
Full Text of the Service at White Bear Unitarian Universalist Church  
Sunday, December 27, 2020 

____________________________________________________ 
 
PRELUDE MUSIC   
Darkness Cover Me (Sara Thomsen & Paula Pedersen) Harmonia  
Darkness cover me like a blanket of night 
Oh, cover me lightly.  
Shadows gather around me,  
Deepening darkness whispering softly.  
Holy maker of moonlight 
Singing through starlight 
Keeper of all life 
Hidden seed deep in the dark soil of the earth.  
Fertile ground, Womb of the night, bring us new birth. 
 
WELCOME     
Good morning, and welcome everyone, to White Bear Unitarian Universalist Church. I am Loden Croll, 
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. Our mission is to grow our souls, and serve 
the world, in love.  
 
Service participants today include Rev. Sara Goodman, Kristin Daniels, Jon North, Kathleen Keating, Mark 
King, Gloria Ferguson, Rev. Jack Gaede, and the Bassett Family, supported by Amy Peterson Derrick and 
Erin Scott. Music today is from Carol Caoeutte, Barbara McAfee, Craig Hansen, Peter Mayer, and 
Harmonia. 
 
Today, after the service at 11:15, we hope that you will join us for Cyber Social Hour.  It’s a fun way to meet 
others, see old friends, and share a little conversation in small facilitated groups. We’ll put the Zoom link 
and easy instructions in the chat box.  
 
We’re glad you’re here! Welcome to our church.  
 
CALL TO WORSHIP  (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.  
  
Jon North will light the chalice.   
 
LIGHTING THE CHALICE      Jon North      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. 
  
Our opening hymn is Loosen, Loosen, and we will be playing a clip of our congregation singing it together 
from December of 2019. From a different time, from one full year ago, from a moment in time that was one 
revolution around the sun in the past. The invitation here is to close your eyes and imagine that time. 
Imagine being in the sanctuary and singing this song together. Feeling the vibrations and hearing the 
harmonies. This song is perfect to be sung in the round, so once you get comfortable with it, feel free to 
sing it round and learn its entire shape.  
  
HYMN   
Loosen, Loosen (Aly Halpert) 
Loosen, loosen, baby 
You don’t have to carry  
The weight of the world on your muscles and bones 
Let go, let go, let go.  
 
Holy breath and holy name 
Will you ease, will you ease this pain.  
 
POEM 

In Celebration of the Winter Solstice by Stephanie Noble 

Do not be afraid of the darkness. 
Dark is the rich fertile earth 
that cradles the seed, nourishing growth. 
Dark is the soft night that cradles us to rest. 
Only in darkness 
can stars shine across the vastness of space. 
Only in darkness 
is the moon's dance so clear. 
There is mystery woven in the dark quiet hours. 
There is magic in the darkness. 



 
Do not be afraid. 
We are born of this magic. 
It fills our dreams 
that root, unravel and reweave themselves 
in the shelter of the deep dark night. 
The dark has its own hue, 
its own resonance, its own breath. 
It fills our soul, 
not with despair, but with promise. 
Dark is the gestation of our deep and knowing self. 
Dark is the cave where we rest and renew our soul. 
We are born of the darkness, 
and each night we return 
to the deep moist womb of our beginnings. 
 
Do not be afraid of the darkness, 
for in the depth of that very darkness 
comes a first glimpse of our own light, 
the pure inner light of love and knowing. 
As it glows and grows, the darkness recedes. 
As we shed our light, we shed our fear, 
and revel in the wonder of all that is revealed. 
 
So, do not rush the coming of the sun. 
Do not crave the lengthening of the day. 
Celebrate the darkness. 
Here and now. A time of richness. A time of joy. 

 
MEDITATION - Rev. Sara Goodman 
 
POEM 

Remember by Joy Harjo 
Remember the sky that you were born under, 
know each of the star's stories. 
Remember the moon, know who she is. 
Remember the sun's birth at dawn, that is the 
strongest point of time. Remember sundown 
and the giving away to night. 
Remember your birth, how your mother struggled 
to give you form and breath. You are evidence of 
her life, and her mother's, and hers. 



Remember your father. He is your life, also. 
Remember the earth whose skin you are: 
red earth, black earth, yellow earth, white earth 
brown earth, we are earth. 
Remember the plants, trees, animal life who all have their 
tribes, their families, their histories, too. Talk to them, 
listen to them. They are alive poems. 
Remember the wind. Remember her voice. She knows the 
origin of this universe. 
Remember you are all people and all people  
are you. 
Remember you are this universe and this  
universe is you. 
Remember all is in motion, is growing, is you. 
Remember language comes from this. 
Remember the dance language is, that life is.  
Remember. 

 
MUSIC 
Chant (Barbara McAfee) 
When you were born you cried 
And the world rejoiced 
Live your life so that when you die 
The world cries and you rejoice.  
 
POEM  The Facts of Life 

The Facts of Life by Padraig O’Tuama 
That you were born 
and you will die. 
 
That you will sometimes love enough 
and sometimes not. 
 
That you will lie 
if only to yourself. 
 
That you will get tired. 
 
That you will learn most from the situations 
you did not choose. 
 
That there will be some things that move you 
more than you can say. 



 
That you will live 
that you must be loved. 
 
That you will avoid questions most urgently in need of 
your attention. 
 
That you began as the fusion of a sperm and an egg 
of two people who once were strangers 
and may well still be. 
 
That life isn’t fair. 
That life is sometimes good 
and sometimes better than good. 
 
That life is often not so good. 
 
That life is real 
and if you can survive it, well, 
survive it well 
with love 
and art 
and meaning given 
where meaning’s scarce. 
 
That you will learn to live with regret. 
That you will learn to live with respect. 
 
That the structures that constrict you 
may not be permanently constricting. 
 
That you will probably be okay. 
 
That you must accept change 
before you die 
but you will die anyway. 
 
So you might as well live 
and you might as well love. 
You might as well love. 
You might as well love. 

 
 
MUSIC Elegaic 



 
STORY - Bassetts and Kathleen 
 
The Mish-Mash Heart 
By Lynn Ungar 

Recently at an event at a Unitarian Universalist congregation, everyone was encouraged to 
create a heart. They were given some construction paper and some glue and some markers 
to design their heart. Emily worked diligently to create the most perfect, beautiful heart she 
could. It even had glitter in the shape of diamonds all around the outside. 

As she was helping to clean up, she noticed the heart of one woman who was around the 
same age as her grandmother sitting at a nearby table. It was a mish-mash mess of odd 
colors. Many of its pieces had been ripped and torn and glued any which way. Parts of it 
were wrinkled and crinkled and there was even a little hole in it! 

Thinking there was something wrong, Emily offered to help the woman fix her heart. But the 
woman merely smiled and explained that there was nothing wrong with her heart; it merely 
revealed all the things which had happened to her in her life. She said there were happy 
times here: the beautiful colors and designs represented when she first met her husband, 
their wedding and the birth of each of their three children. There were other beautiful parts, 
too, which stood for watching her children taking their first steps on their own, riding a bike 
for the first time and graduating from college. 

"But what about all the rips and tears and wrinkles?" Emily asked. "Why are they there?" 

These were for the sad times in her life, the woman explained. The time her best friend was 
stricken with measles, the time someone lied or did something to hurt her feelings and the 
hole was left when her husband died. "In fact, every time a person comes into my life that I 
care about," she explained, "they take a piece of my heart with them." 

This was distressing to Emily, thinking of the woman having to give part of her heart away to 
others. "But what happens if you give it all away?" she asked. "You'll be left with nothing." 

"No, I won't," the woman responded with a smile. "Because you see, they give me a piece of 
theirs as well." 

Emily looked down at her beautiful, perfect heart with the glitter and the designs she worked 
so hard to make. Then she looked again at the woman's heart with the jagged colors, rips 
and wrinkles. At that moment, Emily ripped a piece off of her perfect heart and handed it to 
the woman. 



"Thank you," the woman said as she placed it with her mish-mash heart and tore off a piece 
to hand to Emily. 

MUSIC Interlude Davis 
 
POEM i am running into a new year  

i am running into a new year by Lucille Clifton 
i am running into a new year 
and the old years blow back 
like a wind 
that i catch in my hair 
like strong fingers like 
all my old promises and 
it will be hard to let go 
of what i said to myself 
about myself 
when i was sixteen and 
twentysix and thirtysix 
even thirtysix but 
i am running into a new year 
and i beg what i love and 
i leave to forgive me 

 
OFFERING 
To sustain our online programming, Sunday services, pastoral care, and our work in the wider world toward 
justice and equity, your church needs your financial support.  Please be generous today!  Click on the link, 
or send us a check - we’re all in this together!  
 
OFFERTORY Interlude III  
 
POEM - What’s Not to Love  

What’s Not to Love by Brendan Constantine 
about a broken bowl, 
now two half-bowls, 
 
still ready to hold 
what they can, even 
 
if that’s nothing 
 
What’s not to love 
about weeds and weeds 



 
and weeds that crowd 
the yard, and thrive 
 
amazingly on the same 
nothing 
... 
 
What’s not to love 
 
about the dying heart 
with its four dark rooms 
 
full of grass and broken 
china, a sheeted piano 
 
about to play 
What’s not to love 
 
about a sonata played 
by a lonely child 
 
who would rather do 
anything else, 
 
sleep in a garden 
or pull up the flowers 
… 
 
What’s not to love 
 
about reading aloud 
to someone fast asleep, 
 
about not stopping, 
not even when 
 
a bowl slides from the bed 
and crashes 
 
like a bell in water 

 
MUSIC  
“Japanese Bowl” (Peter Mayer) 



I'm like one of those Japanese bowls 
That were made long ago 
I have some cracks in me 
They have been filled with gold  
 
That's what they used back then 
When they had a bowl to mend 
It did not hide the cracks 
It made them shine instead 
 
So now every old scar shows 
From every time I broke 
And anyone's eyes can see 
I'm not what I used to be 
 
But in a collector's mind 
All of these jagged lines 
Make me more beautiful 
And worth a higher price 
 
I'm like one of those Japanese bowls 
I was made long ago 
I have some cracks you can see 
See how they shine of gold. 
 
 

HOMILY   JACK  
 
 
 
Please join me in our closing hymn: All This Joy 
 
HYMN  
All This Joy (John Denver) - Carol Caouette 
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, please go to our website and 
sign up! This is the best way - and the only way - to find out what’s going on at church. We know your inbox 
is flooded with email right now. We promise that the eNews will be brief and crystal clear.  
 
Take some time to get outside today--no matter what the forecast says. Don’t forget that always-important 
mantra… “The Weather Is Always Perfect.”  
 
At 11:15, please join us on Zoom for Cyber Social Hour. It’s actually just half an hour of easy conversation 
in small groups with friends old and new. We’d love to have you, and the final slide will have more 
information for you.  
 
We are sending love to you today from our various locations across the metro area: St. Paul, Stillwater, 
White Bear Lake, Shoreview, and Minneapolis. 
 
Farewell, friends, and stay well. 2021 is upon us. Stay connected and stay resilient. May it be so, and make 
it so. Amen.    
 
POSTLUDE  
“Keep Going On” Song (The Bengsons) 
This is the keep going keep going keep going keep going on 
Keep going on song 
This is the keep going keep going keep going keep going on 
Keep going on song 
 
Heyheyayay 
I am Abigail, and this is Shaun 
And we’re so glad that you’ve turned this on 
And welcomed us into your home and 
You are welcome into our home 
We’re in Dayton Ohio-oooooh {Dayton Ohio} 
In Shaun’s parents’ house. {My parents’ house} 



Shaun’s parent’s house 
We’re in Louisville when the shit 
Hit 
And we packed our three year old into a car 
And we drove kinda far 
And we drove here 
And we are so lucky and blessed to be safely here 
And we thought we’d be here for like ten days, tops! 
{What did we know?} What did we know? 
{What did we know?} What did we know? 
We thought we knew a lot 
We thought we knew a lot 
 
Woooo! Keep going on song 
This is the keep going keep going keep going on 
Keep going on song 
This is the keep going keep going keep going on 
Keep going on song 
 
And we’ve been mostly healthy 
We’ve been okay. Are you okay? 
Are you alright? Are you okay? 
Are you alright? Are you okay? 
I hope your body is whole tonight 
And if your heart is breaking 
I hope it’s breaking open 
And if your breath is shaking 
I hope it’s shaking though 
And I hope that you’ve watched a lot of 
Really great television 
Like, a lot of it! 
And I hope that you find a hand lotion that 
Actually makes your skin feel better 
And I hope that you have enough to eat 
Hope you’re getting enough sleep 
And I hope you have enough good company 
Or enough good memories 
To last you a long time 
 
{Keep going refrain background } 
Keep going keep going keep going on 



Keep going on song 
We sing the keep going keep going keep going keep going on 
Keep going on song 
 
Let’s bring some joy into the room. Why not? 
We could try it. We could try it 
Or some rage 
And some grief 
And relief 
Oohoo-woah I hold my rage 
I pray my rage is a fire 
That cleans my mind out 
And makes me ready to listen 
I pray my pain is a river 
That flows to the ocean 
That connects my pain to yours 
And I pray I pray my happiness like pollen 
That flies to you and pollenates your joy oh boy 
Oh boy is that possible? 
I don’t know I don’t know 
We are making this up as we go 
We have to make this up as we go 
The keep going song 
The keep going on song 
Oh we’re making it up 
We’re making it up as we go 
 
Keep going keep going keep going on 
Keep going on song 
 
And I pray 
When we meet again 
That the world has changed 
Into the world that we are imaging now together 
And I pray that the world has become 
The world that we’re planting inside of ourselves 
For each other 
For our ancestors 
And for our kids 
Oo-oo-oh 
 



And we’re going to start 
We’re going to start 
This is a rough beginning 
That’s all I’ve got 
Is a rough beginning 
To offer you 
We’re going to start by singing some songs 
In this tiny space together 
We’re just going to sing some songs for you 
And we hope that when you hear them 
You will feel a little bit less alone 
And we will feel a little bit less alone 
In the work 
And in the hurt 
And we will be together tonight somehow 
Whenever this is 
Wherever this is 
We will be together tonight 
 
For the 
Keep going keep going keep going on 
Keep going on song 
This is the 
Keep going keep going keep going on 
Keep going on song 
 




