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Original Blessing – On the occasion of All Souls’ Child Dedication 
Reading & sermon preached by Reverend Carolyn Patierno 
October 2, 2011 
 

Birth by Rachel Barenblat   (in part) 

...On Rosh Hashanah we say 
today the world is born. 
... Or: this moment right now 
is pregnant with eternity. 
 
 In each human life 
as in the cosmos writ large 
infinite possibility waits 
to burst forth. 
  
What mystery do you carry? 
What stirs in you, faintest flutter 
growing into the insistent kick 
of change, ready or not? 
  
Elul: the leaves turn 
and we turn Elul: the leaves turn 
and we turn toward our Source,  
toward who we haven't yet become. 
 
Don't be afraid. 
There are blessings here 
even if you can't see them. 
Open and let them come. 
 
 
 ******************************************************************** 

Evan.  Clarissa.  Babies born into this congregation to beloved parents who sing in the choir … 
offer hospitality in the kitchen … share their gifts … who open their hearts to others so that they 
may be known … so that they may know others.  And these others – all the souls at All Souls – 
rejoice in these two lives entrusted to our community’s care.  

In religious communion, we celebrate the circle of life from the birth of the babies to the death 
of the old saints – one of whom memorialized just last week.  And the circle turns.   



 

 
Sermon © Reverend Carolyn Patierno. All rights reserved. Reproduction by permission only. 

 

From our perch we witness first hints and then the full bloom of pregnancy.  What stirs in you, 
faintest flutter growing into the insistent kick of change, ready or not?  

And then, ready or not, the baby comes.  Beautifully born through labor’s shout … 

brought forth and held  

and placed upon the body of the woman                

whose heartbeat is so familiar.    

The opera house’s drama pales in comparison to the drama that plays out in the birthing room.   
It is a room that sometimes fills with a joy so stunning hearts break open.  Laughter and tears all 
at once.  

And alas, sometimes the room fills with a sorrow so cavernous it threatens to swallow the 
inhabitants whole.  

In either case, we are beside ourselves.  Beside ourselves.   

The Unitarian Universalist in the room is not thinking about original sin. 

Not in the birthing room.  Not even the next day.  Nor the next month.   

Do any of us hold that baby in the palms of our hands, breathe in their glorious new baby scent, 
gaze upon their sleeping faces and think, 

 “You are depraved.”  

“You have upon your soul the sin of the ancestors.”   

“Cute, sure.  But you may be predestined for the fires of hell.”  

No.  

It is a resounding, “No”, in fact.  A “No!” that courses over four centuries of theological 
malarkey defining and framing and redefining and reframing the doctrine of original sin. 

And how many angels can dance on the head of a pin? 

As we travel back we witness our courageous and ahead-of-their-time Unitarian ancestors who 
not only argued that God is one (and not three), and that faith and reason needn’t be mutually 
exclusive; and consistently expressed a commitment to religious freedom but also, bless their 
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hearts, a belief in a loving God who damns no one to hell and certainly not the newborn baby.  
Original sin?  No.  Not ever. (And in similar ways but centuries later, the Universalists claimed 
the same.) 

Whether there be rejoicing or mourning in the birthing room, the soul that journeys from the 
womb to the light comes to us with original blessing.  

Original blessing.  Isn’t that beautiful?  I didn’t make it up.  Matthew Fox was once a Dominican 
priest until Rome grew too exasperated with his attachment to mysticism, progressive 
teachings, and, yes, his rejection of original sin.  He wrote a book called Original Blessing, in 
fact.  His greatest adversary was the cardinal who is now the pope.  Now Fox affiliates with the 
Episcopalians.  He founded a school based on his own theological perspective when he was 
dismissed from the Catholic schools where his feminist and ecology-centered theology was not 
heartily embraced.  

Today we revel in his idea:  original blessing.  

Rachel Barenblat knows about blessing.  She’s a Rabbi and as we contemplated two weeks ago, 
Jews deeply embrace the practice of blessing.  Jews don’t know from original sin despite the 
fact that they read, and have read for thousands of years, the same chapter and verse from 
which Christians interpreted the concept.  Same garden. Same man.  Same woman.  Same 
snake.  Same tree.  Same apple.  

No original sin.  

And thousands of years of debate among Christians. 

We’ll stick with the Rabbi this morning.  This morning that comes just after the day the world 
was born and this moment, right now, that is pregnant with eternity. 

What mystery do you carry? 
What stirs in you, faintest flutter 
growing into insistent kick 
of change, ready or not? 
 
The Rabbi who encourages us, as the leaves turn, in these days of awe, this splendid season, 
when 
 
… we turn 
toward our Source, toward 
who we haven’t yet become. 
 



 

 
Sermon © Reverend Carolyn Patierno. All rights reserved. Reproduction by permission only. 

 

Perhaps this blessing is the one we intuitively call up when we hold the baby.  “What mystery 
do you carry?”  Don’t you wonder when you look into the face of the sleeping child?  What 
mystery do you carry? 

What mystery do YOU carry?  It is the new season … for our Jewish brothers and sisters, it is the 
New Year.  Time to be reborn.  To atone.  To cast away sin and disappointment.  And now, who 
will you be?  Who is it that you have yet to become? 

Evan & Clarissa – we wonder who you will be.  

We gather in faithful community to dedicate our babies in love, with fervent commitment to 
nurture their religious and spiritual lives.  To model for these and all of our children, what it 
means to live a religious life that every day informs our choices.   That calls up our deepest 
values until we sense in the most lovely part of our souls – perhaps long dormant – perhaps 
four centuries old – that God is love.  That souls are born good.  

That – as the song goes – “for each child that’s born, a morning star rises and sings to the 
universe who we are.” This is who we are:  We are the descendents of those brave souls who 
through the ages would not succumb to a theology that deems infants inherently sinful.    

Those are some powerful ancestors, Friends.  We stand with them – many of whom burned at 
the stake for beliefs we take so much for granted.  Their courage beckons us: 

Don’t be afraid. 
There are blessings here 
Even if you can’t see them. 
Open & let them come. 
 
Let blessing come… even when we can’t see them.  There’s something about trust in that. 

Even when we are heartbroken.  Even when we are disappointed  in ourselves and redemption 
seems like a pipe dream.  Even then.  Especially then - we must listen for a voice still and small:  
“Open and let blessing come.”  

Return to that moment when you were new & originally blessed.  

Turn toward who you haven’t yet become.  

Don’t be afraid. 

You are blessed through the circle of life.  From the birthing room to death’s door.  

You are originally blessed.           
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Shalom.  Amen. 


