human relations,”  
but to work for a world where all people actually receive justice, 
equity and compassion in their daily lives— 
that two people can marry no matter their gender or race,  
that anyone can use the bathroom no matter their gender 
expression, 
that prisoners are treated humanely, so many more. 
Our Unitarian Universalist values cause us to not simply 
espouse “acceptance of one another and encouragement to 
spiritual growth in our congregations,”  
but to also work for that freedom of religion for all people,  
and to work for acceptance of all people. 
Our Unitarian Universalist values cause us to not simply pray 
for “a world community with peace, liberty, and justice for all,” 
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but to actively work to build connections across national 
boundaries, to reach out and be part of the hands that build 
peace, liberty, and justice all over the world.  
We believe in the interdependent web of life, and from that 
belief, we care for our earth. 
 
Our Unitarian Universalist values remind us that we believe 
in “the right of conscience and the use of the democratic process 
within our congregations and in society at large.”  
And because of that belief,  
we vote our values, we vote our principles,  
we join movements that support our values and principles within 
this great country,  
we take part in peaceful resistance according to our moral 
conscience. 
 
We have seen our moral agenda make great strides in recent 
years.  
Marriage equality was a huge one.  
I admit, I thought, maybe, our moral agenda was winning.  
Another day closer to the kingdom!  
 
But Love is not a victory march.  
It’s a cold and it’s a broken Hallelujah. 
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Now we will have a president who in his words and actions has 
shown how little respect he has for our beliefs, principles, and 
values, and he and his people will actively work against them.  
 
Forget your perfect offering 
There is a crack in everything 
 
UU Minister Adam Tierney-Eliot wrote a personal piece about 
another election night.1  
1987, Adam was 15.  
The Governor’s race in the state of Maine.  
Adam’s father had run for governor, and lost.  
The family and close friends and key campaign officials  
had gathered—ironically, in the “Governor’s Suite” at the 
Portland Sonesta Hotel.  
It was time for Adam’s father to give the concession speech.  
 
In silence and in tears they lined up and walked to the door, then 
slowly marched down the hall and into the elevator to the 
1980’s-tacky ballroom where more people waited.   
The son of the outgoing governor appeared next to Adam and 
guided him, his sister and brothers up to the riser and behind the 
lecturn.  
“It is going to be OK,” he said.   
                                                
1 I quote and paraphrase his words and story here: http://www.adamtierneyeliot.net/burbania-posts/so-now-we-fight  
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Then he drifted into the crowd. 
 
Adam and his siblings were standing behind his parents as his 
dad gave a gracious speech to a shocked and dismayed crowd. 
His mother’s hand was on his Dad’s back and his Dad stood as 
still as he could but they were all shaking. 
 
Adam wrote: “It was one of the darkest moments of my life and 
I haven’t really felt that way since. Now I remember it. I 
remember the sadness. I remember the sense that we happy few 
had worked so long and so hard and all had been for naught. All 
that we had hoped and dreamed wasn’t going to happen after all. 
We—all of us in that hotel ballroom—had lost. In the morning 
we would need to face the new world. We would have to live 
with someone else’s goals and dreams.” 
 
We are facing a new world. 
I am not going to tell you it is going to be okay. 
Or rather, let me put it this way. It’s probably going to be okay, 
for white straight wealthy documented people living in 
Massachusetts. Also known as mini-Canada. 
And now when you feel like you need to cleanse your spirit  
with cedar, sage, or other healing plant,  
you can soon choose “other.” 
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But white well-off people being okay doesn’t make it all okay.  
The people who will not be okay are in the millions.  
And they are AFRAID. 
Reports from Day One of a new world:  
Little black children asking their teachers, “Am I going to be a 
slave?” 
Little brown children telling their teachers through tears,  
“I love it here. I don’t want to leave.” 
Graffiti: “Make America Great Again: Go back to Africa.” 
“Black Lives Don’t Matter and Neither do your votes.” 
Swastikas. 
Muslim women reporting that their hijabs, their religious 
garment, have been pulled off their heads, they have been spat 
at, yelled at. 
Minorities of all kinds: black, Latino, Asian—reporting being 
harassed, called horrific names, threatened, assaulted while they 
are waiting for the subway, stopping at the gas station, walking 
down the street, going to their locker at school.  
Even in Massachusetts. 
A brigade of trucks waving Confederate flags rode through 
Lexington, specifically going down the residential side street 
where the director of the ACLU lives—a Follen member.  
 
Two photos from twitter from a poster named Maria Sanchez. 
The first photo is a shot of a basic college dorm room.  
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Down the middle of the floor of the room is a dividing line of 
shoes, hangers, other stuff. A closeup of a note left on top of the 
makeshift wall reads in girlish handwriting: “Hey Maria, Trump 
won so…here is a little preview of what’s to come. #wall ❤, 
izzy.”  
We have also seen protests turned violent, and there was one 
news story of a group of young men kicking a man someone 
shouts was a Trump supporter.  
And, it isn’t much, but here is my own tiny taste of being on the 
receiving end of the divisive hatred: Wednesday morning, 
around 8:30 am I stepped outside to bring my daughter to 
preschool. We hadn’t yet taken down our Clinton yard sign—it 
was still very fresh. A fancy car with a Republican bumper 
sticker drove past my house, and as the driver passed he honked 
several times and gave me and my three year old daughter the 
finger. 
 
Another day closer to the kingdom.  
 
When young Adam was standing on that stage, watching his 
father concede, a voice came to him.  
He wrote:  

I cannot tell you where the voice came from.  
Maybe it was inside me.  
Maybe it was something my parents said.  
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Maybe it came from somewhere else in the room.  
Whatever it was and wherever it came from I remember 
standing up there looking out at the people and the cameras 
while saying four short words to myself over and over and 
over again. 
 
‘So now we fight.’ 
 

So now we fight.  
 
Fighting takes many forms.  
Even as the events of the past few days have shaken me,  
I have been strengthened by the many people who are standing 
up for the vulnerable.  
Of local governments cracking down on hate crimes.  
Of mayors of sanctuary cities re-affirming their cities will be 
safe places for immigrants. 
Of Maria Sanchez’s college swiftly chastising her roommate. 
Of people all over our nation and world putting on safety pins as 
a symbol of solidarity to refugees, immigrants and others that 
they have allies, a way of saying  
“You are safe with me. I will stand with you.”  
 
There is a crack in everything 
That’s how the light gets in. 
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Another day closer to the kingdom. 
The journey might take you a few years, a hundred, a thousand 
or even more. 
 
My friends, you have chosen of your own free will a religion 
with a strong moral grounding and a strong moral agenda. 
A religion that has said, again and again, that the arc of the 
moral universe is long, but it bends towards justice. 
And the strength of that moral conviction belongs to everyone 
here, no matter our race, our gender, our class, or even who we 
voted for.  
Understanding political differences, why someone voted how 
they did, that is not our most urgent task right now.  
Our most urgent calling right now is to return to our moral 
grounding and help the people who are being attacked and 
whose rights will continue to be attacked.2 
 
Put down that booze and Halloween candy.  
Find your way to the circle, to the fire kept burning by the 
keepers of your soul. 
You will always be welcomed. 
Let go the pain of your ancestors  
to make way for those who are heading in our direction. 

                                                
2 Inspired by, though not directly quoting: http://www.huffingtonpost.com/entry/listen-liberal-white-
guy_us_5824f63ee4b057e23e313f4a? 
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Then, you must do this:  
Help the next person find their way through the dark. 
Start again. (Tyler starts playing intro to Cohen song) 
Ring the bells that still can ring. 
Forget your perfect offering. 
There is a crack in everything 
That’s how the light gets in. 
 
Tyler sings 
 
“Anthem” Leonard Cohen 
The birds they sang 
at the break of day 
Start again 
I heard them say 
Don't dwell on what 
has passed away 
or what is yet to be. 
Ah the wars they will 
be fought again 
The holy dove 
She will be caught again 
bought and sold 
and bought again 
the dove is never free. 
Ring the bells that still can ring 
Forget your perfect offering 
There is a crack in everything 
That's how the light gets in. 
We asked for signs 
the signs were sent: 
the birth betrayed 

the marriage spent 
Yeah the widowhood 
of every government -- 
signs for all to see. 
 
 
I can't run no more 
with that lawless crowd 
while the killers in high places 
say their prayers out loud. 
But they've summoned, they've summoned 
up 
a thundercloud 
and they're going to hear from me. 
Ring the bells that still can ring ... 
You can add up the parts 
but you won't have the sum 
You can strike up the march, 
there is no drum 
Every heart, every heart 
to love will come 
but like a refugee. 
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Ring the bells that still can ring 
Forget your perfect offering 
There is a crack, a crack in everything 
That's how the light gets in. 
Ring the bells that still can ring 
Forget your perfect offering 

There is a crack, a crack in everything 
That's how the light gets in. 
That's how the light gets in. 
That's how the light gets in

Another day closer to the kingdom.  
May it be so. 
Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
And now in our comings and our goings, 
May the light of Love shine upon us, 
out from within us, 
be gracious unto us, 
and give us peace. 
For this is the day we are given; 
Let us rejoice and be glad in it. 
 
 
 
 


