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“Want” – Rev. Alison Hyder 
March 4, 2012  First Unitarian Church of Wilmington 

Invocation by Clarence R. Skinner 

Therefore I‛ll dream. 

I‛ll light the candle yet again, illumine 
The dark forsaken house, bring back the folk 
Who thrilled at glimpses of a fairer world; 
People the stage with pageantry and bid 
Full panoplied illusion still enact 
The epic of community. 

I‛ll summon from out of time‛s unfathomed store 
Great souls, who in the midst of hopeless days 
Kept faith and knew the loneliness of God. 
Those splendid deaths and yet more splendid lives 
Which rallied their faltering age with valiantness 
And left strong memories to breed strong hopes. 

For such undying fellowship has power 
To well our shrunken souls to ampler mould 
And make us truer folk. 

I‛ll still proclaim 
The “vision splendid” till it strikes God-fire 
In old and broken hearts, and urges on 
The world to consummate its dream. 

God‛s unsurrendered. So am I! Therefore 
I will live communicate with hope. I light 
The Candle and – I dream. 

Reading: by Dr. Peter Raible 

As I grow older, I find that I want to spend time with friends who are generous. They embrace life; they 
are spiritually alive; they invigorate me. In contrast, people who are selfish, withholding, or centered on the dollar, 
seem to close in their lives, are preoccupied with their lives, and drain me. … 

The job of religion is to build castles in the air; the job of the church is to put foundations under them. 
Religion stands for our dreams, our highest aspirations, our deepest ethical concerns. These aims constantly reach 
beyond our realities; they are the ideals that provoke us onward, which we need to keep alive despite entropy. The 
church strives to help us in practical ways to reinspirit these ideals, to encounter them in ways of practice and to 
uphold them in a world where they are often denied. 

The adventure of faith is the principle of generosity. We take our imperfect friends, our sometimes flawed 
families, and the oft warped institution of the church and we irradiate them with our generosity. We help heal the 
imperfections and transform the shortcomings  by our generosity…. Generosity provides the field upon which it is 
possible (no guarantees) to put into play caring, service, [and] ultimacy.
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Reading:  from Kahlil Gibran, The Prophet 

We give but little when we give of our possessions. It is when we give of ourselves that we truly give. For what 
are our possessions but things we keep and guard for fear we may need them tomorrow? And what is fear of 
need but need itself? Is it not dread of thirst when our well is full; the thirst that is unquenchable? 
There are those who give little of the much that they have. And they give it for recognition and their hidden 
desire makes their gifts unwholesome. And there are those who have little and give it all. These are the believers 
in life and the bounty of life, and their coffer is never empty. There are those who give with joy, and the joy is 
their reward. And there are those who give with pain, and the pain is their baptism. And there are those who 
give and know not pain in giving, nor do they seek joy, nor give with mindfulness of virtue; They give as in yonder 
valley the myrtle breathes its fragrance into space. Through the hands of such as these God speaks, and from 
behind their eyes, God smiles upon the earth. 

Meditation  by Rev. Vincent Silliman 

This day is ours – 
Its beauty, its promise – 
Its weight of sorrow and disappointment, 
The brightness of its opportunity for doing and achieving, 
Of its opportunity for the deepening of love and understanding. 
This day is ours, even as we make it ours 
By the readiness and warmth of our appreciations; 
For from it, we shall receive according to the measure of our giving. 
Let our giving then be of ourselves, and from the heart. 
May there be laughter in this day, and if there be tears, then generous tears. 
Another day? 
Ah, yes, a day. 

Sermon:  “Want" - Rev. Aison Hyder 

Being a minister is a mixed blessing. It takes a lot of time and energy and the work is never done. One can 
never satisfy everyone completely – there will always be members who want things a different way, who aren‛t 
happy with the sermons or the passing of traditions.  These are the people who keep us on our toes and free from 
complacency and pride. There are also the people who are fired up with ideas for projects or social causes. They‛re 
the ones who keep us busy writing lesson plans and organizing meetings and events and planning budgets. Without 
you, I‛m not motivated to write a word. I would know nothing about children‛s development or why size matters. So 
I am blessed to be able to use so many of my talents, skills and interests in my work. There is never a dull moment. 
Anxious, exasperating and tiring, yes – but never dull. 

We learn surprisingly little of these things in Divinity School. There it‛s mostly theory: we study the bible, 
world religions, religious history, ethics and a little bit of preaching. There‛s almost nothing about church 
management, budgeting and spreadsheets, or how to give an interview. That‛s what internships are for, if you‛re 
lucky – and have the initiative to learn. 

Here‛s another thing we don‛t learn: marketing. Every search committee and congregation wants to know 
how we are going to grow the church and make it more visible in the community. There are some studies that talk 
about the importance of big parking lots and integrating visitors into the life of the congregation. Others advise us 
to write regular articles for the newspapers. And, they warn, you have to tell people the same thing five different 
times if you want them to hear it once. 

Right now I am trying to promote our Gayla Dance, which is scheduled for March 30 th . Fortunately I am not 
in this alone. We have a team working on this project. Some are members of First U, and one couple lives up in
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Chadd‛s Ford. I performed their wedding when I served in Provincetown and they caught up with me last fall. And 
we also have two men who go to the UU Church of Lower Bucks. They drove down from Levittown an hour and a half 
in the rain last week. Not only will they do outreach in Pennsylvania, but they plan to bring a group of their youth 
down to the dance. But despite this and the many people liking our Facebook page and expressing their support, I 
still worry that it won‛t go well and that I‛m overreaching my skills. I‛m just not a salesman. I‛ve had too many small 
classes and cancelled programs. I just don‛t feel that I know how to market my ideas to reach to other people. 

Marketing is big business. It‛s been an engine of psychology for years, driving studies into how people react 
to colors, how we make choices, and the urge to compete with a better car, a backyard pool, or Jared jewelry. 
Cover girls sell more magazines. Men‛s advertising has to be oriented to the hunter scanning for prey - spare and 
obvious, with a focus on an image. Women‛s ads feature relationships, juxtapositions and insinuations, the same 
details needed for gathering and preparing food.  Advertisers know just how to appeal to our longings and make us 
salivate for more. 

Kahlil Gibran put it another way when he asked, “For what are our possessions but things we keep and guard 
for fear we may need them tomorrow? And what is fear of need but need itself?  Is it not dread of thirst when 
our well is full; the thirst that is unquenchable?” 

Now, we need people to provide us with food and clothes and services, and merchants need consumers to 
buy their wares, keep them viable, and provide employment. Is all of this stuff worthwhile? No. Most of it is 
wasteful, if not plain junk. But it still provides an outlet for designers and engineers and jobs for people around the 
planet. It‛s a complex cycle. Desire feeds the world. 

And yet, as we know, these desires are really superficial. Shopping may give us pleasure, but it doesn‛t 
address the needs burning deep with us. A new shirt or scented candle will not bring us closer to our children. 
Thick carpets won‛t fill our soul. The more we want, the more vulnerable we are to hunger, emptiness, and 
manipulation. We base our self-image on what we have and do, and what we think we want. 

Ralph Waldo Emerson warned, “A person will worship something – have no doubt about that. We may think 
our tribute is paid in secret in the dark recesses of our hearts – but it will out. That which dominates our 
imaginations and our thoughts will determine our lives, and character. Therefore, it behooves us to be careful what 
we worship, for what we are worshipping we are becoming.” 

It might help if we substituted the word “worship” with that modern term, “prioritize.”  How and on what 
do you spend your time and resources?  More to the point, what makes you boil?  Are you antsy without the 
internet, or your morning coffee? Does everything stop when your team is playing? Do you have to win an argument? 
Where does your energy really go? 

Television shows like “The Apprentice” with Donald Trump, all that Kardashian stuff, guilty pleasures like 
celebrity trials and star-stalking tabloids simply perpetuate the mystique of success and fame. Rush Limbaugh 
teaches us that we have to be mean to have a voice. History is written by the winners. So we have to stop feeding 
the machine with our allegiance or attention.  The more attention we give to power, the stronger it will become. 
Then we won‛t have time to hear about the prison industry, or learn how farm workers live, or attend a high school 
play. We won‛t trust our own taste, but follow the dictates of fashion. And our dissatisfaction will grow. 

When Brandeis professor Morris Schwartz was dying of ALS, he met with an old student of his every week. 
Tuesdays with Morrie is an account of their talks. As Morrie got more incapacitated, he made more opportunities 
for events – for music and community and laughter -and gave less attention to things. He explained to Albom: 
“Wherever I went in my life, I always met people wanting to gobble up something new. Gobble up a new car. Gobble 
up a new piece of property. Gobble up the latest toy. And then they wanted to tell you about it. ‘Guess what I got? 
Guess what I got?‛  You know how I always interpreted that? These were people so hungry for love that they were 
accepting substitutes. They were embracing material things and expecting a sort of hug back.  But it never works. 
You can‛t substitute material things for love or for gentleness or for tenderness or for a sense of comradeship. 
Money is not a substitute for tenderness and power is not a substitute for tenderness. I can tell you, as I‛m sitting 
here dying, when you most need it, neither money nor power will give you the feeling you‛re looking for, no matter 
how much of them you have.”  [Tuesdays with Morrie by Mitch Albom, p 125] 

None of us would be in this room today if we did not know that, deep in our souls. We join this community 
because we want - we need - a deeper purpose to our lives, and we know that it has to involve other beings.  Instead 
of always getting and buying and adding, we need to give. It‛s just as simple as that.
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But it‛s not always as easy as it sounds. Not for me, anyway. I own about 800 LPs, not to mention CDs, 
cassettes and even 78s. I have rooms full of books, far too many clothes, and recently I‛ve been spending a lot of 
money on painting supplies. I love my stuff. It‛s part of my identity. It describes who I am.  And yet a lot of these 
belongings are still up in Truro. Between the Wilmington library, my mp3 player, and my cat, I‛m really doing fine. 
Maybe it‛s a sign of age. I know who I am. And yet – I still have a hard time saving money. It‛s seems to slip through 
my hands like sand. I have never resolved my relationship to money. 

I like to think of myself as creative and generous. Money allows me to be both. But I also think I have some 
underlying feelings of guilt over my good fortune. I know that I‛m blessed in my family, my health, and my abilities. 
While other people are in want, struggling to raise their families or contend with racism, I have some luxury of 
choice. My appearance, race and class don‛t threaten people. I have supportive relationships. Heck, I like myself! 
But it doesn‛t always translate to my worth.  I have a hard time asking for money, whether I‛m selling a painting or 
getting a job. True humility wars with sincere self-esteem, with my bank account the general loser. Unfortunately, 
longevity runs in my genes. I don‛t know which will give out first – my body or my resources - and it makes me worry. 
But not enough. I‛m either in denial, or I have far too much faith. 

In his book The Seat of the Soul, Gary Zukov discusses the two primary human emotions. Love, he says, is 
of the soul. But fear is of the personality. Fear creates many of our primary emotions, such as anger, vengefulness, 
hatred, envy, loneliness and guilt, as well as lethargy and lust and arrogance. These feelings make us selfish and 
disrespectful toward other beings and results in judgment and cruelty. And the more we normalize these feelings 
by watching violent movies or identifying with greed, the less conscious we will be of our own negative motivations 
and potential. No one is wholly good or bad. These emotions live within us all. But it‛s up to us to give them power. 

It is not easy to exorcise our own demons and the anger and guilt and lust that direct our energies.  And 
yet, as Zukov continues, “Behind fear is powerlessness. As you reach outward to fill the places within you that are 
empty of power, you learn, one by one, that those places cannot be filled in that way. Eventually, whether in this 
lifetime or after a thousand lifetimes, you will turn toward [the] authentic power [of love]. This is the unconscious 
way of learning … through experiences.” 

We can manifest love in so many ways. It‛s not all the grand gesture or the great sacrifice. Each one of us, 
I know, has experienced love in a passing moment between strangers as well as from our dearest friends.  It‛s just 
a matter of thinking of others and imagining their feelings and needs alongside your own. Sometimes it‛s based on 
observation – the chair that‛s in somebody‛s way, or the loan of a sweater when someone looks cold. I generally walk 
a wide circle around birds and squirrels so they won‛t get scared and scatter. Why should they move for me? I‛m 
good at saying thank-you, but not so much the “please.” But that‛s important too, and quite inexpensive. And there 
are people to mentor and meals to serve and even the occasional argument. Love is always risky. Anything that 
opens us up to other people, to the possibility of annoyance or rejection or pain, is a sign of love at work. 

There‛s one man who brought love to paying his bills. He formed the habit of writing “thank you” in the 
lower left hand corner of all his checks. He would write out a payment for the phone or electricity, and as he 
penned in the words “thank you” in the corner, he would think of all the ways in which his life was made easier 
because the company regularly and reliably provided him with its services. He would write a check to the bank for 
his monthly mortgage payment and pause for a moment to reflect on the comfort of having a roof over his head. He 
would pay his water bill and as he wrote “thank you” in the corner, he would say to himself that the water wasn‛t all 
that great-tasting and probably had some chemicals in it that were bad for him, but how long ago was it that his 
forebears had to pump water from the well in winter and worry about its going dry in summer? Even when he was 
not all that happy about writing a check, as when he paid his income tax in April, he disciplined himself to write 
“thank you” on the check, not because he believed the IRS computer would notice it and be gratified, but because 
it was his way of reminding himself that he should feel grateful to be living in this country and enjoying the 
benefits that American democracy provides. 

This is a fantastic spiritual practice.  I do sporadically, but believe in it wholly.  Nothing makes us feel 
richer than gratitude. With so many people in want, isn‛t it right to be aware of all that we have?  It is really 
humbling to me to realize that there are people dealing with pain and fear, parents whose children abuse drugs, 
people who are stuck in degrading jobs or live with brutality and injustice. I don‛t have half their strength or 
persistence, and I‛m thankful I don‛t need it – yet. All I can do is wonder “what if?”
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Gratitude makes us less fearful, too. It seems to me that the more blessed we feel, the more we realize 
that we have what we need to live. We can survive without a new couch or a trip to Maine; we don‛t even need more 
towels, because we can learn the difference between our needs and our desires. Instead of shame or anxiety, we 
can experience the pride of making reasoned decisions, of learning how to compromise, and practicing self- 
discipline. We can see our indulgences for the gifts they are, and take a lot less for granted. That‛s when chocolate 
really tastes good: when every bite is a luxury. 

Our Fair Trade volunteers who serve during our coffee hour will be the first to agree. There are a lot of 
goods that are produced by cruel and harmful methods.  Coffee plantations often lead to deforestation and the use 
of pollutants. The current Hershey‛s Corporation exploits children to gather the beans. You really don‛t want to 
know how most chickens are raised, or where your Ipods come from. Most people shop as their right, without any 
questions. But the more stuff is optional the more we will think. We‛ll consider its impact on the environment, on 
the workers, and the network of life.  We‛ll truly want to see the connection between us and the workers in China 
or Detroit. The world becomes a much smaller place, based on kinship and hope. 

And that, folks, gives us authentic power. The power of no, of resistance to greed and to corporate culture. 
What capitalism fears most isn‛t poverty, it is indifference – our indifference to advertising, to vanity, to 
celebrity. The less we want, the more they lose, and the more they will listen and change their practices. 
Alice Walker sums it up in her poem, “We Alone:” 

We alone can devalue gold 
by not caring 
if it falls or rises 
in the marketplace. 
Wherever there is gold 
there is a chain, you know, 
and if your chain 
is gold, 
so much the worse 
for you. 

Feathers, shells, 
and sea-shaped stones 
are all as rare. 

This could be our revolution: 
to love what is plentiful 
as much as 
what is scarce. 

As Unitarian Universalists, we‛re already a step ahead. We know how to think for ourselves. We spend our 
time – on Sunday, at least – judging ideas and searching for truth. Some of us learned to change our lives and cast 
out unhelpful creeds and rites. Others have learned how to give respect to people they think are kind of wacky or 
wrong. We‛re all used to being a little outside of the norm. So what‛s a bit more healthy resistance - especially 
when it gives us so much strength? 

But you don‛t have to believe me - as I said, I‛m no good at sales. You just need to know what you want and 
what you choose.  And realize the difference. 

CLOSING WORDS: from “Give All to Love” by Ralph Waldo Emerson 

Give all to love; 
Obey thy heart; 
Friends, kindred, days, 
Estate, good fame, 
Plans, credit, and the muse; 
Nothing refuse. 

'Tis a brave master, 
Let it have scope.


