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In Alan Paton’s novel, “Cry the Beloved Country,” we are introduced to the Reverend Stephen Kumolo, a 
truly good man and a compassionate minister, who had to undergo the pain of his younger sister 
becoming a prostitute and the pain of his son’s becoming first a thief and then a murderer. 
 
The man his son killed was a good person who shouldn’t have died. It was a pointless killing that scored 
Father Kumolo’s heart. And yet he lived through the pain and tried to find paths of goodness regardless. 
He came to know the murdered man’s father and the two sought out their own peace. He went back to 
his living in a little village and to serving its people. It was a task he could do well, for he was a wounded 
healer, able to take up the burdens of the lives of his people because of the experiences through which 
he had passed himself. 
 
I use the term, “wounded healer,” as it was used in a book of the same title, written by Henri Nouwen, 
in which the nature of ministry to a broken world is described. And this is that broken world: 
 
Where our greatest fear is that a door opened will only lead to other doors rather than to new light – to 
a renewed day – will lead to doors with other questions behind them, doors with other problems, doors 
with other issues – that we may not find any answers, for when we open the doors before us, we only 
come to another set of doors and to other dark rooms that lie beyond. 
 
Sometimes, we Unitarian Universalists say that to question is the answer, and we’re proud of ourselves 
when we do so, But deep within we know that the question really isn’t the answer, that somehow each 
time we encounter a new question, a new answer still lies before us that we may never find. And 
sometimes we worry. 
 
This is a broken world, where the ongoing present has overwhelmed the future. Remember that Indian 
tale of the four princes: the young royals who decided that for the good of their father’s kingdom each 
of them should learn some special capability that would help them to be great rulers themselves. So 
they went out in four different direction. Finally, when they did come back, they shared with each other 
what it was that they had learned. The first said, I have learned to take a bone and put sinews onto it. 
The second said I have learned to take a bone with sinews on it and add to it the muscle structure that 
had been there before. The third said, I can take bone with sinews and muscle and add to it the skin that 
once was there. And the fourth said, I can take bone with sinews and muscle and skin and breathe into it 
the breath of life so that it will live once more. It so happened that there was an old bone in the room 
where they met, and to prove their ability to each other, they set about the process of recreating the 
animal. They were successful. But the animal turned out to be a ferocious tiger, which pounced on them 
immediately, ate them, and then wondered off into the jungle from which it long ago had come. We find 
ourselves wondering about the world we have created, into which we have breathed life, and what it 
can do in turn to ourselves. 
 
We live in a broken world where our connection with others has foundered – sometimes even within 
our own families. 
 
We are in a broken world where life and death for too many people seem equally tragic. 
 



In such a world, the last thing needed is a gospel of simple pie-in-the-sky salvation, whether it be in this 
world or the next. 
 
We don’t need televangelist healers who only touch the false wounds, rather than reaching the wounds 
on the souls of ourselves and our cultures. 
 
We don’t need the Preachers of Positivism with all the negatives that are around us. We need a message 
on a different level. 
 
We know the pain, the loss, the suffering, the hopelessness and we need someone who has known 
them, too, and can look beyond and can call us toward a coming dawn that we, as yet, cannot see. It is 
the task of the minister as wounded healer that all of us – I suppose – come to understand. 
 
It is a task that I would do for you and for others as a part of my ministry, because of the things that 
have happened to me. I’ve talked of them already, and if need be, in what happens to any of you, I am 
prepared to talk of them again. 
 
I know it’s true that sometimes the darkness seems to last forever. In some lives, there’s no doubt about 
it. 
 
I know it’s true that sometimes that darkness is short lived. 
 
I know it’s true that sometimes it repeats itself and one goes from darkness to light to darkness to light, 
in ceaseless cycles. 
 
I know it’s true that sometimes the light only returns in another generation. 
 
And yet at the end of the dark room – I am here to testify – there is another door, and beyond it there 
will be brighter days and renewed life. This is not, finally my story that I would tell. It is not the individual 
story that is necessary for the wounded healer. It is rather, the story that can be shared because it is a 
part of each life. And in understanding this, a realization comes that we are fellow walkers on a path 
that does sometime go into the shadows but comes back out to the light once more. 
 
f us have opportunity in our lives to share with those about us when the telling word of knowledge from 
experience will be each of ours in speaking to another. It is a most profound sharing of lasting value. 
Amen. 


