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“Enough.  We’ve Had Enough of This Presidential Campaign!” 

Sermon preached by Reverend Carolyn Patierno 

November 6, 2016 

 

Poor Wembly. *  

 

It’s so hard to be her.  And yet, we all know her all too well.   

 

Some of us ARE Wembly.   

 

Some of us are her family:  Don’t worry! 

 

That would be in normal times.  I have only a vague memory of “normal 

times” as this campaign has stretched back 18 months.  But fear not: 

 

“THE END IS NEAR” so says the Boston Herald’s front page headline 

yesterday.   

 

Of course, that’s what we’re worried about.  And we’ve been worried for 

a year and a half.  

 

A year and a half.   

 

Here’s some perspective for us: 

 

Mexico 147 days  = @ 5 months 

Argentina       60 

Canada   78 

U.K.  139 

  

So it’s no wonder we’re exhausted. 

 

According to a Colby College-Boston Globe poll, 80% of likely voters 

nationwide are embarrassed by the presidential race, and 70 % think it’s 

gotten so bad it will actually hurt the nation’s standing in the world.  These 

findings cut across race, gender, income, and party affiliation. 

 

So it’s nice to know that we agree on something:   

Enough.  We’ve had enough of this presidential campaign! 

 

Can I get an Amen? 

http://www.surveyusa.com/client/PollReport.aspx?g=01df0bcc-8a2f-4626-a603-22361596a11c
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That said … we may be saying we’ve had enough but we’re feeding our 

anxiety as though it is our lifeblood.  But anxiety, fear, anger are draining 

our life force.   

 

That’s why it’s so good that we’re all here this morning.   

 

I left quite a few comments on your Facebook posts this week that said:  

“Come to church on Sunday.”  And, “Come to the multi-faith prayer 

service Monday night.” 

 

Maybe that will make you reconsider sending your minister a friend 

request.  

 

But isolation or simply reading the news or watching the video clips or 

listening to National Public Radio or checking in on the statistics guru, 

Nate Silver is keeping us all wide-eyed and wild-eyed.   

 

Enough. 

 

Said the poet: 

 

The world is too much with us; late and soon,  

Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers;—  

Little we see in Nature that is ours;  

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon! William Wordsworth 

 

All this freaked-out energy:  we are laying waste our powers … giving our 

hearts away, a sordid boon! 

 

Enough.   

 

This is where the spiritual rubber hits the road.  Such times as these are the 

times when we lean into our religious mettle.   

 

This is how we tamp down the fear:  we come together on Sunday 

morning.  We arrive and take in the faces of those who answer to the call 

of love.  We sing about building a new way.   

 

We kindle the chalice flame and feel the flicker of relief in our hearts. 
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And then … what timing … we dedicate ourselves to the lives of the 

youngest among us.  We covenant to stand with them, spiritually nourish 

them and in general, cheer them on and while we’re at it, their parents, 

too.   

 

And we’re reminded of our 7 principles, one in particular, the one about 

democracy.  I invite you to take up a hymnal and turn to the page that 

lists our principles.  Together, let’s read the 5th principle out loud. 

 

We, the member congregation of the Unitarian Universalist Association 

covenant to affirm and promote the right of conscience and the use of 

the democratic process within our congregations and in society at large.   

 

Democracy is at the center of our Unitarian Universalist principles.  This stuff 

MEANS something to us, democracy geeks that we are.   

 

Friday night at the Pass the Guitar fundraiser for the Homeless Hospitality 

Center Geoff Kauffman sang a song called “Lady of the Harbor” referring 

to the Statue of Liberty.  I cried. I bet that every other Soul who happened 

to be there got teary-eyed, too.  Barbara?  Monk?  David?  Bob?  Rob? 

Astrea?  Kristin? Cathy? Paul?  (both of whom performed) Paige?  Pat? 

Bob?  Carol?  David?   

 

Theo?   

 

Theo is a baby, of course and he pretty much smiles all the time but the 

person Theo will no doubt be at 10 would have been teary-eyed Friday 

night.    

 

We get teary-eyed because democracy means so much to us and 

because we know that we’re in it together.  And when we come to 

church we are reminded that we are in it together.  All of it.  We are in all 

of it  together.   

 

And sadly, part of what we’re in together is the trauma that has been 

unleashed on us like a wild animal that has been starved and held against 

its will.  We have been traumatized. 

 

In the aftermath of 9/11, clergy were invited to a lecture at L&M Hospital.  

The speaker was a psychiatrist who specialized in treating trauma.  One 

way to treat the traumatized person is that you ask them to describe the 

time / life before the trauma set upon them.  This is so the person who is 
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suffering remembers a sense of routine, normalcy, if you will, and 

remembers a time of peace and joy.   

 

So, let’s visit life as it should be, without the stress and fear this election 

cycle has wrought.  Here’s life as we know it … as it can be … without and 

despite trauma:   

 

I’m going to bring you all back to Friday night to the “Pass the Guitar” 

fundraiser.  I’m feeling a sense of humility and pride when the wider 

community thanks this congregation for our generous support of the 

Homeless Hospitality Center.  And then to that add a clergy colleague 

saying, “This is my favorite worship space.”   

 

In fact, the concert feels like a worship celebration.  One of the 

performers wears a shirt that says across the back, “Music is the answer.”  

She sings,  

 

Free as the Gospel’s word 

Free as a jailbird 

Free as a second chance 

Free as a last dance 

Free as the wind blows 

Free as church pew rows.   (Canyon Sharits) 

 

And my aching heart lifts and lightens.    

 

I remember the sound of my father’s voice on his birthday.  Telling him that 

on my way home from New Hampshire the day before I saw a Friendly’s 

on the horizon and stopped to have a sundae in his honor.  I sat at the 

counter smiling at the joy my father experiences when he has an ice-

cream cone in his hand.  Chocolate chip mint.  Coffee.  Vanilla (even 

though the latter feels like a waste of flavor to his wife, my mother.) 

 

I bring us back to Wednesday night and indeed, early Thursday morning 

watching the 7th game of the World Series.  I am with about 25 of my 

colleagues all of us cheering for the Chicago Cubs.  It was a game for the 

ages.  I am not overstating when I say that baseball brings the world 

together.  It’s mythical.  Illuminating. That game reminded us yet again: 

we can come together as a nation. There is plenty we have in common. 

That and “it ain’t over till it’s over.”   

 

Resilience.  Resilience.  Resilience. 
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I this of this past week from CT to MA to NH fall colors so brilliant, the sky so 

blue, the air so crisp.  Beauty as balm. 

 

I hold close my colleagues who responded to the call to go to Standing 

Rock to stand with the water protectors.  The call asked for 100 clergy.  

Five hundred showed up showing all of us what solidarity looks like.   

 

I think of my neighbors, Sue and Ron Donovan, who have dedicated a 

good deal of their lives to supporting the Haitian people – she a nurse, he 

an EMT.  In a week’s time, they threw together a yard sale to raise money 

to send to where it is needed.  And my neighbors show up to support the 

cause.   

 

That’s who we are. 

 

And we’re going to be okay.  Because none of us here is alone.  We are 

none of us fighting this thing solo.  By being here we have access to an 

amplified voice in the public square.  To resources that make it possible to 

provide safe harbor to refugee families.  To support local non-profits that 

are working hard to support our homeless neighbors.   

 

And if the election goes south, we will have a voice – together - that will 

push back.  That will speak with and on behalf our kin relegated to the 

margins. 

 

Remember what theologian James Luther Adams said, “Tough times 

demand a tough faith.”  He said this in response to the rise of fascism in 

Europe in the 1930s.  We will apply the same attitude here in the United 

States on the eve of the 2016 presidential election.   

 

Now.  I give voice to what you know when I say that our work will not be 

done even if we’re relieved with the election outcome.  Not by a long 

shot.  Beloveds, the well has been poisoned and love and compassion are 

the antidote.   

 

I sat with a group of Explorers (those discerning their commitment to All 

Souls and whether or not to deepen that commitment by becoming 

members of the congregation) I sat with them here in Unity Hall yesterday 

morning and asked about the role of the church at times such as these 

and what they got out of worship on Sunday morning.  (I also thanked 

them for more grist for this sermon.)   
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They said that our Sunday worship celebration is an opportunity to lay our 

burdens down.  A time to practice NOT being alone.  Ahead of my arrival, 

they agreed that at All Souls, they are surely like foundational bricks but 

also interlocking bricks set in multiple layers.  And most of all, our worship 

celebration is about restoring hope. 

 

To which I say, Amen. 

 

Amen, Beloveds.  The religious imperative is to keep hope kindled – 

especially in these times.  To hold faith in our collective power that is 

rooted in the power of love.  

 

We got this because we’ve got each other.  We’ve got a tough faith.  

And a tough faith is what is demanded of us in these tough times. 

 

No matter what happens on Tuesday, we will be here again on Sunday 

and our work will continue thereafter.     

 

Do not lay waste your power.  Do not lay waste your power.  

 

You are power-FULL.  

 

Go out there and use your power to heal and not to harm.  To bless and 

not to curse.  And to serve in the spirit of Love.   

 

Amen.   

 

* A reference to Wembly Worried by Kevin Henkes 

 

 

 

    

 

 

 

   

 

 

 
 


