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OPENING WORDS 

The devil whispered in my ear, “You aren’t strong enough for the storm.” 

Today, I whispered in the devil’s ear, “I am the storm.” 
 

Deliver us to Evil by Annette Marquis 

 

As a child, I learned how to pray the Our Father, the Roman Catholic form of The Lord’s Prayer, which ends not 

by praising God with “For thine is the kingdom, the power, and the glory, for ever and ever,” but rather with the 

line petitioning God to “deliver us from evil.” I stayed awake many nights in my childhood bed imagining the 

evil [that] God might deliver me from. My image of God was of a force field that, if I were good enough, would 

surround me and keep me protected from evil in the world. I prayed I would be good enough.   

As I grew older, I realized I could no longer ask God to deliver me from evil. I couldn’t hide from it, safe behind 

a protective shield, and expect evil to dissipate on its own—I had to play an active role in dispelling evil in 

whatever ways I could. I came to understand that it is in the absence of love that evil propagates, and, in the 

presence of love that evil dissipates.  

So instead of praying to God to deliver me from evil, I began praying for the Spirit of Life to deliver me to evil, 

to give me the courage to go where evil exists and supplant it with love. As a Unitarian Universalist, I learned 

how to make my voice heard by joining with others to stand against injustice and hatred. For, like first responders 

in a disaster, it is only when we run toward evil and overpower it with love that we interrupt the forces that have 

allowed evil to prosper, and in so doing, move the world a step closer a heaven.  

So now, instead of the prayer I was taught as a child, I pray these words: 

  

Spirit of life, which exists wherever there is love,   

 Blessed be all Your Names.  

 Strengthen our will 

 To create heaven on earth,  

 And help us embody a peace-filled world.  

 Give us all our daily bread.  

 Teach us to forgive ourselves for our failings,  

 And to forgive those who have failed us.  

 Deliver us to evil 

 And give us the courage to transform it with Love.  

 For Love is the is power, and the glory,  

 For ever and ever.   

 Amen. 

Talk about the safety pins 

 

I’m starting this morning not with my words, but with words written this week by Terry Tempest Williams: 

 

It is morning. I am mourning. 

And the river is before me. 

I am a writer without words who is struggling to find them. 

I am holding the balm of beauty, this river, this desert, so vulnerable, all of us. 

I am trying to shape my despair into some form of action, but for now,  

I am standing on the cold edge of grief. 

We are staring at a belligerent rejection of change by our fellow  



Americans who believe they have voted for change. 

The seismic shock of a new political landscape is settling. 

For now, I do not feel like unity is what is called for. 

Resistance is our courage. 

Love will become us. 

The land holds us still. 

Let us pause and listen and gather our strength with grace and move forward like water in all its 

manifestation: flat water, white water, rapids and eddies, and flood this country with an integrity of purpose and 

patience and persistence capable of cracking stone. 

I am a writer without words who continues to believe in the vitality of the struggle. 

Let us hold each other close 

and be kind. 

Let us gather together and break bread. 

Let us trust that what is required of us next will become clear in time. 

What has been hidden is now exposed.  

This river, this mourning, this moment  --- May we be brave enough to feel it deeply. 

 

How are you today? Anyone feeling exhausted? Sad? Angry? Frightened? Anyone feel like your spirit 

has gone dry with worry? Since the election on Tuesday, a good number of people have said it feels like 9-11, 

that the same surreal quality has taken over and it’s difficult to pay attention to anything outside of the feeling 

that the world suddenly changed, that everything is different. 

The difference between this week and that historic week 15 years ago is that the attack in 2001 was from 

the outside and every American was in it together. This time, while some people are waking to a nightmare, others 

are celebrating a victory. Some people feel like they are suddenly living in enemy territory, that they are 

unwelcome on their own streets, in their workplaces, in the country. Others are celebrating their candidate’s 

victory and are excited about what’s next.  

For those of you who are feeling like Presidential elections happen every 4 years and sometimes you lose 

and sometimes you win and either way, life goes on pretty much as it always did, I’m going to try to clarify why 

some aren’t feeling so relaxed about this. There will be no shaming here. Everyone is in a different place. We all 

need to let each other feel whatever we’re feeling right now. Because when all is said and done, it’s love that will 

carry us through this, love that will give us the strength we need. So, let’s practice love and gentleness with 

ourselves and each other this morning.  

We have experienced a campaign in which hate was celebrated and the only platform or policy presented 

by the winning party was the codification of Other-ness. People with disabilities were made fun of publically, 

Mexicans were called rapists and thieves, sexual assault was celebrated, people of color were targeted for 

violence, POWs were called losers, Muslims were singled out as different and untrustworthy and refugees were 

deemed dangerous while the press was deliberately denied access if they didn’t tell a story that fit the narrative 

the party wanted told. The campaign won with promises of building walls, keeping people out, deporting people 

already here, registering religious groups, eliminating health care, social security, and food stamps, ending a 

woman’s right to choose, cancelling the Paris Agreement and any progress made on climate change and rolling 

back rights for lesbian, gay, bisexual and transgender people.  

The conclusion of the election might be a relief for many, but for others, it’s the beginning of living in a 

nation that is actively seeking to do them harm. Lest we think these were campaign flukes and these things won’t 

come to pass, since Tuesday we are seeing a dramatic increase in harassment and violence to people who are not 

white, straight, cis-gender and Christian. There are hundreds of reported incidents. Right here in Westchester 

County, even in our most liberal towns, chants of Build a Wall have broken out on school buses, kindergarteners 

have heard taunts about their parents being deported, children of color have been blocked from their lockers, and 

queer youth were told to kill themselves.  

This isn’t the world we dream about, but this is the world we have. On Wednesday I was frightened, 

worried and active. On Thursday, I wanted to hide. My impulse was to stop reading and watching the news and 

instead flip The Voice on TV for the next few weeks or months or years. I wanted to curl up in bed with my 

husband and son and stay there until the storm passed. 



But, my phone doesn’t stop ringing. You keep calling me, telling me how frightened you are, how angry, 

how alone. By Friday I remembered I’m a human, caught in an interdependent web, connected by love and in 

covenant with you all. There will be no hiding for me. And, for so many of us, hiding isn’t an option anyway. If 

the nation has become an unsafe place, there is nowhere to hide.  

So, what do we do. We remember that we have what it takes to get through this, together. We remember 

We Are The Storm. But we’ll need some work. Some people in this community are frightened about being 

targeted. In other places where groups were singled out, one of the things that made it possible was that their 

friends looked away. That will never happen here. The first thing for us to do, the most effective way to keep each 

other safe, is deepen our relationships with each other. I’m asking you to have more dinner parties. I know many 

of you are friends, but not all of you. There are plenty of people in this room who wouldn’t know who to call if 

they were in trouble. Please change that. Please, after worship today and over the next few weeks, get out your 

calendars and become very intentional about inviting each other over, meeting out for a drink or coffee, going to 

each other’s performances and otherwise reaching out to each other so that the ties in this community are deeper. 

Please invite people you don’t really know, especially those among us who might be vulnerable. Gay, lesbian, 

bisexual, transgender, gender non-conforming, and queer people of all ages are vulnerable. People of color. 

Women. Mixed race families. People who have food stamps, social security, have been imprisoned, were born 

outside the US, are or were once Muslim are all vulnerable. And all of those people can be found in this room. 

Befriend them.  

We have to deepen our relationships, create friendships and know where the safe places are. We have to 

stay focused. No distractions. No in-fighting. There’s no time for that. We need to get serious about who we are 

and who we are together for the next few years.  

Second, we have to build coalitions. Be more intentional about knowing our allies. We have to build our 

neighborhoods. If you are afraid of being targeted, or if you have a neighbor who might find themselves in a 

dangerous position, it’s better for people to know each other. Last June I called together many faith leaders in the 

area to respond to the massacre in Orlando. In September, one of the rabbis called us back together, asking us to 

be more intentional about our relationships, so that if we need to respond quickly to something, we can do that. 

I’ve not only agreed to be part of that, I’ve accepted invitations to participate in racial justice initiatives. I got the 

invitations weeks ago and flagged them as things I wish I had time for but don’t. This week, I told both groups I 

will make the time. These coalitions are necessary and I’m stepping up. I ask you to do the same.  

You can do that in your own towns by finding Meet-Ups or Facebook pages or joining other progressive 

groups like Pantsuit Nation or whatever else is forming in your town. Be connected. Keep information flowing.  

And with those coalitions, plan to resist. If a registry for Muslims starts, which is very unlikely although 

it has been promised, we should all sign it. Everyone. Make the registry useless. When bullying happens in your 

school, meet with the principal the next day. And not alone. Reach out now to find partners in this work so that if 

a visit has to be made, there are three or four of you making it.  

Third, support key organizations like the ACLU, Southern Poverty Law Center, Planned Parenthood and 

any local organizations that are willing to be vocal when necessary. That, obviously, includes this congregation 

but might also include your local PTA, the NAACP, Prideworks, the interfaith youth alliance and other groups. 

As funding gets cut from organizations that work to keep us safe, we are going to need to step up to keep the 

watchers watching.  

And there’s a fourth thing. Take care of yourselves. Feed your spirits. Rest. Breath. Laugh. Dance. Make 

Love. Go hiking. Cook good meals for each other and stay up late reading your favorite books. Or go to sleep 

early. Whatever you need, give it to yourselves. We’re in this for the long haul and need our strength.  

One of the hard truths here is that some of us are safer than others. I am safe. I’m white, straight, cis-

gender; I’m not on the top of any hit list and my life isn't likely to change much in these four years. But, that also 

means I have to be diligent. I have to be aware of the privilege of being able to rest, to forget things are changing, 

to ignore the news as something that happened to someone else. The people who are afraid might not want the 

rest of us to move too quickly toward reconciliation, toward unity with our nation and love and peace; they need 

to know we are going to fight, that we are not going to be lulled into a restful sleep while they fight for their lives. 

Some of us can rest. I can talk of love and healing and joke about moving or just hide from politics for a while 

until it’s fun again. But, some people are in danger and my move to reconciliation won’t help if it’s not 

accompanied by a promise of true ally-ship. Those of us with privilege can’t just say it’s going to be OK with any 



credibility unless we also agree to make it so.  

This isn’t to say we shouldn’t move toward reconciliation. The opponent is us. We are all Americans, we 

are all seeking the best possible lives for ourselves and our families. A woman who voted for Trump (and has on 

her Facebook wall many things I find offensive,) recently said that she’s looking at herself when she hears of 

bullying in the local school. She heard that there’s a new game called a Trump Circle and only white boys are 

allowed to play. She heard that the chant Trump, Trump, Trump was used to intimidate people of color at the high 

school. And she took ownership of how she might have inadvertently supported that. She’s a good woman doing 

her best. We have to find a way to reconcile and move our nation toward healing, together. The best way to do 

that is one person, one neighbor at a time. Those of us not concerned for our safety can do that.  

And for those of you who are afraid, I want to tell you that, while there are many frightening things 

happening, all the rumors aren’t true. For instance, one of the fears I’ve heard is that this administration is going 

to void same-sex marriages. This is incredibly difficult to do, bordering on the impossible and would take many 

years and a lot of money. We do have a rule of law and not every fear is founded. It might be helpful to look some 

of those fears in the eye to see if there’s really a monster in there.  

We accept the loss of this election, but that doesn’t mean we accept defeat. Love will not be defeated. 

Love will not lay down in the face of hate.  

We are going to have to bring love to some places we might not want to. We are going to have to love 

people who voted for Trump. I am not suggesting that they are not complicit in violence finding a voice. They 

are. I imagine, there’s a way in which we all are.  But that can stop here and now.  

Last week Sarita told us a story about a teenager who was found sleeping on the street. She has no family 

here and has been living a horror story. She asked us for help. Many of you offered and continue to offer ongoing 

support. Ross and Nancy are becoming this girls guardians and will take care of her. We know how to love. We 

know how to resist even when looking away is easier. We are the storm. 

We have to find our power. We have to share our power. We have to remember who we are and that 

together, we can’t be defeated. We can put on those safety pins and tell each other, tell those who are afraid, tell 

the whole world that love is strong. Love is not a weapon for the weak, but a tool for the strong. We are called to 

love the world with extravagance. We are not Pollyanna; we are wide-eyed. We see the brokenness of the world 

and we are going to love everyone in it in all their imperfections. 

Because, that’s what we have. And that’s who we are. And if you aren’t there yet, that’s OK. The rest of 

us will carry you in the meantime. And if you are afraid, that’s OK too. We are here to hold you. If you are alone, 

we are here. We are going to deepen our relationships, build coalitions and support organizations that protect our 

values. And we will resist hate, holding on to each other as tightly as we can. We can accept this loss but love 

will not be defeated. Not as long as we are here.  

 

We will end with these words by Rebecca Parker: 

Your gifts—whatever you discover them to be— 

can be used to bless or curse the world. 

The mind’s power, 

The strength of the hands, 

The reaches of the heart, 

The gift of speaking, listening, imagining, seeing, waiting 

Any of these can serve to feed the hungry, 

Bind up wounds, 

Welcome the stranger, 

Praise what is sacred, 

Do the work of justice 

Or offer love. 

Any of these can draw down the prison door, 

Hoard bread, 

Abandon the poor, 

Obscure what is holy, 

Comply with injustice 



Or withhold love. 

You must answer this question: 

What will you do with your gifts…? 

Choose to bless the world. 

The choice to bless the world can take you into solitude 

To search for the sources of power and grace; 

Native wisdom, healing, and liberation. 

More, the choice will draw you into community, 

The endeavor shared, 

The heritage passed on, 

The companionship of struggle, 

The importance of keeping faith, 

The life of ritual and praise, 

The comfort of human friendship, 

The company of earth 

The chorus of life welcoming you. 

None of us alone can save the world. 

Together—that is another possibility waiting. …. 

 

Remember: We Are The Storm 

 


