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I cannot stand ironing.  I really cannot. Since I have moved, I have neglected to even purchase an 
ironing board.  I have an iron somewhere, but during the pandemic, I have fallen out of the 
practice of ironing my clothes for obvious reasons.  Pre-pandemic- I just didn’t have the patience 
to honor the practice of ironing out the wrinkles, steaming them out, using spray starch to keep 
the wrinkles at bay so that my clothing looks perfect.   
 
The look of clothing having no wrinkles, smooth and perfection.   
 
Sometimes, all of that effort is for show.  Sometimes, it’s just surface and a temporary fix as 
during the day the wrinkles will always come back.  And yet, we can’t stand to see them, we 
don’t want to accept them, and be reminded that they are there.  We struggle to smooth them out, 
albeit temporarily and yet they come back. Creating for some a daily practice and for others 
employment in ironing out other peoples’ wrinkles.  
 
So, I have stopped ironing and have accepted the wrinkles, but for some reason they still bother 
me.  It’s ingrained in me that if my clothing is wrinkled, it’s wrong, it just wrong, and doesn’t 
look right. Why is that? Why is that? It’s bothersome, annoying, and just isn’t right. 
Such as the wrinkles in our time. 
 
The Global Pandemic is a wrinkle.  At one point, we thought the worst was over, and yet here we 
are. The climate crisis is wrinkle.  And with all that we do, it seems as though it isn’t going to be 
enough. The pandemic of racism and other oppressions are wrinkles in our time, and yet we are 
still struggle with the oppressions within ourselves and our institutions, and it keeps coming 
back.  
 
The original blurb for this service spoke to acceptance these wrinkles in our time. But I could not 
sit with that for some reason.  I mean, I had a hard time trying to accept everything that we have 
been through this past year and everything that we are going through. Some of it is just plain 
unacceptable.   
 
So, I changed acceptance to acknowledgement---acknowledging that these are wrinkles in our 
time. Acknowledging that they are unacceptable but that they are present and that they are our 
reality.  Naming that…I was able to sit with it. Naming these wrinkles for what they are.   
 
African American theologian Howard Thurman would call these wrinkles “growing edges.” 
Growing edges. For he said:  
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Look well to the growing edge! All around us worlds are dying and new worlds are being 
born; all around us life is dying and life is being born. The fruit ripens on the tree, the 
roots are silently at work in the darkness of the earth against a time when there shall be 
new leaves, fresh blossoms, green fruit. Such is the growing edge! It is the extra breath 
from the exhausted lung, the one more thing to try when all else has failed, the upward 
reach of life when weariness closes in upon all endeavor. This is the basis of hope in 
moments of despair, the incentive to carry on when times are out of joint and men have 
lost their reason, the source of confidence when worlds crash and dreams whiten into ash. 
The birth of the child — life’s most dramatic answer to death — this is the growing edge 
incarnate. Look well to the growing edge!1 

 
That weariness that we feel right now, the wrinkles of our times ARE growing edges.  It seems 
like a long dark night that we are enduring.  And we have been weeping. A long night that seems 
to go on and on and on.  But I argue that this long dark night that we are enduring is an edge 
beckoning for us to grow. Begging for us to embrace the audacious vision of the dawn after 
enduring a long night of weeping.  Weeping for everything that we are suffering through right 
now.   
 
To look toward the dawn---is that a growing edge?   
 
After last Sunday’s service, I wept.  I wept because many of you, I have yet to meet.  Many of 
you feel a loss in connection with our beloved community.  Many of you are going through your 
own night of weeping for your own reasons and situations unable to see the dawn.  Maybe that’s 
our growing edge.  To see that glorious morning.   
 
However, some of us are still stuck in the dusk about to go through a long night, but African 
American poet and writer, Langston Hughes spoke to this.  He said: 

 
Wandering in the dusk, 

Sometimes 
You get lost in the dusk--- 

And sometimes not. 
Beating your fists 
Against the wall, 

You break your bones 
Against the wall--- 
But sometimes not. 

Walls have been known 
To fall. 

Dusk turns to dawn, 
And chains be gone! 
Dusk turns to dawn, 

 
1 Howard Thurman, "Howard Thurman Quote." Worship Web. https://www.uua.org/worship/words/quote-reading/howard-
thurman-quote. 
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And chains be gone!2 
 
Chains of isolation, chains of uncertainty, chains of oppression, chains of apathy.  
 
This reminds me of a part of an ancient sacred text-the 30th Psalm of David that reads beginning 
with the 5th verse: Weeping may endure for a night, But joy comes in the morning.  Weeping 
may endure for a night, But joy comes in the morning.  Dusk turns to dawn and chains be gone.  
 
During this long night some of us have been enduring by being asleep.  Hoping to wake up from 
this long night of weeping to a joyous morning.  But Henry David Thoreau once said: 

 
We must learn to reawaken and keep ourselves awake, not by mechanical aids, but by an 
infinite expectation of the dawn, which does not forsake us even in our soundest sleep. 
We must learn to reawaken and keep ourselves awake, not by mechanical aids, but by an 
infinite expectation of the dawn, which does not forsake us even in our soundest sleep.3 

 
The joyous morning- the expectation of that dawn, the infinity expectation of that morning- Stay 
awake, stay with it, expect that dawn will come, and see to it.  Does that mean for us to join the 
efforts of this congregation, to join the Climate Action Team, Small group ministries, racial 
justice group, welcoming congregation committee, Does that mean to join the choir, does that 
mean to join us here as part of the worship team, does mean actually sing the hymns during 
worship service even if no one else can hear you as you would if you were here with us? Does 
that mean playing kickball with LSE on a Sunday afternoon.  Does that mean checking in and 
checking up on members of this community that you miss or who are new to this congregation?  
Does that mean to seek out and create more opportunities to safely and responsibly gather 
together until that morning comes?  Is that what Thoreau is speaking to us about?   
 
In order to remain awake by the infinite expectation of the dawn, we must see it.  We must 
envision what’s next.  What’s to come. What we want to it to look like.  We must embrace it.   
 
What does that dawn look like?  I have my answer.  And I am sure you do, too.  What does that 
joy in morning look like?  What does it feel like?  What do you see?  While we are enduring this 
long night, I invite you to visualize that joyous morning, that morning that has been delayed and 
denied, yet is still coming.  

 
I invite you to share your vision of that morning- that dawn after a perilous dusk, that dawn after 
a long night of weeping. The vision of unity that keeps us together, the vision justice that will 
help you endure the long night, the vision of hope that will show its own pathway, the vision of 
love that will guide the way.  

 
Children don’t get weary.  Till your work is done. 

Keep your lamps trimmed and burning. The time is drawing nigh. 
 

 
2 Langston Hughes, "Dusk," in Lifting Our Voices, 35. Boston: Unitarian Universalist Association, 2015. 
3 Henry David Thoreau, Walden (1845).  
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You see don’t get too weary because I believe that just like that Adele song says when the sky 
falls when it crumbles, we will stand tall and face it all together.  
 
 I believe that we will all be together again, singing together, laughing together, crying 
together. I also believe that We CAN dismantle white supremacy, I believe it, because our 
ancestors believed it first.  I believe that we will reach that dream of glorious freedom that we 
carry within our hearts, that blessed inheritance that has haunted us for many generations. 
 

But until that morning come, that glorious vision of dawn, stay will it, stay with us, seek 
ways to embrace what’s next, what’s to come, finds many, and various ways to unlock our own 
agency to still be connect, to still fight for justice, and to still protect the earth our home. 

 
We have the power to determine what that Joy looks like. What does Joy look like that 

morning after weeping during this long night?  I like to believe as Malachi says from the 
Inclusive Bible, (Malachi 4:2): that the sun will rise, a sun of justice, will rise, and it will rise 
with healing in its rays.  What a thought, what a dream, what a joy.  Furthermore, according to 
Malachi, in that morning we will go out leaping like calves released from their stall, and that’s 
Joy in the morning.   

 
These wrinkles in our time that seem to not go away no matter how much we try to iron 

them out, those wrinkles in our time that seem to plague us no matter how much starch we spray 
on it,  But we must not fall asleep, we will rise up, stronger than ever, we will be vigilant, 
hopeful, mindful, and embracing the possibilities of the coming joy, the coming peace, the 
coming unity, and do it with love.  

 
Love lifted me, when nothing else would help 

Love lifted me.  
 

May it be so, amen, ashe, and blessed be.  

 
 


