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After a fine hot dog handout and a soggy parade, I’m happy to say that Eunice the Unicorn’s returned to 
her stables for another year. She’s a little worse for wear, as papier mache isn’t known for its resilience in the 
face of downpours, but she is a resilient lady, and there’s plenty of time to rest up before her next public 
appearance. Far as I know, the hot dog handout was a raging success, and while we didn’t manage to give away 
all 250 franks, even the wettest of passersby found space in their hearts for “maybe just one more dog.” The 
parade itself was mostly good, and while I can’t vouch for the people walking or the roller derby team providing 
security on wheels, I can say that in the comfort of the cab of my pickup, the rain didn’t bother me at all.  

We did see a couple of frowning faces, a few who wouldn’t make eye-contact, more who made their 
opinions known with emphatic double thumbs down, and fortunately only a couple of extended middle fingers. 
Eunice the Unicorn’s been in July Fourth parades since, I think, 2017, and I’ve had the pleasure of being her 
escort many of those years. One year, angry parade goers were so offended by that rainbow-bedazzled unicorn 
that they picked up only the pieces of hard candy our float tossed out and threw them back at our people, hard, 
using what we’d given away to make their point. Now, when it comes to the great bank of horrors human beings 
do to each other, throwing candy at someone, even hard, isn’t the worst threat. But that doesn’t mean it wasn’t a 
threat at all, and it hurt. No long-term bodily injury but certainly enough to deliver a message: “We don’t want 
you, we don’t want your gift, and we’ll turn that gift into a weapon to pelt you with.”  

That was the worst reception. Since then, Madison County Pride’s float -- that’s the one led by Eunice 
the Unicorn -- has worked with the parade organizers and some village officials to ensure a safe and less hateful 
arrangement. Even the Hamilton Police know to keep an extra eye out for us. And while we got our share of 
support and cheers and little kids gleefully shouting about the mythical unicorn, I saw more of those middle 
fingers than any year before. No one did anything or, far as I know, said anything, but it was clear enough that 
this was a complicated year to drive through town at walking pace with a rainbow bedecked pickup.  

I know it’s a dangerous thing to imagine that I’m following Jesus just perfectly while everyone I 
disagree with is bad at being Christian, buuuuuut look at that Collect, that prayer meant for today. It says that 
we follow all -- ALL! -- of God’s commandments by loving God and loving our neighbor. Now, that’s not just 
the Prayer Book being great, either. Jesus said that. Have you heard the old joke that Episcopalians love reading 
the Bible ‘cause it quotes the Book of Common Prayer so much?  

Part of what I love about St. Thomas’ and this little village is just how often and easily and clearly I feel 
that neighborly love. It’s a joy to go into town ‘cause I never know who I’ll see and what light they’ll bring into 
my day. Yesterday was no exception. I saw a couple I married years ago and their enormous kid! I saw friends 
who moved away back in town just for the festivities. I saw an old veteran sitting in a lawn chair go from 
scowling at the audacity of the rain to beaming ear to ear when he saw us drive by, and he held up two crooked, 
arthritic thumbs that just about erased all those middle fingers scrawled into my memory. Just about. Maybe it 
was just the rain putting a damper on things, but I got the impression that people cheered less, scowled more, 
generally slumped in their chairs grumping their way through the holiday. Maybe it was the rain, maybe it was 
bigotry feeling more comfortable in the public square, maybe it was the cognitive dissonance of celebrating a 
nation that’s actively breaking our hearts and itself. But driving felt different this year. It wasn’t the joyful jaunt 
I’ve grown accustomed to. I was nervous, concerned, sad that I had to be on the lookout, watching for someone 
to act out more sharply than I watch for deer on backroads. It wasn’t a celebration. In many ways, it was an act 
of defiance, but no great political act or anything. Just the defiance of driving through a beloved town full of 
neighbors proclaiming with the boldness of a wet unicorn that we exist.  
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I know I’m supposed to look at everyone with love. I know I’m supposed to love my neighbors, even the 
ones that don’t have any interest in loving me. I know that’s basic, Jesus 101 type stuff. I know it’s one half of 
the Great Commandment to love God and love your neighbor, I know! I know. I know. I know that’s not 
dependent on reciprocity, I know I’m supposed to love and brace myself to turn the other cheek, but I also know 
that a lot of those scowls and some of those middle fingers belong to followers of Jesus, too. And I know Jesus 
told them the same things he told us. I know they’re supposed to love God and love their neighbor and be ready 
to turn the other cheek and support the poor and care for foreigners and lift up the downtrodden and all those 
things. And I know, I know that some of us (and some of them, to be fair) work so hard to get a tiny bit better 
while so many who also profess Christ don’t have any interest in love without caveats and a whole lot of 
interest in making us turn the other cheek while they keep on swinging.  

I know. It’s tiring, and I’m sorry to put a damper on your holiday weekend, and Eloise, I’m sorry for 
going there at your baptism. I know it’d be a lot nicer if we just talked about how weird water is, go eat some 
cookies, and call it a morning. But I can’t help but hear Paul echoing from one of my favorite and least favorite 
passages. He says, “I do not understand my own actions. For I do not do what I want, but I do the very thing I 
hate. … when I want to do what is good, evil lies close at hand” See what I mean? Kinda love it, kinda hate that 
he’s right. It’s so easy to want to do the right thing, even to know what the right thing to want to do is, but it’s so 
hard to do it. I know I shouldn’t stew over the disgust I saw yesterday. I know I should dwell on the joy, the 
ear-to-ear smiles, the kindness, the concern, the worry, the love. I know that. And I know it’s true for those 
scowling faces, too. Maybe some of them want to be more understanding or kinder or at least learn a little and 
for whatever reason just can’t. Maybe ever, maybe just not yet. Maybe they’re here today or on Zoom or 
wondering if we’d have a place for them next Sunday. Maybe, and that shred of a “maybe” troubles me as much 
as my own Paul-like disbelief with my failures.  

Eloise, this is what you’re signing up for. God bless ya, it’s a beautiful life full of joy and wonder and 
love and a whole lot of taking a step back and going, “huh. I coulda done that better.” And when that happens, 
not if, but when that happens, you’ve got folks like us to turn to. I can’t tell you how much I wish you and your 
family lived here. One, y’all are great, but two, we’re all making vows today right alongside you. You’re 
promising to do amazing, aspirational, sometimes impossible things, and we’re promising to support you in 
that. And you can call or text or zoom or whatever, and we’ll be here. But sometimes “here” isn’t enough. 
Sometimes you need someone you can sit with, weep with, celebrate with face-to-face, and sometimes that just 
can’t be here. And when that happens, not if, but when that happens, I want all y’all to know something kinda 
cool. When we baptize in The Episcopal Church, you become a member of the church you’re baptized in, which 
means St. Thomas’ll send you a pledge card. But we also baptize you into the whole Episcopal Church. You’re 
a member of St. Thomas’, but you’re also an Episcopalian. And there are Episcopalians everywhere. And when 
you make those vows and you don’t have us who made our vows with you, just about anywhere you go, you’ll 
find other congregations, other people, other Episcopalians almost as cool as we are, and they’ve made these 
same vows, the same vows to do the impossible and the same vows to help the newly baptized.  

And St. Thomas’, this won’t be the last time we see Eloise. So we’re here for her whenever she needs 
us. But also, we’re here for all the Eloises who need us, all those who find their way here, all who need a 
community that’s vowed to help each other do the impossible. And all those who may want to get baptized 
some day or don’t care about that kind of thing or even scowled from a curb in the rain, all those may need a 
place to learn to do right, to seek justice, to defend the oppressed, to walk humbly with God, to seek Christ in all 
persons, and -- because it wouldn’t be an Episcopal Baptism without it -- to respect the dignity of every human 
being. And, when you or we or they fail, to love ‘em anyway. 
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