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In the past 10 months, we have presented ideas 

for recognizing and responding to examples of 

hate aimed at people who embody differences 

from what is perceived as a “norm” or “majority” 

in our society, at the national and also at the   

local level. We have learned that hate crimes in 

their most visible and violent form may be easy 

to condemn and reject, once made visible. What 

is harder is to recognize the ground in which 

such expressions of hatred take root and grow. 

We now ask ourselves how we in our naivety,        

ignorance, distraction, and apathy may            

unconsciously aid and abet the tolerance and  

potential growth of hatred in our own community 

and in our own homes. 

 
This final insert urges us, “Dig Deeper.”  We pray 

for courage to do that digging,  
 
 to look deeper into familiar words of       

Scripture,  
 
 to dig beneath assumptions upon which we 

live our lives,  
 
 to open our ears to hear the voices of our 

neighbors and the messages of the prophets 

that have spoken down the ages and speak 

today in our own time, and  
 
 to not fall into Silence. 

 

 

The Sound of Silence 

 

Hello, darkness, my old friend 

I’ve come to talk with you again 

Because a vision softly creeping 

Left its seeds while I was sleeping 

And the vision that was planted in my brain 

Still remains 

Within the sound of silence 

 

In restless dreams I walked alone 

Narrow streets of cobblestone 

‘Neath the halo of a streetlamp 

I turned my collar to the cold and damp 

When my eyes were stabbed by a flash  

of a neon light 

That split the night 

And touched the sound of silence 

 

And in the naked light I saw 

Ten thousand people, maybe more 

People talking without speaking 

People hearing without listening 

People writing songs that voices  

never share 

No one dared 

Disturb the sound of silence 

 

“Fools,” said I, “You do not know 

Silence like a cancer grows 

Hear my words that I might teach you   

Take my arms that I might reach you.” 

But my words like silent raindrops fell 

And echoed in the wells of silence 

 

And the people bowed and prayed 

To a neon god they made 

And the sign flashed out its warning 

In the words that it was forming 

And the sign said, “The words of the prophets  

Are written on the subway walls 

And tenement halls  

And whispered in the sound of silence.” 

  Paul Simon-released 9.12.65 



How do these voices make you feel? How will you respond?  

 I always thought my 
friends at school were 
fine with my Muslim 
identity, but when I de-
cided to wear the hijab, 
many of them started to 
avoid me.  

A group of volunteers at a senior 
center who pushed wheelchair resi-
dents to their appointments called 
themselves “holy rollers”. But that’s 
a derogatory term I know from my 
childhood for Pentecostal religious 
sects. It was kind of cute, but it 
made me uncomfortable.  

 I get stopped a lot 
when I’m driving 
home in my neigh-
borhood, especially 
at night. I guess it’s 
just part of being 
black in a mostly 
white neighborhood. 

 

 I liked the red, white, & 
blue design of voting in-
formation being passed 
out, until a black friend 
wondered aloud why the 
hand in the design was 
white. I thought it was a 
good question. Because 
I’m white, it never oc-
curred to me to notice.  

 My friend’s parents, 
who immigrated from 
India a long time ago, 
were confronted by a 
guy while they were 
pumping gas for their 
car. He told them to go 
back to where they 
came from.  

 My partner and I 
called a local parish 
to see if we would 
be welcome as a gay 
couple with our chil-
dren. We were told, 
“Yes, of course”. But 
at the Sign of Peace 
a couple near us 
wouldn’t shake our 
son’s hand.  

 
A contractor I was going to hire apolo-
gized for having “Mexicans” working as 
his labor force. Why would that offend 
me? I just want him to be paying them a 
fair wage. 

 My grandson was 
bringing some black 
friends to my condo 
for lunch; I felt I 
needed to let my 
neighbors know. 
We’re an entirely 
white neighborhood 
and there’s a lot of 
concern about 
break-ins.  

 Why is it that 40 years 
after adopting our kids, 
they are still asked if they 
know much about their 
“real” parents? WE are 
their real parents, just as 
much as their birth par-
ents.  

 Our daughter was in tears because someone 
pulled our gay pride flag off the front of our 
porch and tore it into pieces in the middle of 
the cul-de-sac. When I reported it to the po-
lice, they said it wasn’t serious because the 
flag wasn’t worth very much.  

 
I am grateful for my job 
and I don’t complain 
about anything because 
I can’t afford to lose it, 
even if some things 
about my working con-
ditions don’t seem fair.  

 I’ve got DACA status 
and I am planning to 
go to college in the 
fall, but I don’t tell 
anyone because I 
don’t want to call 
attention to my sta-
tus. I am afraid 
something might get 
me deported.  

 It was a shock to come to work at the 
deli and find swastikas painted over the 
windows. I thought we were safe from 
that here.  

 My child’s elementary school 
class was told to write an 
essay about their fathers. 
When she told the teacher 
she had two mothers, the 
teacher said, “Well, every-
one has a father.” 

 When I shop, I always make 
sure I have a bag with the 
receipt for the purchase 
ready, because black teens 
get watched pretty closely. 


