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READING Try to Praise the Mutilated World by Adam
Zagajewski (translated from the Polish)

Try to praise the mutilated world.

Remember June's long days,

and wild strawberries, drops of wine, the dew.

The nettles that methodically overgrow

the abandoned homesteads of exiles.

You must praise the mutilated world.

You watched the stylish yachts and ships,

one of them had a long trip ahead of it,

while salty oblivion awaited others.

You've seen the refugees heading nowhere,

you've heard the executioners sing joyfully.

You should praise the mutilated world.

Remember the moments when we were together

in a white room and the curtain fluttered.

Return in thought to the concert where music flared.

You gathered acorns in the park in autumn and leaves eddied
over the earth’s scars.

Praise the mutilated world and the gray feathers a thrush lost,
and the gentle light that strays and vanishes

and returns.

SERMON “Listening to the Land” Rev. Lisa

Reading Louise Dunlap’s powerful book, “Inherited Silence,”
over the past couple of weeks, | was moved by the questions it
raises:

Whose land are we living on, and how did we come to claim it as
ours?



How did the indigenous people who lived on this land for
centuries before colonization care for the land; what can we
learn from them?

These are questions without easy answers, inviting a deep
encounter with the lands we occupy and the indigenous peoples
who remain.

Next, | wondered: How well do we know the history of the land
our congregation calls “home?”

What do we know about the Indigenous people who, historically
or currently, inhabit this land?

Do we know who the Indigenous people or communities are who
live in this region; what their hopes, dreams and struggles are?
Are any of us currently in relationship with any of these
communities?

| don’t know the answers to these questions - I’m hoping that
some of you do.

Or maybe we can learn together.

All of these are vital questions to ask about any New England,
really any U.S., congregation’s history.

And if our answer to any of these questions is: “We don’t
know,” it’s not because the questions are irrelevant or
unimportant.

It’s because the power structure from our colonial heritage
relies on our not knowing, our not caring, our not connecting.
And this is the inherited silence that Dunlap talks about;

the way we, as the dominant culture, have been trained not to
talk about history that wouldn't necessarily reflect well on us or
our people.

In this 404+ anniversary year of the invasion of Wampanoag land
by Pilgrim settlers, we’re called to account by our indigenous
kin:



What have we done to learn about our own history, of stolen
land and wealth built on the backs of oppressed and enslaved
human labor?

What are the visions of the indigenous people who still live here
and how can we act in solidarity with them?

One of those visions has included changing the state seal; the
one on our state flag.

When you see it for the first time, it’s pretty shocking - an
upraised arm holding a sword, pointed down at the figure of an
indigenous person.

How and why, one wonders, does this violent symbol represent
our state, unless it’s to keep in mind the violence toward
indigenous peoples in our region?

In 2021, after many years of advocacy, the Massachusetts
Legislature established a Commission on the Seal and Motto of
the Commonwealth, inviting Native leaders from the
Wampanoag, Nipmuc, and Massachusett nations to meet with
legislators, historians, and others.

In 2023, they were charged to design a new flag, seal and
motto.

This process is painfully slow and our support is still needed.
And this is just one of many ways to make reparations for the
pain of the past.

This weekend, as native and non-native people across the
country honor indigenous peoples day, our Jewish neighbors
have been marking one of the most solemn high holy days - Yom
Kippur.

On this day Jewish people reflect on the year, on goals, past
actions, and how their behavior may have hurt others, seeking
forgiveness for wrongs done against God and other human
beings.

This practice of atonement, acknowledging wrong actions and
providing a path to repentance, leads to a day of creating love



and brotherhood, a day of abandoning hatred, jealousy and
strife.

It’s a profound act of repair, practiced by a people who have
been wronged historically and repeatedly over the centuries.
Because the act of repair is always healing for all of us.

In her book, Louise Dunlap suggests a path for us to move
toward repair; a path that begins with learning about our
silenced history, seeking out indigenous authors, exploring our
own family’s stories, asking questions, expressing curiosity
without blaming or shaming, which only holds the oppression in
place.

In her book, Dunlap, whose family owns a large property in Napa
Valley, shares the violent history she uncovered of the
extermination of native peoples in that area of California.

She urges us to engage in our own exploration; forging right
relationship with native peoples, being willing to read and listen
to stories that may be hard to hear.

It begins, she suggests, by allowing ourselves to feel all of the
feelings that may come up as we listen: grief, shame, guilt,
denial, defensiveness, anger, rage.

Many of us may already have done this kind of work; it’s not
easy, but it’s both necessary and, again, it is the path to
healing.

Keep learning, Dunlap says, and when we feel ready, speak out,
take action in solidarity, following the leadership of our
indigenous siblings.

Talk about the history that has been silenced, both personal and
collective, she says; support native speakers and actions, with
your attention, your presence, and your wealth, if you are

able.



There are countless efforts across the U.S. to repair and restore
not just tribal lands, but to face hideous acts like the kidnapping
of indigenous children to boarding schools and the history of
genocide; movements to remove offensive symbols and statues,
to change sports team names and consider reparations in many
different forms.

Indigenous people are still here; still in relationship with their
homelands; still fighting to protect their ancestral relationships
to all living things, which is to all of our benefit.

And truly, it’s actually self-destructive for us to ignore them.

Some of us, like Louise Dunlap and myself, need to wrestle with
our own personal history of family wealth built on land
acquisition.

| have a family history of wealth gleaned from trade in China
and the building of railroads across this country - yet all | have
ever been told are the conqueror’s stories.

Reflecting on this, | realized that the shame I’ve often felt
about my family history of land and trade has kept me frozen;
I’ve shied away from the hard questions, not really sure |
wanted to know the answers, recognizing that those with the
answers don’t want to deal with them.

Four years ago, | recommitted to looking more deeply into my
own personal history, understanding that an attitude of curiosity
could be the bridge between shame and facing hard truths.

Letting my curiosity lead me, | learned that parts of my family
bought the island of Naushon, one of the Elizabeth Islands off
Cape Cod, from an Englishman, who, with the permission of the
governor, deprived the Native Americans of their own land by
claiming to buy out their shares of an island which actually had
no shareholders.

In other words, he stole the land from them.



My own family began spending summers on this island just ten
years ago, yet now that I’ve begun to learn this history, | cannot
un-know it.

I’m just starting to consider the conversations that might be
initiated or what repair might look like.

But | am thinking about it.

Many of us, maybe all of us who have benefitted in one way or
another, need to consider the idea of repair.

According to Daniel R. Wildcat, a Yuchi member of the Muscogee
Nation, reparations has a very different meaning for indigenous
Americans.

“The greatest harm done to us,” says Wildcat, “was the theft of
land - our homeland - often accompanied by forced removals
and under the cover of law.

To American Indians,” he says, “land is not simply a property
value or a piece of real estate.

It is a source of traditions and identities, ones that have
emerged from centuries and millennia of relationships with
landscapes and seascapes.

That territory is irreplaceable...

For many Native Americans, the land (including the air, water,
and biological life on which we depend) is a natural relative, not
a natural resource.

Their justice traditions require the restoration of relationship
with the land, not simply monetary reparations.

We’ll need to listen to them, follow their lead, and learn to
listen to the land.”

In my cursory research this past week, | learned that at least
some of the land which became the Town of Wayland was
purchased by early settlers from Karto, a member of one of the
local tribes for "five coats, five wastcoats, five shirts, five payre



of stokins, five payre of shoes, five hatchets, five houghes, five
knives, five pounds of tobacco, and tenne fandome of wampum
pege..”

Karto signed the deed by drawing a four-legged animal, lying on
its back with its feet in the air, which is quite a fitting symbol of
surrender, don’t you think?

In the words of Laura Bogle...

We gather here to remember this is our home, but not just ours.
This land we live on, this water we drink, this air we breathe;
These old mountains that hold us steady to our ground;

These forests that give us their healing green, these flowers that
give us their beauty and fragrance, these fields that give us our
daily bread, these stars that show us our place.

The wilderness and the tame backyards, all of it our home.

We remember the ancestors who have lived on this land, and
who have shaped it:

The Massachusett people, the settlers, the farmers, the hunters,
the immigrants, the artists, the families, the business-people,
the engineers, the builders, the scientists, the teachers, the
workers, the leaders.

We inherit their choices.

We honor the animals and creatures that have made their home
in this land, the ones here now, and the ones that used to be
here.

We envision the future generations who will live on this land,
and let their voices fill our hearts.

We gather here to remember this is our home, but not just
ours.

As non-native Americans, we’re encouraged to think deeply
about what it means to support indigenous people to restore
their relationship with the land.


https://www.uua.org/offices/people/laura-bogle

We’ll need an openness to be taught, honest curiosity, asking
questions to which we truly want the answers, and a willingness
to face hard truths at times about what cannot be restored
properly.

We need to listen to what the land has to tell us.

This kind of exploration will be well worth doing, because it has
the potential to reopen our own connections - to the land, the
air, the water, to non-human life - that many of us have lost.
This exploration can help us say “I’m sorry,” as in the story
Laurel told today; it can help us grieve and heal.

It’s not an easy journey, but this kind of reconnection to the
earth is one that my spirit longs for and maybe yours does too.

May it be so. Amen and blessed be.



