
The Journey for Justice, March 3, 2019 Page 1 
 

Let the promise of transformation beckon still 

That we might take the first tentative step 

Into this new day, yes let it be so. 

—Prayer for the Poor People’s Campaign, Rabbi Brant Rosen 

 

The Journey for Justice 
  

Welcome 
“Come into This Place” 

Margaret Weis 

 

Our spiritual question for this month is, “What does it mean to be a people of journey?” We often use the 

metaphor of “walking together” in our faith tradition. We promise to walk together in the ways of truth 

known, or to be made known, to us.  

 

So, “Come into this place with your whole self—the parts that are raw and exposed; 

the part that is beaming with joy; 

the part that is seeking the truth, the new, the possibility. 

Come into this place—open your heart, lay down your burden, lift up your hope—for something new to 

happen. 

Come into this place, with fellow travelers on the journey— 

some faces new 

and others familiar 

and all welcoming you here—now, to this moment. 

Come, let us worship together.” 

 

The Covenant 
First Parish of Norwell Unitarian Universalist 

 
WE PLEDGE TO WALK TOGETHER 

IN FELLOWSHIP AND LOVE, 

  TO CULTIVATE REVERENCE, 

TO PROMOTE SPIRITUAL GROWTH 

  AND ETHICAL COMMITMENT, 

TO MINISTER TO EACH OTHER’S NEEDS 

  AND TO THOSE OF HUMANITY, 

TO CELEBRATE THE SACRED MOMENTS OF LIFE’S  

  PASSAGE, 

AND TO HONOR THE HOLINESS AT THE HEART OF BEING. 

  

Opening Words 
The Rev. Joseph M. Cherry 

 

The Reverend Joe Cherry reminds us, “If we have any hope of transforming the world and changing 

ourselves, we must be bold enough to step into our discomfort, brave enough to be clumsy there, loving 
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enough to forgive ourselves and others. May we, as a people of faith, be granted the strength to be so bold, so 

brave, and so loving.”  

 

Chalice Lighting 
“In Honor of First Steps”       

Soul Matters 

 

WE LIGHT THIS CHALICE IN HONOR OF FIRST STEPS, 

 FOR BEGINNING EVEN WHEN THE PATH AHEAD 

 IS UNCLEAR 

FOR THE COURAGE IT TAKES TO TRUST 

 THAT THE WAY WILL REVEAL ITSELF, 

 THAT LIGHT WILL COME TO CLARIFY OUR VISION 

 THAT FRIENDS WILL BE BY OUR SIDE. 

 

Reading 
“Each Day”                    

Rev. Kristen Harper 

  

“Each day provides us with an opportunity . . .” 

 

[The poet lists the opportunities, good and bad. To love, or to be hurt, to be joyful or uneasy. She makes clear 

that this day, this hour, is no different from any other, but maybe for this, as she concludes:  

 

“ . . . among friends and fellow journeyers, 

Maybe for the first time, maybe silently, 

We can share ourselves.”] 

 

Prelude 
“The Storm Is Passing Over”  

Charles A. Tindley 

Barbara W. Baker, arr. 

TUUC Choir 

 

Story 
Two Friends 

By Dean Robbins, illustrated by Sean Qualls and Selina Alko 

  

The month of February is dedicated to Black History. The month of March is dedicated to Women’s History. 

There was a time when African Americans and women had something in common—neither group had equal 

rights. So on this first Sunday of March, our story is about two friends who worked to change this—to secure 

rights for African Americans and women—in their journey for justice. They each needed to say, “O courage, 

my soul, and let us journey on.” 
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[Story summary: In Rochester, NY, two friends are having tea on a snowy day. The host is Susan B. Anthony, 

and her guest is Frederick Douglass. Though Frederick Douglas is dressed in typical gentleman’s attire, Susan 

B. Anthony is not dressed like a typical lady. Instead of a dress, Susan is wearing pants, called “bloomers.” 

From girlhood, Susan was not “typical.” She wanted to learn what boys learned, but her teachers refused her, 

saying girls didn’t need to learn about important things. After all, as women, they would not be allowed to 

vote, or to go to college. But Susan read that in the United States, people—some people—had rights. She 

thought that she should have rights, too. So she became a speaker, and an advocate for rights for women.  

 

Her guest, Frederick Douglass, a newspaper publisher, is someone else who wants rights. A former slave in 

the South, he secretly learned to read and write, and, like Susan, read about rights extended in the United 

States to some, but not all, people. After his escape from his southern master, he went north and began to 

speak about rights for African-Americans. 

 

Susan and Frederick became friends when he moved to Rochester, NY, where she lived. He supported her 

campaign for rights for women, and she supported his work for rights for people of color.  

 

As the friends enjoy their tea, they converse about the work they have to do. The speeches. The writing. But 

for now, there is just tea and cake and friendship.] 

 

Frederick Douglass said, “If there is no struggle, there is no progress . . . Those who profess to favor 

freedom, and yet depreciate agitation, are (those) who want crops without plowing up the ground. They want 

rain without thunder and lightning. They want the ocean without the awful roar of its many waters . . . This 

struggle may be a moral one; or it may be a physical one; or it may be both moral and physical; but it must be 

a struggle. Power concedes nothing without a demand. It never did and it never will.”  

 

After a long struggle, the United States ended slavery in 1865. 

 

Susan B. Anthony said, “Failure is impossible,” and women finally were granted the right to vote in 1920. The 

last meeting Frederick Douglass attended before his death in 1895 was for women to get the right to vote. He 

and Susan B. Anthony sat side by side at that meeting, not sipping tea, but advocating for freedom, equality, 

and rights.  

 

Hymn 
#1018 “Come and Go with Me” 

 

Prayer 
Let us continue in the spirit of meditation with a prayer by The Reverend Leslie Takahashi entitled “To Right 

the Wrongs of Our Kin.” 

 

“Spirit of Life, God of Love, hear this cry which begins with gratitude for the human ability to take action to 

right the wrongs of our kin. 

 

If you are the force of Love, be loving to these dear ones who would rid the world of hatred and greed. 

 

If you are the force of Possibility, seed opportunity for those who believe they are forgotten. 
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If you are a larger Freedom, break the chains of oppression and ignorance in which so many lives are bound. 

If you are the power of healing, please, oh please, bring comfort to the little ones who are imprisoned away 

from their sources of comfort and care. 

 

Whatever you are, any force of the "More" which allows us to reach beyond this reality to a more inclusive 

and loving presence, give energy to these precious ones who would make a difference. And may their actions 

inspire all of us to do whatever is in our power to make it known that we will not allow our neighbors to be 

treated as less than human.” 

  

This week, in particular, we lift up those hurting as a result of the vote by the United Methodist Conference 

to not ordain LGBTQ pastors and to ban pastors from performing same-sex marriages. Essentially, the vote 

went in favor of discrimination and treating LGBTQ people as less than human. This is not representative of 

American Methodism. We hold in our hearts family members, neighbors, and friends who are suffering as a 

result of this vote which reflects a world- wide power struggle and the struggle is real.  

 

 

Musical Interlude 
“God Bless the Grass”      

Jim Scott 

Tenors and Basses of the TUUC Choir 

 

Stewardship Testimonial 
Patty Barry 

  

Good morning. 

 

My name is Patty Barry and I’m pleased to share some thoughts about my spiritual journey with you. 

Unitarian Universalism is often referred to as a chosen faith, and I am so grateful to have chosen both to be 

both a UU and a member of TUUC. 

 

I was raised Catholic—very Catholic. With an uncle who was a priest and a great-aunt who was a Dominican 

nun in full floor-length habit, being Catholic was a major focus of my family life. 

 

And then I went on to marry John, who many of you know, who comes from a similar background. The 

easiest path for us to follow was to continue that Catholic tradition. But family traditions and family pressures 

notwithstanding, eventually I couldn’t reconcile what I truly believed in with remaining Catholic 

 

So we slid into the church of “Let’s stay home Sunday mornings, drink coffee, and read The New York Times,” 

which all in all felt like quite a satisfactory way to spend those mornings. The problem was, that option didn’t 

come with a community.  

 

Being “nothing” meant that I often felt isolated charting and discovering what I believe, what I believe in, and 

what I want to work towards.  

 

Now, I like nothing better than a good research project. So I was off to the internet to find a new religion. I 

ended up on the website beliefnet.com. And they have a a quiz, called the Belief-o-Matic, designed to help 

http://beliefnet.com/
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you identify what religion or spiritual practice matches your beliefs. I doubt the validity of the test, but it gave 

me a jumping-off point. 

 

My results revealed two suggestions: Quakerism and Unitarian Universalism. I was familiar with Quakers, as 

two of our children attended a Quaker school, and so first I checked out services at a nearby meetinghouse. 

While I found value in their principles, (and who couldn’t use an hour of silence?), I really needed some 

music in my church, and I found it difficult to connect to others in their congregation. 

 

Next we visited TUUC. I was sold after attending one service. First, there were banjos. Yes, I was lucky 

enough to visit on a day with banjos. Second, the service contained the reading of a poem. A poem!  

 

As someone whose experiences with church services had been limited to ritual prayers and Bible readings, I 

was overjoyed to hear the reading of poetry as a source of wisdom. Finally, listening to Clare’s homily, with 

her thoughtful cadences, sealed the deal. 

 

I felt so welcomed, right away at TUUC. Long-time member Mike Robinson approached us, and when he 

found out I was interested in the choir, dragged me over to Tracy, who was immediately welcoming and 

encouraging. As we made return visits, many long-time members seemed truly pleased to see us. 

 

But I needed to make sure that the principles of the UUism would work as well for me as the community. 

Learning about the seven principles, I knew I had found my spiritual home. TUUC has assisted me in my 

spiritual journey in immeasurable ways since then. A few examples: 

 

• Participating in book discussions though ADORE helped me to examine my built-in prejudices and 

privileges. 

 

• Tutoring boys and young men through Mentoring Male Teens in the Hood reminds me of the inequities 

of our city and encourages me to make small steps towards improving it. 

 

• Being a member of a Chalice Circle encouraged me to set aside time specifically for reflection and 

discussion. 

 

• Attending weekly rehearsals as part of the TUUC choir is a highlight of my week, and singing in this group 

brings me so much joy.  

 

I am a person whose natural bent is towards cynicism. Being an active member of TUUC and supporting its 

mission with my time and with my contributions are reflections of my commitment to counteract that 

cynicism with hope, hope which I need in order to continue on my path.  

 

Although the details and direction of my future spiritual journey are yet to be determined, I can tell you one 

thing for certain. This congregation, a congregation filled with so much love and so much possibility will 

provide me the community I need to move positively in that journey. 
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Offertory 
“Like a Mighty Stream” 

Moses Hogan/John Jacobson 

TUUC Choir 

 

Our Soul Matters curriculum reminds us [that] we UUs love to tell and hear journey stories.   

 

Whereas other religions have newcomers stand up and confess their fallen ways or declare a commitment to 

one way, we invite each other to talk about how our way is like no other. 

 

It’s a curious thing when you think about it. We welcome people to our fold not by asking them to commit to 

thinking exactly as the group does, but by having them declare how their journey is not like anybody else in 

the group. We bind ourselves to each other not by sharing the same journey but by offering each other the 

room to discover the unique journey that fits us. It’s about making room for people to write their own stories.  

 

And, I would add, when people are unable to write their own stories because of trauma and oppression and 

injustice, it’s about walking together on the journey for justice. 

 

Sermon 
The Journey for Justice 

Rev. Clare L. Petersberger 

  

Last fall, I participated in a Scripture Forum hosted by the Institute for Islamic, Christian, and Jewish studies 

just down the street. The scriptural passage explored in three sessions was Genesis 3, about the serpent 

tempting Eve to eat the forbidden fruit, and the choices Adam and Eve made to eat the fruit, leading to a 

knowledge of good and evil.  

 

This passage was chosen by our guest lecturer, Beverly Eileen Mitchell, who teaches at Wesley Theological 

Seminary in Washington, DC. She observed that Judaism and Christianity teach that we are created in the 

image of God, and are therefore connected theologically to each and every person. However, throughout 

history, we humans have defaced one another, thereby assaulting each other’s dignity.  

 

Much of our conversation focused on personal experiences of being defaced by another or realizing when we 

had defaced another. At the end of the session, I asked Dr. Mitchell, “When confronted with large systems of 

defacement—whether systemic racism, or the objectifying of women and the Me Too movement, or the 

climate change crisis and the threat of human extinction, how do you maintain hope that we can change not 

only ourselves but systems? How do you maintain hope that we can actually bend the moral arc of the 

universe towards justice—to quote Theodore Parker?”  

 

And she replied, “It’s important to form partnerships with other people, groups, and organizations working 

for racial, social, and environmental justice.”  

 

I was reminded of this reading of the friendship shared by Susan B. Anthony and Frederick Douglass in the 

mid 1800’s. Frederick Douglass was one of 40 men who attended the second day of the Seneca Falls 

Convention in July of 1848. He was the only man invited to speak, and did so, eloquently, for the 

enfranchisement of women. Speaking at an international women’s convention in 1888, Frederick Douglass 
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remembered his participation in the Seneca Falls convention and said, “I have done very little in this world in 

which to glory—except this one act—and I certainly glory in that.” He continued, “When I ran away from 

slavery, it was for myself; when I advocated emancipation, it was for my people; but when I stood up for the 

rights of woman, self was out of the question, and I found a little nobility in the act.”  

 

For her part, Susan B. Anthony publicly argued for the abolition of slavery in 1859. She observed that from 

“the foundation of this government . . . slavery (had) been considered a national curse.” And yet, after 

seventy years of “labors and prayers”—a precursor to our current political catchphrase “thoughts and 

prayers”—Anthony observed that the number of slaves had increased from a half a million to nearly four 

million, and the number of slave states from six to fifteen. So she invited listeners “to make the slave’s case 

our own.” She said, “As much as in us lies, let us feel that it is ourselves, and our kith and our kin who are 

despoiled of our inalienable rights to life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness, that it is our own backs that 

are bared to the slave driver’s lash. That it is our own flesh that is lacerated and torn. That it is our own life 

blood that is poured out. Let us feel that it is our own children, that are ruthlessly torn from our yearning 

mother hearts, and driven into the ‘coffle gang,’ through burning suns, and drenching rains, to be sold on the 

auction block to the highest bidder . . .”  

 

In the mid-19th century, Anthony spoke eloquently for the rights of African Americans and Douglass spoke 

eloquently for the rights of women. And yet, their friendship revealed how easily we humans deface one 

another—how easily we render another invisible or inconsequential, sometimes from carelessness, more 

often from feeling our own rights and being threatened.  

 

For after the Civil War was won in 1865, Douglass worked hard for the passage of the 15th Amendment 

giving African American men the right to vote. But women—white or black—were not included in this 

amendment. As a result of being excluded, Susan B. Anthony and Cady Stanton reacted in ways that 

ultimately did not advance their cause. Anthony vowed, “I will cut off this right arm of mine before I will 

ever work or demand the ballot for the Negro and not the woman.” Anthony did worse in affiliating with a 

wealthy racist bigot to support the cause of enfranchising women while calling African American men the 

name “Sambo.”  

 

In the journey for justice, whose rights get addressed while others are told to wait their turn? Whose dignity is 

affirmed and whose dignity is denied? In 1869, Stanton asked, publicly, “Shall American statesmen  . . . so 

amend their constitutions as to make their wives and mothers the political inferiors of unlettered and 

unwashed ditch-diggers, bootblacks, butchers and barbers, fresh from the slave plantations of the South?”  

 

Frederick Douglass responded. He got up and recognized Stanton’s years of work on civil rights for all. He 

went on to say, “When women, because they are women, are hunted down through the cities of New York 

and New Orleans; when they are dragged from their houses and hung from lampposts; when their children 

are torn from their arms and their brains dashed out upon the pavement; when they are objects of insult and 

rage at every turn; when they are in danger of having their homes burnt down . . . then they will have an 

urgency to obtain the ballot equal to our own.”  

 

The 15th amendment did pass in 1870. But this did not guarantee African American men the right to vote. 

African American men could be asked if they owned property, knew how to read and write, knew how many 

bubbles were contained in a bar of soap. And African American men were threatened with physical 

violence—beatings, lynching, murder—for trying to exercise the right to vote.  
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Frederick Douglass and Susan B. Anthony ultimately mended fences. She spoke out against lynching of 

African Americans in the South and he attended a program to advance the enfranchisement of women hours 

before his death. She spoke at his funeral. Their friendship reveals that in the journey towards justice, we do 

need to mindfully be each other’s kith and kin, and consciously not deface others.  

 

Sojourner Truth understood this. In 1867, as the first debates were underway for who should receive the 

vote, she said, “I feel that I have the right to have just as much as a man. There is a great stir about colored 

men getting their rights, but not a word about the colored women; and if colored men get their rights, and 

colored women not theirs, the colored men will be masters over the women, and it will be just as bad as it 

was before.”  

 

What I learn from the journey for justice for rights for African Americans and women in this country is the 

importance of intersectionality. Intersectionality is a term coined by Kimberle Crenshaw back in 1989 when a 

Detroit automaker wasn’t hiring African American women. The automaker said their actions were not 

discriminatory because they hired African American men to work on the assembly line. And they hired 

women to work in the front office. But the assembly line supervisors did not want to hire African American 

women to work on the assembly line. And the front office supervisors did not want to hire African 

Americans. At the time, the courts had no remedy for African American women because no laws existed to 

protect them.  

 

Each of us have multiple identities based on race, gender, class, sexual orientation, abilities and disabilities, 

politics, religion, etc. For many, at least one of our identities experiences marginalization in our culture. The 

intersectionality movement strives to bring people together with a common focus on fairness, equality, 

justice, and liberation for all people.  

 

I have seen it work powerfully, in William Barber’s Poor People’s Campaign: A Call for National Moral 

Revival, in which those advocating for a living wage learn the stories of those advocating for addressing the 

environmental crisis. And vice versa. I have seen it work powerfully in the organizing of The Industrial Areas 

Foundation, when people get to know one another, and each other’s passions for justice, before mutually 

choosing a political issue to work on together.  

 

It is harder to deface one another when we know one another and each other’s stories. We truly become each 

other’s kith and kin on the journey for justice. May such relationships and partnerships be ours as we 

continue our journey together to discern what we are called to do to work for racial, social, and 

environmental justice in Baltimore County.  

 

Amen.  

 

Song 
“Stonecatcher”     

Carol Caouette 

(2018 UU Musicians Network Song Competition 1st Place Winner) 
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Closing Words 
The Reverend Dr. Howard Thurman 

 

The Reverend Dr. Howard Thurman observed: “There are two questions that [a person] must ask 

[themselves]. The first is "Where am I going?" and the second is "Who will go with me?"  

 

He concluded, “If you ever get these questions in the wrong order, you are in trouble.”  

 

As we have heard, Susan B. Anthony and Frederick Douglass knew where they were going in the struggle for 

freedom, for equality, and for justice. Even through disagreements, disappointment, and discouragement, 

they knew who would go with them—who would be an ally, on whom they could depend.  

 

So may it be for us all as we go now in peace. 

 

GO NOW IN PEACE. 

 

  


