
Full Text of the Service at WBUUC 
Sunday 23 August 2020 

____________________________________________________ 
  
PRELUDE MUSIC   
Come Into This Place of Peace - William Schulz/Thaxter Cunio (WBUUC Choir) 
Everything is Changing - Teresa de Avila/Thaxter Cunio  (WBUUC Choir - ensemble) 
  
WELCOME     
Good morning, and welcome everyone, to White Bear Unitarian Universalist Church. We are a congregation in 
the free faith tradition, a community of youth, adults and children, dedicated to pluralism in the spiritual search 
and ethics grounded in action. I am Rev. Sara Goodman, Assistant Minister. We’re grateful to share this space 
with you. 
Service participants today include Nico Van Ostrand and Victoria Safford,supported by Erin Scott and Anna 
Gerhes. Music today is from Carol Caouette and Craig Hansen, the WBUUC directed by Thaxter Cunio, and 
Harmonia Women’s Ensemble. 
Today, after the service at 11:15, we hope that you will join us for Social Hour.  We’ll put the Zoom link and 
easy instructions in the chat box.  
Welcome to our church. Together we grow our souls and serve the world.  
 
Singing bowl 
 
CALL TO WORSHIP  (by Rev. Rebecca Edmiston Lange, adapted)  

  
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.  
  
Claire Gilbert will light the chalice. 
  
LIGHTING THE CHALICE   (video)     
 
OPENING WORDS  (in unison)    
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                Promise   (Barbara McAfee) 
I am as near and deep within you 
As the air you breathe. 
Fill yourself with my refreshment 
Take all the air you need. 
  
I am as near and deep within you, 
As the blood in your veins. 
I bring you life with every heartbeat 
Life that will remain. 
  
I am as near and deep within you, 
As you will allow 
I have been here since time’s beginning 
And I am with you now. 

STORY   

This morning’s story was adapted from “The Magic Vase”as retold by Margaret Silf in One Hundred Wisdom 
Stories from Around the World. 

There was once a poor family who lived in a drab little house in the neglected part of the city. They tried to be a 
happy family, but times were hard, and jobs were not easy to come by. As time went on, they began to feel 
more and more depressed. You could see their depression etching itself even on the house they lived in. They 
no longer bothered to clean the windows. They didn’t tend the little patch of garden in front of the house. The 
paint peeled off the door and cracks appeared in the brickwork. The threshold of their home showed the 
sadness in their lives. 

One day, the eldest son of the family was roaming idly through the town and he came upon a market place. 
The stallholders had set up their wares, and there was a bustle of activity. In spite of his feelings of 
near-despair, the boy found himself being caught up in the excitement of the morning market. 

He stopped to watch the people buying fruit and vegetables, freshly baked bread and tempting cakes. He 
noticed the line at the fish stall, and took a deep breath of pleasure as he passed the stall of fresh summer 
flowers. 

But the stall that attracted him most was a little second-hand stall, tucked away among the awnings of the 
regular marketers. He had never noticed this stall before. He stopped to investigate. And there, hidden away in 
the dark recesses, he noticed a beautiful vase. 



Rapidly, he fingered the coins in his pocket. He had just enough to meet the modest cost of the vase, but there 
would be nothing left over. “Ah well,” he though to himself. “Why not? Even if we have a few lean days, I am 
going to buy this vase. Mom will love it. Everyone will love it.”  He handed over the contents of his pocket to the 
woman behind the counter. 

As she wrapped the vase in brown paper, the stallholder said to the boy, “Enjoy it, won’t you? And treat it well, 
because it is a magic vase.” With these mysterious words ringing in his ears, the lad went off home, proudly 
carrying his purchase. 

To the boy’s surprise, no one reproached him for spending all his money on it. Quite the opposite, in fact. 
Everyone at home was delighted with the vase. 

When Dad saw the vase, he realized how shabby the room was, and he went to the cellar, got out the 
paintbrushes, and gave the room a makeover. And when the second son saw how nice the room looked, with 
its fresh coat of paint, he fetched a bucket of water and washed the windows and the door, for the first time in 
years.  When the third son looked out of the bright new windows, he realized what a state the garden was in, 
and went outside to dig it over. When the fourth son saw the newly dug garden, he planted seeds in the 
flowerbed and watered them lovingly, all through the spring. When summer came and the baby daughter of the 
family went out to play in the garden, she noticed the flowers that had grown from the seeds, and she gathered 
a bunch of them to give to her mother. 

“Here are some pretty flowers, Mommy,” she said, “because we love you.” Mom was overjoyed. With tears 
rising in her eyes, and a lump in her throat, she put the flowers in the magic vase.  

MEDITATION    
Join me in a time of meditation and prayer. Find a comfortable place for your body - feel your connection to the 
earth, to all that is, allow your breath to flow through your muscles and bones.  
 
Remember our deep interconnectedness, each molecule of air that flows through you once was a part of 
another being - exhaled from a tree, in the lungs of a deer, moving through the atmosphere. Remember that 
our breath, which is the very essence of life, can reach way farther than we imagined. Six feet apart will keep 
our breath from mingling in another’s lungs, but not from mingling with another’s breath.  
 
Remember our deep interconnectedness - your breath and mine are tied to air that brings rain and breeze, and 
smoke and ash - fires burning in California again catch in our lungs too. 
 
Remember our deep interconnectedness - you are a beloved part of the whole earth, all of us suffering - with 
losses deep and wide.  
 
Remember our deep interconnectedness - You are not alone, you are deeply loved, and we are all in this 
together.  



 
With gratitude for our interconnectedness - we share the names of our beloveds aloud. Hold them, hold us, in 
love. Amen. 
 
… Our offering today is a special collection for the MN UU Social Justice Alliance, or MUSSJA. Jane Bacon will 
tell us about their latest work. 
 
OFFERING for Mn UU Social JusticeAlliance (Video with Jane Bacon) 
Good morning.  I’m Jane Bacon, serving on the Social Action Committee. 
The special collection today is for the Minnesota UU Social Justice Alliance, or MUUSJA, our statewide UU 
justice organization, long supported by our congregation. 
In this critical election season, MUUSJA is focused on voting- working in partnership with national and local 
organizations, to resist voter suppression in key states, to reduce racial disparities in voting, and more. 
All activities will be non-partisan, focusing on issues and increased voter engagement. 
Funds collected will support a voter engagement organizer to work with UU congregations across Minnesota, 
as well as in the Dakotas and Wisconsin, states that lack a UU justice organization. 
Please be generous.  And thank you. 
 
OFFERTORY     People Get Ready    (Curtis Mayfield; recorded by Carol Caouette and Craig Hansen)  
  
 
READINGS  
 
Happiness 
Joyce Sutphen 
 
This was when my daughters were just children 
playing on the rocky shore of the lake, 
their hair in braids, their bright-colored jackets 
tied around their waists. It was afternoon, 
the shadows falling away, their faces 
glowing with light. Whatever we said then 
(and it must have been happy; it must have 
been hopeful) is lost as I am now lost 
from that life I lived. This was when nothing 
that I wanted mattered, though all I wanted 
was happiness, pure happiness, simple 
as strawberries and cream in a saucer, 
as curtains floating from a window sill, 
as small pairs of shoes arranged in a row. 
 
 
 



Happiness  
Jane Kenyon 
 
There’s just no accounting for happiness, 
or the way it turns up like a prodigal 
who comes back to the dust at your feet 
having squandered a fortune far away. 
 
And how can you not forgive? 
You make a feast in honor of what 
was lost, and take from its place the finest 
garment, which you saved for an occasion 
you could not imagine, and you weep night and day 
to know that you were not abandoned, 
that happiness saved its most extreme form 
for you alone. 
 
No, happiness is the uncle you never 
knew about, who flies a single-engine plane 
onto the grassy landing strip, hitchhikes 
into town, and inquires at every door 
until he finds you asleep midafternoon 
as you so often are during the unmerciful 
hours of your despair. 
 
It comes to the monk in his cell. 
It comes to the woman sweeping the street 
with a birch broom, to the child 
whose mother has passed out from drink. 
It comes to the lover, to the dog chewing 
a sock, to the pusher, to the basketmaker, 
and to the clerk stacking cans of carrots 
in the night. 
                     It even comes to the boulder 
in the perpetual shade of pine barrens, 
to rain falling on the open sea, 
to the wineglass, weary of holding wine. 
 
 
 
from Psalm 118 
This is the day the Lord has made;  
let us rejoice 



and be glad in it.  
 
  
MUSIC         American Tune (Paul Simon, recorded by Carol Caouette and Craig Hansen) 
Many's the time I've been mistaken 
And many times confused 
Yes, and often felt forsaken 
And certainly misused 
But I'm all right, I'm all right 
I'm just weary to my bones 
Still, you don't expect to be 
Bright and bon vivant 
So far away from home, so far away from home 
And I don't know a soul who's not been battered 
I don't have a friend who feels at ease 
I don't know a dream that's not been shattered 
or driven to its knees 
But it's all right, it's all right 
We've lived so well so long 
Still, when I think of the road 
we're traveling on 
I wonder what went wrong 
I can't help it, I wonder what went wrong 
And I dreamed I was dying 
And I dreamed that my soul rose unexpectedly 
And looking back down at me 
Smiled reassuringly 
And I dreamed I was flying 
And high up above my eyes could clearly see 
The Statue of Liberty 
Sailing away to sea 
And I dreamed I was flying 
We come on the ship they call the Mayflower 
We come on the ship that sailed the moon 
We come in the age's most uncertain hour 
and sing an American tune 
But it's all right, it's all right 
You can't be forever blessed 
Still, tomorrow's going to be another working day 
And I'm trying to get some rest 
That's all I'm trying to get some rest 
 
 



SERMON               Joy in the Struggle  
 
From mid-March into April, from April into May, the image on my computer desktop stayed the same: an AP 
photo from Italy of a woman standing on her balcony, peeling paint, floral curtains, nothing fancy. She is 
ramrod straight, resolute, firmly planted, with her eyes closed, and in her hands, in her arms, an accordion, a 
big one.  The picture’s from that period this past spring when Italy was under siege, an early Covid epicenter, 
and the people were coming to their windows and their doorways, their balconies, to sing to each other, play 
music for each other every day. Maybe they’re still doing that. The woman in the photo is not smiling. She 
looks like she’s breathing in centuries of Italian culture, sculpture, art and music, to anchor herself and offer her 
gift to her neighborhood. Our theme this month is joy: the practice of living in the midst of fear – and what is 
joy, but beauty, the apprehension of beauty?  What is joy, but love - love of beauty, love of one another - freely 
given? What is joy but that sense of being grounded, anchored, rooted like a tree that’s planted by the water, in 
love and beauty larger, more expansive, older, deeper, more important even, more eternal, than oneself?  It’s 
not “happy” when you touch that sacred source, but there’s joy.  Serious joy.  In her house dress, her curtains 
pinned by what look like chip-bag clips, spine erect, eyes closed, arms outstretched and fingers on the keys, 
she plays by heart. She is deadly serious in the very midst of fear, death swirling all around – and somehow for 
me this picture is about joy.  Serene, defiant, deliberate, wild and stoic joy.  
 
It’s what we’re needing now, for the long, long haul of this moment we’re in. I had a friend, a mentor in 
community organizing years ago, who used to sign all her correspondence (letters then), “With joy in the 
struggle.” She was not a playful person; brilliant, but not always … fun, and I remember thinking, “What joy in 
the struggle? This all feels really urgent, dire, high stakes.”  We were working on nuclear weapons and 
divestment from South Africa, and HIV. And I see now there was joy in the struggle, that we were bound in our 
intention and our hope, and our fear, with other people, concentric circles of activists and others in our 
community and all around the world. It wasn’t always fun, but there was  spirit, there was music, there was the 
devotion of heart and mind and soul.  The radical Emma Goldman said famously, “If I can’t dance, I want no 
part of your revolution.” And that’s right – you can’t be only earnest.  But it’s also true in reverse: if you’re not 
part of the revolution, part of the hard and heavy work of making and shaping and repairing and transforming 
this world; if we’re not doing the serious work of trying to be ethical, trying to be honest and courageous and 
visionary and analytical and stalwart and reliable and true to beautiful principles and idealistic purpose - if we’re 
not part of the movements for change that make our world and our own selves better- then dancing is silly.  It 
looks like fiddling, or golfing, while Rome burns.  Joy is about staying in the work, staying in the struggle, even 
when and especially when despair is rising all around you, and within.  
 
Last week in the Washington Post there was an article about the danger in these troubled times of what 
psychologists are calling “toxic positivity,” the tendency, sometimes under pressure, to put a happy spin on 
things, to be always looking on the bright side - which to a point, of course, is healthy, but beyond that point is 
not. One doctor says,  “Looking on the bright side” in the face of tragedy or dire situations like illness, 
homelessness, food insecurity, unemployment or racial injustice is a privilege that not all of us have, so 
promulgating messages of positivity denies reality and real despair. If the message is “don’t feel so bad,” then 
people end up feeling bad about feeling bad.  It’s ok, she says, in the midst of a pandemic, not to feel okay. It’s 
okay to feel grief or anxiety.  It’s okay not to rush to reframe the lockdown as a golden opportunity for personal 
growth.  



  
Sometimes it works, when someone asks you how you’re doing, to say, “Fine, fine!” even if you’re not. 
Sometimes it’s just enough to convince yourself, and becomes a gift to us all, keeping our shared boat bobbing 
on the waves of yet another day.  But sometimes the cost is too high. To say, “I’m fine” is a flat-out toxic lie, or 
to ask, “How are you doing?” and really only want to hear, “Fine, fine,” is not to ask at all.  It shuts down the 
possibility of healing, the possibility of hope.  
 
There needs to be space for: “I am not okay today. I am not fine. I’m scared about money.  I’m worried for my 
family. I’m lonely today.  I’m in a kind of PTSD limbo, realizing that part of my heart stopped beating, part of my 
breath stopped breathing, back in March, in the winter, and then it was spring, and now it’s summer, and fall’s 
coming on, and every once in a while the shock of it just knocks me down, the weight of this global 
catastrophe. I’m in the midst of not fine.” 
 
Sometimes, not every day, not every time, not with every single store cashier and bank teller or not even every 
friend, but sometimes, say in a Theme Circle here, or Wednesday Soul-work, or Cyber Social Hour, or any 
gathered sacred circle, sometimes with a friend or someone close, that kind of honesty can rebuild solid, 
ground, common ground – a space where we can look up from the floor into each other’s eyes (askew a bit, on 
Zoom, but still…) and catch a glimpse of shared sympathy, shared fear, and we hold it together, acknowledge 
it and own it, honor it, and thereby maybe disarm it a bit. We give it room, our fear, name it if we can,  - and 
THEN laugh a little, nervously, pick each other up and dust each other off, and THEN say all at once, “My God, 
it’s good to see you. It’s good to hear your voice. Did I tell you I saw a fox today, a red fox right on the bridge 
over the creek behind the church?  Did I tell you the sweet corn I got yesterday is so good, actually the best 
August corn I’ve ever had? Did I tell you where to get some? Did I send you that link to that song, or that 
podcast, or that hilarious and possibly inappropriate meme, or that ad for those impractical and awesome 
shoes I just know you’d love?  Did I share all this joy?  Because I want you to have it.  The joy that isn’t shared, 
I’ve heard, dies young.”  This is joy in the struggle, in the midst of fear and “not fine.”  
 
Sometimes naming the fear first allows the joy to crack open.  Giving despair its due (which it’s going to claim 
one way or another anyway; it’s going to seep in somewhere); giving it a little space to show its face and bare 
its teeth and make a scene -  daring to allow our fear and grief to flare and blaze, at the risk of scorching 
everything, sometimes that allows the seed of joy to open naturally, the way fires up north, lightning fires (and 
nothing less than their intensity) will allow the seeds of Jack Pine cones to blossom open, scattering new life 
and new hope everywhere.  They only do that under fire. 
 
American poet Anne Sexton knew her share of sorrow and despair, knew her share of fear – she took her own 
life at age 45 - but not before writing some beautiful things, glorious, generous things. Anne Sexton wrote: 
 
There is joy  
in all: 
in the hair I brush each morning, 
in the Cannon towel, newly washed, 
that I rub my body with each morning, 
in the chapel of eggs I cook  



each morning,  
in the outcry from the kettle 
that heats my coffee 
each morning, 
in the spoon and the chair 
that cry “hello there, Anne” 
each morning,  
in the godhead of the table 
that I set my silver, plate, cup upon  
each morning. 
 
All this is God, 
right here in my pea-green house 
each morning 
and I mean,  
though often forget, 
to give thanks, 
to faint down by the kitchen table 
in a prayer of rejoicing 
as the holy birds at the kitchen window 
peck into their marriage of seeds. 
 
So while I think of it, 
let me paint a thank-you on my palm 
for this God, this laughter of the morning,  
lest it go unspoken. 
 
The joy that isn’t shared, I’ve heard, 
dies young. [Anne Sexton: “Welcome Morning”] 

 
 
Joy comes to us not in epic drama, but in all these little details, glimpses, things we notice when we might as 
easily not notice.  It’s a way of looking at the world, the material world of sunshine and silverware, and rain. 
Long before Covid-19, I mean long before, from the very beginning of time, human-time, humans have been 
finding, making, shaping, announcing joy right in the midst of fear, joy in the midst of panic and pandemic, joy 
in the mist of everything that’s not joy, that’s sadness and worry and loneliness and doubt.  For as long as 
we’ve been mindful of mortality, which is a long time, the dawn of consciousness, we’ve been living in the 
midst of fear, fear for our own lives and the lives of those we love, and all along, for thousands of years, we’ve 
not been cowering in caves, gloomy, frightened, waiting for the end.  Sometimes for sure, we’re scared, but 
we’re also,  always, all  about the work of making music, making art, making love, making, sharing and 
exposing beauty, laughter, thankfulness and hope, even when we know how fleeting this all is.  Unlike the pair 
of fawns who’ve been here at the church all summer, since the spring, frolicking and prancing right outside my 
window,  joy, joy , joy all the time – unlike the animals,  we live every day knowing fearsome things, more 



fearsome all the time it seems, and still we laugh, and still we sing, and fall down grateful and amazed, glad to 
be alive. We tap that root.  Not all the time, not even every day, but enough to go on, and more when we 
practice, when we make a point of trying to be human, to breathe into the full range of our humanity, and coax 
each other toward it.  
 
Sometimes it’s easy to forget that joy is just within reach – not perfect bliss, not ecstasy, but deeper, quiet joy. 
It comes to us, if we’re open, if we’re ready, if we’ve given fear its voice and let it quiet down a bit, settle in a 
corner.  Joy ventures closer when we’re settled, and it’s not frivolous, it’s not a distraction, but a return, 
perhaps to a natural state:  
 
There’s just no accounting for happiness, says the poet, Jane Kenyon,  
… happiness is the uncle you never 
knew about, who flies a single-engine plane 
onto the grassy landing strip, hitchhikes 
into town, and inquires at every door 
until he finds you asleep midafternoon 
as you so often are during the unmerciful 
hours of your despair. 
 
It comes to the monk in his cell. 
It comes to the woman sweeping the street 
with a birch broom… 
It comes to the lover, to the dog chewing 
a sock, to the pusher, to the basketmaker, 
and to the clerk stacking cans of carrots 
in the night. 
                     It even comes to the boulder 
in the perpetual shade of pine barrens, 
to rain falling on the open sea, 
to the wineglass, weary of holding wine. 
 
Joyce Sutphen also has a poem called “Happiness.” She describes looking at old photos, her children playing 
by a lake shore.  Looking back, she calls it happiness, but I think it’s joy, what she’s remembering.  Happiness 
has “hap” in it, which comes from an old word for luck.  Joy is what you make of luck, the way you notice 
something very small in the course of a day, the sunrise, the light, the soft ears of your dog, and you realize 
that’s enough for now; it’s sufficient, even in the midst of all this swirling trouble.  The noticing, remembering, is 
“joy.”  Sutphen writes, looking back, 
 
Whatever we said then 
(and it must have been happy; it must have 
been hopeful) is lost as I am now lost 
from that life I lived. This was when nothing 
that I wanted mattered, though all I wanted 



was happiness, pure happiness, simple 
as strawberries and cream in a saucer, 
as curtains floating from a window sill, 
as small pairs of shoes arranged in a row. 
 
These are little things, fleeting things, ordinary things, like music wafting from your neighbor’s balcony on a 
night when there’s not a thing in this whole world to smile about, but still you find yourself laughing, grateful, 
delighting in a music older than your sorrow, older than our fear, gift of beauty, gift of love, gratuitous, and 
fleeting. You rest and breathe in the eternity of an instant. 
 
Centuries ago, the psalmist sang, This is the day the Lord has made.  This is the day you are given. This is the 
day we lucked into, awoke to – and it’s a mess.  California’s burning. The polar ice is melting. People are sick 
and people are dying.  And what about Beirut, and all the cities we don’t have time, don’t make time, to think 
about - Beirut where half the city was destroyed earlier this month?  And what about that woman, you never 
got her name, but sometimes she sat near to you in church?  You shared a hymnal, back when we could do 
that, passed a Kleenex, smiled and chatted before coffee.  She told you once what nursing home she lives in, 
but now you can’t remember.  What’s it like there, where she lives? You grieve the loss of her as if you loved 
her (actually) and now she’s gone. She just got away, as people do in this life. There are so many losses, so 
many fears. 
 
And this is the day we are given, the day we lucked into, awoke to. And the earth is still in its orbit - a miracle- 
the stars in their velvet, still shining at night.  There was a fox here this week, so brilliantly red I can’t even 
describe it, a streak of gold lightning. And the suckling fawns are huge now, all their white spots gone, still 
prancing around. And someone called to say they’re getting married a year from now, in 2021 and they’d like to 
think that maybe the church might possibly be open, the church that they grew up in, but even if it’s not they're 
so excited. And someone else just learned they’re cancer free, and someone else, much smaller, learned to 
walk last week, and they’ll be walking likely for a long, long time.   and all this week, we heard elected 
politicians and ordinary people, all of them incredibly imperfect ,just like us, talking about hope and empathy 
and equity, unity and decency, justice, human dignity, compassion – not flaming crazy happiness, but embers 
of serious joy stirred up, hard-working, durable joy. We’re in  it together, this struggle.  
 
And my God, it’s good to know you’re there, friends, even if on Sunday morning I can’t see you,  It’s good to be 
in the struggle with you.  This is the day we are given: all this joy and sorrow, all mixed up, joy and fear and 
sorrow and hope, beauty and terror and wonder and doubt, all in a jumble as always. Joy is not a distraction 
from fear, and fear is not a detour from joy; they’re woven finely, like a braid.  This is the day we are given; help 
me rejoice and be glad in it.  We’ve landed on this planet all together, all at once, a miracle. We’re here in this 
life to rejoice and be glad.  
 
 
HYMN         All This Joy (John Denver) 
All this joy, all this sorrow  
All this promise, all this pain 
Such is life, such is being  



Such is spirit, such is love 
 
City of joy, city of sorrow  
City of promise, city of pain 
Such is life, such is being  
Such is spirit, such is love 
  
World of joy, world of sorrow  
World of promise, world of pain 
Such is life, such is being  
Such is spirit, such is love 
 
All this joy, all this sorrow  
All this promise, all this pain 
Such is life, such is being  
Such is spirit, such is love 
Such is spirit, such is love 
  
CLOSING WORDS   
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 up!  
We’ll send updates twice a week about groups and gatherings, updates from the Board of Directors, and more. 
Call or write with questions, or to ask for help, or to offer help. 
Please join us at 11:15 for Cyber Social Hour. This is a wonderful opportunity to connect with others in the 
congregation, to make new connections or renew old ones. We hope to see you there.  
We are sending love to you from Maple Street and all of our locations.  
Stay well and stay connected, everyone.  
So be it. See to it.  Amen.  
  
POSTLUDE      There Will Always Be Singing  (Linda Hirschhorn, recorded by Harmonia:  Lisa Sem, Lisa 
Borg, Becky Pansch, Melissa Stoddart,Cathy Dalton, Diane Hilscher, Miriam Juvette, Virginia Podobinski ) 
 
In these hard times, there will always be singing, always be singing in these hard times. 
Yes,yes, there will always be singing in these hard times.  


