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I am so grateful for hymns like Guide My Feet, that invite us into the song where we are.
Who is guiding?  What is the race?  We may steep ourselves in the history of this song in the
African American tradition, and we may hear it as a personal call for us today.  We may hear it
differently on any given day.

Hold my hand while I run this race.
Hold my hand while I run this race.
Hold my hand while I run this race,
for I don't want to run this race in vain! (race in vain!)

Tadd and I are packing up our apartment to move to our very first house together.  We are
moving next weekend to a little home in the hill towns on two acres that we are going to turn into
a small farm.  We have been working on buying a house since Easter, and through the help of
relatives, are going to make this happen.  There is a lot of good feeling coming out of this, and
we expect the new environment is going to be really positive, being out of the city and our
neighbors hair and out in the country.  AND, as I am sure that those of you who live in the
country know, we are figuring out how to deal with the complications of living further from
utilities, and dealing with the mountain of paperwork that comes with purchasing our first home.
Again, this is all good.  AND, our apartment has been in chaos for the last three weeks as we
pack.  I had to deal with a bureaucracy issue on the phone earlier this week and to find a piece of
paper to resolve it, I had to open 5 packed boxes and tear through things.  I never found the
paper.  We are debating about colors and where furniture is going to go, and philosophies on
what room the television should be in, and again, it is all good and we are so lucky to have such
worries!  And, we have realized that our tempers have been getting a little shorter.  Walking into
boxes, and around the rubble of moving for weeks has started to wear us down.  We have a lot
more to do this week, but I think we are going to be more ready for this move than we have been
for many previous moves.  See, back in the day, we were moving every two years, and we got
really good at it, but we have been in one place for more than 6 years, and we got soft.  My tape
gun was out of tape.  When we used to move, I had such a system that I could have us unpacked
with pictures on the walls within two days.  But we are trying to slow things down with this
move, and be thoughtful about where things are going to go, and not just do things the old way,
and so, it is much harder.  I have never lived somewhere where I could just decide on a paint
color, or an irrigation system for a field, or fencing for a paddock, and it is wonderful, and scary,
and overwhelming.  And it is good, and of course, it was a choice we made to take this risk and
to make this move.

I have been thinking this week of the people down in Louisiana who had moments to grab
something, and run from their homes, or who were just lucky to escape with their lives.  I have
been looking at the pictures of people in little boats picking up their neighbors and pets as the
water rises, and being so grateful that I have never had to make those choices or experience a
loss like that.  I have been thinking about the people who settled in Baton Rouge after Hurricane
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Katrina, now only to be flooded out of their homes again.  The folks in Louisiana are facing an
incredible situation, and stress, that is is not of their choice.

As we talk about this thousand year flood, and unprecedented and more frequent
catastrophic weather events, they will impact everyone on this earth in some way, but they will
impact those with the least power, privilege and resources the most.  Our Unitarian Universalist
principles call us to “the goal of world community with peace, liberty, and justice for all.”  There
is so much violence, suffering, and oppression in the world that it will require a 1,000 year flood
of compassion to build a global beloved community, to handle the impact of climate change in
anything resembling a just way, to end violence and oppression.  Reinhold Neihbur, the great
theologian, echoed 1Corinthians 13 when he wrote:

Nothing that is worth doing is completed in our lifetime;
therefore, we are saved by hope.

Nothing which is true or beautiful or good makes complete sense in any
immediate context of history;
therefore, we are saved by faith.

Nothing we do, however virtuous, can be accomplished alone;
therefore, we are saved by love.

No virtuous act is quite as virtuous
from the standpoint of our friend or foe as it is from our own;
therefore, we are saved by the final form of love,
which is forgiveness.

With such an overwhelming task before us, it can be hard to move forward, to take any step.
What can we change and what can we do?  We can get our personal-metaphorical house in order.
We can understand privilege, our personal and cultural history, and we can recognize the web of
connections that we are responsible for and held up by.

The idea that any person alone can solve a problem or really do anything is a fantasy.  We
alone are responsible for our actions and our inner life, but the stories and environment that
shape those actions and inner life are not in our control.  Beyond the bubble of ourselves, there is
no such thing as alone.  And really, are we ever alone?  Maybe those who are great meditators
and who touch nothingness can get there, but I bet most of us have not.  Whether we are in a
crowd, or in the middle of a great woods with no human around for miles, we are not alone.  No
matter who we are, our actions have consequences, and make ripples in the universe.

So in the face of situations that seem insurmountable: a flood, oppression, apathy, we can
put one foot in front of the other, grab the hand of the person closest to us that needs it, and one
ripple at a time, we build beloved community.  Change happens one moment, one choice, and
one person at a time.  Arlo Guthrie sings:

My peace, my peace is all I’ve got that I can give to you
My peace is all I ever had it's all I ever knew
I give my peace to green and black and red and white and blue
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My peace, my peace is all I’ve got that I can give to you.
My peace, my peace is all I’ve got, it's all I've ever known
My peace is worth a thousand times more than anything I own
I pass my peace around and 'round, ‘cross hands of every hue;
My peace, my peace is all I’ve got that I can give to you.

Amen.
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