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What continues to challenge my personal faith is wondering whether I will ever see the day when our religious movement moves beyond its Eurocentric norms. We would probably all agree that a life of faith cannot be nurtured in the face of endemic evil. But it's more difficult to see that it is also impossible for many people from non-European heritage to be nurtured by an upper middle class Euro-centric norm blessed by self-satisfaction. 
In most of our congregations that I have been a part of or worked with, structures that create and sustain whiteness are normative. There is presumption from some clergy and some laity that these cannons... rooted in the European experience, are normative. These presumptions make it extremely difficult for culturally oppressed groups to find a place in our congregations. 
If I and other colleagues who are rooted in cultures outside Europe are to be nurtured in our movement, then I must keep the faith that things can be different. Being open to and supporting new possibilities in ministry, different cultural forms in worship, new ways of seeing—these too are important to keeping the faith, to nurturing the spirit. If you will stand with me in solidarity in an expanding circle of culture so that it includes all of us , you too will be keeping the faith. 
—Rev. Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley (1949-2006)
Those were the words of my colleague Marjorie Bowens –Wheatley.  Marjorie died last month so I know she will not live to see the day when all of our Unitarian Universalist congregations will learn to let go of the “structures that create and sustain whiteness” But just because radical visionaries like Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. and Marjorie Bowens-Wheatley no longer walk among us does not mean that there are not others who have dreams of our places of worship and our communities at large being more inclusive. As a matter of fact I have been part of an ongoing dialog for years among those who grow up in Unitarian Universalist youth and young adult circles, who have worshipped in some of our camps and conference centers who are seeking a more engaged more embodied form of worship. 

You see what Marjorie refers to as “these cannons... rooted in the European experience, are normative.” Are simple things, things like using hymnals, and orders of service which assume a level of literacy that are not necessarily present in all people, but even more than that these written words, these texts which we cling to as the script for our worship bind us to a formality a structure that is other than organic to the ebb and flow of natural worship and devotion. People of other cultures do not watch their clocks to see how many minutes the sermons last, they do not structure their time so rigidly that if church takes more than one hour they will leave, no they come to worship to be present in the moment, to feel the rhythms of life, the rhythms of divinity flowing through themselves and through the gathered community.

Even our Unitarian predecessors did not expect to leave in a mere hour; they planned to stay the day. Church was and is the center of community for many people in many cultures. In Wayland Massachusetts where I did my internship in 1990, the year when they celebrated their 350th anniversary we found records which told us that the typical Sunday morning service lasted three to four hours at which time everyone gathered on the church lawn for lunch or as they called it Sunday dinner and then they would return for several more hours of hell fire and brimstone type preaching, the women on one side of the aisle and the men on the other. But even those early Unitarians did not have hymnals, and those few hymnals that existed had only words no tunes. 
The dream however is a type of worship that speaks to mind body and soul, a type of worship that can inspire and transcend the barriers of culture. Some people believe that mega churches have achieved that goal because they gather thousands upon thousands of worshippers each week, but my experiences of such large worship services is that they are rarely engaging or transformative. While I applaud the use of technology, and the inclusion of significant quantities of live music I know that that alone is not enough to create the kind of worship community that can transcend racial and cultural barriers and allow for the formation of a worship community that is inclusive.

The few times I have experienced such worship were times when people were able to let go of their fears, their boundaries and allow  themselves to be present for the experience of real worship. Too often I think the jokes about Unitarian Universalists are true. Why can’t UU’s sing hymns? Because they are too busy reading ahead to see if they agree with the words. And while that may be humorous to some, and there may even be some truth in it, part of the truth is also that we are so afraid that we might let go and be in the moment with the music and the reverie of worship that we cling to the book and the words as if it is some sort of shield.
I am no different. I hang tight to what feels familiar, safe, comfortable, and yet I also know some times the most transformative moments have come when I could let go. Some of the most important moments of my life were when I could let myself believe that there might possibly be some deeper sense of connection between myself and the natural world in to which we humans have worked so hard to distinguish ourselves against. And yet I have felt that connection, and I dream of the day when we all, all human beings could feel a sense of connection to the world.

I dream of this because I believe that until we can see and feel ourselves tangled into the thread of the web of all existence we humans will feel that we are different, other, and allowed to do as we please.  And simply put we are not. We are not allowed to treat the earth and other living things as if they are irrelevant, but we do. We are not allowed to believe that we are superior to other human beings because we are not, all human beings are equal, in fact all living things are equal and each has a significant role to play.

Each of us is made up of miniscule particles so small we can not even grasp the concept of the complexity and multiplicity which exists in every cell. All of us are made of water and energy, and these are the two most precious commodities in our world, water and energy. When you break it down to that what difference does it really make what your politics are or what the color of your skin or hair is, who cares what your theology says, you and I are water and energy. Your children and mine, the whale and the otter, the penguin and the tree, the blade of grass, and the desert fig water and energy, water and energy; I dream of the day when we can understand the connection.
You see Martin Luther King Jr. talked about the colors of skin because that was the issue of his day, and it is done an issue that has been completely worked through yet so we must still work on race relations, only now the multiplicity of what that means has become more real to most of us, we are not simply black and white, we are all different shades of tan and peach, brown and ivory, olive hued, pink and blue, some of us are heavily pigmented and others pigment impaired, some are summers and some are springs, it doesn’t matter what you call it, it is a complex variety of shades and yet we are all human all energy and water.

So if we are all the same why is it that we are so busy focusing on the distinctions the differences, why can’t we relax and see what comes from being together in a creative environment in which we allow our dreams to be shared and built upon? Some of my favorite or perhaps more than favorite most significant worship services have been the ones I was least ready for.   When my mother died, I was on sabbatical on the west coast of  Ireland a place I had never been before and neither had my mother, and yet it was where we came from, it was where her grandfather and my great grandfather had been born. Feeling alone and grieving the loss of my mother I went to the town in which Marcus Michael O’Curry had been born and I found there on a misty spring evening an old and abandoned cemetery and for the first time in my life I knew what it meant to be home surrounded by family, the mist was enveloping me and shrouding me with warmth it was energy and water and in each particle was my connection to people whose blood was my blood and yet who were also strangers to me. I was at home in a strange land, alone and yet for the first time I was less alone than I could ever have imagined.
I dream of the day when worship will provide for me that same sense of connection, but not just with my family of origin but with the all encompassing human family, and the family of life and all existence. My hopes my dreams are grandiose in a world where coworkers kill over cigarettes,  people are shot and killed in their homes in front of their children, and the government and insurance companies tell us that some people are more deserving of basic resources than others.
I hold tight to my dreams, for as Langston Hughes said if we do not life is a broken winged bird that can not fly. I need to believe that life is not broken that it can still take us to untold heights, that life can take flight and soar, fulfilling my dreams and yours. Martin Luther King Jr. had a dream, but he was not alone in his dream, and his dream did not die with him. King dreamed of the beloved community, of love and justice for all human beings, in this country and others, King’s vision was a grand vision, a grand dream, but it was not his alone. King’s dream lives on in all those who have chosen to embrace the dream of one world, one people strengthened by our diversity, enriched by our divergent histories. It is my dream, it may be your dream too, that someday all people will live in freedom. Amen and Blessed be.
Crocus Prayer KIM CRAWFORD HARVIE adapted from an anonymous source

It takes courage to be crocus-minded.

…I’d rather wait until June,

Like wild roses,

When the hazards of winter are

Safely behind and I’m expected,

And everything’s ready for roses.

But crocuses?

Highly irregular.

Knifing up through hard-frozen ground and snow,

Sticking their necks out

Because they believe in spring

and have something personal and emphatic

to say about it.

…I’m not by nature crocus-minded.

Even when I have studied the

Situation, and know there

Are wrongs that need righting,

Affirmations that need stating,

And know that my speaking out may offend,

For it rocks the boat —

Well, I’d rather wait until June.

Maybe later things will work themselves out,

And we won’t have to make an issue of it.

Forgive me.

Wrongs won’t work themselves out.

Injustices and inequities and hurt

Don’t just dissolve.

Somebody has to stick their neck out;

Somebody who

Cares enough to think through

And work through

Hard ground,

Because they believe

And they have something personal

And emphatic to say about it.

Me — Crocus-minded?

Could it be that there are

things that need to be said,

And I need to say them?

I pray for courage. Amen

Reading ROSEMARY L. BRAY
There are so many American stories…yet so many of us know only one or two versions. So many more of us think that our stories are mutually exclusive: The story of Native American people whose lands were wrested from them versus the story of white settlers who moved across the great plains; the story of African Americans cruelly separated from their native homes versus the story of Southern planters who used slave labor to build their wealth; the story of immigrants who fled their homelands for the sake of a distant promise versus those Americans whose families seemed always to be here. And there are the stories of those whose American history is nothing like the stories above, stories of people who feel torn by what often seems like interests not their own.

In the face of these divergent stories and complex identities, our ability to talk to each other and to listen to each other becomes crucial. With all the stresses of a postmodern world, many Americans believe the only choices are to paper over what seems dissonant about ourselves and our nation, or to see those differences—and be destroyed. But more and more of us view this choice as a false one. There is another option open to all of us: to know ourselves more clearly, even if what we see doesn’t always make sense; to acknowledge what is painful among us, as a first step toward mutual reconciliation: to rejoice in the knowledge that our American dreams, though hardly achieved, are sometimes closer to fruition than we know. For parallel to the stories of injustice and persecution that are a real part of American history, are the stories of justice and hope that continue to fuel a common love for and commitment to the American experiment.

Closing Words: from Alice Walker’s acceptance speech when she was given the California Governor’s Award for Literature in the spring of 1994
 And let our awareness of and tenderness to, the most helpless be our diamonds and our gold. Our last five minutes on Earth are running out. We can spend those minutes in meanness, exclusivity, and self-righteous disparagement of those who are different from us, or we can spend them consciously embracing every glowing soul who wanders within our reach. Those who, without our caring, would find the vibrant, exhilarating path of life just another sad and forsaken road. Perhaps the greatest treasure left to us, maybe the only one, is that we can still choose.
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