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Andrzej Wiszowaty (1608-78)
 To summon a soul from the dead is not to be taken lightly.  You have called me 

forth from the distant past, and I look out into this sanctuary and into your faces with 

awe and gratitude that you, in this present time and place, are at peace and free to live 

freely as Unitarian sisters and brothers unmolested by neighbours and the State.  Such 

was not my fate, nor those with whom I lived and served.  

Forgive me, do you know what it's like to be the subject of slander from throne 

and pulpit?   Can you imagine what it's like to be cast out into the world as a refugee?  In

one place, your home—all is customary, everyday--language, skills, landscape--the very 

streets you walk, your intercourse with merchants, neighbours, schools and colleagues. 

All is certain, all familiar. And then--one day, the very ground itself on which you walk 

is cut away from beneath your feet; and suddenly, you're tossed out as so much flotsam 

into the storm, and you become the Other: the alien, the heretic, the source--the very 

cause-- of your nation's woes.  And so, it befell upon us, the Unitarians of the 1600s.

I was born in a golden age: for three generations our Unitarian people carved out 

from God's green earth living, godly sanctuaries in Poland and Lithuania-- a time and 

place where we could live out, in relative tolerance, the principles of our faith in the 

unity of God, the humanity of Jesus and of his moral example unto us of peace, piety 

and forbearance.  From Rakow and congregations gathering beyond, from our printing 

presses, schools and congregations, from the humble example of women and men living 

out in truth our questing faith--so we lived and thrived, and the dangerous renown of 

Polish and Lithuanian Unitarians spread out through the length and breadth of Europe.
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But then, to our collective horror, an age of anarchy descended upon our dear 

nation: Cossacks from the East, Swedes invading from the north--all intent on 

swallowing up our lands and people into their devouring maw.  Parliament and king, 

surveying this woe, and egged on by Rome and its Jesuit minions, looked for 

scapegoats--and we Unitarians, though barely 1% of the inhabitants of the realm, and 

though devoted to its peace and prosperity, were singled out as responsible for it all--the 

so-called wickedness of our doctrines, the tolerance of the State for our very existence, 

were a divine punishment it was said, a scourge from the Almighty.  And so, Parliament 

and King of Poland decreed in 1658 capital punishment for those of us who would not 

renounce our faith.  An act of clemency allowed that any such as we--those who would 

not abjure our faith-- were granted three years within which to sell our homes and fields,

to collect our debts, to bid farewell from all we knew and held so dear and then go into 

implacable exile into the unknown--a forbidding future in nations far from welcoming 

to heretics such as we were and are. And that in the meantime, in the precious time 

remaining: no public worship, no official duties, no appeals would be allowed. 

I will not trouble your tender minds with the consequences, the scenes of misery 

and woe that then ensued.  Perhaps, with some sympathy, you can imagine our fate…. 

I am almost embarrassed to say that I was the grandson of Socinus--groomed 

from my youth for an exalted ministry and for academic renown.  In my youth, I was 

educated throughout Europe in the finest universities of Holland, Germany and 

England.  Instead, my destiny--that which I embraced, and with whole heart--was to 

share the lot of my people: a people thrown into exile, to be scattered throughout 
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Europe, dependent upon the not so tender mercies of strangers hostile to our faith and 

people. 

At great risk, I traveled throughout Poland to shore up the remnants of our 

congregations, to preach our religion, to minister in times of great peril and need, and to

negotiate safe passage to foreign lands in Transylvania, Brandenburg, Silesia and 

beyond.

In the midst of it all, the suffering past knowing….I'll not vex you by rehearsing 

the theological controversies of my time--they would, no doubt, seem remote and alien 

to you.  No doubt, you have progressed far beyond us.  Suffice it to say, in the very 

maelstrom of exile, I bent into upholding our evolving religion in word and deed as best 

I could, even as I was trained and called.  In the castle at Roznow--before the King and 

his Jesuit minions—in a seven-day marathon, I debated our cause and sought relief from

the decree of our exile.  

My friends, they didn't appreciate it when I affirmed that any woman or man, 

applying logical and common-sense principles, could arrive at a creditable 

understanding of scripture and doctrine.  They did not appreciate my appeals to the 

judgment of healthy, sound reason, to the free mind, nor my belief that "doubt is the 

beginning and the cause of the search for wisdom."  The debate was acute, and it was 

said by one of the priests thereafter: "If all the devils were to come out of hell, they could 

not have defended their religion more strongly than this one man."  However, being cast

beforehand in the role of a devil, the play--that farce--took its course, and my stance, my 

reasoning were to no avail.  I, along with our faithful remnant, were cast out of our 

home land to live the remainder of our days as refugees.
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Exile?  After having passed through Transylvania with our fellow Unitarians and 

mastering their Hungarian language, I settled in Holland.  From there, I worked the 

extensive, far-flung network of our exile community with letters, pamphlets and 

support to shore up our scattered people and our faith.  Perhaps the best, most 

important work of those, my final years in Amsterdam, was to edit and publish the 

finest of our Polish and Lithuanian theologians from those golden decades in the 1600s: 

it's called Bibliotheca Fratrum Polonorum--Library of the Polish Brethren, called 

Unitarians..  I'm pleased to have learned that our call for reason in faith, our work in 

undermining traditional dogmas of the Trinity and original sin, the emphasis we placed 

by experience on the idea of tolerance in religion and civic life, and the separation of 

church and state laid important groundwork for what became known in your time as 

the Enlightenment and the age of revolution in thought and politics which brought 

about modern, liberal democratic states...

From such humble instruments: a fugitive minister, a printing press, reasonable 

appeals to readers of good will, an exiled people...who knows?—great and good things 

may yet come...Oh such would be my wish, my blessing upon you this Samhain season.  

Farewell.  I am Andrzej Wiszowaty. 
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Hannah Greg (1766-1828)

Oh, it’s true what he says, the Rev. Wiszowaty.  I didn’t read Latin, or know 

about his life in exile, nor am I well versed in theology, but it’s true!—on the shelves in 

our ministers’ studies in Liverpool, London and Manchester, there they were: nine thick

volumes-- Bibliotheca Fratrum Polonorum: --Library of the Polish Brethren, called 

Unitarians.  And in sermons, we heard our ministers, like the good Dr. Yates and Rev. 

Richard Price, speak of “our revered Polish forebears in the faith”: and they talked about

Socinus and Crellius, and others. I still remember that.

My Name is Hannah Greg.  I was one of three girls in the Lightbody family of 

Liverpool.  Ours was a Unitarian home—which was a good thing if you were a girl in 

the 1700s—because our people valued education for girls as much as boys; something I 

can’t say for the rest of England.  Because of our dissenting faith, our families were 

barred from many professions, from universities and government which meant that we 

created our own schools and academies—created our own enlightened culture.  Mine 

was Fleetwood House in Stoke Newington, and there were the academies of Warrington

and Hackney—better than Oxford and Cambridge it was said, and ‘twas true.  My 

father and most in our circle in Liverpool and Manchester worked in trade, banking and

business—those were open to us, religious dissenters though we were.  And so, many of 

our families—like the Wedgewoods, the Roscoes, the Marshalls and Gregs and others—

became factory owners and helped shape what you know as the Industrial Revolution. 

I was fortunate in meeting Samuel Greg of Belfast and marrying him in my 23rd 

year.  He was a good companion and father; down to earth and informal,  Ours was a 

meeting of minds and a happy marriage.  He embraced our Unitarian faith, the cause for
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the abolition of slavery to which I was ardently committed, and my concern for the 

education and well-being of our children; that concern extended as well to the many 

families who laboured in the textile mills built by Samuel in Cheshire and Yorkshire..  

We were determined that those in our employ would not suffer as those in 

Robert Peel’s factories.  When visiting Peel’s factories in 1796, the Birmingham Poor 

Law Guardians cited with dismay the misery and homesickness, the brutality, poor 

clothing and food.  Noticing that the children working in the mills had no shoes or 

stockings, they were told “if we’d give ‘em shoes, they’d run away.”  So, at our Quarry 

Bank mill and elsewhere, along with housing, we built schools and brought in doctors, 

nurses and teachers.  Our own children attended the apprentice school with the working

children. 

While conditions in our factories were better than most, and we, in our time, 

strove for benevolent administration and amity with our workers, I must be candid with

you: textile factories in our times were frightful, dangerous places.  Adults and even 

children worked 13 hour days six days a week.  Small nimble-fingered little ones ran 

under the heavy machines scavenging the dirt and flyings that clogged the workings.  

One of our lads, James Weatherley, when grown wrote this: “We [children] had to do it 

when the machines were working which is often very dangerous.  If you were not very 

sharp and wide awake you could be caught by the straps, drums, pulleys, rollers and cog 

wheels which may make you minus a limb or two or perhaps your life.  I knew several 

that were killed…and some badly hurt.  I had many a rap and squeeze but never lost a 

limb.”  
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I lived in an age of infernal factories and near incessant wars and rumors of war.  

Between 1793 and 1815, a million men and boys from the British isles fought in the army 

and navy against France and her allies.  Over 300,000 of these died from wounds and 

fever.  Dissent at home over the cause and conduct of the war, criticism of the 

government, was ruthlessly repressed.  Informers and spies abounded. 

Many Unitarians, like the Rev. Hazlitt and his son—William, that great writer 

and critic—welcomed the revolution in France, and the cause of liberty.  We fondly 

hoped for a new, more democratic age here in Britain.  For this, we endured great 

calumny and violence.  Mrs. Barbauld was silenced. Rev. Fisher was convicted for 

sedition and transported to prison. Dr. Priestley’s home and scientific equipment were 

attacked and burned—he and his family barely escaped with their lives.  My husband 

Samuel, along with other Manchester Unitarians, was interrogated in the awful years of 

the Gagging Acts which forbade so-called seditious meetings and publications.  

Thereafter, our mail; was opened, censored, and we were closely watched for decades.

Imagine this, and all that time--raising a family, tending to business, advocating 

for abolition and greater liberty and rights at home and abroad….

 Perhaps, we all live in times of injustice, of tumult and revolution.  May it be 

that yours have become more benevolent, truthful and peaceful than ours.  

I am Hannah Greg, your sister in the faith—farewell.
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Fannie Farmer (1857-1915)

My Dear Rev. Wiszowaty, Mrs. Greg—I have no idea what it was like living as a 

Unitarian in your era.  I was born in Boston in the United States in 1857, where, in my 

time, we were free, and ours a respected religion in the landscape of my country.  

Mine was a Unitarian and bookish family, and I was one of four daughters.  Poor

father struggled as a printer and editor; ours was a modest home. But no matter our 

straightened circumstances, all of us girls were expected to be well-schooled and go to 

college.  And so, I led the way for my sisters.  However, as fate would have it, when I was

sixteen and attending Medford High School, I was struck down with polio.  For several 

years thereafter, I could not walk, and remained in my parent’s care.  For the remainder 

of my life I was quite lame, and in my final years confined to a wheelchair.  Think about 

what I faced: I would not be a burden, nor dependent on the condescension and charity 

of others.  I thought: how can I—a young woman and so reduced in circumstances—

how could I make a life, an independent life of my own, given my grave disability?  

How would you?

Let me put it to you this way: every day, we must prepare and food and eat.  In 

my time, we inherited from our folks rules of thumb about cooking.  But let me ask you 

this: what does a “handful of flour,” a “goodly amount of molasses,” a “piece of butter 

the size of an egg,” or a “teacup of milk” actually mean?—those were the recipes we’d 

inherited down through the generations—and if you were a young, single woman or 

man, in need of homes, jobs and the making of food for yourself and others under the 

pressure of time and circumstance?  Heaven know we’re not all born cooks!  And we all 

know how highly we’re judged, we women especially, for good and ill, therein.
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It became clear to me, that my task, something I could contribute, was to make it 

possible for any one to put a meal on the table, even if they couldn’t cook at all.  What 

could be more valuable, day-in-and-out, what more democratizing, and useful than 

that?  And so, that became my life’s work.

In 1881, as a poor, lame student, a single woman, I enrolled in the Boston School 

of Cooking. There I learned the science of nutrition, chemical analysis of food, 

techniques of cooking and baking and household management.  Above all, I learned the 

usefulness of standard, correct, level measurement of ingredients to ensure the best 

results.  I carefully amassed more than 1800 recipes from milk toast to scalloped potatoes

to Zigaras a la Russe.  And in in 1896, I published The Boston Cooking School Cook 

Book.  In all these years, it’s never gone out of print.  Millions of copies have been sold.  

From that, and by starting my own school of cooking in 1902, I was able to buy land, 

build a house and support my parents, sisters and family members—those who had 

taken such good care of me and believed in my potential.

Let me end with this: for all the good my explanations of the chemical processes 

that occur in food preparation and standardized system of measurements may have 

brought into kitchens, and though being the first woman invited to lecture regularly at 

the Harvard medical school, and published weekly in the Boston Evening Transcript 

newspaper, I believe my most important work was having developed a complete diet 

and nutrition for the ill and the convalescing.  The value of appearance, taste, nutrition 

and presentation of sickroom food to ill and wasting people with poor appetites is still 

rarely practiced and appreciated for its potential to heal and uplift.  You, who are now 

hale, hearty and in the bloom of health may not understand this.  But your time may yet
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come.  Those of us who’ve lived a more trying road in life know better, though I do not 

presume to judge.

I am grateful for my life in community with my Unitarian sisters and brothers in 

Medford, Massachusetts.  They welcomed me throughout my life, and remembered me 

as “red-haired, brisk, energetic and opinionated.”  I’ll take that.  

Perhaps, and above all, like Hannah Greg and my sisters in the 17and 1800s, I am 

grateful for Unitarian parents and communities who saw their daughters—even those 

unmarried and lame—and the girls in their midst as equal to their sons, women equal 

with men, wives with spouses endowed with minds, hearts and lives to cultivate and 

flourish alike. Don’t forget: that too, is a legacy to cherish.

I’m Fannie Farmer. I died in 1915, my 57th year; I bid you well and good eating this

Samhain season.

Adlai Stevenson (1900-65)
I was, it seems, born to both our Unitarian faith and a life of public service.  My 

life-long dislike of intense partisanship and religious prejudice was due, I believe, to the 

influence that the Unitarian church had on me from my infancy.  My great grandfather 

Jesse Fell was one of the principal founders, in 1859, of the Unitarian congregation in 

Bloomington, Illinois.  I cannot overlook the fact that out there on the prairies, a liberal 

religious movement sprang up from the grassroots among them, and that those original,

twenty good folk who organized their free religious society were all intimate friends of 

Abraham Lincoln.  It was great grandfather Fell who first suggested Lincoln for the 
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Presidency.  Later on, my paternal grandfather served as Vice President to Grover 

Cleveland.  "I guess I have a bad case of hereditary politics," and so it was, in due time I 

served in the New Deal administration of Franklin Roosevelt, as Governor of Illinois, as 

Chief of the US Delegation to the United Nations Preparatory Commission, and later as

US Ambassador to the UN.  Oh, and yes, I was drafted by the Democratic Party twice to

run as their candidate for the Presidency of the United States in 1952 and 56.  "Let's talk 

sense to the American people," I said as often as I could in our campaigns. "Let's tell 

them the truth…the truth about war, poverty and tyranny and the assaults upon human

dignity which are the grievous consequences of these man-made plagues." 

"I have traversed this nation,” I said during my run for the Presidency.  “We have 

much to do in this century, in this country of ours before its true greatness may be fully 

realized and shared by all.  As we plan for change, let us be sure that our vision is high 

enough and broad enough so that it encompasses every single hope and dream of both 

the greatest and humblest among us."

But it was hard to run and prevail against a genuine national war hero in those 

years, against a good man like General Eisenhower, though we gave it our best, and I 

worked throughout to make the elections about ideas, ideals and real issues that affect 

people's daily lives, instead of insults and mud-slinging.  We had many fine people who 

supported us, and our high road.  And yet once, when a good soul called out to me 

saying: "Governor Stevenson, you have the vote of all the thinking people" I couldn't 

help replying: "That is well, madam.  But that's not enough.  I need a majority."  

Our political opponents could be, and were at times, quite vicious.  My campaign

for President in 1952 was accused by Mr. Nixon, Senator McCarthy and Mr.  Hoover of 
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the FBI that we were a bunch of "pinks and pansies," of being "soft on communism," 

"traitors," even, and such like.  Well, to that charge, I replied.  "I would make a 

proposition to my Republican friends...that if they stop telling lies about the 

Democrats, we will stop telling the truth about them."   

More seriously, though, consider this.  "True Patriotism, it seems clearly to me, is 

based on tolerance and a large measure of humility.  The anatomy of patriotism may be 

complex.  But surely it cannot be cloaked in the denial of the right to hold ideas that are 

different--the freedom to think as we please...the freedom of mind....For the very vigor 

of our political life, our capacity for change, our cultural and scientific achievements all 

derive from free inquiry, from the free mind--from the imagination, resourcefulness and

daring of a people who are not afraid of new ideas.   In the last analysis, we would fight 

to the death to protect that...and, dare I say, our religious faith in the democratic 

process."

I was criticised by my foes for my practice of considering all sides of an issue 

before I made a decision.  To be sure, "our reasonableness cannot be saccharine, but it 

must be reasonableness and motivated by the urge to learn, to share and to find 

common ground."

For that, I was labeled as too intellectual, and indecisive.  Stewart Alsop, the conservative

journalist, even coined a new epithet for me: he said I was an egghead.  Well I do own 

that I am lacking in hair and have a high forehead.  But the labels hurt all the same.

Let me close with this, for my time draws nigh, and we must return to our side of

the veil from which you have called us here today.  "When we start with the premise that

we want human brotherhood to spread and increase until it makes life safe and sane, we 
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must be also be certain that there is no one faith or path by which it may be 

spread....The richness of human diversity cannot be abolished...Difference is in the 

nature of life.  It is part of our moral universe.  It should be gladly and enthusiastically 

welcomed.  

"Let us be sure then, that we as Unitarians understand our proper role—which is 

to convince ourselves and others that there is nothing to fear in difference--that 

difference, in fact, is one of the healthiest and most invigorating of human 

characteristics, without which life would become lifeless.  Here lies the power of the 

liberal way--helping ourselves and others to see the possibilities inherent in viewpoints 

other than our own, in encouraging the free interchange of ideas, in welcoming fresh 

approaches to the problems of life, in urging the fullest, most vigorous use of critical 

self-examination.  Thus, may we hope to learn to grow together, to unite in our 

common search for the truth, for a better, more just and happier world."

My name is Adlai Stevenson, your brother.  With Rev. Wiszowaty, Hannah 

Greg, and Fannie Farmer, I bid you all a happy Samhain, Halloween season, and adieu 

until we meet again.
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