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Stewardship Testimonial  by Connie Cross 

Other than the fact that I am white and cisgender, I am a minority person. I go to church. 

Statistics say that around 40% of Americans “say” they go to church but in actuality only about 

20% appear in the pews on Sunday. And personally, among my friends, except for my friends 

here at A2U2, I am almost alone in attending church.  

So why am I here when church is so unpopular? Let me take a step back to why I joined the 

church. I had had no inclination at all to join a church back in 1984. I grew up in a church, but 

after college I had no desire to rejoin or attend. I no longer subscribed to the creeds and 

indeed, the whole Christian story seemed to me like, well, a nice story, but not one that I 

believed or felt was relevant.  

So what happened? I went to a party one night and happened to sit at a table where a group of 

very lively, smart, funny, opinionated people discussed everything from politics to the 

paranormal. How did these people all know each other? They went to church together. They 

invited me to their church—and took bets on the way home on whether I would show up. 

I showed up because I liked all these folks, because curiosity got the better of me, and 

because—though I’d never given that much thought to it--Unitarians had seemed sort of 

reasonable. And after that first service I knew I had found a home. I had found a community 

that I soon learned would take me as I was, would laugh with me, cry with me, and would 

challenge me. You comforted me when my mother died and when my dear daughter in law 

succumbed to cancer. You have laughed at my goofy sense of humor and sometimes inspired 

me to inflict it on friends —such as when I organized my SEG group to plant pink flamingoes on 

the lawn of Barbara and Jerry Freeman’s new home. Of a little more consequence, you have 

also inspired me to go door to door for marriage equality, serve at the Preble Street soup 

kitchen, knit funny pink hats with ears, and sit in Sen. Collins office to lobby for a better tax bill. 

Because of A2U2, I am trying to live up to my better angels—although it’s an on-going struggle. 

Thankfully, my church is helping me with that struggle, especially in times like these when my 

struggle seems to be about how to serve my country with love in the face of fear and injustice. 

But I always feel the collective arms of this community wrapped around me, and this is why I 

am here on Sunday mornings and why I am happy and honored to support it financially.  

 
The Arc of the Moral Universe by Susan Selbe 



 
Today’s topic sprang from a discussion this very committee had a few months ago.  We had 
been talking about including a writer’s material in our presentation, when one of us objected 
quite strenuously because of the writer’s historical advocacy of racism, and indeed even 
genocide.  
 
My mind was set reeling.  This writer’s work is so beloved--and yet he did advocate evil acts.  
How does this reconcile?  
 
Thinking about it, I began to recognize there are people who seem basically good but have a 
darker side, or vice versa.  We usually can’t know their inner struggles, or even if they had any.   
We also can’t know the social context in which historical figures lived.  We can read about it but 
really can’t know how we would react in the same situation.  I’ve often wondered if I would 
have been a loyal citizen in Nazi Germany, or a defender of the Jews and resistors.    
 
My train of thought led me to the struggle between good and evil. None of us is purely one or 
the other.  There are examples of this--Thomas Jefferson, a slave owner, and architect of our 
Declaration of Independence; Winston Churchill, instrumental in defeating Naziism, but also 
militant regarding Britain’s right to colonialism, Nelson Mandela, who led the fight to end 
apartheid in South Africa, also as a young man led a terrorist group responsible for many 
innocents’ deaths.   Martin Luther King Jr was a philanderer.  
 
It is a rational response to want to protest or boycott or pillory those who we believe have 
crossed the moral line towards evil.  But where is that line?  Slavery is an absolute evil--does 
this mean I should dispense with the Declaration of Independence--one of the greatest 
documents ever penned?   
Capitalism is sort of evil, but it is sort of good too.  
The colonialism has been devastating to countless cultures and civilizations.  Churchill’s desire 
to quash Mahatma Gandhi in his struggle to throw off the British reins was bad.  Does that 
mean his talents should have been shunned during WWII?  And Nelson Mandela was at one 
time viewed in South Africa much like Osama bin Laden is seen by us.  Should his struggle be 
disregarded because he ended lives?    
 
And how does our UU principle regarding the inherent worth and dignity of every person fit in 
here?   Can we be charitable enough to allow inherent worth and dignity to apply to people like 
Syria’s president Bashar al-Assad, or Hitler, or  Pol Pot, who murdered millions of his fellow 
Cambodians. Or Donald Trump?  His supporters? 
 
Where is the line, this line between good and evil, between acceptance and rejection?  How do 
we define this line in the way we live our lives?   
 
In the 60‘s, there was a saying--”If you’re not part of the solution, you’re part of the problem.”  
That is to say, there are SO many problems in the world, if you just ignore them and don’t 



struggle in some way against them, they will persist, and you and I are a part of that recipe.  We 
all are.  
 
Of course, there is no one answer to the question of where the line is, and what to do about it.  
It surely is rich fodder for discussion and inner reflection, as the very question causes us to see 
ourselves within our larger context, and as a part of history, and the direction history might 
take.  Without this type of reflection and action, the arc of the moral universe will not bend 
toward justice.  It is an exercise worth doing.  
 
 

Hiding behind the Curtain   by Keith Prairie 

L. Frank Baum wrote the Wonderful Wizard of Oz. In its transformation to the movie The 
Wizard of Oz, Dorothy’s journey becomes a modern Odyssey/quest. And having history of 
watching it many times in many places and different settings, I love the story and songs. I’ve 
attended many a Men’s weekend where the guy’s circles up and belts out in full 3 part harmony 
Over the Rainbow. It’s become a standard at many men’s groups and gay pride parades.  So it 
compromised his story and the movie it spawned when I learned how L. Frank Baum was also 
an instrumental voice for genocide towards Native Americans. It leaves me with a horror. 

In the late 1800s policies were established by the federal government to deal with what was 
then known as the Indian problem. It was decided to civilize the Indians they would separate 
children from their families and remove the children to boarding schools far from their homes. 
The children were required to learn English, dress in western garb and were punished when 
they spoke in their native tongues. They were introduced to Christianity and were required to 
adopt it. The schools were either run by the Bureau of Indian affairs or various Christian 
denominations. The goal was assimilation into Christian thinking, culture and to eventually 
become part of white society. The means were to isolate, punish and torture the Indian 
children and break up the Indian families. Corporal punishment turned easily into physical 
abuse and sexual abuse was reported to be rampant.   

L. Frank Baum was noted for writing that in order to preserve the safety of the white settlers, a 
wholesale genocide of the Indian needed to take place.” Baum was the editor of The Aberdeen 
Saturday Pioneer (about 350 miles from the Wounded Knee Massacre) and was publishing 
racist articles that were likely typical white sentiment towards the Indians but also likely 
influential in causing the Wounded Knee Massacre. 

Enough has been written about these times and what happened, to show they are not isolated 
incidents.   

I lived on the Pine Ridge Reservation when I was about 4-5 years old, several miles from the 
Wounded Knee, and feel connected to Native American plight in ways that many are not. When 
I was so young, I did not grasp the struggle Native Americans faced and only now do I begin to 
understand their losses, and grief.  



And the lines in the movie and the songs are not directly from the pen or the thinking of L. 
Frank Baum. But as much as I have loved the movie and been moved often to tears by it, I find 
it difficult to balance the good of a young girl’s quest for finding herself, and the aloof wizard 
hiding behind a curtain that hides also the racist sentiment of L. Frank Baum. 

This leaves me to not let go of either sides of Baum. I remember and communicate what I know 
of his support for genocide and try to be awake to the joy his story fostered.  

 

Line of Questioning by Rick Kimball 

I’m Rick Kimball and I’m happy to be in a denomination that specializes in questions, not 

answers. Someday maybe we’ll top our redwood tree with a question mark.  

Today we ask a big question forced upon us by numerous stories of celebrities indulging in 
sexual harassment and abuse: Where do we draw the line when it comes to accepting vs. 
boycotting such people? Do we berate their misdeeds but accept their good deeds? Or reject 
them completely along with everything they ever did? Is it okay to enjoy Woody Allen films? Or 
smile at Garrison Keillor’s wry wisdom? But the question is larger than the me-too movement.  
What about other sins and sinners, liars and thieves and firebugs?  Can we accept their good 
despite their bad? Where’s the line?  
 
It is the nature of questions to breed new questions, so I respond by asking more. 

What if we discovered that Agatha Christie poisoned her great uncle so she could get the timing 

right in her next mystery? Would we burn all the copies of all the books and plays she ever 

produced? 

What if we learned that Jesus kicked his pet dogs? Would we throw the new testament out the 

window? 

What if we found that Joseph Stalin sculpted the Pearl Diver displayed in Portland’s art 

museum? Would we attack it with hammers the way the Taliban attacks the art it doesn’t like 

from people it doesn’t like? 

I visit a young man in jail for committing a sex crime. “Rick,” he says. “People look at me and all 

they see is a pedophile, but that’s not all I am. What can I do?”          How should I, how can I 

respond? 

When we reject the Wizard of Oz because its deceased author was racist, who do we punish? 

Him or us? 



What about P.T. Barnum, the Universalist who hoodwinked tens of thousands of people as he 

took advantage of the disadvantaged?  Stay tuned. Tirrell and I may offer a P.T. Barnum service 

this summer.  

What if a Joseph McCarthy rescues people from a burning building? Do we applaud him or do 

we say, “Thanks, but no thanks, you are evil,” and toss the people back into the flames? 

What if we all stood at this pulpit, one by one, to confess the worst things we have done? What 

would we do about us? Cast our first stones at each other? Cast each other out of our garden? 

Refuse each other’s potluck cupcakes? You are bad. I reject your gifts, even with their sprinkles 

and extra frosting. 

Where is the line? Is there a line? And what gives imperfect us the right to draw it? Questions, 

always more questions. I can offer only partial answers. Of course we should punish criminal 

act. We must seek to correct what is bad or we ourselves are bad. But let us not in the process 

shoot ourselves in the foot or the knee or anywhere else. And let us not in our righteous fury 

deny perpetrators any hope of redemption, any chance to find their own amazing grace, any 

hope of contributing good to the world, any prayer of appreciation for what they do rightly and 

well. 

Most people are the best people they know how to be. Let that concept guide us. Let’s keep 

people who do their best on one side of our line, and those who knowingly accept and practice 

evil on the other side, the place of complete and eternal rejection. Eternal, at least, until 

restorative justice comes into play. Maybe we can relent when those who do harm struggle to 

undo it through reconciliation with their victims – reconciliation, the birthplace of peace and 

love and understanding. 

Is there a line? Yes. Where is the line? It’s wherever we draw it. I say let’s put it as close as we 

can to the standards and practice of forgiveness and acceptance. Let’s not respond to wrong 

with wrong. Let’s strive to embrace the good that even the worst of us can offer.And now my 

final question: Are we, is the world, capable of that? 

 

TO KNOW ALL IS TO FORGIVE ALL – Nixon Waterman 

If I knew you and you knew me— 
If both of us could clearly see, 
And with an inner sight divine 
The meaning of your heart and mine— 
 
I’m sure that we would differ less 



And clasp our hands in friendliness. 
Our thoughts would pleasantly agree 
If I knew you and you knew me 
 
If I knew you and you knew me 
As each one knows his own self, we 
Could look each other in the face 
And see therein a truer grace 
 
Life has so many hidden woes, 
So many thorns for every rose; 
The “why” of things our hearts would see, 
If I knew you and you knew me. 
 

Forgiving Some  by Mike Luce 

To know all is to forgive all. Nixon Waterman’s poem is a challenge. There are some things few 

if any of us could imagine ever forgiving. I like to look at this saying as an inspiration or an 

aiming point. Call it radical empathy. You’re going to have to go very deep indeed to “know all” 

aren’t you? Frighteningly deep really. I mean how deeply do most of us even know ourselves? 

For that matter, how many of us forgive ourselves? I suspect that for many it’s easier to forgive 

others than ourselves. That said, I’m gonna forgive a lot in myself before forgiving whoever was 

responsible for disco.  

So where do we draw the line and for whom? That line of acceptance for bad behavior is higher 

for some than others, usually depending on our overall alignment otherwise or maybe some 

very important attribute or relationship. When I was a musician I was willing to overlook a lot if 

someone had chops. There were folks with all manner of character faults in my circle of, I guess, 

“friends”. Some of them I avoided knowing much about really. Sometimes the more you know, 

the less you can overlook so I chose to know them on a musical level. No forgiving necessary. 

In a career of working with folks with mental and emotional issues there were times when I 

worked with or around some people most would cringe from. The best inoculation was to find 

out some background. To know. To know what had happened to them (there was always 

something) to cause whatever behavior was happening now.. To wonder how I would have 

reacted had I their history and thereby gain some humility. I didn’t need to and never would 

know all. Sometimes you just had to assume the sadly repetitive histories of abuse so you could 

do your job. 

Spend any time reading political opinion pieces or listening to talking heads and you’ll be 

dizzied by the machinations people will go through to justify in one what they’re gonna 



condemn in another next week, depending on their biases. When we’re drawing our lines of 

acceptance they’re usually not so much solid but dashed, more like the passing lanes on a 

highway. We’re not always as careful as we ought to be when our tribe wants us to let them 

pass on a curve.  I suspect most of us are at least a little hypocritical in our judgements of 

people. Sometimes it’s called being pragmatic. How’d you feel about Bill Clinton and his abuse 

of power?    How do evangelicals deal with the raging id which is Trump? 

 In trying not to be a hypocrite, I often end up in a very cynical place and you know what? I’m 

usually right when it involves people with real power. I’m not sure how realistic or fair it is to 

expect otherwise given human nature. If I expect perfection then I’m setting myself up. I try not 

to let the perfect be the enemy of the good. Best I can do. Sometimes I settle for acceptance.  

I’d love to be able to imagine a condition in which I could stretch my empathy enough to know 

and forgive the sociopaths of this world. Or would I? At some point would that just be naiveté? 

I don’t know. Universal forgiveness seems the stuff of saints. In the end though, when we can, 

it’s not something we give to the sinner so much as a type of grace for ourselves. 

 

Ending the Cycles of Pain by Erica L. Bartlett 

Many people have been struggling lately with revelations of sexual abuse in the world of 

entertainment and elsewhere. I, too, have been struggling, but for me, it’s come with belated 

knowledge of allegations made in 2014 against Marion Zimmer Bradley. 

Some of you may be familiar with her as the author of The Mists of Avalon, her retelling of the 

legend of King Arthur from his sister Morgaine’s point of view. That was how I discovered her, 

when I was 12. I loved it, and it’s not a stretch to say that Bradley and her work influenced the 

direction of my teenage years and even adult life. 

Her books introduced me to the concept of goddess-based religions and got me interested in 

paganism, an interest that brought me closer to my mom. It’s also why I participated in the 

Women’s Services we used to have here, which in turned started me on the path of being on 

the Worship Committee. 

Like many, I considered Bradley a feminist icon, especially after I read her Darkover books about 

the Renunciates, women who renounced their expected roles to live as they chose. Those 

stories helped me realize that you don’t always have to follow the path others lay out for you.  

And to say she inspired me as a writer is an understatement. I don’t know if I would have 

started writing, or kept at it, without her example, and without the drive to get something 

published in either her Sword & Sorceress anthologies or Marion Zimmer Bradley’s Fantasy 



Magazine. I treasured a rejection slip for one of my stories that included a personal note of 

encouragement from her. I admired her and was saddened to learn of her death in 1999.  

With this context, you might imagine how difficult it is for me to reconcile this with the very 

different experience of her daughter, Moira Grayson. Far from being inspired at age 12, that’s 

when Grayson was finally old enough to escape her mother’s sexual abuse after enduring it 

since the age of 3. Nor was she the only victim. 

I can’t truly imagine what this must be like to endure or live with, but I get a glimpse from 

reading Grayson’s poem, “Mother’s Hands”. It includes these lines: 

And hands that touched me way down there 

I still pretend that I don’t care 

Hands that ripped my soul apart 

My healing goes in stop and start 

… 

I’m still the girl who quakes within 

And tries to rip off all her skin 

… 

I’ve gone along for quite awhile, 

… 

But here and now I make my stand 

I really hate my mother’s hands. 

 

It seems selfish in a way to talk about my reaction to this. Compared to Grayson and others, my 

pain is so very minor. And yet, it does not stop me from feeling horror, a sense of betrayal, fury, 

and deep confusion.  

How could hands capable of inflicting such pain on her own daughter be the same hands that 

wrote a book as amazing and powerful as The Mists of Avalon? How could this be the same 

woman who inspired so many? 

Questions that I’ve considered academic in the past are now much more personal. Can I 

separate the art from the artist? Do I draw a line between Bradley’s good influence on me and 

many others from the incredible pain she inflicted? Do the benefits to the many outweigh the 

harm to the few? 



Personally, in this case I don’t think I can separate art from artist. I can acknowledge how 

important those books were to me when I was younger, but now, I don’t think I could re-read 

them with this knowledge and not have horror in the back of my mind. Others may be able to, 

and I’m not advocating burning or banning her books to take away that option. It’s just not for 

me.  

A small part of me wishes I didn’t know about this, that I could go along in blissful ignorance. 

But a much larger part is glad the truth is out. No one should have to live with this kind of 

secret. And it breaks my heart even more to know that Grayson waited to come forward until 

15 years after her mother’s death – because she didn’t want to upset the fan base. 

This is a huge part of the problem. As Jim Hines wrote in response to this situation, “When we 

ignore ongoing harassment and abuse, when we belittle efforts to create harassment policies… 

we’re teaching predators that fandom is a safe hunting ground…. We need to work on teaching 

a different lesson.” 

I agree, but I would add one more piece. 

Last December, Grayson published a memoir about her experience called The Last Closet: The 

Dark Side of Avalon. I haven’t read it, but from reviews, it appears that Bradley was herself 

terribly abused by her own parents. This is all too often the case, that the secrets enable 

perpetuating the cycles of pain and abuse.  

I’m glad this has stopped with Grayson, who is instead using her experience to help bring this 

out into the open, to try to break those cycles sooner.  

That, to me, is what I prefer to focus on, to bring about healing and change. Perhaps then, 

instead of wondering where to draw the line, we’ll have changed things enough that we don’t 

have to draw one to begin with. 

 

Closing Words #561 

Never doubt that a small group of thoughtful, committed citizens can change the world; indeed 

it’s the only thing that ever has.   Margaret Meade 


