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It is almost over. Election Day is just two days away. It is almost over. For 

some reason, as we get closer to the finish line I keep thinking about Little Shop of 

Horrors. For those of you not familiar with this play, it is a Faustian allegory that 

takes place in a small, struggling flower shop in an economically challenged 

neighborhood. The shop assistant, who likes to tinker with plants in his free time, 

develops a stupendous looking new species of plant. When it goes on display in the 

shop, people come from all over to see it. Of course, they also spend lots of money 

in the store, saving the owner and his employees from economic ruin. The plant is 

the proverbial savior. With just a little catch. It feeds on human blood and flesh. At 

first, the shop assistant keeps his plant happy by pricking his fingers and dripping 

his own blood into his invention. But as the plant grows, it demands more and 

more, the stakes for refusing its insatiable needs get higher and higher because 

fame and fortune follow the owners of the plant everywhere. The unthinkable 

becomes routine as the first victim is fed to the plant and it grows even bigger and 

more spectacular. It was easy to justify the first murder; the man was evil, he 

abused his girlfriend and treated people with disdain. Then the owner of the shop 

goes down the hatch, followed by the lovely heroine of the tale, who gives herself 

willingly to the plant. No greater love than to give up one’s life for . . . THE 

PLANT? And finally, the poor shop assistant himself is devoured. Truth be told, he 

was already dead emotionally and spiritually. To feed the plant, he had 

compromised his core values. He was a lost soul, caught in the devil’s bargain. As 

the play ends, cuttings from the plant are being disseminated to florists all over the 



country, while the victims, now spectral, sing a ghastly final warning. Repeatedly 

they intone, “Don’t feed the plant.” A fable for our times. 

The plant is anxiety; if there is one thing that we all share in this election 

season, one thing that is totally non-partisan, it is anxiety about the outcome. 

Anxiety about the future. Anxiety about our nation, our communities, ourselves. 

The anxiety feeds on the 24-hour news cycle, on the attention paid to the most 

extreme and negative behaviors on display. So, my one piece of advice for you is: 

don’t feed the plant. Turn off the talking heads, ignore your Twitter feed, spend 

your time in deepening personal relationships and deepening spiritual reflection. 

Do some reading about our Universalist heritage; the message of our faith is indeed 

in synch with Anne Lamott. We are the people who have always believed that love 

and grace bat last. 

Now, none of this means that you can withdraw from the fray and stay home 

and tend your garden! Oh, no! We need to be present to current events; I just want 

us to be present in a very thoughtful and faithful way. We Unitarian Universalists 

place the democratic process right at the very heart of our shared principles. Every 

one of you needs to vote your conscience. And every one of you needs to support 

the democratic process. Barry and I have completed training to be Voter Protection 

workers at a polling place in nearby Pennsylvania that has a high percentage of 

people of color registered. We will ensure that the voter suppression tactics hinted 

at by a candidate who will not be named fail to deny people of color their vote. 

This work is completely non-partisan; we do it because we have faith in the right 

of conscience and the use of the democratic process in our congregations and in 

society at large. Get out the vote efforts are also non-partisan; their purpose is to 

make it possible for all citizens to engage. Do what you can between now and 

Tuesday evening to ensure that everybody around you votes. 



And then, it will be over. No more endless stream of negative TV ads from 

all sides. No more news reports that strain credibility. No more asking ourselves if 

we have, collectively, taken leave of our senses. As Yogi Berra famously said, “It 

ain’t over till its over.” But, it ain’t over then either. Because on Wednesday, no 

matter what the outcome of the election, it will be time to govern. And that is our 

job, all of us. It may be hard to recall that the purpose of the election is to choose 

those who will govern on our behalf. But we don’t delegate all power to them. We 

the people retain a great deal of power and influence and we will need to exercise 

it both to govern our nation and to heal our nation. 

It feels a bit like a Pandora’s Box has been opened, and all manner of ugly 

things have been let loose in the country: overt racism, overt Islamophobia, overt 

xenophobia, a wave of misogyny so vicious it takes the breath away. I hope that we 

can respond to all this with compassion and intelligence. I hope we can continue to 

go high when they go low. This is not easy. But something is going on here that 

requires a non-emotional, non-anxious response. It would be easy to dismiss those 

that disagree with you as idiots, or poorly educated, or even perhaps deliberately 

ignorant. But there is something more than that going on.  

The world has changed dramatically, and continues to change. The rate of 

change is unprecedented. Of course there is a backlash. There always is. What 

might help us to navigate these dramatic changes together? Maybe it could be 

something as simple as listening to each other’s stories. 

Our theme this month is captured in the question, “What does it mean to be a 

community of story?” I know from many campaigns that cultural change is most 

likely to happen when the hoped-for change becomes tangible, and personal. The 

tipping point for marriage equality in this country was reached after a very 



deliberate nation-wide effort to get people to tell their stories. Love stories. Loss 

stories. Many UU’s were trained for a door to door campaign in key states that 

involved telling a personal story of their own journey out of the closet, or the 

journey of a loved one. Those stories overcame so much homophobia. 

Now we are faced with people who have lived their lives in a cocoon of 

unconscious and unexamined privilege. White people who have, for generations, 

assumed that their experience was normative and everything else was, well, just 

wrong. Not all of them enjoyed economic privilege. In fact, the most brilliant 

strategy of the economically privileged class in this country has been to distract 

from the growing divide between the wealthy and everybody else by fanning the 

flames of racism, exciting white fear of loss of power. But if you think about it, the 

slow progress we have made towards racial and gender justice will inevitably look 

and feel like oppression to those who have, until now, worn white privilege as an 

invisibility cloak. As the Facebook meme goes, “When you have lived your whole 

life in privilege, equality feels like oppression.” 

What if we, and I mean we in this congregation, were to figure out a way to 

respond to the anguished cries of white men (women too, but men more often) who 

feel that they are losing their entire world, what if we were to respond to them with 

compassion? When I hear white men talking about how terrible it is to imagine 

being a minority, how threatened they feel, my first instinct is to roll my eyes and 

think, “Welcome to the club! Now you know how it feels for the rest of us.” But I 

recognize that wrongness of that instinct. It is wrong first because although as a 

woman I have certainly experienced my share of sexism and misogyny, as a white 

middle-class person I have also experienced by share of privilege. But it is also 

wrong because contempt and intolerance are against my religion! 



What if, instead of contempt, I could find my way to say to those anguished 

and scared people, “Tell me your story.”  I bet we would find some common 

ground. There would have to be some ground rules for these conversations. No 

guns. No disrespectful epithets. Listen more than you talk. Listen before you talk. 

The basis of all successful community organizing for change is to listen to the 

stories of the people you are trying to reach. Their stories and our stories may lead 

us to common ground. Stories have such power! 

As people of faith it is also important to remember that our story is 

connected to a larger story. A story that spans the globe, that goes back thousands 

of years, that looks to a hopeful future. A story that includes the Hebrew prophet 

Isaiah who said, “Doom to you who legislate evil, who make laws that make 

misery for the poor, that rob my destitute people of dignity, exploiting defenseless 

widows, taking advantage of homeless children.” And the voice of James from the 

Christian scriptures who said, “All the workers you’ve exploited and cheated cry 

out for judgment. The groans of the workers you used and abused are a roar in the 

ears of God.” And the Qu’ran, “The believers, both men and women, are 

responsible for one another: all enjoin the doing of what is right, and forbid the 

doing of what is wrong.” And the Bhagavad Gita, “For the protection of the 

virtuous, for the extirpation of the evil-doers, and for establishing Dharma, 

righteousness, on a firm footing, I am born from age to age.”  

All those quotes come from the Higher Ground Moral Declaration put forth 

by Rev. William Barber and others this summer. Some of you came with me to 

Dover in September to present the Declaration at our state capitol. Per Barber, 

“This Higher Ground Moral Declaration was delivered to 30 state capitols and in 

Washington, DC on September 12, 2016 to challenge the narrow construct of those 

who purport to represent the, so-called, “religious right” by petitioning state 



leaders, and candidates for state leadership. Thousands of people of goodwill have 

participated online and in person in revivals in prophetic witness to those impacted 

by the matrixes of oppression, moving our country toward a moral revolution of 

values.”  

Many of you signed it and helped our children illustrate it with their art work 

at the last Friday Pot Luck. I want you to know that several of the candidates and 

legislators you mailed it to have contacted me to thank me. They told me, in 

different ways, that the issues named in the declaration (systemic racism - the 

economic liberation of all people - ensuring every child receives access to quality 

education - healthcare access for all - criminal justice reform - ensuring historically 

marginalized communities have equal protection under the law) are issues that they 

have been and will continue to advocate for. The Declaration with our signatures 

on it is a tool for them to use to push through legislation that is progressive and 

compassionate. I hope many more of you will sign the Declaration and contact 

your newly elected officials after Tuesday. William Barber’s book, The Third 

Reconstruction: How a Moral Movement is Overcoming the Politics of Divison 

and Hate, is the common read for the entire Unitarian Universalist Association this 

year. It will be our common read as well. We need to get through the election, and 

then the whoosh of holidays. I will announce a plan for our common read at the 

Martin Luther King service in January. 

Let me reiterate the very few things I want you to take away from this 

sermon. Number One: Don’t feed the plant. Number Two: persuade through story. 

Number Three: Remember that your personal story is connected to the larger 

narrative arc of people of faith around the world. And Number Four. Well, let me 

use a brief story from David Rankin to illustrate Number Four. David wrote, “In 

1968 I delivered a sermon prior to the presidential election. It was not a partisan 



plea . . . I merely recommended, at the conclusion of the sermon, that . . .  everyone 

. . . vote for the most intelligent, experienced, and compassionate candidate. So 

imagine my surprise when a man confronted me in the reception line and angrily 

shouted, ‘How dare you use the pulpit to support Hubert Humphrey!’” Number 

Four: Vote for the most intelligent, experienced and compassionate candidates. 

And let the people say Amen! 

 

  

 

 

  


