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I didn’t have a difficult time as I prepared for my sermon this week – choosing not to 

specifically address Martin Luther King, Jr – in commemoration of the day set aside for 

his legacy tomorrow.   Because, I worry sometimes that we in predominately white 

churches – churches made up of people of privilege – that we allocate one Sunday per 

year – focused on the ‘Dream’ of  the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.  – and then we go 

back to business as usual the rest of the year.   Sam Ekberg and I had some of this 

conversation earlier last month as we were selecting music for the choir – that instead 

of choosing an overtly racial justice based anthem for this Sunday – choosing instead 

something more closely aligned to Psalm 139 – today’s lectionary text.   Because – of 

course – our worship is always focused on justice.  Every day, we must remember that 

Black Lives Matter – not just all lives – and every day – we must work toward the shared 

dream of everyone working and playing together to reach their God-given potential – 

and that needs to be where we put our lives.  And if you haven’t noticed that is what we 

do here – and what I say every single week – you simply aren’t listening.  

And then – the president of this country – made an obscene – racist – unpardonable 

comment about people from  S**thole  countries – and it felt to me that it would be just 

wrong not to somehow provide some language and direction reminding ourselves that 

that is not what we believe.  It is not  what we profess.  It is not what our faith in Christ 

allows us to perpetuate.  We must and cannot ignore such ignorant – destructive – 

divisive – derisive language.  We must renew our efforts to recognize the importance 

and value of diversity.  That we are all different is something we value – that we come 

from different places with different stories is something we value.  That we have 

different gifts and skills and abilities is something we value.  That we are all 

interconnected – relying on each other – even when we don’t personally know each 

other – is something we value.  
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I am a knitter.  I first learned to knit when I was about twelve with my great aunt Ruth 

who eventually gave up on me as seemed to lack the necessary coordination and stick-

to-it-ness to learn the intricacies of knit and purl.  I didn’t really learn to knit until I was a 

young stay at home mother with a desire to knit cute sweaters and hats for my children.  

I find less time to knit these days, but over the last weekend with some of our church 

members at our YMCA du Nord winter camping weekend in Ely, watching Hesther 

knitting and as both Gigi and I pulled out hand knit hats and mittens, gaiters and scarves 

and socks – I was reminded how much I enjoy knitting – and resolved to make more 

time for it.  

Knitting is an amazing process that begins with a single strand of yarn simply wrapped 

around or pulling over thus creating a piece of fabric with amazing designs and patterns.   

Only ones imagination – and perhaps skill level -  limits the patterns it is possible to 

create.    

When the Psalmist in the 139th Psalm speaks poetically about  being knit together in a 

mother’s womb, I’m reminded what a wonderful image that really is.  

Psalm 139 is one of my favorite Psalms.   It was the scripture I chose to be read at my 

ordination because it is all about the interconnectedness of absolutely everything even 

across time.  Some call this a creation psalm – not about the heavens and earth or even 

the intricate web  of nature around us – but the creation of each individual human 

person – each one unique and of immeasurable worth.   

In a world where we are constantly reminded of how little value human life holds, when 

the President of our country constantly reminds us of how little value some have and 

plays games with human lives ---  when death tolls from war, disease, starvation, and a 

myriad of other horrors are always reported with numbers rather than names ---- it is 

difficult to remember the sacredness of each and every single person.   

One of the twitter hashtags that rose up following the Orlando night club mass shooting 

rampage was #saythenames --- reminding us of the importance of not just counting the 

numbers of dead, but saying the names of every single one that died in that devastation.   
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Reminding us that each who dies was a beloved son, daughter, parent, nephew, niece, 

spouse or partner.   Reminding us that these are people, not merely numbers dead, but 

part of our interconnected human family.   

‘For it was you – God – who formed my inward parts; you knit me together in my 

mother’s womb.’  

The image of knitting needles and a ball of yarn creating a brand new person in the 

womb  – superimposed upon the images from medical texts showing the development 

of a  human fetus – is amazing and wonderful.   “I praise you for I am fearfully and 

wonderfully made.”  

One of the things about knitting that also I appreciate is how easy it is to tear apart what 

has been knitted.   Imagine that I have been knitting round and round creating a hat – 

perhaps while watching a movie – and later notice a mistake made several inches back.   

All it takes to fix is pulling out the needles, unraveling the work back to just before the 

mistake, reinserting needles and start over. Fixing is relatively easy and yet I’m also 

reminded that raveling is not always a positive –negative if it isn’t desired.   Some years 

back I had a cat with a wool fetish.   She was addicted to eating wool – particularly hand 

knit wool items. Meadow would chew and gnaw holes through socks or mittens, 

sweaters or hats.   And even though she didn’t eat the whole garment - once the yarn 

was broken – the unraveling became nearly unstoppable and nearly impossible to 

repair.   As metaphor, raveling may be the opposite of being knit together.  

The Psalmist’s image of God’s beloved human creatures being knit together brings to 

mind other metaphors about knitting.   The fact that there are only two stitches – knit 

and purl -  to create any pattern and with these two stitches hundreds of designs and 

patterns are possible.   

Just so, as we are each knit together marvelously and miraculously using the same basic 

materials – yet each one is completely unique. We are each a mystery and yet 

completely known and loved by our Creator.   I am also reminded though that while we 

each are unique and the only one exactly the same as us – we are also – knit together – 

connected one each other.  The thread not only knits each one of us – but also connects 

us one to another in amazing and wonderful ways.    
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The church is one of the places we recognize how we are knit together – not just one 

yarn – but many yarns in a rainbow of colors and kinds - knit in amazingly intricate 

cables and bobbles, in multicolor fair isle patterns, in simple stockinette or garter stitch 

– fine, delicate threads, sturdy, bulky yarns, and novelty strands.   And as we are knit 

together – occasionally a stitch is dropped and a thread begins to ravel – perhaps 

intentionally – perhaps unintentional – and the fabric frays.    

Yet the knitting can always be reknit, repaired, yarn added, unraveled and completely 

reworked, or darned – perhaps not looking exactly like it was originally intended or 

hoped it would be – but functional, usable, unique and beautiful.    

One of the songs, we would often sing often in my last church was  Weave, Weave, 

Weave us Together.   It uses the imagery and metaphor of weaving – rather than 

knitting – and yet the ideas of connecting colors and strands of uniqueness - from every 

one of us – and creating a fabric that is strong yet elastic, beautiful – stretchy – 

comforting.     

 Weave, weave, weave us together.  Weave us together in unity and love. Weave us 

together – together in love.    

We are knit together – individually in our black or brown or white or red or yellow 

mother’s wombs.  And we are knit together – once state to one country to one nation to 

every single place within God’s amazing interconnected web of creation.  And that is 

Good.   That is good news.  It is something we value.  It is our faith.  

When the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr, spoke up time and time in churches and in 

public places speaking out for freedom for all – for placing value on every single black 

person  - if – if – he had been a knitter – he might have used the images from the 

Psalmist about our loving Creator knitting each of us from sacred strands and then 

knitting all of us together is one great tapestry of love.   May that be our dream, our 

vision, our reality.  


