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Four years ago, when I heard about our church’s plan to hire a part time Membership 

Director, I felt a pull from behind my belly button, tugging me forward. I didn’t even know 

what a Membership Director was, let alone whether I had any ability to do it.  But I think 

that pull in my stomach was the closest thing to a calling I had ever felt. 

 

I often think about how my life might have been different if I hadn’t driven past this 

building eight years ago (probably for the 100th time) and finally seen it and thought, “I 

should check that place out.”  It’s impossible to know how my life would have looked but I 

can imagine that I would have gone about my days, relatively content but quietly 

hungering for more expression of my soul’s deep questions, a sense of purpose or a feeling 

that what I did mattered.  

 

Again, there is no way to know for sure how my life would have turned out if I hadn’t 

found UCE.  What I do know is how my life has been changed because I did find the 

Unitarian Church of Evanston and I did walk through the doors.  I have fallen in love with 

this community. I have been impelled by the examples set by so many of you - of how to 

be more present, more thoughtful, more kind in your lives and in your relationships.  I 

have been inspired by people who make life more beautiful in countless ways.  I like 

myself better since I found this place, because aspects of myself that I didn’t recognize 

have been nurtured, called forth and loved.  I have been changed by worship, by having a 

sacred time and place each week to reflect on what is good in life.  I have been changed 

by covenant groups, which teach me to listen and to bask in being listened to. 

 

I have been changed by this religious movement, which allows me to ask out loud the 

questions that festered inside as a child because faith in the things I questioned was 

assumed. Questions like, “What if I don’t believe the words I am supposed to speak at 

church?” or “What if I don’t believe that Jesus is the only pathway to salvation?” I wanted 

very much to have a faith in something that was watching over us, and that we went on to 

a better life after this one.  But try as I might to convince myself, I was only left with a 

fear of considering the questions. 

 



Uncertainty can be terrifying.  Having a religion that not only allows the questions, but 

encourages the continual and responsible search for truth and meaning, is life altering. 

 

I don’t believe in a God that is watching us and controlling our lives, making sure that we 

take the next right step and things all work out for the best.  At least I do not believe that 

there is a single being, separate from us, who decides our fate.  Through deeper 

conversations with all of you, I am continually crafting a way of expressing my beliefs. 

However, I’m much more comfortable expressing what it is I hope or what simply makes 

sense to me. 

 

When I ask myself what drew me to this place on that particular day - what it is that 

compelled me to think, “I should check that out,” I don’t have a clear answer. I know I was 

looking for a place where Marty, my son, could begin to develop some spiritual grounding – 

a place to help him answer some of his budding, deep questions.  But what was it that 

allowed me to see this place as a viable option on that particular day?  Since I feel so 

strongly that this is where I am meant to be, where I am home and because I felt at home 

almost immediately, it is not difficult for me to believe that there was some thing that drew 

me here.  In other words, I don’t think it was an accident or coincidence.   

 

I came on a summer Sunday morning at a time when there happened to be no services. 

The doors were locked and no cars were in the parking lot. I was confused. I learned later 

that there was work being done on the building. But at the time, it felt like a roadblock. I 

marvel at the fact that I came back, undaunted. That’s another reason that I think 

something bigger than mere curiosity drew me here.  Again, I’m not sure what to name 

that something – God?  Fate?  Intuition?  Spiritual Hunger?  I do know, however, that the 

fact that I can stand here among you and ask these questions, state my doubts and 

uncertainty, is something that I deeply needed and something I cherish. 

 

Now, I look around at all of you.  People that have been here for years because you grew 

up in this faith or because you had small children 50 years ago and knew then that you 

didn’t want to be in a church like the one you grew up in.  You just knew that your kids 

should be somewhere on Sunday mornings.  I see people who never went to church as 

children but who hunger for a feeling of community because you just moved here or you’re 

deep thinkers and are looking for a place to discover your own answers.  I’m always 



grateful when someone finds us.  I’m even more grateful when that person, like me, finds 

their home with us.  The feeling catches in my throat, makes my nose tickle and my eyes 

fill. 

 

I marvel at the way people in this community fully live – not content to sit comfortably on 

the surface of day-to-day to-do lists.  People compelled to find a way, however small or 

large, to contribute, to create, to risk relationship.  I often imagine the void that would be 

left by any one of you, in fact, the void that is left when those who have been a part of the 

fabric of our community decide to pull themselves out for whatever reason.  I wonder what 

can be done to bring them back, change their minds, meet their needs.  However, we 

expand and we contract.  We cannot hold our breath. 

 

Before I became the Membership Director here, our congregation did some work to explore 

whether we wanted to grow.  This is a fair question.  The case can certainly be made for us 

to be content with where we are.  We have a vibrant community.  We do good works.  We 

celebrate and mourn together and we explore our spiritual and ethical selves.  We enjoy 

each other.  Growth, on the other hand, is difficult and uncomfortable. Growth means 

change and change brings anxiety. It challenges us to talk to people we don’t know, to ask 

some difficult questions and to call upon many to help in often, thankless ways. Growth 

asks us to make room, not only in our physical space, but in our hearts. 

 

We had productive conversations on this topic of growth and there was a palpable energy 

and excitement about the possibility – about who we were being called to become.  It’s 

wonderful to imagine a world where we could expand our numbers by satisfying all who 

are already here and letting everyone out there know who we are and what we stand for. 

Imagine Unitarian Universalism taking over the world!  

 

Feeling the excitement of possibility is one thing.  Doing the hard work to bring the 

possibility to life is another thing.  I have a sense that our commitment toward growth may 

be tenuous.  People sometimes ask me, “why do we want to grow?”  I feel discouraged by 

this question.  For me, it is like asking, “why do we want to breath?”  However, because 

growth can be uncomfortable, it is a fair question.  Why do we want to grow? 

 



Certainly the case can be made for – more people = more resources = a greater ability to 

do good work in the world.  However, this in not the reason to grow.  I think more 

resources can be a positive result of growth. The most compelling reason to grow is for the 

person out there who needs us but hasn’t found us yet.  They need us to feel at ease with 

their questions, to know that it is okay to doubt, and that this life is worth living, worth 

making better - that we each possess the unimaginable power of love, which transforms us 

all. 

 

We have a saving message and there are people out there who need saving.  I’m not 

talking about hell and damnation or the only pathway to heaven.  I’m talking about right 

here and now, there are people living in the world in lives that are uninspired.  People who 

are skimming the surface of what it is to be a contributing member of the human 

community; people who imagine only one kind of religion.  People who hunger for greater 

meaning, for hope, for a friend to stand next to as they serve a meal to another who might 

otherwise go hungry.  For a group of people who feel outraged by injustice and can think 

creatively together about how to bring about change.  There are lots of people out there 

just like that who need us.  

 

To me, there is nothing more moving, nothing that can bring me to tears like the 

transformation of the human soul.  It is why Severus Snape is my favorite character in the 

Harry Potter books and what moves me about Schindler’s List: the story of a man who 

changed from one driven by greed and selfishness to one who’s sole purpose was to save 

as many lives as he could at great personal risk.  Whether this type of “soul growth” is 

dramatic, as was the case of Oscar Schindler, or more quiet and steady, to me, it is the 

most beautiful kind of miracle. 

 

When we talk about growth in our community, it is tempting to think in numbers.  We want 

a quantitative measure to validate our efforts.  It is good to be clear about where we are, 

where we are going, and the ways in which we are successful or unsuccessful in getting 

there.  However, we have to keep our vision focused on a broader horizon.  We need to be 

looking at growth as transformation – transformation as individuals, transformation as a 

community, transformation of our world. 

 



In an article from the UU World in the Summer of 2007, Robert Hardies writes about our 

soul’s capacity for growth.  He talks about theologian Bernard Loomer, who asked the 

question, “What is the size of your soul?...What is your soul’s ability to grow and expand, 

to stretch when life throws more contradictions your way?” 

 

Hardies goes on to write: 

“Size was the defining concept in Loomer’s spirituality.  He almost always wrote the word 

S-I-Z-E, with capital letters and dashes, to better convey the spaciousness that he 

intended by using the word.  Loomer describes the concept this way: 

 

By S-I-Z-E I mean the capacity of a person’s soul, the range and depth of his (or 

her) love, his (or her) capacity for relationships.  I mean the volume of life you can 

take into your being and still maintain your integrity and individuality, the intensity 

and variety of outlook you can entertain in the unity of your being without feeling 

defensive or insecure.  I mean the strength of your spirit to encourage others to 

become freer in the development of their diversity and uniqueness.  I mean the 

power to sustain more complex and enriching tensions.  I mean the magnanimity of 

concern to provide conditions that enable others to increase in stature. 

 

Hardie goes on, “Before Bernard Loomer, I used to think of spiritual growth as a process of 

growing closer to God in a vertical kind of way.  I took the image from “Jack and the 

Beanstalk:” We’re here on earth, God is up in heaven, and spiritual growth means growing 

like that beanstalk, higher and higher, ever closer to God.  But in that model, we end up 

with our head in the clouds.  Loomer showed me that spiritual growth isn’t about a vertical 

ascent to heaven but about growth in every dimension at once.  It’s spirituality in 3-D.  

Growth in spirit doesn’t measure one’s proximity to a God above, but rather the 

spaciousness of one’s own soul – its volume, its capacity, its size.   

[End quote] 

 

This is the kind of growth we need to set our sights on; one like the blooming of a flower, 

expanding our hearts and minds to allow those who haven’t arrived yet to touch us, to 

transform us.  One that looks not at how we make ourselves more comfortable but seeks 

to comfort another and through that reaching we are changed, made better, more 

beautiful, more whole.   



 

A seed under the dirt doesn’t know there is light just a few inches above the soil.  It is 

pulled from the inside to burst out of it’s casing and reach toward the sun it can’t see or 

feel.  It is called.  I feel called again and I feel our congregation is called.  We are called to 

reach toward something we cannot see or feel but something that pulls us from the inside.  

We are called to build on opportunities to serve our world - opportunities that draw on all 

of our gifts and allow us to grow together as we live our principles.  We are called to reach 

out to the world beyond us in ways that let the world know we are Unitarian Universalists 

and we belong to the Unitarian Church of Evanston.  We are called to express our values 

out in the world and share with each other how it transforms us and we are called to go 

back out again and again with new understanding of ourselves and of each other. 

 

Look at the people around you.  How has your life been changed by knowing them?  What 

if they hadn’t found us?  How would your life be different if you hadn’t found this church?  

Who might be out there, looking for us now?  Can we make room for them and allow our 

collective soul to be transformed? 

 

 


