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In his autobiography, the anthropologist Loren Eisely tells of a serious setback he 
sustained during this teaching career.  He writes, “There are moments when the 
kaleidoscope through which we peer at life suddenly shifts, and everything is 
reordered….The kaleidoscope never shifts back to where it was…. We have to 
adjust our vision.” 
 
Some moments are positive, some are negative.  Some we welcome, some we’d 
rather avoid.  Some are personal….. a child’s first day at school, a graduation, a 
marriage, a divorce, a new job, a lost job, a birth, a death.  Some moments are 
societal…. an economic recession, a war, a natural disaster, an election.  
Something happens, the kaleidoscope shifts, and nothing is the same anymore. 
 
The kaleidoscope is always changing, of course.  You cannot stick your foot in 
the same river twice - it’s a new river all the time as it just keeps flowing!  I will 
not leave you this morning as the same person I was when I arrived.  I’m 
constantly shedding thousands of cells from my body, while acquiring thousands 
of new ones, and so are you.  Biologically, with each passing hour we are 
different.  But I also trust that spiritually I will be different as I leave, hopefully 
more committed to the faith we share, because I have worshipped God with you.  
The kaleidoscope keeps changing! 
 
My view through the kaleidoscope for most of my life has been pleasing, but 
recently it has become rather dark.  Let me tell you my story.  It may be like your 
story in some respects.  I think I’m getting more and more in touch with how 
enormously privileged my life has been.   
 
I am Caucasian, and as I go about my daily living I never think about the fact that 
I am white, so there is no way I can identify with African Americans in many 
communities, especially young black men, for whom every day is a looking over 
their shoulder endurance test.  I am a man, so I cannot really relate to women 
who have been denied opportunities I have enjoyed, who have been objectified 
regarding their looks, who have been paid just 75 cents on the dollar for the 
same work I have done.   I have had a good education, and I cannot identify with 
fellow citizens who are fooled by so-called fake news or alternative facts or 
obvious lies.  I had the good fortune to be born in the USA and I cannot relate to 
refugees fleeing Central American violence, seeking safe haven in our nation 
only to find their children torn from them.  I am heterosexual, and I do not know 



 

 

what it is like to be a member of the LGBTQ community who continues to be 
harassed and threatened because of his/her essential God-given identity.  I am 
on firm financial footing, and I cannot identify with neighbors who are crippled by 
student loan debt or who live from paycheck to paycheck, only a health setback 
from disaster.  I have been, in a word, established.  My world has seemed 
secure.  My view through the kaleidoscope, fine.  Until the shift these recent 
months.   
 
From my position of privilege it seems that our very culture is under assault.  The 
ground seems to be shaking beneath my feet.  I have friends whose doctors are 
telling them to tune out the news because their upset-ness with our nation’s 
politics is jeopardizing their health.  I no longer feel settled.  For the first time in 
my life I have a sense of being a stranger in my own land.  It is a bit disorienting.  
How can it be, I ask myself, that basic values I learned from my parents and my 
Sunday school teachers are being scorned?  What is happening to us?   
 
Our Proverbs reading this morning is a bitter lament, a cry of sadness, of grief.  
Ignored, neglected, disparaged, Sophia, wisdom cries out from the public square, 
anticipating approaching disaster, “People, how long will you love being 
simpleminded, how long do you want to be foolish, how long will you debase 
knowledge?”   It’s a wakeup call!         
 
The great scholar Walter Brueggemann points out that there are three types of 
Old Testament psalms.  There are songs of praise, of establishment, for when 
things are going well.  There are cries of sadness, of grieving, for when things 
are not going well.  And there are hymns of gratitude, of thanksgiving, for when 
bad things have been overcome and life is good again.  Psalms of orientation, of 
disorientation, and of reorientation, of establishment, disestablishment, and 
reestablishment.   
 
Our psalmist today is disoriented, disturbed, moved by anguish over the 
injustices which seem to dominate the world.  Things are not right!  But the Spirit 
speaks.  There is wisdom!  What to do in such a world?  There is a prescription:  
“Do not fret because of the wicked”, the psalmist is told.  “Trust in the Lord and 
do good…refrain from anger, and forsake wrath…”  And there is a promise: 
…“those who wait for the Lord shall inherit the land.”  O, but it can be hard, it can 
be so hard, especially for fellow citizens who enjoy little privilege.    
 
Racism is often described as America’s original sin, still impacting us with a 
myriad of issues:  immigration, electoral politics, judicial fairness, environmental 
justice, and more.  I feel somewhat presumptuous addressing racism, given my 
life of privilege which has largely shielded me from interracial experience.  But I 
can be a reporter. 



 

 

 
Last summer my wife and I went to the Chautauqua Institute in upstate NY.  It 
was a wonderful week, though I found it more than interesting that among the 
several thousand participants, other than a handful of course or seminar leaders, 
teachers, and presenters, I don’t recall seeing a single person of color, 
explainable I suspect by the rather substantial cost, affordable only by we people 
of privilege.  Each morning began with worship, led by the Rev. Winnie 
Varghese, an Episcopal priest who is a first generation refugee from India who 
came to Texas as a child and has risen to become the pastor of a multiethnic 
congregation near Wall Street.  She told us what happened on the weekend the 
grand jury in Ferguson, MO, refused to indict the officer who killed Michael Brown 
several years ago.  In communities of color all over America there was anger and 
grief and overwhelming sadness.  As a privileged, established Caucasian in 
Blacksburg, I had no idea!  She said her congregation desperately felt they had 
to do something.  They found a bolt of cheap white cloth in a closet in the church, 
from which they had made Easter banners.  The remnant was 24 feet long, and 3 
feet wide.  They painted in big block letters the simple message, “Black Lives 
Matter”, the message white critics sought to trivialize with their ‘well, yeah, but 
“All lives matter!’”   
 
They fastened their new banner to the old iron fence surrounding the church 
property, with dozens of zip ties and grommets.  “It was really secure”, Winnie 
told us.  Now the church is at a major intersection, Tenth Street and Second 
Avenue, heavily patrolled 24/7 by the police. The next morning the banner had 
disappeared.  It was gone.  Nobody would say who took it.  Nobody ‘saw’ 
anything.  But the message was clear, the same message delivered again and 
again, generation after generation.  “You people need to stay in your place.”  The 
powers that be could not abide the church’s temerity for even 24 hours!  The 
following week there was a worship service at NY’s Union Theological Seminary.  
Winnie said “During the time for prayer, one of the students, a tall young African 
American man, stood up and made his way to one of the pillars, one of the 
architectural columns in that sanctuary.  He wrapped his arms around it for 
support, and he began to wail.  It was a high pitched, keening cry, of deep 
sadness and grief.”  
Jesus wept.  As he entered the Garden of Gethsemane with his disciples he told 
them, “I am deeply grieved…”   His agony had to have begun long before.  He 
had told his followers that the Son of Man must undergo great suffering, be 
rejected by the elders, the chief priests and scribes, and be killed.  He knew what 
was coming, and had to live with that knowledge for weeks and weeks.    
 
But he knew something else.  “The Son of Man will be killed, and after three days 
will rise again”, he had declared.  There would be resurrection.  There would be 
new life!  Now here is a question.  Can we expand our understanding of 



 

 

resurrection beyond what happened on Easter?  Beyond what we will be given to 
us this life is over?  Was Jesus pointing to resurrection possibilities as he 
preached his sermon on the plain?  When he told the crowd how to be happy, 
how to bring healing to the world, how to be truly alive, how to bring renewal, 
restoration, resurrection to relationships that had died or were dying?  “Love your 
enemies, do good to those who hate you, bless those who curse you, pray for 
those who abuse you.”  Overcome conflict with compassion!  Practice the Golden 
Rule!  “Do for others just what you want them do for you.”  Fresh new life will 
happen!  As simple and challenging as that! 
 
So I remind myself that I am a citizen of my nation, and that though the 
kaleidoscope has shifted toward what for me is a darker pattern, I have many 
opportunities each day to love my neighbor as myself, and in loving my neighbor 
to love God, making again and again the wonderful discovery that when I do 
these things, I feel more alive. 
 
I remind myself that I have permission to cry.  When things are not right, it may 
be all I can do.  The psalmist sobbed.  Wisdom wept.  Jesus cried in the Garden, 
and undoubtedly long before.  A young man wrapped his arms around a column 
and wailed.  Friends of mine are crying.  It’s okay. 
 
I remind myself that no matter what the pattern is in the kaleidoscope, there is 
always beauty, even when it appears dark. 
 
And I remind myself of one thing more.  More important than my status as a 
privileged white, male, educated, heterosexual, financially secure, but presently 
distressed, unsettled American, I am a citizen of the kingdom of God.  And that is 
the source of my hope, my life.   


