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Something There Is That Doesn’t Love a Wall:  Immigration Justice  
Reading and sermon preached by Reverend Carolyn Patierno 
December 4, 2011 
 
The New Colossus by, Emma Lazarus 
 
Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame, 
With conquering limbs astride from land to land; 
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 
A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame 
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 
Mother of Exiles.  From her beacon-hand 
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command 
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. 
“Keep ancient lands, your storied pomp! cries she 
With silent lips.  “Give me your tired, your poor, 
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 
Send these, the homeless, the tempest-tost to me, 
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!” 
 
 

 

 
It would make the hairs on the back of your neck stand up.    To learn what exactly fuels 
the rage toward, mistrust, and criminalization of undocumented immigrants - to borrow 
a phrase from my friend Suzanne - your brain would explode – and your heart would 
break.   
 
If you knew that the draconian AZ law was crafted not by legislators but by the same 
folks that would profit from building and running the prisons that now detain the people 
who committed no crime but were undocumented.   Enough Unitarian Universalists 
knew and determined that we should stick to the plan: our 2012 General Assembly 
would take place in Phoenix but it would be like no other GA.  This GA would be a 
“justice GA.”    
 
If you could witness a mother as she tacks instructions for her child’s care on her 
refrigerator, just in case she is hauled off to one of these prisons without notice or 
opportunity to speak to her child.   
 
If you knew how free trade agreements have decimated economies in Central and South 
America ruining livelihoods, forcing people off their land … and to our own. 
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The Mother of Exiles weeps. 
And so would you.    
 
All Souls.  Consider our name.  Where does All Souls – where do we - place ourselves 
when our neighbors at St. Mary’s and First Hispanic Baptist Church call for immigration 
reform and justice and ask us to stand with them as they do?  We who place hospitality 
in the center of our shared commitments, how do we insert ourselves into the fray? 
 
Would you harbor me?  Would I harbor you?  
 
I kept hearing the Sweet Honey in the Rock song as I pondered this sermon.   
 

Would you harbor me? Would I harbor you? Would you harbor me? Would I harbor 

you? Would you harbor a Christian, a Muslim, a Jew a heretic, convict or spy? Would 

you harbor a runaway woman, or child, a poet, a prophet, a king? Would you harbor an 

exile, or a refugee, a person living with AIDS? Would you harbor a Tubman, a Garrett, a 
Truth,a fugitive or a slave? Would you harbor a Haitian, Korean or Czech, a lesbian or a 
gay? Would you harbor me? Would I harbor you?  Ysaye Barnwell, composer 
 
Who would we harbor?  To whom would we offer sanctuary?  
 
Holy sanctuary.  A refuge.  A place where one may go to escape … 
 
The nine people who joined this congregation today came to All Souls seeking 
sanctuary.  
 
From what? 
 
From the common violence of our age.  From loneliness.  From an easy life. 
 
Everyone here is seeking the same:  sanctuary. 
 
This room is not just any room.  We call it a sanctuary for a reason.  Here we seek & 
create refuge.   
 
The Hospitality Center right across this parking lot:  sanctuary.  From the elements.  
From loneliness.  From the street’s hard edge.   
 
Sanctuary. 
 
Would we harbor an undocumented immigrant?    What might we offer in the way of 
sanctuary? 
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We are a country who proposed to offer harbor to immigrants.  My grandparents – both 
sides - sailed past the Mother of Exiles, the Statue of Liberty and saw a new day in her 
mild eyes.    
 
But if her gaze were to turn south and west of that NY harbor she would see a long and 
brutal wall.  The poet ponders, “Before I built a wall I’d ask to know / What I was walling 
in or walling out / and to whom I was like to give offence. / Something there is that 
doesn’t love a wall.” 
 
What is the something that there is that doesn’t love a wall?   
 
It is the religious impulse - our yearning to bind ourselves with others – which is hard 
work.  More often we are overwhelmed, the religious impulse muted.  And up go the 
walls.  And the physical ones: in Arizona, China, Berlin, the West Bank, remind us just 
how hard it is to keep open our borders and our hearts & minds. 
 
Good fences do not make good neighbors.  Good fences create a false sense of safety 
when what we really are, is isolated – and fearful because – as the song says - walls 
come tumbling down.   
 
Of course, at the heart of this current immigration debacle is what has always been at 
the heart of every immigration debacle:  fear of the other.   Resentment of the other.  
Racism.  Now that fear, resentment, and racism is being stirred by those who financially 
benefit from the backlash.    
 
If you knew it would make the hairs on the back of your neck stand up.   
 
Some who cross the threshold into this building know and having seen the poster and 
lending library in the hallway have shared their stories with me … of spouses deported 
and unable to return … of the mountains of red tape …. endless waiting … heartbreak.   
 
Each of us has had to have heard some of these stories.  Maybe we saw something on 
the news … heard a story on the radio … maybe we have a neighbor who is stuck in this 
morass … maybe we have a spouse stuck in the morass …  
 
And some dedicated Souls know, a few of which attended the learning sessions so 
thoughtfully put together by the Social Justice Coordinating Team, they know.  They’ve 
learned.  That was the plan:  learn more about a topic we knew not enough about.  Then 
plan the “Do One Thing” effort that would follow in the spring.   
 
To remind:  this issue is the one you chose for this year’s focus.  It was an excellent 
choice.  But all the Souls who sought to learn more fit around a single table in the Vail 
Library.    
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We have to wonder why so few.  It isn’t entirely about full lives.  Sometimes that’s 
what’s true and sometimes it’s only part true and sometimes a lack of time is not it at 
all.   
 
Sometimes we keep away because of a lack of interest.  Are you not interested?  Do you 
wonder why the Unitarian Universalist Association has taken up this issue as a central 
focus?  Why our president, Reverend Peter Morales, spent time in jail as he stood on the 
side of love.   
 
Do you wonder? 
 
Do you simply disagree?  (We can disagree! ) 
 
Are you overwhelmed?   
 
Or, I wonder, are you afraid?   Are you afraid to stare it down for fear of what you will 
find?  Maybe we can’t bear the   thought of what we’ll find out about our country – 
beloved though it is - and the unjust policies that are enacted in our names.   On yet 
another front.  Ugly policies that have nothing to do with securing our borders but more 
to do with stirring up fear – on both sides of the fence.   
 
I’m not rapping your knuckles with a ruler here.  We need to understand.  I need to 
understand why you’re not showing up.   
 
And if you’re wondering the same, “Why didn’t I show up for just one session, even?”  
there’s still time and opportunity.  The UUA website is a treasure trove of information.  
It’s the only website you’ll need to visit.  Go there and learn.  (uua.org) 
 
I hope that you will take time to examine your heart, feel the hairs on the back of your 
neck stand up and your heart break, and then commit to doing one thing.  At least one 
thing. 
 
The All Souls Youth Group has been talking about immigration justice.  And because 
they have, last week they took a trip to Ellis Island and the Statue of Liberty.  In speaking 
with two members of this wonderful group, Natalie & Erika, they described a feeling of 
patriotism standing alongside the Mother of Exiles.  Both imagined how an immigrant 
would feel seeing that statue after long and difficult voyages. 
 
And then there was Ellis Island where they learned about the immigrant’s reality, about 
humiliations suffered, being treated with disdain, disrespect, and the isolation and 
loneliness that was part and parcel of the immigrant experience.   
 
The ideal stands beside the reality in that Harbor – ever a reminder of what we wish to 
aspire:   
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“Give me your tired, your poor, 
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 
Send these, the homeless, the tempest-tost to me, 
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!” 
 
We have been led far afield from that ideal.   
 
We must stand on the side of love, dear Souls.  Because something there is that doesn’t 
love a wall. 
 
Amen.   
 


