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November 11, 2018 

 

Call to Worship: 

Here are words from the 2010 statement of conscience titled 

“Creating Peace” affirmed by our Unitarian Universalist 

Association’s General Assembly:  

“Our faith calls us to create peace, yet we confess that we have 

not done all we could to prevent the spread of armed conflict 

throughout the world. At times we have lacked the courage to 

speak and act against violence and injustice; at times we have 

lacked the creativity to speak and act in constructive ways; at 

times we have condemned the violence of others without 

acknowledging our own complicity in violence. We affirm a 

responsibility to speak truth to power, especially when unjust 

power is exercised by our own nation. Too often we have 

allowed our disagreements to distract us from all that we can do 

together. This Statement of Conscience challenges individual 

Unitarian Universalists, as well as our congregations and 

Association, to engage with more depth, persistence, and 

creativity in the complex task of creating peace.” 

May we, in this hour, rededicate ourselves to being creators of 

peace. Let us worship together.  
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Reading: The End and the Beginning 

BY WISŁAWA SZYMBORSKA 

TRANSLATED BY JOANNA TRZECIAK 

 

After every war 

someone has to clean up. 

Things won’t 

straighten themselves up, after all. 

 

Someone has to push the rubble 

to the side of the road, 

so the corpse-filled wagons 

can pass. 

 

Someone has to get mired 

in scum and ashes, 

sofa springs, 

splintered glass, 

and bloody rags. 

 

Someone has to drag in a girder 

to prop up a wall. 

Someone has to glaze a window, 

rehang a door. 

 

Photogenic it’s not, 
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and takes years. 

All the cameras have left 

for another war. 

 

We’ll need the bridges back, 

and new railway stations. 

Sleeves will go ragged 

from rolling them up. 

 

Someone, broom in hand, 

still recalls the way it was. 

Someone else listens 

and nods with unsevered head. 

But already there are those nearby 

starting to mill about 

who will find it dull. 

 

From out of the bushes 

sometimes someone still unearths 

rusted-out arguments 

and carries them to the garbage pile. 

 

Those who knew 

what was going on here 

must make way for 

those who know little. 
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And less than little. 

And finally as little as nothing. 

 

In the grass that has overgrown 

causes and effects, 

someone must be stretched out 

blade of grass in his mouth 

gazing at the clouds. 
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Sermon: Hunger for Peace 

 

In the congregation I served before this one, First Parish in 

Lincoln, just down the road, the senior minister, Roger told me a 

story when I began working there in 2006.  

He said that one of his big accomplishments that he was still 

fighting to maintain was he killed the church’s Peace group.  

 

I know, it doesn’t sound like a good accomplishment.  

I guess there had been a longstanding committee, which might 

have started during the Gulf War, that supported Peace,  

in the same way many congregations have a committee based on 

supporting justice.  

This group’s main or maybe only activity was picketing against 

war, with signs for peace.  

 

Roger had begun his ministerial career as an activist and this 

group just rubbed him the wrong way.  

How can we call for peace if we are not working for justice? 

How can there be real peace if there is not justice?  

Yes. I think he thought it was not time yet, to use the poet’s 

image, to say we should all be peacefully gazing at the clouds, 

when there was so much hard dirty work to be done down here.  

“Things won’t straighten themselves up, after all.  

Photogenic it’s not, and takes years.” 
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And as long as the Peace group existed, there was no room in 

the system for a Justice group to form that could take on some 

social activism.  

So Roger killed the Peace group. 

 

I mean, he didn’t KILL them, he just ended the existence of the 

committee. I don’t know how he did it.  

Roger was a gentle soul, a number 9 on the Enneagram which 

ironically means “Peacekeeper,”  

and I know he hated any type of conflict.  

But he felt a strong conviction that this was the right thing to do, 

and so he killed the Peace group.  

And years, I mean years later, an actual decade,  

I would hear grumblings— 

“Roger killed the Peace group. Roger hates Peace.”  

 

He was right, though. 

No justice, no peace. 

No justice, no peace. 

 

Have you heard that phrase shouted, have you seen it on signs? 

No justice, no peace. 

 

I don’t know who first put those words together in just that way, 

but Rev. Al Sharpton picked up the slogan and helped 

popularize it after a tragedy in 1986.  
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Three black men were attacked by a white mob and one 

innocent man, Michael Griffith, was killed while fleeing for his 

life.  

 

Sharpton wrote: 

  

Many at the time, and even to this day, wrongly equate the 

slogan to mean that we are somehow promoting violence. 

Nothing could be further from the truth.  

“No justice, no peace” means that, until we see fairness and 

accountability, we will not remain silent.  

Those who never want to see progress or change would 

love it if we remained quiet – that’s exactly why we don’t. 

As a preacher and a civil rights activist for my entire life, 

my conscience will not allow me to ignore brutality that 

afflicts the voiceless.1 

 

Too often people in power say Peace, and what they mean is: 

Silence.  

Silence the complainers, the dissatisfied, the questioners. 

Keep the systems in place that keep the wealthy wealthy,  

the powerful powerful.  

Peace means, don’t bother me. Peace means, I get what I want. 

Peace means, you get what you get and you don’t get upset.  

                                                      
1 https://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/2014/jan/10/mark-duggan-family-rallying-cry-no-peace-no-

justice 
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I don’t think that is what the Peace group at my old church 

intended.  

I think they were classically pacifist, anti-war and that was their 

unwavering focus.  

And I don’t think there is actually anything wrong with being 

focused in that way— 

in fact, it can make us more effective at what we do.  

That said as time moved on, progressives have realized that all 

issues are interconnected—intersectional.  

War arises out of injustice, many many strains and stories of 

injustice and types of oppressions,  

coming together in complex violence.  

We can’t end war if we are not working to end the injustice and 

power struggles that cause war. 

 

Philosophers and theologians and regular humans have argued 

since the beginning of time whether or not there can be such a 

thing as a just war;  

if peace can ever truly be born from violence.  

 

Looking at history, the answer still seems unknown.  

Just three years ago our country backed a war in Yemen and 

now upwards of 12 million people, children are starving there.  

It is a famine that our own government helped cause because we 

wanted to help Saudi Arabia make a point against Iran.  

War and hunger go together. No justice, no peace. 
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War stopped the Holocaust—eventually—but anti-Semitism is 

still rampant.  

America ended slavery with the Civil war but then made lots of 

laws to oppress black Americans, and those “legal” measures of 

oppression continue today.  

World War I ended 100 years ago today and it was the War to 

End All Wars until, it was not.  

It was, in fact, 100 years ago today when a young German 

soldier, recuperating in a hospital, heard the news about 

Armistice and began to weep so hard “at this monstrous event” 

his vision blacked out. Young Adolf vowed that day to “go into 

politics.”2 

Our veterans fought for peace and justice, then came home to 

find that the rest of us still didn’t understand what that meant in 

practice. 

And so Armistice Day transformed into Veterans Day. 

If we couldn’t manage to turn away from war, 

We could at least honor those who bore its brunt. 

 

Armistice means we lay down our arms.  

It has yet to mean that we help our brothers and sisters, 

neighbors and strangers, seek a flourishing, equal opportunity, 

just life. 

 

                                                      
2 https://www.nytimes.com/2018/11/10/opinion/sunday/armistice-day-world-war-i.html 
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We have seen three times in the last two weeks that America has 

not laid down its arms.  

Pittsburgh, Jewish worshippers in a synagogue.  

Louisville, two African-American elders shopping for groceries. 

Thousand Oaks, California, young adults listening to country 

music.  

Perhaps what I mean is angry white men with a history of 

violence towards women have not laid down their arms.  

In that sense I would love a true Armistice Day in America. 

Amen? 

 

Maybe that Peace group had a point. 

We keep choosing War.  

We keep killing Peace. 

 

I don’t know that we can expect peace to come from outside 

ourselves and then find its way into our hearts.  

I think we have to work for Justice outside ourselves and our 

comfort zones, and work to find peace, within ourselves. 

With the work of justice, comes the taste of peace. 

 

For this worship theme of Hunger, I read this book by Roxane 

Gay, Hunger: A memoir of my body.  

It is one of the most brilliant pieces of non-fiction I’ve ever read.  

In it she talks about the sexual assault she experienced as a girl, 

and how it affected her whole life.  



 11 

And while this book is specifically about her hunger and how 

that relates to food, it is also more deeply about her hunger and 

how it relates to peace.  

The peace that comes with acceptance of herself, her body, her 

life.  

At one point Roxane Gay writes that she has come to embrace 

and even prefer the term victim for herself.  

Yes she is a survivor AND she is a victim.  

Because, as she puts it,  

 

I don’t want to diminish the gravity of what happened.  

I don’t want to pretend I’m on some  

triumphant, uplifting journey.  

I don’t want to pretend that everything is okay.  

I’m living with what happened,  

moving forward without forgetting,  

moving forward without pretending I am unscarred.3  

 

Later in her book, she writes: 

 

One of my biggest fears is that I will never cut away all that 

scar tissue.  

One of my biggest hopes is that one day,  

I will have cut away most of that scar tissue.4  
                                                      
3 Pg 20 
4 Pg 301 
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Her book is the story of someone who is fighting for peace and 

healing every day. She can never erase what happened to her: 

there is no real justice in this scenario.  

As I read her book I could feel my heart beating fast, her writing 

is so visceral.  

My heart felt like it was beating the same rhythm as hers:  

No justice, no peace.  

And yet through it all she offers hope that she—and her 

readers—will find acceptance, healing, love, and someday, a 

partial peace.   

 

My friends, they say in science that cold is the absence of heat. 

And darkness is the absence of light. 

Peace, then, is the absence of injustice. 

We have a lot of light and fire to create, a lot of injustice to 

burn, before the world is filled with peace. 

 

What is this peace we hunger for? 

 

Well first, Peace is not: satisfaction, comfort, righteousness. 

Peace is not creature comforts or well-worn habits.  

Peace is not Silence. 

Peace includes change, conflict, turbulence.  

“No justice, no peace.”  
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Real peace, peace with teeth, means that respectful conflict is 

allowed, even encouraged.  

Peace is room for everyone’s voice.  

Peace is not caring about the stuff that doesn’t matter so you can 

care more about the stuff that does matter.  

Peace is a flash of joy, a well of gratitude.  

Peace is staying curious. Peace is asking questions.  

Peace is kindness.  

Peace is allowing yourself what you wish for others:  

refuge, a rest, a recharge, a break.  

Sometimes peace is taking the moment to lay stretched out, 

blade of grass in your mouth, gazing at the clouds.  

 

And then, back to the work.  

Things won’t 

straighten themselves up, after all. 

 

 

On this Armistice Day, as we celebrate the 100th anniversary of 

a day when men laid down their weapons,  

I offer you a few final words from the Israeli poet Yehudi 

Amichai.  

He was inspired by the Biblical aphorism that swords should be 

turned into ploughshares (ploughs)— 

that fighting the crowd should turn into the work of feeding the 

crowd.  
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And Amichai asks us to go even further, saying: 

 

After we beat the swords into ploughshares, 

let us beat the ploughshares 

into musical instruments. 

That way, before they start a war, 

They’ll have to beat the musical instruments 

back into ploughshares before they can beat them back into 

swords. 

 

May peace be the song we hear as though from afar, just enough 

to walk in its direction.  

May our search for peace be grounded in the work for Justice. 

No Justice, no peace. Someday, justice. Someday, peace. 

 

May it be so.  

Amen. 

 

 


