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Reading  - “Kindness” by  Naomi Nye. 

Before you know what kindness really is,  

you must lose things,  

[you must] feel the future dissolve in a moment 

like salt in a weakened broth. 

What you held in your hand, 

what you counted and carefully saved, 

all this must go so you know 

how desolate the landscape can be 

between the regions of kindness. 

Before you learn the tender gravity of kindness, 

you must travel where the Indian in a white poncho 

lies dead by the side of the road. 

You must see how this could be you, 

how he too was someone  

who journeyed through the night with plans 

and the simple breath that kept him alive. 

Before you know kindness as the deepest thing inside, 

you must know sorrow as the other deepest thing. 

You must wake up with sorrow. 

You must speak to it till your voice catches the thread of all sorrows 

and you see the size of the cloth. 

Then it is only kindness that makes sense anymore, 

only kindness that ties your shoes 

and sends you out into the day to gaze at bread, 

only kindness that raises its head 



from the crowd of the world to say 

“It is I you have been looking for”, 

and then goes with you everywhere 

like a shadow or a friend. 

* * * * * * * *  

In times of grief and uncertainty, we kindle a flame.  We search our hearts for courage, serenity, and 

meaning in the face of loss.  We search for a vision of hope and transformation. 

Our ancient ancestors gathered together around fires and told stories about death, loss and 

transformation.  Many of us are well versed in Mythical stories about the hero who leaves his beloved 

homeland and goes on a journey that will forever change his life.   In these stories the hero must endure 

many trials and tribulations.  His journey is a solitary one.    In the end, he summons great courage, 

wisdom and honor to ultimately triumph.    While there is so much to be learned from these heroes and 

their epic journeys, there is another model of transformation illustrated by the heroine that is deeply 

relevant.  

Inanna, the great goddess of love, was being mentored by Enki, the god of transformation.  He gave her 

many “gifts.”   Before long, Inanna was summoned to the underworld.   Before she embarked on her 

journey, she did two important things.  She clothed herself in precious jewels- symbols of her power and 

courage.  And rather than face her journey alone, Inanna invited Ninshuber to hold a vigil for her at the 

gates of hell.     As she made her descent through the underworld, Inanna was stripped of all her gifts-

her intellect, her power, her strength, her personality, her memory.  She arrived to the depth of the 

Underworld utterly naked and powerless and was eventually put to death.  But the story does not end 

here. 

After 3 days, when Inanna did not return from the underworld, the story turns its’ attention to her 

devoted friend and spiritual companion Ninshuber.   Ninshuber was holding vigil.  She beat her drum in 

the darkest of nights.  She remembered her friend.  And it was she who ultimately found help from the 

gods to rescue Inanna.   Inanna’s journey is not one of isolation.  This epic story of the heroine illustrates 

the great power of the witness. 

Several weeks ago Rev. Wright reminded us that during these dark and dangerous times we need to 

“develop within ourselves and our communities  internal spiritual resources.”   “To enter into this 



transformational path,” she told us “we best let go of our preoccupations with our singular lives, and 

open ourselves up to the enormous needs and callings of other being on this earth.”  One of our 

greatest spiritual resources as a community is our willingness to be like Ninshuber:  to be a witness, to 

remember, and to hold vigil for those in need.  Who or what are you holding vigil for today? Who will 

you hold vigil for tomorrow? And the day after that? 

 Each Sunday, when we engage in the ritual of lighting candles for others we enact the power of witness.  

We listen.  We remember.   In the end, a candle is lit for the joys and sorrows we hold in the sanctuary 

of our own hearts, knowing that they are also held by all present in this sanctuary.   There is great 

healing power when we witness one another. 

 Rev. Kim K. Crawford  writes about her experience with a woman in a hospital bed next to hers.  These 

are her words: 

 Both of us had survived rather spectacular falls. I had shattered my arm, and was fine; her leg 

was badly broken, and she was not fine.  She was, in fact, moaning quietly, despite the 

morphine drip. I spoke to her through the curtain that divided us, and asked if I could do 

anything for her. She said, ‘I just need to talk, Lord. I just need to tell my story.’  I said, ‘Tell me.’ 

Here is her story:  The night before, her boyfriend had held her hostage in their bedroom. This 

had gone on, she said, for hours.  When the kitchen 'phone rang just outside the bedroom door, 

he turned to answer it.   This is when she made her move. With a huge heave, she forced the air 

conditioner out the second story bedroom window, and jumped out after it.  Sitting in the 

hospital bed with an armed policeman at the door, she was very afraid. 

I knew a prayer might help, but I thought, given our different religious 

backgrounds that singing a prayer might go better. And so I launched, “I' been in the 

storm so long, o give i' me a little time to pray.”  I kept singing, softly at first, and then she joined 

me, and we sang together. I didn't really know what else to do, so I rolled us into “Kumbayah.” 

Her voice was a little ragged, but it grew stronger, and then we were really singing. 

By the time we got to “I've Got Peace Like a River,” she got up on one elbow and 

moved the curtain aside so she could see me.   Then she sang me some prayers I'd never heard, 

and I joined in on the choruses. And then, when it got quiet again, I started “Swing Low, Sweet 

Chariot,” but I got choked up. She kept going. 

 



And then, finally, “Amazing Grace.” And in the stillness that followed “was 

bound but now I'm free,” I asked my roommate, ‘Do you feel a little better? Do you 

want to call your pastor?’  She said, ‘Now that we sung our prayers, I know I'm gonna get 

through this thing. I fel' less afraid the minute I started talkin' and singin'. Just you worryin' 

about me made the fear lie down, remindin' me I ain't alone. That's all. Helps to be reminded.  

Even when we feel it, ain't none of us ever really alone.’ 

 

Unitarian Universalism beckons us to embark on a heroic journey: to come to the place in our hearts 

“where only kindness makes sense anymore.”  We are called to make meaning, to seek transformation, 

and to live in community.  We are called to hold vigil for others in need-to be a witness.  To this end, we 

come together in the face of joy and pain, love and loss, laughter and sorrow to light the flame of 

sharing.  We sing.  We speak.   We listen.   We lean into the stillness.    We come together and we are 

given courage and a vision of hope.   We are given the sustenance to embrace this awesome mixture 

called life. 

Said the poet: 

It is only kindness that makes sense anymore, 

only kindness that raises its head 

from the crowd of the world to say “It is I you have been looking for”, 

and then goes with you everywhere 

like a shadow or a friend. 

Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 


