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Good morning. 

 

Before I talk about how I’ve been disappointed by our congregation, our clergy, 

and our denomination, I need to say that I have disappointed myself many times.  

And as my old boss would say: when I point a finger at somebody, I have to 

remember that there are three more fingers pointing back at me!  I know I’ve 
never been perfect.  I have missed the mark.  Today, I’m talking about how I’ve 

been disappointed and how I’ve come to reconcile my feelings with reality. 

 

I was raised a Methodist in the Deep South.  My parents were musically 

talented, and I learned to sing hymns as a little kid.  In grade school, my older 

sister and I learned to sing alto on our favorite hymns, so we could harmonize  

with the other church goers. 

 

I came to First Unitarian in 1998.  I don’t mention the year to brag about longevity 

but to point out that “Singing the Living Tradition” – the grey hymnal – was only 

five years old at that time.  I was glad the format of Sunday services was basically 

the same as in the churches of my childhood.  And even when the words were 

different, finding hymn tunes that I recognized made me feel at ease here. 

 
In the book “Sing with Understanding,” Harry Eskew and Hugh McElrath define a 

hymn as “a lyric poem, reverently and devotionally conceived … It should be 

simple and metrical in form, genuinely emotional, poetic and literary in style, 

spiritual in quality, and in its ideas so direct and so immediately apparent as to 

unify a congregation while singing it.”  Wow!  That might be a lot to ask of a 

Unitarian Universalist!  And that’s what I grew up with. 

 

A few years after I joined this church, I learned that some Unitarian Universalists 

don’t like the grey hymnal because of the “old-fashioned” hymns.  That hymnal 

has music by Beethoven and Haydn, Sibelius and Copland.  Yes, most of the 

hymns were written by white men.  That doesn’t mean it’s not OK to sing them. 

 

Lots of new hymns were also intentionally included in the grey hymnal.  Lovely 

songs like “For the Earth Forever Turning” and “Gather the Spirit.”  To learn that 

some people didn’t like the hymnal made me sad and also frustrated. 
 

In 2005, along came “Singing the Journey” – the teal hymnal.  The Unitarian 

Universalist Musicians Network and our senior minister were delighted.  I wanted 



to know what all the excitement was about, so I bought a copy.  I can honestly say 

it’s a nice songbook with inspirational words and tunes.  But it’s not the same. 

 

Reverend Christine Robinson once told us: “at the bottom of god’s pocket is … 

change.”  When the teal hymnal was introduced, I hoped it would be used as a 

compliment to the grey hymnal.  Our clergy, music director, and Worship Team 

wanted to use lots of the new songs.  The grey hymnal gradually fell by the 
wayside. 

 

Now, twenty years after the publication of the teal hymnal, we have the virtual 

hymnal “Sing Out Love.”  And every Sunday is a surprise. 

 

I know I could stand – or sit – in silent protest.  I could get really stubborn and 

hold my breath till I turn blue.  But that wouldn’t get my message across.  Instead, 

I have learned to sing with the congregation because that’s what you do.  That’s 

what I do: I sing. 

 

You know, it’s important to be flexible and adaptable, even when you don’t like 

change.  And remember to let the church leadership know when you like or dislike 

something.  If you don’t ask, you’ll never get what you want. 

 
I haven’t just sucked it up – I made my feelings known.  I don’t hate any of the 

newer songs.  I just wish the grey hymnal were used more. 

 

I’m an old singer.  Not singing with this congregation makes my heart hurt.  When 

I attend a worship service, I don’t have to agree with everything that is said.  

Singing with the congregation means I’ve chosen to be open to new experiences.  

I’m attached to this church.  And I have chosen to stay in covenant with this 

congregation. 


