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____________________________________________________ 
 
PRELUDE SLIDESHOW  
 
WELCOME     
Good morning, and welcome everyone, to White Bear Unitarian Universalist Church. I am Nicolet Lyon, serving 
on your Board of Directors. 
 
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.  
Service participants today include Nico Van Ostrand, Bob Gagner and Debra DeBroux, and Victoria Safford, 
supported by Anna Gehres, Erin Scott and Sara Goodman.  Music today is from Carol Caouette and a variety 
of our congregation’s musicians, especially featuring The Limns. The songs you’ll hear from their albums today 
have all been sung at various times in our Sanctuary.  
Today, after the service at 11:15, we hope that you will join us for Cyber Social Hour.  We’ll put the Zoom link 
and easy instructions in the chat box.  
 
And if you’re new to our congregation, or visiting for the first time today, please join us for a brief welcome and 
orientation right after the service.  Our ministers will be there to greet you and answer your questions; it’s just a 
short 15-minute welcome, and we hope you’ll come!  That link will be in the chat box, too.  
 
Welcome to our church. Together we grow our souls and serve the world.  
 
Chime 
 
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.  
  
Laurie Wenker will light the chalice.  
  



LIGHTING THE CHALICE           no text available 
 
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  
  
OPENING HYMN      There is More Love 
There is more love somewhere 
There is more love somewhere 
I’m gonna keep on till I find it.  
There is more love somewhere.  
 
There is more hope… 
There is more peace… 
There is more joy... 
 
STORY  
Today I brought with me a special box. I keep a lot of things in this box. In fact, I keep all of the things I believe 
in here. 
Everyone has a box kind of like mine, with a bunch of different things that we have come to believe inside it. 
Maybe you have a physical box like this one, or maybe you have a pretend box, or you hold all of your beliefs 
in your heart -- but in any case, all of us have some way of holding our beliefs. Some of these beliefs are about 
God, about nature and animals, and stars and how life came into being, about right and wrong, and about 
ourselves and other people and what is most important in life. 
It can be hard work to decide what to put into my box of beliefs, but I got a lot of the beliefs in here from my 
parents and my friends, from my own experiences, even from my favorite stories and TV shows, and from 
church. Every time I learn about a belief, I decide whether or not to put it into my box by making sure it makes 
sense and fits with other things I know and value. Above all, beliefs must never be used to hurt anyone. 
You’ll notice that there is no lid on my box -- that’s because I add to this box every single day, as I have been 
doing since I was born -- just like you are adding to your box every single day of your life, too. Sometimes I 
even have to take beliefs out of my box to make room for new beliefs, and that’s part of the process too.  
Here are some of the beliefs in my box: 
A chalice that represents the sacred space we set when we light the chalice. This chalice reminds me of my 
UU community.  
Stone that I use in our feelings check in ritual -- it calls me to bring my whole, genuine self and center whatever 
I’m bringing with me into the space, because I know others will help me hold it.  
Books → these are the stories of Unitarian Universalists, the complicated, messy history of faith and love and 
revolution. From these stories I learn about UUs who’ve always worked to be on the right side of history. 
And the 8 Principles, the UU covenant that helps me make difficult decisions, like deciding what beliefs to add 
to my box. Before I add a new belief to my box I make sure it fits in with these eight principles. 
I have other beliefs in this box too -- beliefs about how the universe started, what justice means, the energy 
that connects us all. Unitarian Universalists might have really different things from one another inside their 
boxes, and our beliefs might change as we grow and learn and experience new things. 



But regardless of what’s inside our boxes, how we hold them matters too -- because our belief boxes (whether 
real or imaginary) go everywhere with us, all the time. My box doesn’t have a lid, not only so I can always add 
to my beliefs, but also so others can easily learn what I believe -- this is how we learn from others’ beliefs.  
I hold my belief box carefully -- because I know that the beliefs inside are valuable. They’re not worth a lot of 
money, but they mean a lot to me. My beliefs help me understand the world and make choices that make me 
feel good -- my beliefs are important to me, and so I hold my box carefully. 
If my box gets too heavy, which sometimes happens when I’m trying to make a difficult decision or when I’m 
feeling very very sad, I can count on other people in my life to help me hold it. That’s one of the beautiful things 
about being part of a community -- like this one. We can count on one another to help hold our belief boxes 
when we get tired. Sometimes, we need to carry these boxes together, because holding new ideas and 
challenging old ideas is heavy work. We need each other! 
This is what it means to be a Unitarian Universalist—our beliefs matter, but so does how we hold them. 
   
OFFERING  
In these times, your financial support for our congregation matters more than ever. Please be generous! 
 
OFFERTORY MUSIC  
Fall Into Peace - The Limns 
The longest road that a man’s ever walked 
Was from his head down to his heart 
And while it may seem to be falling apart 
I will fall into peace, I will fall into peace.  
 
I was staring down death like a man on a wire 
I could swim but not when I’m in a pool full of fire 
In the distance hills I still hear the war-cry 
I know I’m dream-in’, I’m not sleep-in’ 
I know I’m dream-in’ and I’m not sleep-in’.  
 
It’s all around us, the sound has found us 
It grows and it grounds us  
This island surrounds us.  
 
The longest road that a man’s ever walked 
Was from his head down to his heart 
And while it may seem to be falling apart 
I will fall into peace, I will fall into peace.  
 
 
I was fallin’ in love ’til it all fell apart 
Instead of break-in’ my fall she was break-in’ my heart 
And down from the depths of my deepest fall 



I’m cry-in’ out, but I’m not weep-in’ 
Yeah I’m cry-in’ out, but I’m not weep-in.’  
 
So let no man divide us, courage can define us 
Let love unite us, let peace guide us.  
Peace won’t take you where you’re headed 
It takes you where you need to go 
The path that was invented is for only you to know 
Wise men often said, the can-be travels fast or slow 
When the promises remain steady you’ll always learn and grow  
So don’t get down and fret it, when rewards don’t quickly show 
Keep your heart full, your head up and allow it all to flow 
It’ll come when you are ready, you’ll reap all that you’ll sow 
Love and learn and let it show, you bet you’re not alone 
 
The longest road that I ever walked 
Was from his head down to my heart 
And while it may seem to be falling apart 
I will fall into peace, I will fall into peace.  
 
INTRODUCTION TO THIS I BELIEVE  
Our reading this morning is from D.H. Lawrence, from a fragment of a letter he wrote to a minister who was 
trying to convert him:  
 
I believe that one is first converted when first one hears the low, vast murmur of life, of human life, troubling 
one’s hitherto unconscious self.  I believe one is born first unto oneself - for the happy developing of oneself, 
while the world is still a nursery, and the pretty things are to be snatched for, and the pleasant things tasted. 
Some people seem to exist thus right to the end.  But most are born again on entering into maturity; then they 
are born to humanity, to a consciousness of all the laughing, and the never-ceasing murmur of pain and 
sorrow, that comes from the multitude of humanity. Then, it appears to me, one gradually formulates one’s 
religion, be it what it may.  A person has no religion who has not slowly and painfully gathered one together, 
adding to it, shaping it; and one’s religion is never complete and final, it seems, but must always be undergoing 
modification.  
 
Several times each year, our Worship Advisory Council invites members of the congregation to tell us a story, 
the story of their journey of faith, which is never a complete story, but always a work in progress, and therefore 
it’s a risk every time – to offer publicly, out loud, their spiritual life so far, their experience of the holy up till now. 
There’s no perfection here, only trust, that they will speak, and you will listen, with your whole heart.  
The tradition of asking members to speak to the theme “This I Believe” is old in our church, and never more 
important than right now. The wisdom of this community is deep, and varied, and still accessible to us even 
while we are apart.  
 



In a few minutes, we’ll hear from two members of White Bear UU Church, Debra DeBroux and Bob Gagner.  
 
The music we’re hearing today is also from a member, Zac Fricke and the Limns.  These songs from two of 
their albums have all been performed (not so long ago) in our sanctuary.  
 
 
MUSIC  
Only Me - The Limns 
One day while staring in the water 
I saw the eyes of my greatest foe 
Somehow he’d been there all the while 
Hiding behind the windows of my soul 
So like many who have gone before 
Many who have yet to be, 
I dropped a stone and shattered my reflection 
And the ripples have begun to set me free. 
 
When the sun dies and I’ll fall into sleep 
My dreams overtake me 
There’s a man who’s trying to hold me down 
He hits me with insults, fists, and profanity 
He grabs my wrist and pulls me to the ground 
And holds me in excruciating pain 
But I’ll resist and in the end I’ll put him out 
But what the night will hide, the light me see 
 
That it was only me that I’ve been fighting 
It’s only me who has been dying, yeah 
It’s only me to whom I’ve been lying 
It’s only me I’m crucifying, yeah, yeah.  
 
So let me go, let me be free again 
Let me know what it is to be me again 
Won’t you show me the way 
The way to grow, Love, won’t you show me a new day 
Why can’t it be, hasn’t there been enough said 
When we will we find peace, aren’t there enough dead 
Who locks the door, who holds the key 
Won’t you show me my enemy 
 
It’s only me that I’ve been fighting 
It’s only me who has been crying, yeah 
But I’ll keep on trying 
I keep right on trying 



I keep on believing until I’m free, free 
Free and flyin’ 
I keep right on tryin’, I will try again. 
I will try again. 
 
INTRODUCTION OF SPEAKER   
Debra was born and raised in small-town southwest Michigan.  Her love of soil and plants, combined with her 
frustration about food injustice, resulted in her being a Professor of Agronomy & Environmental Science for 25 
years.  [On Sunday] she has been in retirement for the past 886 days.....but, who's counting? 
 
 
When living in Pennsylvania, Debra joined a Unitarian-Universalist congregation in the mid-1990s.  WBUUC 
became her spiritual home three years ago.  She and her partner live with their cat, Jacques, in River Falls, 
Wisconsin. 
 
 
THIS I BELIEVE - DEBRA DeBROUX    

Hello, Everyone.  First, I want to thank the Worship Committee for inviting me to present my “This I Believe”.  I 
am honored to have the opportunity to speak to you—my Unitarian-Universalist community…this community 
that has given me SO much.  I hope my words can give back something to you. 

  

And now, This I Believe: 

 I am a person of faith.  Yes, UUs.  Faith.  My left brain (or is it my right brain?)….One of my brains 
acknowledges that “faith” is having knowledge about something while having little or no rational evidence to 
verify it.  My beliefs might NOT be rational.  But, my feelings are real.  It’s faith.  

And, just to get it out of the way, I might as well use another word that is difficult for some UUs to hear:  God. 
Feel free to translate that into anything that works equivalently for you.  But, please hang in there UUs.  You 
can do this.  I have faith in you!  

Now, may I tell you a story?  Once upon a land, in a time far, far away…. 

I was raised in a household that unwittingly brainwashed me into feeling self-hatred.  You see, I knew I was 
transgender by the time I was about 5 or 6 years old.  Perhaps more accurately, I felt it, as the word 
“transgender” did not exist as a word or concept, back then.  Society had other words, terrible words, that were 
reserved for people like me….and I heard them loud and clear. 

 In my childhood church, I was taught that Jesus came to save me from a vengeful, wrathful God—frankly, a 
jerk.  While everyone was praising Jesus for rescuing them, I felt sorry for God.  I thought God was getting a 
bad rap and God’s feelings might be hurt.  So, during church services, I actually prayed something like this: 



“Dear God.  I think you’re okay.  I don’t know why they say you want to hurt me.  You made me.  I love you.  I 
won’t ignore you.  If you need someone to talk to, I’m here.  Amen……  Oh, and could you help the Lions beat 
the Bears this afternoon?  Thanks.  Amen.” 

 I think it was when I was in high school that I started to succumb to the brainwashing.  I got it in my head that, 
since I am transgender…AND therefore, an abomination to God (someone else’s words, not mine), God would 
hate me if I lived my life in my truth…as a woman.  At the very best, God could not love me.  What could be 
worse than not being loved, or even being hated, by that which created me?  That was the beginning of my 
Darkness Period.  

 With my inner light almost extinguished, my behavior became self-destructive.  I am fortunate that I dodged 
the substance-abuse bullet that so many marginalized people are hit by.  Still, my self-hatred interfered with my 
relations with people, with myself, with my soul, and with the Creator.  In those Dark Ages of my life, I believed, 
I thought, I said, and I did things that I am not proud of.  I have since learned to forgive myself. 

In my early 30s, a good friend introduced me to a very wise person who had a different message for me. 
When I told this Wise Woman that I’m afraid that God will hate me if I live by my truth—live as a woman-- she 
declared loudly and clearly and with exasperation, “God doesn’t hate you.  God doesn’t hate anyone.  God 
loves ALL of us.  You are transgender, part of God’s human design.  God doesn’t hate you.”  Wow!  I can still 
hear her words clearly in my mind’s ear.  THAT short exchange was a huge life-changer.  THAT message 
completely changed me.  Thus, began my Recovery Period. 

 Soon after that, that same friend introduced me to Unitarian-Universalism.  Among the MANY messages that 
resonated with me, the one that grabbed my attention greatest was the First Unitarian-Universalist Principle: 
We affirm and promote the inherent worth and dignity of every person…  “Wait, what?  EVERY person?  Hey! 
That includes me!!.... even though I carry this big, terrible secret about myself.  That includes me!!” To this day, 
the First Principle speaks directly to one of my faiths:  that the Creator loves ALL of its creation….the animals, 
plants, rocks, water…me…..you.  

 By the way, that friend I mentioned?……eventually, we got married….and we’re STILL super-glued to this 
day. 

 How have my experiences affected my relationship to the Creator? 

 Sometimes I believe that the universe is a result of billions of years of processes controlled by nothing more 
than the laws of physics.  When I die, all that I am --my carbons-- will return to being more randomized, less 
ordered…just like the vast majority of the other carbon atoms that are out there in the universe.  That’s it. 
Rational.  

 More often, though, I have faith, based on an internal feeling, that the creator of the universe is somehow a 
sentient, loving being.  More often than not, I believe that the Creator loves EVERYthing it created… and loves 
it equally.  Right down to the sub-atomic particles and energies…. and all of the things made by sub-atomic 
particles and energies.  My human understanding asks, “Why would a loving Creator create something it does 
not love?”  This includes me….and you. 



Now, fellow congregants and friends, hang on to your hats—I have faith that the Creator’s love includes even 
the Adolph Hitlers of the world.  I know.  I know.  That’s not easy to swallow, especially if you have been 
victimized by such people.  But I have faith.  If I have faith that God loves me, a person with a light side and 
dark side; If I affirm the UU First Principle, how can I believe that God doesn’t love the Hitlers, too?  Afterall, 
given the circumstances, aren’t we all capability of becoming an Adolph Hitler or a Mother Theresa?  Don’t we 
all choose how and when to express our light and our darkness?. 

 How does this affect my day-to-day life? 

 When I find myself in the company of someone similar to me, it is easy for me to remember that they are loved 
by God.  Should I not treat someone who is loved by God with love, too? But, what about those difficult 
people?  You know the kind.  Go ahead.  Think of one. 

 Lately, in these highly charged times, when I see a political yard-sign that promotes a purveyor of toxic 
rhetoric, I quickly judge that owner of the yard-sign negatively.  I am not proud of the fact that IF I chose to, I 
could quickly go down the road to hatred.  But, by choice, that is not where I want to go.  What helps bring me 
back to moving toward my aspirational self?  Answer:  my faith that God loves difficult people, too.  Should I 
not treat them with love….or at the very least, not treat them with hate?  Again, should I not love and take care 
of ALL of God’s creation…animals, plants, rocks, water…..my self……Adolph?  Hey Girl, what’s good enough 
for God, is good enough for me. 

I have faith that the Golden Rule is the best way for people to live together.  Jesus, the Buddha, Mohammed, 
the Zoroastrians—Who? the Zoroastrians?!— they and many more have implored people to live by the Golden 
Rule—a chosen life-way.  Treating people with kindness, compassion, fairness, and accountability ripple out 
beyond the person who receives that treatment.  I believe it echoes back to me, too.  I have faith that what 
goes around comes around.  

 When I began my gender transition, I sought you out—you, the White Bear UU congregation—hoping to find a 
safety net.  Gender transition….Kids, don’t try this alone.  Listen to your Aunt Debra.  I know of which I speak. 
At WBUUC, I found MUCH more than a safety net!  You have helped me to discover spiritual parts of my soul 
that I either forgot I had or I never knew existed.  This is the beginning of my Blossoming Period. 

 More than ever before, I am listening to the Great Teachers.  The message from the man, Jesus, tells me that 
we need to take care of each other (love) and treat each other as we would want to be treated.  I know little 
about Islam, but, so far, Mohammed teaches me that demanding justice (fairness) is an act of loving others, an 
act of treating others as we want to be treated.  The Hindus challenge my understanding of what I am made of. 
Am I a small piece of the Creator that has bubbled to the surface to live in the here and now?  If so, am I to 
treat all others—each, small pieces of the Creator—with love and caring?  Speaking of the here and now…I 
have “discovered” the Buddhist aspiration of living in the moment.  Regardless of whether I am nothing more 
than the results of laws of physics OR I am somehow related to That Which Created me, mindful living is 
opening me up to the world I live in. 



 Fellow congregants and friends, for much of my life, I believed that my being transgender was the cause of my 
undoing.  Now, I believe that my being transgender is a gift from The Whatever.  Perhaps it’s even my special 
sauce; my superpower.  

 This I Believe. 

 Thank you for giving me a piece of your time.  

 
MUSIC  
God’s in the Broad - The Limns    
Tired of waiting, wasting life,  
I am a-living what I’m not 
‘cause if you keep on seeking where you are  
Works out you’re only getting’ what you’ve got 
If the truth is pure as water  
While you keep on clinging to that leaking pot 
And if the devil’s in the details, God’s in the broad.  
 
Tired and lonely, sick of feeling afraid 
I close my eyes but I’m not sleepin’, I’m dreaming’  
and I’m wide awake, I’m done with hate 
I’m past procrastinating, going to get off my heels and stand up straight 
I know it’s not my fault 
I’m going to drop it all and fall into myself. 
 
Cause I’m tired of waiting, wasting life,  
I am a-living what I’m not 
‘cause if you keep on seeking where you are  
Works out you’re only getting’ what you’ve got 
If the truth is pure as water  
While you keep on clinging to that leaking pot 
And if the devil’s in the details, God’s in the broad.  
 
The weight of waiting is draggin’ you down 
If you don’t get lost you can never be found 
I’ve gotta turn it around. 
 
And all of this up in my head 
Get up, get up, get myself out of bed. 
It’s been said before that less is more 
But the grass always seems greener on the distant shore 
When it’s pouring rain, my brain is racing 
And I’m just struggling to keep pace 



Breathe out, breathe in, jump this ship and swim 
It’s time to cut that line.  
 
Cause I’m tired of waiting, wasting life,  
I am a-livin’ what I’m not 
‘cause if you keep on seeking where you are  
Works out you’re only getting’ what you’ve got 
If the truth is pure as water  
While you keep on clinging to that leaking pot 
If the devil’s in the details, God’s in the broad.  
 
 
INTRODUCTION OF SPEAKER  
Bob Gagner (Gon yer) has lived in Minnesota all his life. 
With his wife Chris they have two children, two grandsons, and two more grandsons on the way in 2021. 
Bob worked for nonprofit youth organizations for over 40 years and retired from the YMCA 5 years ago. 
His primary role was to direct their camps and conference centers. 
His interests include bicycling, kayaking, snow shoeing, and mountain climbing (which he says has given him 
amazing opportunities to see lots of really pretty things around the world). 
Bob is involved in Theme Circles and is on the Coordinating Team for our Project Home program. 
 
 
THIS I BELIEVE - BOB GAGNER    

   “Good Morning,  I’m Bob Gagner.  I’ve been a member of White Bear Unitarian Universalist Church just 
enough years to have lost track of how many.  I think about 8.  And during those years I have had the 
opportunity to hear other members of our church give their This I Believe presentations. I remember thinking 
how wonderful they were,   and thinking how brave they were to do that. 

   I also remember wondering, ‘What would I say if given the opportunity?’ 

What would I say I Believe? 

   We'll the first two things came to mind pretty quickly. 

When thinking of spirituality,  or religion,  or god,  I Believe: 

‘No One Really Knows,   So Pick A Story That Works For You,   and Go With It’. 

and the second thing was, ‘If You Find a Story That Works for You,   I’m Happy for You!’ 

   Now to go beyond those two, I want to share where I came from, and how I got to what I currently believe. 



   I was raised Catholic. 

I know, I know,      and I learned that the very first service I attended here. 

After the service was over, and I wiped away the tears running down my face (more on that later), I went out to 
the Welcome Counter and asked the very kind volunteer if they had some literature I could have. As they 
gathered some they asked me where I was coming from. I told them I was raised Catholic. They paused, 
smiled, and said, “We have a lot of you here”. 

   Well, I was raised very Catholic.  8 years of Catholic grade school and 5 years as an alter boy. 

(as an aside, I received an accommodation as an alter boy for saving the life of a fellow alter boy, when his hair 
caught on fire  while lighting all those candles.) So if you’re ever worried about lighting the chalice,  or candles 
on a tree,  I’ll be there for you. 

   I was a very good Catholic. I knew all the church rules,  protocols,  and I could pronounce the latin in the 
Mass flawlessly,  even though I had no idea what we were saying. I believe the nuns were grooming me to be 
a priest.  Unbeknownst to them, I had been kissed by a very nice red head at age 5.   No amount of nunnery 
was going to erase that memory. 

  What started to happen as I got older is I started to find things that just didn’t make sense to me. The 
first I remember was the whole thing about the devil. If the devil was an angel that got thrown out of heaven by 
god for doing something bad,  why would they want to hurt the people that disobeyed god’s laws? I would think 
they’d want to gather them together and have a party.  I never raised this question to the nuns because I knew 
questioning never got positively reinforced,   and I knew they carried that ruler in that big sleeve. 

   And I felt terrible for the little children in Africa who hadn’t been found by Missionaries yet that wouldn’t be 
able to go to heaven.  It just didn’t seem right. 

   There were many more things. 

   But the straw that finally broke my Catholic back was in 1970 when I was a Freshman at the University of 
Minnesota. Jack Baker was running for Student Council President. He was a law school student   and brilliant. 
He had great ideas.   I didn't vote for him,   because he was gay. 

   It wan’t long after that   that I became aware that some on my dear friends that I truly respected were gay. 
And I learned from them about orientation rather than choice. And I learned a lot more. 

   I call it my “window shade moment”.  When it hit me.  That the things I had learned from my church,  were 
wrong. 



   Once I had made that acknowledgement, the dominos started to fall.  What else that I believed, was wrong? 
What else had I been taught not to question? 

   I married into the Methodist Church. I hoped that it might be a better fit for me. The people and ministers 
were all very nice, I was very happy for them and what they believed, but there were so many things that I 
just didn’t get.   I stopped going to church. 

   So I embarked on what I called, ‘Being the pastor of the church of Bob’.  I took a little bit of this  and a little bit 
of that  from various theologies that I knew (including some from the catholic church). It was largely a,  ‘Be a 
good guy and try and help others’.  It worked for me. 

   The attendance at the church of Bob was never very good. And the social hour was, honestly, pretty lonely. I 
missed having others to talk to, and learn from. 

   Then I got a fortuitous phone call.  I was working for the YMCA and ran a summer camp and conference and 
retreat center. It was on an island in a lake near Amery. It  was  beautiful!  The person calling needed a site for 
an upcoming conference. They had held their event at Whitewater State Park for a number of years but this 
year the park flooded and they needed a new site quickly. They also shared that I was their thirteenth phone 
call. It wasn’t because the other sites didn’t have room,  but because they were pagans.  Well, the person 
calling didn’t know that they had just called the most progressive camp director in the region   and a person 
who saw themselves as a ‘champion for the misunderstood’.  Well, they held their conference at my camp. 80 
people, for 8 days  a year, for 10 years. 

   They were a very welcoming group, a very open-minded group, a very diverse group (that’s where I learned 
my gender neutral language and became comfortable with the singular they and them), and a very 
willing-to-listen and share group.  I felt a kindred spirit with them. 

   Our conversations were very wide-ranging and thought inspiring.  I became familiar with Humanists and 
Pantheist, poly-diests and non-diests. I was attracted to the Humanist and Pantheist’s profession that, ‘nature 
is my god’.  It felt very comforting to think of god in a nurturing Mother Nature kind of way. 

   I attended a 3-session orientation to learn about the Humanists. I liked their nature-based approach but I 
didn’t fit well with, what I believe to be their philosophy, that when you die - it’s the end.  Nothing more. I 
wanted there to be more,  I wanted a continuation. 

  I then went to the Annual Twin Cities Pagan Conference. Yes, there’s an annual pagan conference, at the 
Double Tree in St. Louis Park,  with 400 people.  The actual definition of a pagan is someone holding religious 
beliefs other that;  christian,  jewish,  or muslim.  So that can be a big group. I attended the 
workshops on Pantheism and was excited to learn about Dual Pantheism, which combined the 
Humanist reverence for the natural world,  with the acknowledgement of a separate energy, not connected to 
the physical. This was sounding much like what I was talking to myself about during my sermons at the church 



of Bob. I was disappointed, though, to learn that Pantheism is a philosophy  and not a group of people that get 
together, at least here. 

   And then, another fortunate moment.  One year, during the pagan retreat at my camp, a participant I had 
gotten to know well and who knew of my ‘searching’ for a church, said, ‘You ought to check out the Unitarians’. 
Well, the only thing I knew about Unitarians was that Garrison Keiller made jokes about them on his Prairie 
Home Companion radio show.  They also told me that, ‘Each Unitarian Church in the Twin Cities has a little 
different personality. I think you would like the one in White Bear.’  

   So the next available Sunday I drove the 27 miles from Coon Rapids to Mahtomedi. I was welcomed by a 
very nice man in a really cool sweater. I sat toward the back in the middle. The people on each side of me said 
hello. I was first impressed with the beautiful wood wall in front   and the big windows looking out at the woods. 
Then came the giant crystal singing bowl. I use a singing bowl for my meditations at home so this was very 
different   in a really good way.  And then, ‘Come in, Come in to this place …’  You know the rest. And before it 
was done my eyes started to well up.  Then pile on readings from Whitman, Thoreau, and I think Dr. Seuss. 
And a sermon that didn’t tell me how to think but gave me thoughts and ideas that would bounce around in my 
head for the next week,   and make we want to come back for more.   And I have.  

   So that’s how I got here, but let me try and summarize what I’ve come to believe from that journey. 

   I believe that the world,  and universe,  exists, and operates within a set of ‘laws of nature’.  Photosynthesis, 
chemical reactions, dna, the relationship between bees and flowers, the reproduction of living things,  and a 
million other things,  are all following consistent systems and processes. and it’s all connected  and works 
together like one   entity. The natural world is amazing!  How the little tendrils on my grape vines keep 
waving around until they find something to grab onto and wrap around, how a seed knows which way is up, 
and how that butterfly knows where Mexico is. I’m always in awe of it’s beauty  and how it functions.  It’s 
an awe that sparks reverence, a reverence that conjures up the feelings in me of what I want god to be.
A provider.   A supporter.   A nurturer. 

   There’s also understanding that nature has its mutations. Little changes that can make something different. 
Mutations that drove,  and drive evolution, or the mutations that can cause a disease or trigger a healing 
process.   And that these mutations are part of nature’s process. I like that it’s random,   without intention. 
I don’t want to believe   that those things are controlled,  or directed. 

   I mentioned earlier that I didn’t like the idea of death, being the end.  I had a wonderful opportunity on a 
mountaineering trek to Everest Base Camp,  to visit Buddhist temples and monasteries, and hear from the 
monks  about their beliefs.  What resonated with me   was their happiness, and certainty, in reincarnation.  It 
planted the seed of possibility in me,  which has grown to be what I want to believe.   I like the idea of my 
energy, after my physical body has ended, to continue on to something else.   Again, and again. 

   And that’s the real beauty in my first belief, ‘That no one really knows, so pick (or create) a story that works 
for you.’  It’s changable!   It’s kind of a statement that dogma  is over-rated.  I’ve expanded that first belief to 



include, ‘We may never know’, and ‘We don’t have to know’.  It’s the mystery that keeps us curious and 
learning. 

   At times, I wish I did know how reincarnation worked. I would love to come back as a cat. To just stretch out 
in the sunbeam, play with a ball of yarn, and nap a lot. I think everyone who lives a hectic life should get one as 
a cat  to rest up. 

  Now I won’t often identify myself as a pagan. It creates too many misguided stereotypes. I’ll proudly identify 
myself as a Unitarian,   because we welcome,  respect,  and nurture all our varied beliefs. 

   And I Believe, it really doesn’t matter what we call ourself, it’s what we DO with what we believe that matters. 

   I Believe that we are all connected   as this natural world.  And that bestows upon us the role and 
responsibility to take care of   US.  All the plants,  all the animals, and all the people, especially those needing 
help.  Do as much as we can in this life,   and then again in the next life,   again, and again,  and again. 

   One of my friends I met in a Theme Circle here once said to me, ‘I’ve never met a pagan before!’  So if you’re 
like them,  now you have! 

Thank You! 

 
MEDITATION    
Bob and Debra – thank you.  For the gift of your stories, and your courage in sharing them, for the gift of your 
lives, shining in the world, we are so grateful.  
 
Let’s join in a spirit of meditation: 
 
Spirit of life and love,  
moving within us as breath and among us as love, 
God of a thousand names and beyond all naming, 
we give thanks today for good companions. 
In pandemic time especially, 
the stories and the voices, the faces on the screen, of beloved friends, 
and family,  
the voices and of the faces of others we don’t know, in person,  
but we greet them as friends of the spirit,  
people of like mind perhaps, but more importantly like heart 
who encourage us every day 
to just keep on, to keep on now, keeping on.  
May we remember in our loneliness, our anxiety, confusion, in moments of despair, 
that we can ask for help, and offer it,  
we can find companions here, and in other spaces,  



and they’ll be glad to see us,  
for we’re in this loneliness together 
and together we will make it through.  
 
We hold in our hearts today those who are sick, with Covid-19 and other illnesses of body, mind and spirit, and 
we hold the caregivers, and those who’s beloved ones are far away, or quarantined. 
  
Into the silence here and out of it, I invite you to speak the names of those you’re holding in your heart today, 
trusting that somehow across the distance of these screens, these names and your prayers will be heard.  
 
SILENCE 
 
For the gift of this day, we give thanks.  
AMEN  
 
CLOSING HYMN       Keep on Moving Forward  
We’re gonna keep on moving forward,  
gonna keep on moving forward,  
gonna keep on moving forward 
Never turning back, never turning back.   
 
We’re gonna keep on singing loudly,  
gonna keep on singing loudly,  
gonna keep on singing loudly 
Never turning back, never turning back.  
 
We’re gonna reach across our borders,  
gonna reach across our borders,  
gonna reach across our borders 
Never turning back, never turning back.  
 
We’re gonna teach our children courage,  
gonna teach our children courage,  
gonna teach our children courage 
Never turning back, never turning back.  
 
We’re gonna keep on moving forward,  
gonna keep on moving forward,  
gonna keep on moving forward 
Never turning back, never turning back.  
 
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.  
 
Immediately after today's service, Rev. Jack and Rev. Sara will be hosting a 15-minute Newcomer Orientation 
for anyone who is somewhat new to our congregation. Whether you've been coming for a while or this is your 
first Sunday, please join them with your questions and curiosities. The link for the Zoom room will be in the 
chat box.  
 
We are sending love to you from all of our locations. Stay well and stay connected, everyone. So be it. See to 
it.  Amen.  
  
POSTLUDE    
  
 


