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PRELUDE          
Come Into This Place of Peace - Rev William Schulz; Thaxter Cunio  
WBUUC Choir 
 
Nada Te Turbe - Teresa de Avila; Jacques Berthier  
WBUUC Choir recorded June 2020; Thaxter Cunio, director; Steve Goranson, sound editor  
   
GIVING VOICE TO THE SPIRIT    
Up Above My Head 
 
Kumbaya, My Lord 
 
WELCOME                              
Good morning, and welcome everyone, to White Bear Unitarian Universalist Church.  We’re grateful to share 
this space with you. I’m Rev. Jack Gaede.  Service participants today include Carol Caouette, Victoria Safford, 
Amy Peterson Derrick, supported by Anna Gehres and Erin Scott.  Today, after the service at 11:15, we hope 
that you will join us for Social Hour.  Anna will put the Zoom link and easy instructions in the chat box.  
Welcome to our church. Together we grow our souls and serve the world.      
 
CALL TO WORSHIP from Rebecca Edmiston Lange    
Come in.   
Come into this space which we make holy by our presence.  
Come in with all your vulnerabilities and strengths,  
fears and anxieties, loves and hopes, 
for here you need not hide, nor pretend,  
nor be anything other than who you are  
and who you are called to be. 
Come into this space where we can heal and be healed, forgive and be forgiven. 
Come into this space where the ordinary is sanctified,                                              
the human is celebrated,  
the compassionate is expected. 
Come into this space –     
Together we make it a holy space.   
 
Our chalice will be lit by Russel Rogers. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
LIGHTING THE CHALICE           Russel Rogers              
Recent sermons have covered the power of cultural myths, but our myth theme also applies at a personal level. I 
went to a treatment center for depression a decade ago, and the intake paperwork had an open-ended question. 
“Tell us about your background. What led you to seek help?” I responded with my story that justified 
admission. I described traumas, family dysfunction, failures, and a steady march of events toward suicidal 
depression. My story centered inescapable problems as my defining reality. 
 
However, a wise therapist challenged me to re-member the story. Not to remember in the sense of recalling the 
same details, but to re-member in the sense of recasting the main characters. Not to retell the same story, but to 
re-author the plot with a deliberate role as editor, choosing what to center and reframing events. I re-authored 
the story to reject my role as helpless victim. I reframed it to highlight my part as a determined survivor, change 
agent, and occasional mild-mannered hero. The new story told how, in the face of trauma, I chose paths that 
kept me alive and whole. I endured suffering for the sake of others. I led a generative life despite dysfunction.  
In my first story, I felt trapped and found only despair. In the second story, I found hope. Hope was more 
important than the plot details. Re-authoring the story helped me reshape how I defined myself and start to heal. 
I light the chalice today to the power of re-authoring the myths that shape our identity. 
 
 
OPENING WORDS    from James Vila Blake                      
Love is the spirit of this church, and service is its law. This is our great covenant:  
to dwell together in peace, to seek the truth in love, and to help one another  
 
HYMN     
There's a River Flowin' In My Soul - African American Spiritual  
Charlotte's Web 
  
STORY       WHOSE REALITY IS IT ANYWAY?   
by Orlanda Brugnola, adapted by Amy Peterson Derrick 

Once upon a time, long, long ago, there was an average, perfectly ordinary town. In fact, everything about this 
town was perfectly ordinary...except for one thing. There was a Storyteller in the town.  

In fact, the Storyteller had arrived one day without any advance notice; there had been no invitation, no request. 
The Storyteller just showed up, took in a great, big deep breath,  and went about constructing a giant sign 
inviting all people, anyone, everyone, to come and listen to stories.  

Mind you, accepting this invitation was not so easy for the people of this perfectly ordinary town. In fact, this 
Storyteller made them all a little nervous. They wanted to know if the Storyteller was qualified. They wanted to 
know if the Storyteller was accredited.  

The children didn’t care of course. They were thirsty for real stories. And they got them. And on any afternoon 
you could be sure that most, if not all the children in town would be gathered on the front lawn at the 
Storyteller’s house. 

And the Storytelling would begin. There would be forests with huge and sometimes strange trees and mossy 
rocks, and rivers with golden fish swimming, and there were talking tigers, and a sly fox, and wise turtles, and a 
tall blue mountain peak with snow at the top and a wonderful magic city on its slopes. 

And all the children listening to the stories wanted to listen forever because the stories made them feel amazed 
and happy.  And they wanted to share their amazement and happiness with the rest of their families and anyone 
else who would listen, so they asked the Storyteller if they could take part of the story home with them and the 
answer was always “Yes, of course!” and so they did. 



 “Look at what the Storyteller gave me!” The children would exclaim. 

But the elders would just reply: “You can’t have that in the house. Tigers are too loud! The Turtles are too big! 
The rocks are too mossy! The snow will melt all over the house! Take it back!”  

And so, the children went back to the storyteller, with their heads hung low. “Our families won’t let us bring 
anything home from the stories; please help us!” they said. 

The Storyteller thought and thought about how to help the children of this very ordinary town. 

The next day, something began happening in the town that got everybody talking. Things started showing up in 
unexpected places—sometimes very unexpected places. A big tree right in the middle of the street.  And then a 
tiger at the post office. A wise turtle at the breakfast table. And a huge blue mountain at the front door of a 
house. Nobody knew what was going on, but they were pretty sure they knew who was responsible.   

And so, the townspeople went to the mayor to plead their case, “You have to do something about that 
storyteller! That Storyteller has turned our town and our lives upside down!”  

And so, the mayor marched right over to the Storyteller’s house and knocked on the door.   

“Yesss….?” came a kind voice from inside. 

 “This has got to STOP!” said the mayor angrily. 

“What has to stop?” asked the voice from inside. 

 “All these, these,THINGS! All these things that are showing up everywhere,” said the mayor. 

 “You don’t like them?” asked the voice, sounding surprised. 

 “Are you kidding?” shouted the mayor. “Today I couldn’t even get into my own house because there was a 
mountain in front of the door!” 

 “Why don’t you just go through it?” asked the voice. 

 “Go through it?!  It’s a mountain; it is made of rock! What do you mean go through it?!” 

“But it’s just a story-mountain,” said the voice. “All you have to do is enter the story…it’s so simple!  Just enter 
the story…” 

The mayor was flustered and did not know what to do. So the mayor left to ponder this problem and to seek the 
help of the wisest teacher in the town. 

 “I don’t know what to do,” said the mayor. “Everything in the town has changed--everything is out of order and 
everyone is upset.”  

“Why don’t you tell me about it,” the teacher said. 

 And so the mayor talked all about the tigers and the mountain and the turtle at the breakfast table... and about 
what the Storyteller had said. 

The teacher pondered this for a moment and then asked a question: “Why did you decide not to enter the story 
as the Storyteller suggested?”   

The mayor wasn’t expecting this question, and so had to think very hard. “I don’t know, or at least... I don’t 
think I know.” Said the mayor. “ It just didn’t make sense at the time and, really, I didn’t know how. And then I 
got angry and I just didn’t want to.”  



So the teacher asked, “What would you do now, if you could do it over?”   

“I’m not sure,” the mayor said, “I’m kind of …afraid, though I don’t know what I am afraid of.”  

“OK,” said the teacher, “New things can be unsettling and most of us are reluctant to jump in or to even listen at 
all. But it can be really useful to look at things in new ways. We learn new things, and we can have a lot of fun 
in the process.”   

“But,” said the mayor, “it’s not easy—after all, how do we know we will like how the story ends?”   

And the teacher said, with all the gentleness in the world, “Well, we don’t know. All we can do is decide if we 
are willing to learn something new. We each decide whether we will allow ourselves to be amazed and 
delighted by the story in front of us or if we will be closed to the magic of it.  When a story shows up in our 
town or on our doorstep, it is an invitation to become listeners and learners; it is an invitation to become part of 
a beautiful dance as each of us becomes both creators of stories and receivers of wisdom.  But we can’t be either 
creators of stories or receivers of wisdom without first entering into the story.”  

And the mayor thought about it some more and decided that maybe the minister was right and that he ought to 
go back to the Storyteller and find out how to enter into the story after all. 

MEDITATION      
 
OFFERING                                    
In these times, your gifts are needed more than ever. Today’s offering supports the programs and vision of our 
church community.  Please be generous.    
 
Offertory Music: There Will Always Be Singing - Linda Hirschorn  
Harmonia Women's Singing Ensemble; Thaxter Cunio, director; Steve Goranson, sound editor 

READING               Untethered    written and recorded by Dana Boyle 

All the balls are in the air 
Tossed up by one crisis and then another 
And, we realize, by others that were throbbing and ready to explode under the surface 
 
We go onto the grid, electronically, to stay in touch 
While we are physically still off the grid. 
As we leave familiar paths,  
As the earth, water and sky clear up, 
We intuit what matters most 
And see what we can live well without. 
We question legacy beliefs and entrenched habits 
Ways we thought would stay with us forever 
And – suddenly or subtly – we begin to unspool. 
 
A 20-year marriage suddenly comes to an end. 
A chain reaction starts with a tenant losing her job 
And ends with her landlady deciding to sell the whole place 
In the span of one week. 
A woman reaches out to neighbors with opposing political views 
Boldly but tenderly asking if they can enter into a dialogue to seek common ground. 
Neither thought they would ever broach this. 
 



Someone I know wakes up wondering what day it is. 
They sometimes space out and are occasionally concerned they’re losing their mind 
Until the very next conversation they have with a friend 
Who assures them it is happening to her, too. 
I admit, I am that someone. 
Our minds are opening up 
Causing the gaps to become bigger and more apparent. 
I push the fear at bay, staring it down 
Asking why it thinks it can hitchhike on this feeling of being unmoored. 
Let unmoored, untethered stand on its own. 
 
And this is the realization 
That untethering allows what needed to happen anyway, enter in and take hold. 
If you wanted to climb a mountain, your ropes would keep you from falling 
But they would also keep you from ascending. 
You have to unknot your rope to go the next leg of that journey up 
Much as you have to let go of the rock you may be clinging to 
In order to swim to deeper waters 
 
I once had a shaky experience. 
Nothing major, really, but a reminder of what it feels like to be “hanging out there.” 
On a work trip to New York, I took some time to visit The Met. 
I couldn’t wait to see their Renaissance painting collection, since that was my favorite genre. 
I got there and, with baited breath, walked the galleries. 
All I could see were flat-faced Madonna’s holding old man Baby Jesus’s 
And the bloody severed heads of Goliaths on silver platters held by victorious Davids. 
I struggled to finally admit to myself that this was not my thing anymore. 
Like a man without a country, I lost some inner sense of balance. 
In the next rooms, I fell in love with Impressionism, and that was that. 
But the instantaneous loss of something I thought I’d loved dearly was destabilizing. 
It may just have been artistic taste on the ballot, but it represented something more important. 
It is human to fear instability 
But it is instability that welcomes innovation and reinvention. 
 
Forget fear, here, folks. 
Untethering is something that is happening to our minds 
And to our ways of operating in the world. 
At this important moment 
It is okay to want this. 
More than okay. 
And even though it – or the liminal state it sends us into – is unfamiliar and sometimes painful 
Be glad that you are not carved from wood 
That history is not cast in stone 
That change is jarring, like tectonic plate shifts 
Causing earthquakes, volcanic eruptions and tsunamis 
That love is still soft and strong and ever moving, like the Sargasso Sea. 

MUSIC          
Hold On - African American Spiritual  
National Poor People's Campaign Moral Voices Virtual Choir, featuring Carol Caouette in the ensemble.                                                  



SERMON                                      Hold On. Let Go. Hold On.   

Hold on, just a little while longer.  
 
The choir, the choir of the Poor People’s Campaign, is singing about justice, to people who have known mostly 
injustice, systemic injustice, for far, far, far too long - white supremacist patterns, institutions, policies, 
mythologies, that we, most of us, perpetuate unwittingly, and profit from: 
 

 the normalization of rampant, raging poverty, on a scale the country has not known before now, which 
need not exist to the extent that it does (and when did this become a given, this failure of moral 
imagination?); 

 
 the normalization of nationalist militarism, which need not continue (and when did we decide that it 

should?); 
 

 the normalization into imagined necessity of ecological desecration, which need cannot persist (and 
when and how did we allow money and disposable ease to bewitch us so utterly?)  

 
Fight on, sing on, pray on, hold on, they sing, just a little while longer- everything is gonna be all right.  But 
what is there to hold onto?  
 
Hold on… You think about your own life, your own life right now, five months in to the quaran-time, this 
distorted, disrupted, historical rupture that we’re in the midst of now. You’re farther now than you’ve ever been 
from the life you knew before, like an astronaut drifting from the ship, untethered.  Five months’ in, and it’s 
only slowly dawning on us that we will not be returning to that life, that we are hurtling in slow motion toward 
the other side of history, and there’s no going back.   
 
Some things will resume, absolutely.  It won’t always be like this.  Someday, everyone will get a haircut.  And 
we will  be physically together, even if in new ways that we have yet to figure out.  But some things won’t 
resume, they won’t reset, large, global things (economies, industries, organizations, so much we took for 
granted) and little daily things, that perhaps we notice even more, and right now and for the foreseeable future 
we’re in that strange, uncomfortable place of not knowing which is which: what of our old life will be restored 
to us, and what won’t be, can’t be – and maybe shouldn’t be? There’s so much loss, so much grief in this 
pandemic: little losses, relatively, but you feel them, feel that part of you “unspooling,” as Dana says in her 
poem; and there’s also seismic grief, unspeakable, wailing grief, for those who’ve died of sickness or soul-
sickness, loneliness, mental illness, poverty.  There’s so much loss, and – there is also something else.  Within 
the anxious folds of inscrutable uncertainty there are also – make no mistake – tiny, luminescent flashes of 
possibility, flickers of … something, but we don’t yet know what it is. They’re like fireflies on these summer 
nights: you think you see one, then it’s gone; then there’s another one over here; it vanishes, and further out you 
see another, and then it all goes dark – but you know what you saw. Hold on, just a little while longer, to what 
you know, what you think you maybe know, to what you see flickering in the dark.  Hold on to the larger light 
these tiny flares are signaling, because I swear it’s there.  All spring, all summer so far, and long before that, 
Carol and the choir and others have been teaching us to sing, hold on.  A change is gonna come. Don’t give up 
hope.  Just like a tree that’s planted by the water.  Let nothing upset you, nada te turbe. Keep your hand on the 
plow. There’s more love somewhere. You can’t steal this shine, this light, because it shines so bright.  
 
In her beautiful poem, Dana Boyle writes about un-tethering, how like it or not, everything we think we know 
and think we desire, everything we think we are, is unravelling right now.  We question legacy beliefs and 
entrenched habits, she says, ways we thought would stay with us forever.  It is not comfortable, it’s painful –  
but our minds are opening up, causing the gaps to become bigger, more apparent.  I push the fear at bay, she 
says, staring it down, asking why it thinks it can hitchhike on this feeling of being unmoored... 
 



We’re in free-fall now, out of control, nothing to hold onto.  Our leaders are not leading, except further into 
chaos, danger, and divide. Our people, the people, are dying: our elders, our most at risk, the poor.  Our 
livelihoods, or those of folks we know, are shakier than ever.  Perhaps the only thing we can control is our 
curiosity about what happens next. Fear forecloses curiosity, fear cancels wonder, fear struts around pretending 
that it knows already how the story’s going to end. The one thing we maybe can control is our own openness to 
possibility. Be glad, says Dana,  that you are not made from wood, that history is not cast in stone… change is 
jarring, but love is still soft and strong and ever moving, like the Sargasso Sea. What possibility, even now, 
could love and hope and faith imagine?  Not blind faith – but the justice and the joy to which you are faithful? 
Where does that all lead? 
 
One of you sent me a story last week. Victor Urbanowicz sent a note that said years ago, when he was working 
in London, he met a woman named Betty, who was a child in the second World War. During the bombing of 
London she lived with her family in a suburb called Chiswick.  One day an army squad came in to disarm an 
unexploded German bomb that had fallen there – so dangerous -  and … they discovered that it was full of 
sawdust – no explosive material.  There was also a note:  “This bomb has been disarmed by the German Home 
Resistance.”  An amazing story, right?   Victor said in his note, “It sends the mind racing.”  It sent me racing to 
the Interweb of All Things to learn more about it so I could tell you more about it… but there wasn’t much 
about it.  I hesitated and thought, hmm, this story maybe was made up, so I should let it go, but then I thought, 
Well, Victor didn’t make it up.  And Betty surely didn’t make it up, telling it as memory to Victor in the 1980’s, 
and if adults around her during the war made it up, why did they do that? And how did they do it, conjure an 
image of the enemy, the Germans, that was not monolithically, stereotypically evil, as was requisite at the time? 
Where did this story come from?   
 
It may or may not be true that there was a bomb full of sawdust, sabatoged at great risk, by women (most 
likely), or men, in a factory somewhere, ordinary Third Reich citizens who weren’t, who were in fact an 
underground of light, a rag-tag band of super-heroes who called themselves the German Home Resistance. That 
story may or may not be true – but what’s definitely true is that somebody imagined it, could imagine such 
unlikely, crazy courage, such unexpected love, could see in the dark that pinpoint of light, that signals the kind 
of divine light that may yet burn within the mechanism of the human soul. The story may or may not be real, 
but it is definitely true. Either it really happened, or it happened that someone’s mind unspooled enough to think 
of it, and they embedded that story and its power in the mind of a child who embodied it then, and told it years 
later to her American friend, who told it years later to me, and now…  It’s not a fairy tale. It’s a prophecy. It’s a 
gauntlet: how brave can we really be?  
 
Hold on just a little bit longer, to what you know is true. Let everything that isn’t true unspool. Untether 
yourself from despair, from fear, from monolithic thinking, from old ideas and all the certainties and guarantees 
you thought you needed to have a good and happy life. Let go of everything except the slender, silver threads 
that bind you back not to what you believe, but what you believe in.  What you love and live for:  that people 
(some) are brave.  That people (some) save each other every day by shaping and sharing their stories. 
 
Russel Rogers, in his chalice-lighting, told an intimate story about healing from despair, a suicidal depression, 
how with the help of a good guide he found his way back, re-membered himself, re-wrote his own story, re-
authored the plot, re-cast the characters, and most especially the narrator, in the drama of his life, reclaimed a 
generative hope. He decided to dwell henceforth inside a different mythological frame – new, and more true, to 
his original self.  We do that, with the help of good companions and by our own lights, we can do that, re-invent 
the truth. You cast the slenderest lifeline back to the spark of your own divinity. 
 
This week I saw a clip of Dr. Tedros Ghebreyesus, the Director General of the World Health Organization, from 
a longer speech he delivered to that body.  He’s got a big important job (Doctor of the World) and this was a 
big, important speech at a critical time. At one point he became very still, the way one does when one summons 
the true self, the forces of core integrity. Tears came to his eyes, and he brought to bear this mighty self-
containment so he could continue. He said:  



 
My friends, make no mistake:  the greatest threat we face now is not the virus itself. 

Rather, it's the lack of leadership and solidarity at the global and national levels. That's why I said earlier, each 
and every individual should reflect. This is a tragedy that is forcing us to miss many of our friends and lose 
many lives. And we cannot defeat this pandemic as a divided world. 

The COVID-19 pandemic is a test of global solidarity and global leadership. The virus thrives on division, but 
is thwarted when we unite. 

How is it difficult for humans to unite and fight a common enemy that is killing people indiscriminately? Can't 
we understand that the divisions and the cracks between us are an advantage for the virus. I think I do not need 
to remind you because we all know that these are the basics. 

My hope is that the defining crisis of our age will likewise remind all people that the best way forward – and the 
only way forward – is together. These are the basics, and the time-tested truth.  
 
It was very moving to hear a world leader speak this way, so simply, of such  complex thing.  It was healing 
balm to hear him speak of international collaboration on science and policy, a jarringly radical innovation that 
confounds everything we know right now, everything we practice, truly untethered from the depressing reality – 
and yet it isn’t new, obviously. It’s the oldest thing we know, this dream about ourselves in relation to each 
other, this myth, this story of brazenly brave hope. Dr. Ghebreyesus  spoke with a radiant, prophetic clarity that 
shines through the fog of confusion and politics and fear, and all our old nonsense falls away, as we’re 
reminded to remember what we’ve  known all along.  Hold on. Let go of every encumbrance except those silver 
threads of truth.  

We know songs about this, and singing them is either a waste of time, or it’s not.  It’s a radical subversion of the 
untruth all around us, the status quo that cannot be and must not be reset post-pandemic crisis. Those songs are 
from the freedom canon of enslaved black people, but they’re also other ones:  O God Our Help in Ages Past; 
For the Beauty of the Earth; Shall we gather by the river; God of Grace and God of Glory; Joyful, Joyful We 
Adore Thee - those are not hymns to money and power and ignorance and greed. They’re odes to joy and life 
and love and sacrifice and hope and truth and love in the face of trembling fear.   

We have songs about this, and scripture: ancient sacred passages, and newer sacred wisdom that some of you 
are writing in these pandemic times, writing down as poems and writing in the way you live your life. These are 
the flashes and flickers of light that guide us through the dark now, through all that’s unknown and uncertain, 
holding us true to the one or two things that we know for sure.  

Reverend William Barber chairs the Poor People’s Campaign, a national movement for moral revival, together 
with Rev. Liz Theoharis and Theo-musicologist Yara Allen. Barber says that to be part of a living revolution, to 
be an agent of transformation and not just carried along in the tide, there are three requirements – and we want 
to be agents, right? We want to be the authors of our story even as we’re swept off our feet in tidal waves of 
change. We want to help to make it up, this story we’re writing for our children and our children’s children, to 
add characters and chapters and plot lines, to be sure someone thinks about bombshells full of sawdust, and 
Zoom rooms full of the world’s most brilliant scientists, speaking dozens of languages, practicing all kinds of 
religions, working in concert with utmost urgency and deepest mutual regard to help us all hold on - we want to 
be part of telling that unfolding story, even as the world we know unravels. 

Barber says the revolution needs three things: the people have to know their scripture.  He’s a Baptist, but he 
says he doesn’t care if it’s the Christian Bible, or the Torah or Qu’ran, or whatever compendium of secular or 
sacred wisdom you’ve gathered in a loose-leaf binder, whatever principles and purposes illuminate your way.  



You need to know what you believe in, he says, and live it out: follow it to its logical or illogical conclusion.   
Love Your Neighbor? Worth and dignity of every person in the interdependent web?  Whatever it is, follow 
those threads like a bloodhound to wherever they call you to go.  Hold true. Keep faith – for they will call you 
to wild spaces. 

The people have to know their scripture, he says. Secondly, they have to know their music. What playlist is the 
revolution dancing to? What music saves your soul? Sing together, sing alone – in these hard times, there must 
always be singing.  

Scripture is a sacred thread, whatever guides your way. Music is sacred thread, whatever pumps your blood, 
moves your feet, makes you cry, or laugh, or breathe a little better. And thirdly, says Rev. Barber, the people 
who are part of a living revolution need to know their law, he says, the law of the land, the state and federal 
constitutional laws that govern us, and the rule of law that either grants or constrains freedom.   Know your law, 
he says, and who wrote it, on whose behalf, protecting whom,  restricting whom; know the law and understand 
what it takes to make it work, and what it takes to change it. (We saw in Oklahoma just this week how powerful 
that is.) Be agents, not victims, of change he says. Imagine, out of your scripture, out of your music, into the 
laws of your land, a moral revolution.  

These are days of such uncertainty, murky strange times when truly we’re unmoored. We’re learning to cast 
overboard all the trappings we don’t need (pants, for example – no, I’m kidding…). But definitely old ways of 
thinking, old expectations, old complacencies and hesitancies.  We’re learning to speak up, speak out, speak 
truth, and stop speaking long enough to listen to voices we maybe never heard before, and to the still, small 
voice within.  We’re in a kind of free fall in this quaran-time, but we know we’re held, and our job is to remind 
each other, that we’re held by slender threads of trust and hope and love  that have held us all along. Every new 
bright thing, every possibility this world has ever known, was born of mystery, in darkness, chaos, the shadows 
of unknowing.  Our work now is to pick up a pen and start writing a new story, singing a new song, changing 
the rules and the laws and every old assumption and boldly, tenderly, with tears in our eyes, making stuff up as 
we go.  

 For just a few moments, we’ll hold silence together.  

Amen.  

 
HYMN               I Want to Write Songs My Children Will Sing - Claire Gilbert 
 
CLOSING WORDS  from Arthur Foote                                          
May peace dwell within our hearts, and understanding in our minds 
May courage steel our will, and love of truth forever guide us.  
 
FAREWELL       
Friends, thank you for joining us. 
If you’re not receiving our EMAIL NEWS, go to our website and sign right up! We’ll send updates twice a 
week about online services, groups and gatherings, and circles of care. Call or write with questions, or to ask for 
help, or offer help. We are sending love from Maple Street and all of our locations.   
Stay resilient and stay connected, everyone.  
Amen.  
 
EXTINGUISHING THE CHALICE               
 



POSTLUDE            
Hand on the Plow/Eyes on the Prize - African American Spiritual  
Charlotte's Web – WBUUC Ensemble 
 


