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Our first reading is Breathing Peace Into Being by Kathleen McTigue 

This is a house of peace.  
Breathe in a grateful breath that you sit here  
this moment of your life  
     safely, and in silence.  

There is a war raging,  
     far from this place of comfort.  
We know it is there, we know our brothers and sisters  
     suffer its poisonous touch.  
Our hearts are weighted with what we cannot resolve—  

with the knowledge that we do not have a way  
to call a halt,  
to step into the fury with the flag  
of no nation but peace, the one banner  
that calls equally in every language.  

So here we lift its promise in our own souls,  
and remember that in this place, in this moment,  

we are not at war.  
Breathe in the truth of this moment:  
here is our strength, our deep well of courage.  
Breathing in, we rest our spirits.  
Breathing out, we pray for peace.  
May those in harm's way be safe  

for another day.  
May those who drive the engines of power  

be awakened by compassion. 
 May we all hold the cup filled with courage and will  
that has been carried by peacemakers in long ages before us.  
May we drink of it deeply, and be steadfast  
in the ways of peace.  
 
Our Second reading is We Are Whole By Beth Lefever 

We are whole, 
even in the broken places, 
even where it hurts. 

We are whole, 
even in the broken places, 
the places where fear impedes our full engagement with life; 
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where self-doubt corrupts our self-love; 
where shame makes our faces hot and our souls cold. 

We are whole, 
even in those places where perfectionism blunts the joy 
of full immersion into person, place, activity; 
where “good enough” does not reside except in our silent longings; 
where our gaps must be fast-filled 
with substance, accomplishment, or frenzied activity 
lest they gape open and disgust. 

We are whole 
where we would doubt our own goodness, richness, fullness and depth, 
where we would doubt our own significance, our own profoundness. 

We are whole, 
even in our fragility; 
even where we feel fragmented, alone, insubstantial, insufficient. 

We are whole, 
even as we are in process, 
even as we stumble, 
even as we pick ourselves up again, 
for we are whole. 

We are whole. 
Sermon 

So, there is this exercise, I learned in an antiracism training. I am not going to 
make you do it. But here’s what you would do. First, write down eight words or phrases 
that are core parts of your identity on eight different slips of paper. Do you know this 
activity? We’re not going to do it today because it is time consuming and emotionally 
challenging.  

Its challenging because the next step is to choose four of those vital parts of your 
identity and get rid of them. Not just put them away, or put them to the side, but really 
destroy the pieces of paper. Its essentially asking you to denounce half of your identity.  

And then of the four you have left, choose only two of them to keep. Only 2?? And 
finally, choose just one. WHICH ONE? 

As hard as it seems to choose just one identity to define yourself, it’s the 
destruction of all the others that makes this exercise so emotional. This was an exercise 
to illustrate the impossibility of choosing one identity to champion when dealing with 
oppression. 

Our identity is so vital to who we are, naming and claiming our identity is hard 
work – all that work we did or will do in our teen and young adult years isn’t easy. We 
compare ourselves and contrast ourselves and try on many different names and labels as 
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we go. And eventually, knowing who we are and claiming our identity empowers us. In 
PRIDE month we are reminded of how empowering it is to claim our full identity and 
refuse to be invisible.  

So, destroying parts of our identity, even on paper can be demoralizing, 
destructive, devastating. Who we are is all intertwined. Like that balled string of holiday 
lights, too woven together to ever untangle.  

In her essay, Honoring Children, Linda Olson Peebles says that “Even in the first 
hours and weeks, a baby can communicate and be communicated with, can display 
personality and mannerisms, can teach us how to see and love, and can learn from us how 
we respond and love in return. … 

When we wrap our children in blankets, what threads are in that fabric? Each of 
us brings threads to the weaving of our environment. We seek to wrap our babies in 
cloth of soft threads, smooth or silky, comforting. But all too often we discover that the 
threads in the blankets around most children include the itchy lines of greed or 
arrogance, the scratchy web of hatred and uncaring.” …  

We start weaving our identities early, some of them given to us in the blankets of 
our upbringing, and some of them hard earned. We are woven like strands of silk, into a 
miraculous beautiful whole, with errors and imperfections making us even more beautiful. 
Identities, like names, are stories we are given, AND stories we have the freedom to claim 
or denounce.  

Brene Brown says, “We [must] own our stories so we don’t spend our lives being 
defined by them or denying them.” 

We do spend our lives as part of a series of stories, because we are a storytelling 
people. Most of our memories are just stories that we tell ourselves over and over again. 
Yes, our past is what has shaped us, has made us who we are, but we don’t have to keep 
living as if that’s all we are. 

All of the parts of us, all those identities we hold make up a complex and 
important whole. We are the good things and the bad things about ourselves, we are the 
identities we claim, and yet we are more than any single one of those things alone. 

Although we all will live with our regrets, we don’t have to live in fear of the past. 
If we can embrace the past and how it has shaped us, that’s 
when we can be free to start looking towards the future.  

The hardest part of owning our stories is that tricky sticky part where we have to 
admit to weakness, to making mistakes, to having imperfections.  

Unfortunately, no matter how much we want to, we cannot find that freedom 
alone. We have to show the tender underbelly of ourselves to another person to find true 
freedom.  

Brene Brown has a story she tells about a fight she and her husband had while 
swimming in their favorite lake while on vacation. They were swimming across the lake 
and she risked a moment of vulnerability to say how close she felt to him in that 
moment. He blew her off. She was hurt, but she knew that connection was partly about 
being resilient around rejection, so she tried again, and he blew her off again.  

Now, she was really hurt, and she started to spiral into her old stories of shame 
around her weight and her “not good enough-ness.”  
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She filled in the gaps in what was happening in that moment, the gaps in the 
story, with projections of her own hurt. But luckily, she had been working on this shame 
stuff for a long time, so she stuck it out, and instead of lashing out with anger to protect 
herself, she was vulnerable again – asking him to have a conversation about what was 
going on.  

She said, ‘I was trying to connect with you and you blew me off’, and her husband 
finally confided that he hadn’t been able to hear her because he was consumed by his 
own shame around fear of not being able to protect his family. He had been telling 
himself the story that she wouldn’t want him anymore because he might be weak, and 
she had been telling herself the story that he wouldn’t want her because she wasn’t young 
anymore. Both of which were their own internalized stories that filled in the gaps – the 
silences between them – with imagination and fantasy.  

We spend our lives making up stories about what other people are thinking about 
us. Because, as Brown says, “meaning making is in our biology, and our default is to 
come up with a story that makes sense, feels familiar, and offers us insight into how to 
best self-protect.” 

 But the stories we think we’re living are only partial truths – stories our brains 
have invented, conspiracy theories that we’ve filled in with our doubts and shame. 

To free ourselves from this Brene Brown tells us we need to ask three important 
questions: 1. What more do I need to learn and understand about the situation?  

2. What more do I need to learn and understand about the other people in the 
story? 

 And 3. What more do I need to learn and understand about myself?  
There is always more to learn, and the more we understand about the situation, 

the other people, and ourselves, the less room there is for our shame stories to fill in the 
gaps.  

I suggest taking a few deep breaths. Breathing is something we take for granted 
and being deliberate about it can help us be deliberate in other ways. Breathe deep.  

“Breathe in a grateful breath that you sit here  

this moment of your life  

 safely, and in silence.” 

Breathe deep; and remember that this where it’s important to get curious. The 
fewer assumptions we can make, the less likely we are to be filling in the gaps with our 
old stories.  

Breathe deep; and remember that “We are Whole, even in the broken places, 
even where it hurts. 
We are whole, even in the broken places, the places where fear impedes our full 
engagement with life; 
where self-doubt corrupts our self-love; 
where shame makes our faces hot and our souls cold. 

We are whole, even in those places where perfectionism [keeps us from living our lives 
while they’re happening] 
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[We are whole even] where “good enough” does not reside except in our silent 
longings; [Even] where our gaps must be fast-filled with substance, accomplishment, 
or frenzied activity lest they gape open and disgust. 

We are whole 
where we would doubt our own goodness, richness, fullness and depth, 
where we would doubt our own significance, our own profoundness. 

We are whole, even in our fragility; 
even where we feel fragmented, alone, insubstantial, insufficient. 

We are whole, even as we are in process, even as we stumble, even as we pick 
ourselves up again, for we are whole. 

We are whole.” 

Peebles reminds us “We need to teach our children to follow their own inborn 
instincts and to develop those qualities which make them most human. These life-
expressing skills include the capacity to reach out to others, to express their needs clearly, 
to offer smiles and love unconditionally, to see the world with nonjudgmental, curious eyes, 
to get up from falls with courage. We need to teach our children to live out their love in this 
world and to remember how to be open to finding the love and nurture that a human being 
must have to thrive.” 

We have to teach our children, but first we have to remember ourselves how to 
live life with bravery and curiosity, to examine freedom and interconnection, to embrace 
our past and discover the future. 

To find the vulnerable openness, to find out a fuller truth, and start to pull all the 
pieces together, we need to bring all the threads of our lives forward to be woven 
together. 

So, lets breathe deep, remember we are whole, and sing together!  
 


