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FIRST READING:	From “A World Fit for Us”

Message (edited) from the Children's Forum, delivered to the UN General Assembly Special Session on Children by child delegates, Gabriela Azurduy Arrieta, 13, from Bolivia and Audrey Cheynut, 17, from Monaco on 8 May 2002.

We are the world’s children.
We are the victims of exploitation and abuse.
We are street children.
We are the children of war.
We are the victims and orphans of HIV/AIDS.
We are denied good-quality education and health care.
We are victims of political, economic, cultural, religious and environmental
discrimination.
We are children whose voices are not being heard: it is time we are taken
into account.
We want a world fit for children, because a world fit for us is a world fit for
everyone…

In this world…
We pledge an equal partnership in this fight for children’s rights. And while
we promise to support the actions you take on behalf of children, we also
ask for your commitment and support in the actions we are taking, because
the children of the world are misunderstood.
We are not the sources of problems; we are the resources that are needed
to solve them.
We are not expenses; we are investments.
We are not just young people; we are people and citizens of this world.
Until others accept their responsibility to us, we will fight for our rights. We
have the will, the knowledge, the sensitivity and the dedication.
We promise that as adults we will defend children’s rights with the same
passion that we have now as children.
We promise to treat each other with dignity and respect.
We promise to be open and sensitive to our differences.
We are the children of the world, and despite our different backgrounds,
we share a common reality.
We are united by our struggle to make the world a better place for all.
You call us the future, but we are also the present.
SECOND READING:	Reading from Love and Death, By Forrest Church
From a sermon given on September 12, 2001

	The future as we know it is dead.  Long after the smoke clears from lower Manhattan and the banks of the Potomac, our vision will be altered by the horror of September 11th.
	...At first, these visions of a future rebuilt upon yesterday’s ashes may seem to contradict one another.  Justice and mercy.  Anger and compassion.  War and love.  Yet they will only be at odds should we choose one vision in place of the other. 
	[Yet] we must recall history’s most ironic lesson: choose your enemies carefully, for you will become like them.  Terrorism is powered by hatred.  If we answer the hatred of others with hatred of our own, we and our enemies will soon be indistinguishable…
	Our only hope lies in the balance we strike as we enter this uncertain and forbidding future.  It rests on how well we balance justice and mercy, retribution and compassion, the might of weapons and the power of love.  Our hope hinges on how effectively we unite a riven world against an elusive foe.  But it also requires that, singly and together, we answer the challenge of maturity that will arise so quickly from the ashes of our shattered innocence.  To do this, we must not only gird our minds; we must also prepare our hearts.  Above all else, this is a spiritual challenge….  If before we could…[relegate] our spiritual lives to the occasional Sunday, today, facing a transfigured future, we must redirect our energies and our spirits.  In times like these...all lesser priorities lose their urgency.
	...Though the future as we knew it is no longer, we now know that the very worst of which human beings are capable can bring out the very best.  From this day forward, it becomes our common mission to be mindful of both aspects of our nature: to face the darkness and yet redeem the day.





HOMILY:	Hope Lies in the Balance
Reverend Kent Hemmen Saleska
September 11, 2011

	This morning we gather with such a mixture of feelings.  Certainly I do.  On this beautiful sunny day when we celebrate our return together after the summer to begin our program year, how can we not remember and honor that today is the 10th anniversary of the airplane attacks on the World Trade towers, the Pentagon, and the crash of the final plane in Pennsylvania, in which over 3,000 people died?
	This morning each one of us approaches this time of worship, this space where we engage awe and wonder together, from many different rooms of intellect and emotion.  For some, this may be a day full of sad memories, but something you don’t want to dwell on.  Others may continue to feel deep sorrow and loss.  Some may want to find a place of forgiveness and find a way to move on.  Others may feel angry, either because of how we, as a country, responded to those attacks, or how we did not respond.  And perhaps many of you feel all these at once, or in rapid swings back and forth.
	At the same time, here, today, this year, I am happy to see the return of our people.  Though we do conduct church and church activities year round, inevitably in summer our members and friends travel to various lands, or go camping, or engage in a variety of summer activities.  So I love the return of our program year as we gather together once again to share the waters of our summer journeys, to renew friendships, and to celebrate the beginning of the church’s program year.
	Part of what we do as we gather together each Sunday, and as we do today, is that we honor the events in our lives and in the world.  As we reflect on the meaning of this day, I wonder about the stories each of you have about this day ten years ago.  I grew up in the late 1960s and 1970s, and I remember hearing my parents and their friends talk often about where they were and what they were doing when they heard about the assassinations of President Kennedy and Martin Luther King, Jr.  The attacks on September 11, 2001, were a similar event of devastation for so many others in this generation.
For me, that day is a great mix of emotions.  Tuesday, September 11, 2001, was my first day of seminary.  In the morning, on my way to work, I heard a short news announcement on the Minnesota Public Radio Morning Show with Dale Connelly and Jim Ed Poole that an airplane had struck one of the Twin Towers.  That was all they knew.  I assumed it was a small 2- or 4-seater plane, and didn’t think about it much.  At the time I worked in a non-profit youth program with North East Neighborhood Services in Minneapolis, and by the time I got to work, a television set was on in a classroom, showing the live image of smoke billowing from one of the towers.  And then, as we watched, yet another airplane struck the second tower.  It was a long, tense day, and I didn’t get much work done.
	That night, I had my first seminary class at United Theological Seminary in New Brighton – the seminary where Leslie Mills, our ministerial intern, now attends.  The class, appropriately for the day, was “Introduction to Pastoral Care.”  The classes at UTS are three hours long, and usually, because of the variety of people and degrees, we took time at the beginning of each class to share our name, faith tradition, degree program, and our year in school.  That night, our professor also said if we had anything else to say in response to the day, to go ahead and say it.  Each of us poured out our reaction to the day, and we ended up taking half the class to just talk.
	At the break, a cute and articulate blonde woman came up to me and asked me about Unitarian Universalism, since she had never heard of it before, and because it sounded very intriguing.  She said her name was “Heidi.”  Soon we became friends, and our friendship turned into a relationship.  Three years later, Heidi and I married each other.
	Heidi and I periodically talk about the irony of that day for us: the birth of love in the midst of devastation.  This theme of a future built on the ashes of the past is one that seems to fit my title of this homily today, that “Hope Lies in the Balance.”  Hope lies in the balance in the midst of devastation and feelings of anger, pain, and revenge.  Hope lies in the balance when American Muslims become the target of verbal and physical attacks by self-righteous Christian and American zealots.  Hope lies in the balance when we push all our energy into parochial notions of partisan justice rather than exploring what it might mean to accord the same amount of energy into extending a hand of mercy.  Can you even imagine what the past ten years might have looked like in our country and in the world if our country was not so hell-bent on revenge?  I remember an old saying, attributed to the Chinese religious leader Confucius, who said, “Before you embark on a journey of revenge, dig two graves.”
	The Reverend Forrest Church, one of our most well-known and articulate Unitarian Universalist ministers, said something similar.  In September 2001, the Reverend Church was the minister of All Souls Unitarian Universalist Church in Manhattan.  On Wednesday evening, September 21, 2001, a day after the airplane attacks in his town, Forrest Church gave a sermon during a worship service during which he said that one of history’s most ironic lessons is that we must choose our enemies carefully, for we will become like them.
	He went on to say that, “Terrorism is powered by hatred.  If we answer the hatred of others with hatred of our own, we and our enemies will soon be indistinguishable.  Our only hope lies in the balance we strike as we enter this uncertain and forbidding future.  It rests on how well we balance justice and mercy, retribution and compassion, the might of weapons and the power of love… Though the future as we knew it is no longer, we now know that the very worst of which human beings are capable can bring out the very best.”
	So there are at least two meanings of that phrase, “hope lies in the balance.”  One meaning declares that hope itself faces potential extinction as it rests on the razor’s point between vengeful justice and humanitarian mercy.
	But there is this other meaning, and this meaning transforms the meaning from a warning that “hope lies in the balance!” to one that is a solution, that “hope lies in the balance.” [weigh hands like a scale]  We may discover hope when we find the balance between simple retribution and naïve compassion, between the might of weapons and the power of love.  It is a tall order, this finding and using the power of love in the midst of anger and fear, between and among each one of us, and between and among our country and the rest of the world.  Because it is difficult, because it is ongoing, and because it involves the very core of our beliefs, Forrest Church is right to call this task a spiritual challenge.
	And that is a big part of why we join together here today, at the beginning of our program year, and why we join together each and every Sunday, and each and every activity we engage as religious people: to find balance and practice love, to “face the darkness, and yet redeem the day.”
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