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Reading: “Breaking Surface” by Mark Nepo 

 

Let no one keep you from your journey, 

no rabbi or priest, no mother 

who wants you to dig for treasures 

she misplaced, no father 

who won't let one life be enough, 

no lover who measures their worth 

by what you might give up, 

no voice that tells you in the night 

it can't be done. 

Let nothing dissuade you 

from seeing what you see 

or feeling the winds that make you 

want to dance alone 

or go where no one 



 

 

has yet to go. 

You are the only explorer. 

Your heart, the unreadable compass. 

Your soul, the shore of a promise 

too great to be ignored. 

 

 

Sermon: Truly Blessed. (Really!) 

 

Here’s a story. It’s about a man called Jason. 

 

Every morning for 11 years, Jason drove his car 20 miles from 

home to work. He felt that he knew every aspect of the 

geography between those two locations. And yet sometimes 

he’d arrive and wonder how he’d got there. 

 

You know what that’s like, right? You know the way so well 

you pretty much don’t even see it. You arrive at your destination 

with, perhaps, a sense of unreality, a slight concern that you 

don’t remember much about how you got there and that you’ve 

been driving in a mild dissociative fog.  

 

Anybody done that?  

 

It’s an experience that most of us have.  

 



 

 

Back to Jason. 

 

One day, his car was in the repair shop and he drove his son’s 

truck to work instead. And Jason was amazed at all the new 

things he saw. By sitting in a driver’s seat nearly a foot higher 

than he was used to, he was able to see over fences, over shrubs, 

over trees. There were all kinds of interesting “new” things to 

see.  

 

When he got to work, he noticed how energized, how alive he 

felt. (1) 

 

Just like Jason’s journey, our daily lives are filled with 

structures that keep us from seeing more accurately. A change in 

perspective can greatly alter how we see and relate to the world.  

 

Years ago, back when I taught in Scotland, both the prevailing 

feminist and the lesbian cultures supported my being politically 

active. In my case, that meant organizing to decriminalize gay 

male sex and working with women fleeing domestic violence. 

But being religious, or having any declared spiritual identity ... 

that was another story. I took solitary solace in nature and 

books, and didn’t talk about my experience of mystery, the times 

that were transcendental. I was often lonely. 

 

My life had parts - school, service, social, solitude and study - 

fences, shrubs and trees - but I wasn’t really aware of how they 

connected. I was definitely on a journey, but I wasn’t seeing 

clearly. 

Right before I came to the States, I sold nearly all my books. I 

came here with two bags and four books.They were poetry and 



 

 

theology, written by lesbian women philosophers - Adrienne 

Rich, Audre Lorde, and Mary Daly. These were the writers who 

had given me general directions to follow.  

 

One day in Boston, I discovered the Women’s Theological 

Center. I saw an event advertised. I went - and went again and 

again - and eventually I was invited to enter their yearlong 

study/action program. It was an intentionally bi-racial, woman-

centered program of theological education that addressed issues 

of social justice from a faith and spiritual perspective. 

 

A change in perspective can greatly alter how we see and relate 

to the world. And how! 

 

I learned to reflect on race, sex, and class constructions from a 

black womanist perspective, and how to center my life, and that 

of other marginalized people, as a source of moral reflection. I 

peeled away much of how I had been conditioned - the voices 

telling me in the night it can’t be done. Both in study and in 

therapy, I came to understand more fully why the parts of my 

life were disconnected.  

 

I realized not just how hierarchies of worth and of knowledge 

could stifle intellectual curiosity and keep us all from being 

whole and free, but also how maintaining those systems and our 

role in them is insidious. They are assaults on our ability to love 

ourselves and each other. Nowadays, we might use the term “a 

culture of white supremacy” as one of the ways to describe this 

conditioning and how it is held in place.  

 



 

 

I was working and studying, and doing volunteer work with 

single teenage mothers - and I had both a good social life and 

time for solitude. But my perspective on those things was no 

longer the same, and there were all kinds of interesting “new” 

things to see.  

 

I noticed how energized, how alive I felt.  

 

But that’s a hard state to sustain, right? You give back the van 

and get back in your car.  

 

I like to think that’s when the integration really happens - when 

you stop being so consciously aware all the time, and all that 

new learning - all that unlearning - gets a chance to settle in and 

become part of you.  

 

But it’s also when forgetting happens. And with no community 

of accountability all that old powerful conditioning reasserts 

itself. 

 

Unlike with the Women’s Theological Center, I was actually 

looking for Follen church.  

 

It was a middle class African American UU minister who said I 

might find a spiritual fit in Unitarian Universalism. Actually, she 

said, “You’ll hate the racism and classism, Jane, but you might 

find a vehicle for your spirituality.” She’d heard there was a 

church I might like in Lexington. I was biking a lot back then, 

and every day I would go from Somerville to Bedford and back, 

stopping in the Coffee Connection in Lexington on the way 

home. I asked the barista who served me where the UU church 



 

 

was. He asked me which one. I said I didn’t know there was 

more than one, and he said, “There are two. You’ll want the cool 

one. That’s where I go.” (If anyone has a lead on who that 

young man was - say 25 years ago - please tell me) 

 

The minister who pointed me towards Unitarian Universalism 

was right. She was right about about the racism and classism. If 

she was directing me today she would almost certainly say 

“culture of white supremacy.” Undoing our conditioning is hard, 

slow, intentional work for individuals and for institutions. For 

me, it seems to be a never-ending practice - and Follen continues 

to be a place that challenges me to do that. Institutionally, as 

Follen Church, we try to practice undoing our conditioning as 

well. 

 

Follen too has parts - worship, social and community, giving and 

receiving in service, learning and unlearning: striving to be anti-

racist, lgbtq-affirming, immigrant-supportive. We try to see the 

structures that keep us from having a clearer and more beautiful 

view. We try to see the connections between the parts. We’re 

definitely on a journey, and sometimes we too don’t see clearly.  

 

But, like Jason, we’re going to keep doing our 40 mile round 

trip, right?  

 

That minister was also right about Unitarian Universalism being 

a vehicle for my spirituality.  

 

So what about my experience of mystery, the transcendental?  

 



 

 

I learned I have to be vigilant about undoing how I’d been 

conditioned to internalize system of oppression based on class, 

gender and sexual orientation, and I learned I have to be 

intentional as a white person about dismantling structures that 

give us unjust power. And I also I learned it’s a whole lot easier 

to just go along day after day in a kind of mild dissociative fog, 

but that that doesn’t give such great views.  

 

I learned I had to apply that intentionality to spirituality as well.  

I took two-year courses in both neo-shamanism and goddess 

spirituality. I considered converting to Judaism. I studied with a 

Tibetan Buddhist teacher. I made art and photographs, wrote 

poetry, did improv and danced. I meditated and prayed daily. I 

still do many of these spiritual practices.  

 

And you know what, I was still lonely. It was the music at 

Follen that made me aware of that. Spiritually I was still lonely.  

 

Whether we’re talking about social justice or or spiritual 

journeys, I can’t stress enough the importance of inclusive 

community. When we have had the courage to do it, building 

purposeful, mutually intentional and honest relationships across 

differences in class, gender, sexual orientation and immigration 

status has changed both me and my closest friends.  

 

The same has been true with religious difference. 

 

I have an evangelical Christian friend who goes to Grace 

Chapel. She’s my oldest friend, and we’ve seen each other 

through a lot. She has never proselytized. But she has been a 

steady companion and conversation partner over the years, and 



 

 

those conversations were part of what led me to study to be an 

spiritual director. For two years, my teachers were Franciscan 

nuns. Wise and humble, radically welcoming - and strong. They 

taught me well. We challenged each other, and helped each 

other have a clearer and more beautiful view. For example, I 

explained that atheists can have a deeply spiritual life (thank you 

Follen atheists!), and that I did not necessarily expect that clients 

who come to talk with me about their spiritual lives would 

believe in God. These were hard things for them to understand. 

And they helped me reconnect to God in times of great 

uncertainty and anxiety. They helped my relationship with God 

mature into friendship. 

 

For years I’ve said the Buddhist compassion prayer of Metta, 

but I also now pray a form of the Ignatian Examen. It’s a 

practice of gratitude and self-reflection at the end of the day. 

And the sisters would be delighted to know that I think more 

about Jesus now than before. 

 

My spiritual life is fuller. And not lonely. For me, truly 

understanding that I am a beloved child of God has been 

essential, and has taken a long time. I see the connection 

between other parts more clearly now. I see how religious 

differences can be assaults on our ability to love ourselves and 

each other, and that our spiritual paths are meant to help bring us 

together.  

 

Anyone who knows me knows I am a deeply flawed person. I 

have one foot in the British Baking Show and the other in Game 

of Thrones. Really! I need all the mutually intentional and 

honest relationships across all the differences that I have. I think 



 

 

we all do. All the mutually intentional, honest and imperfect 

relationships. In these times especially, we need to know how to 

feel each others despair, each others anger, each others 

disappointment. We need not to look away from the truths of our 

lives - from the truths of our country. 

 

At Follen, we are people who seek truth and meaning through 

many spiritual paths. I think we might benefit from intentionally 

exploring our diversity of religious and spiritual experience 

together.  

 

As Alex Kapitan said recently in per article in UU World about 

queering faith: 

 

There are probably as many different beliefs within Unitarian 

Universalism as there are Unitarian Universalists, and this is 

our greatest uniqueness and our greatest strength. 

However, in order to tap into our super power as a religion, we 

can’t just coexist without meaningfully engaging with each 

other’s truths. We can’t gloss over our differences and expect 

that they will never affect our relationships or our community. 

(2) 

This is the kind of wisdom that people on the margins bring. It 

does not come out of homogenous communities - and yet our 

conditioning tends to make us think that to be good people we 

have to see each other as the same. If that is all we do we only 

see the same old fences, trees and shrubs. A clearer and more 

beautiful view is never seen.  



 

 

To be a truly, radically anti-racist, lgbtq-affirming, immigrant-

supportive congregation is not just about acceptance or 

accessibility. A vibrant Unitarian Universalism requires us not 

only to set a bigger table for everyone to sit at, but to ask who is 

creating the menu, who we are buying our food from, and who 

says what time dinner will be.  

 

To use the word “queer” as a verb, “to queer” something, is first 

to see and then to dismantle the structures that stop us from 

loving ourselves and each other, and then to work out something 

different.  

To be a community of accountability for us all - and to have any 

hope of a world worth living in for our great-great grandchildren 

- mutually intentional, honest and imperfect relationships 

between people of diverse socio-political experience and people 

of diverse spiritual paths are needed.  

Working for justice and our spiritual lives are not separate. 

 

So, here’s another story. A story of what can happen when you 

see over those fences and shrubs, and decide to go explore what 

lies beyond.  

 

Kim got lost while driving through the country and their GPS 

wasn’t working. As they tried to read a map, they accidentally 

drove off the road into a ditch. Though they weren’t injured, 

their car was stuck deep in the mud. So Kim walked to a nearby 

farm to ask for help. 

 

"Warwick can get you out of that ditch," said the farmer, 

pointing to an old mule standing in a field. Kim looked at the 



 

 

tired-looking mule and then at the farmer who just stood there 

repeating, "Yep, old Warwick can do the job." Kim reckoned 

there was nothing to lose so the two of them and Warwick made 

their way back to the ditch. 

 

The farmer hitched the mule to the car. With a snap of the reins 

he shouted, "Pull, Morgan! Pull,TJ! Pull, Cassie! Pull, 

Warwick!" And the mule pulled the car from the ditch with very 

little effort. 

 

Kim was amazed. They thanked the farmer, patted the mule and 

asked, "Why did you call out all of those other names before you 

called Warwick?" 

 

The farmer grinned and said, "Old Warwick is just about blind. 

As long as he believes he's part of a team, he doesn't mind 

pulling." (3) 

 

My faith - our faith - Unitarian Universalism, tells us that 

salvation is collective: We cannot achieve a whole, healthy, just, 

loving person, relationship, church or world by ourselves. My 

faith - our faith - Unitarian Universalism, tells us that revelation 

is not sealed: Not only are we encouraged to make meaning but 

we are called to do it together.  

 

True blessings have taken me places I did not think to go. As a 

UU, I think I’m required to work out whether “Recalculating” 

means I’m lost or if I am being called to explore by an often 

inconvenient God.  

 



 

 

Let no one keep you from your journey. Let nothing dissuade 

you from seeing what you see. Let no voice tell you in the night 

it can't be done. 

 

Your soul is the shore of a promise too great to be ignored. 

 

So let’s explore, get lost, go off-road - make sure to take a bus 

sometimes, get uncomfortable, and travel with companions who 

are not the same. Let’s use our super power! 

 

And remember, even with the most careful planning and mindful 

attention, most of us only find out where we are really going 

when we arrive.  

 

Except Old Warwick. Don’t you think he might be the wisest of 

us all? 

 

 

(1) Adapted from a story told by Sr. Linda Romey OSB 

(2) https://www.uuworld.org/articles/queering-faith 

(3) Adapted from a story by James W. Moore 
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