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Reading  Two Windows1  

This is a story about God, the Devil and two big beautiful windows.  

In this story, the Devil takes great delight in creating confusion.  And so he 

once crafted a very special window - when people looked through it, all the 

good and beautiful things in the world appeared very very small, and all the 

fearful, ugly and bad things of life were enlarged.  People who looked 

through that giant lens became afraid, disconnected, less caring toward one 

another. 

One day, the Devil was laughing so hard over all the trouble that his window 

had caused that it slipped out of his hand and shattered into thousands and 

millions of fragments, some as small as grains of sand or dust. 

Then a great wind arose and blew the fragments around the world, and they 

became lodged in people’s eyes.  And from then on, when people looked 

upon their world, they saw clearly things that were frightful, while all the good 

things shrank until they were almost invisible. 

This made God very sad.  God didn't want people unable to see what was 

good and beautiful.  So God crafted another window, a kind of corrective 

lens, one that would put fearful things back into perspective and make 

beauty right-sized.  And God asked an angel to deliver the window to all the 

unhappy people who really needed it.  

Unfortunately, on his way to deliver this precious, life-changing window, the 

angel tripped and fell - and this window, too, shattered into thousands and 

millions of small fragments.  

What might have become of all those tiny little fragments?  

 

Sermon      

 
1 A retelling of a Hans Christian Anderson story by Margaret Silf (“Two Mirrors,” in One Hundred Wisdom Stories 
from Around the World (Lion Books, 2011)), further adapted by Rev. Ellen Quaadgras and Ann Kadlecek. 
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Many years ago, I enrolled my son Michael in a preschool karate class.  The 

room had these big floor-to-ceiling mirrors, and I watched him spend the entire 

class posing in those mirrors - as a Tyrannosaurus Rex.  He had little arms with big 

claws and scary teeth, and he clomped around like you might imagine for a T-

Rex.  The entire class ... In another dinosaur moment  – it was bedtime, when I 

suddenly heard loud sobbing from his room.  I ran in and learned that the 

problem was that his tail was too long to fit under the blankets.  I didn’t see a 

tail, but we spent several minutes figuring out how to coil it up so it could fit on 

his bed along with the rest of his dinosaur body.   

One last early Michael memory – he was 3, when he told me one day that he 

was the Gronger.  I asked for clarification (as one does), and learned that 

meant he was a big tall man, who was very strong.  And for several weeks, as he 

shifted back and forth between small boy and “the Gronger,” I could always tell 

which he was.  As the Gronger, he stood taller, his voice deepened, his behavior 

and even his language changed.  He saw himself and his place in the world 

differently – he was different – when the story in his head was that he was the 

Gronger. 

Well, OK, he was 3.  Those of us who are a little older have outgrown stuff like 

that, right?  Yeah.  No.   

We all have stories in our heads that influence how we see ourselves, one 

another and the world.  The very young are often wonderfully uninhibited about 

sharing those stories – as we get older, we learn to hide them, even from 

ourselves.   

Ours may or may not involve dinosaurs, but we’ve got stories:  about how the 

world works, what it takes to survive, what we should fear, who deserves our 

attention.  Some go deep into our identity:  who we are, who we’re supposed to 

be, what we’re entitled to, our own worth.   

These stories help us navigate a very complicated world.  And, they don’t 

always fully match reality.  To keep us from getting too confused, our brains 

change things around and add in old understandings. In the words of 

neuroscientist Beau Lotto, “The brain did not evolve to see the world as it is; the 

brain evolved to see the world in the way it was useful to see it in the past.”2   

Our past understandings - our stories - often learned long ago - become 

distorting lenses through which we perceive ... everything.  Mostly outside of 

conscious awareness.  Like in this piece from Adam Lawrence Dyer: 

 
2 https://www.ted.com/talks/beau_lotto_optical_illusions_show_how_we_see#t-699943  
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[The little girl, he says, has] already been told that she’s pretty.  She’s 

already been instructed to look for a “Prince,” because she is Daddy’s 

princess (whatever that is) ... 

When they walk [along the sidewalk], as they pass the Black Man, Daddy 

places his hand on [his little girl] in an unconscious gesture, but one that is 

real just the same.  He’s unaware, […] but the little girl gets the cue and 

looks sheepishly at the Black Man.  She stops skipping.  The Black Man 

doesn’t see the family.  He is headed to perform surgery, or lead litigation, 

or maybe to save the world.  No matter.  In that moment, he has become 

“Black Man,” permanently connected to the protective hand of Daddy.3 

Everyday moments like this become the stories we carry - lenses through which 

we see race, gender roles, our own potential, each other, everything - with real 

life consequences. 

A distorting lens that magnifies our own limits or mistakes might prevent us from 

noticing good we can bring to the world.  Through a lens of entitlement we 

might fail to see the harm we do.  A lens that tells us that the world is 

overwhelmingly scary will magnify what is scary – drawing us deeper into the 

fear.  And if we view the world through a lens that says “I am the Gronger,” we 

might make bolder choices, and perhaps stretch in new ways. 

And they affect our connections with one another.  Like when we’re sure we 

know what someone else is thinking.  Or when we stay in a relationship too long, 

or give up on one too soon, because we can’t see it clearly.  When we fail to 

connect at all because we feel threatened by difference.  When we don’t 

recognize someone’s cruelty because our distorting lens magnifies other aspects 

of who we think they are.  

And lenses of people in power can do widespread harm. 

As Rev. Carolyn mentioned earlier, we’re approaching 500K people in this 

country known to have died of COVID-19.  Half a million deaths.  The number is 

so mind-bogglingly high because we had leaders who carried a story about 

what mattered most that had nothing to do with saving lives.  And we still watch 

in horror as distorting lenses of fear and entitlement drive people (including 

some with real power) to keep chipping away at human rights, our democracy, 

and any possibility for meaningful action on climate change.   

For many of us, bringing enlightenment to these “other” people feels urgent.  I 

know I’ve tried facts, logic, arguments - even pleading.  Truth matters, and I 

 
3 Adam Lawrence Dyer, Love Beyond God: Meditations (Skinner House Books, 2016) 44. 



Sermon © Ann Kadlecek, ministerial intern.  All rights reserved.  Reproduction by permission only. 
 

hope we will all continue to push back against lies and white supremacy in all its 

forms, and work to limit the destructive power of people whose perception is 

dangerously distorted.  A distorting lens is not a license to do harm.  But the 

frustrating reality I keep bumping up against is that - mostly - we can’t do much 

about other people’s distorting lenses.  At least not that way. 

But we can do something about our own.  Whether or we not believe in a god 

or devil that influences how we perceive things, we can change how we 

perceive.  We’ve all done it; we can do it again.  And sometimes - the impact of 

that change goes beyond ourselves - expanding what is possible for those 

around us, and maybe even the world. 

So where might we find those fragments of God’s precious perception-clarifying 

window?   

Think for a moment about a time when your perception shifted.  Maybe you did 

something scary – and it turned out OK.  Maybe you had a strong opinion, and 

found you were wrong?  Maybe you believed you were insignificant, but then 

you were a Gronger!  Whatever it was, there was a transformative power - a 

corrective lens of sorts - in you.  What was it? 

Was it humility, curiosity, creativity, compassion, courage... something else?  

Whatever it was, it’s still there - in you - whenever you need it.   

And there are other places where I’ve found God’s window - in the brave, 

imperfect spaces in our lives.  Including, at our best, our congregations. 

Our third principle speaks of communities of acceptance and spiritual growth.  

Not communities where we’re always comfortable, or always in agreement - 

even the language I choose to use may not be the language you would 

choose.  But brave spaces where we practice welcome and encountering 

difference with openness and a willingness to question the assumptions we 

didn’t know we carried.   

In such spaces, our old flawed stories can lose some of their certainty, opening 

us up to curiosity and wonder.  Is it just a bunny?  Am I really just what I thought I 

was?   Can I wonder about myself?  About you?   

And can I wonder about that person I desperately want to change?  Really 

wonder - with genuine curiosity about who they are and how they hurt?   

Sometimes, the answer is no.  But sometimes, when we open ourselves up to 

change and find our way to wonder, we make space for others to change as 

well.  And who knows how far that change might go. 
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No one can force a corrective lens on anyone else.  But we can grow and 

change ourselves in ways that make room for others to do the same. 

May we embark on a life that is not limited by old stories.   

May we find precious, life-changing windows within us and among us. 

May we find our way to wonder. 

For ourselves, and for us all.  

May it be so.  Amen. 

 


