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____________________________________________________ 
 
PRELUDE MUSIC 
Come Into This Place of Peace   
Come into this place of peace, and let its silence heal your spirit 
Come into this place of memory, and let its history warm your soul 
Come into this place of power, and let its vision change your heart.  
 
There Will Always Be Singing (Linda Hirschhorn; Text, Bertol Brecht) Harmonia 
"In these hard times, there will always be singing; always be singing in these hard times" 
 
Hold On (James McCoy) Poor People's Campaign Moral Voices Choir VIDEO 
Hold on just a little while longer 
Hold on a little while longer 
Hold on 
Just a little while longer 
Everything is gonna be alright 
Pray on just a little while longer 
Pray on a little while longer 
Pray on 
Just a little while longer 
Everything is gonna be alright 
Fight on just a little while longer 
Fight on a little while longer 
Fight on 
Just a little while longer 
Everything is gonna be alright 
Run on just a little while longer 
Run on, yes 
Little while longer 
Run on 
Just a little while longer 
Everything is gonna be alright 
Why don't you hold on just a little while longer 
Hold on a little while longer 
Hold on 
Little while longer 
Everything is gonna be alright 
Why don't you hold on just a little while longer 
Hold on a little while longer 
Hold on 
Little while longer 



Everything is gonna be alright 
I tell you everything is gonna be alright 
I tell you everything 
Is gonna be alright 
 
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, Rev. Jack Gaede, Rev. Sara Goodman, Anne and 
Trygve Galloway-Egge, supported by Amy Peterson Derrick. Music today is from Carol Caouette, Craig 
Hansen, and the Choir, directed by Thaxter Cunio. 
 
If you are newer to the congregation or visiting today, please stop by our Newcomer Orientation right after 
the service. The link is in the chat box. Today, also after the service, but at 11:15, please 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.  
 
Welcome to our church.  Together, we grow our souls and serve the world in love.  
 
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.  
  
Anne Galloway-Egge and Trygve Egge will light the chalice. 
  
LIGHTING THE CHALICE   Anne Galloway-Egge and Trygve Egge  
 
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     There is More Love Somewhere (African American Spiritual) Charlotte's Web 
There is more Love somewhere, there is more Love somewhere 
I'm gonna keep on 'til I find it, there is more Love somewhere.  
 
There is more Hope somewhere, there is more Hope somewhere 
I'm gonna keep on 'til I find it, there is more Hope somewhere.  
 
There is more Peace somewhere, there is more Peace somewhere 
I'm gonna keep on 'til I find it, there is more Peace somewhere.  
 
There is more Joy somewhere, there is more Joy somewhere 
I'm gonna keep on 'til I find it, there is more Joy somewhere.  
 
STORY - Nico Van Ostrand 
This morning’s story originally appeared in Intrigues of the Warring States by Confucian scholar Liu Xiang. 
Today’s telling is based on The Fox Borrows the Tiger’s Power, retold by Sarah Conover and Chen Hui in 
Harmony: A Treasury of Chinese Wisdom for Children and Parents. This may also remind you of a story 
from a children’s book called The Gruffalo by Julia Donaldson. 
 
One day in the forest, a tiger caught a fox to eat for lunch. “Stop!” said the fox. “You can’t eat me! I was 
sent by heaven to rule the animals.” 
 
“What??” said the tiger. “That can’t be true. I’m hungry, and I am going to eat you.” 
 
“You don’t believe me?” said the fox. “I can prove it to you. Follow me through the forest. You’ll see that all 
the other animals are afraid of me because they know I was sent by heaven to be their ruler.” 
 
The tiger agreed and followed the fox as it walked through the forest. They came upon a mouse, who 
squeaked in fright and ran away. “See?” said the fox. 
 
“Oh please,” said the tiger. “Mice are afraid of everything. This doesn’t prove you were sent from heaven!” 
 
They continued through the forest until they came upon an owl, who took one look and flew off as fast as 
she could. “Hmm,” said the tiger. “Owls are usually pretty brave. But I’m still suspicious.” 
 
Finally, the pair came upon a giant snake who hissed at them loudly but turned and slithered into the 
bushes without comment. 
 
“Wow, I guess you were telling the truth,” said the tiger, not realizing that the other animals were actually 
afraid of him, not the fox. So he let the fox go free, and continued his search for lunch with a very empty 
tummy. 
 



Eastern philosophies say the fox is a bad guy who lied to the other animals and tricked the tiger. But 
Western cultures think of the fox as a clever, admirable creature who outsmarted the tiger in order to get 
out of a sticky situation. 
 
I wonder what you think -- or perhaps it is not okay to take advantage of others’ courage, using it to harm 
others… but maybe it’s okay to count on our loved ones for extra courage when ours alone is not enough. 
 
 
MEDITATION - Rev. Jack Gaede 
 
Please join me in a spirit of prayer and meditation.  
 
Spirit of Life, Spirit of Love, Spirit of Mystery and Wonder, we are standing on a precipice right now, and we 
are looking for guidance and wisdom. This year has come grinding to a halt, but we are still in a holding 
pattern. People have begun to get the vaccine, but it will be a slow rollout. We are still in the midst of a 
pandemic. Election season has come to an end, but we are still waiting for inauguration. Uncertainty and 
disinformation continue. Another black man was killed by the police, and we are waiting for answers. Our 
community is hurting and scared. We know that Black lives matter, and we long for liberation and justice. 
We long for a world where safety and equity co-exist and all people--regardless of immigration status, race, 
gender expression, or political affiliation--can survive and thrive. We long for freedom, and we believe in 
freedom. And we will not rest until it comes for all.  
 
In this moment, on this very edge of newness, we pray for wisdom, we call on our ancestors, we dig deep 
into the knowledge that is in our very bones. We are a resilient people--we know how to collaborate and 
cooperate and survive. We know the importance of noticing our emotions, naming our intentions, honoring 
our histories, celebrating our joys and mourning our sorrows. In this moment--on this bright and clear 
morning, we hold in our hearts the prayers and hopes for 2021--for ourselves, for our families, for our 
communities, for our nation, and for our world. From out of the stillness or the chaos of your own 
surroundings--whether they are quiet or loud, please take a moment with me this morning to name these 
prayers out loud.  
 
Knowing that in one hand, we can hold our own prayers, and with our other hand, we can hold each 
other’s. Knowing that our community can hold all of these prayers and all of these hopes--we say amen 
and may it be so.  
 
OFFERING  - Nicolet Lyon  
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!  Send a text or 
send us a check - we’re all in this together! 
 
OFFERTORY    Present Moment, Wonderful Moment (Thaxter Cunio) WBUUC Choir 
  
 



READINGS  
 
This terrible year taught me something about hope - By Monica Hesse 
 
“I am not a superstitious person. I don’t believe that good things always come to those who 
deserve them. I believe that stories regularly have sad endings and that it’s often nobody’s fault 
when they do, and that we should tell more stories with sad endings so that people who 
experience them know that they’re not alone. 
But 2020 has taught me that I am, for better or worse, someone who wants to hope for things. 
To believe in the people who developed vaccines. In the people who administered them. In 
Sandra Lindsay [the first American televised receiving it.] In the people who delivered groceries, 
who sewed masks, who have long cursed America’s imperfect systems and long fought to 
change them, who still donate $10 to a sick teacher’s GoFundMe. 
… 
And yet there we all are together, searching for signs of life, hoping that whatever we emerge to 
can be better than what we had before, and that whatever we build will become our new 
legacy.” 
 
Utterance of the Timeless Word By Angela Herrera 
You bring yourself before the sacred, 
before the holy, 
before what is ultimate and bigger than your lone life 
bigger than your worries 
bigger than your money problems 
bigger than the fight you had with your sister and your aches and pains 
bigger, even, than your whole being, your self who is 
part of 
and trapped within 
and blessed with 
a body  
that does what you want 
and doesn’t do what you want 
and wants all the wrong things 
and wants all the right things... 
 
You stand at the edge of mystery, 
at the edge of the deep, 
with the light streaming at you, 
and you can’t hide anything—not even from yourself, 
when you stand there like that, 
and then...what? 
 
Maybe you call your pastor and say, 
What is this? 



What am I looking at? 
What do I do? 
And your pastor comes and stands at the edge with you 
and looks over. 
She can’t hide anything either, she thinks, 
not even the fact that she doesn’t know the answer to your question, 
and she wonders if you can tell. 
She thinks of all the generations who’ve come there before you 
and cast words out ¬toward the source of that light, 
wanting to name it. 
Somehow, she thinks to herself, the names stayed tethered to the aging world and got old 
while the light remains timeless and burns without dimming. 
 
Meanwhile, 
the armful of worries you brought to the edge of mystery 
have fluttered to your feet. 
Unobscured by these, you shine back, light emanating unto light. 
You, with your broken heart and your seeking, 
you are the utterance of the timeless word. 
The name of the Holy is pronounced 
through your being. 
 
The Healing That Comes by Jan Richardson 
 
I know how long 
you have been waiting 
for your story to take 
a different turn, 
how far 
you have gone in search 
of what will mend you 
and make you whole. 
 
I bear no remedy, 
no cure, 
no miracle 
for the easing 
of your pain. 
 
But I know 
the medicine 
that lives in a story 
that has been 
broken open. 



 
I know 
the healing that comes 
in ceasing 
to hide ourselves away 
with fingers clutched 
around the fragments 
we think are 
none but ours. 
 
See how they fit together, 
these shards 
we have been carrying— 
how in their meeting 
they make a way 
we could not 
find alone. 

 
MUSIC Winter's Moon - Mary Duncan, piano   
 
SERMON       Courageous Hearts (Rev. Sara Goodman) 
 
I admit, I haven’t quite accepted that it’s a new year yet. As I wrote the date on the top of my page to 
prepare for the service, my heart said “that can’t be right.” 2021 feels like a strange number in my mouth – 
and my brain has yet to accept the change. If I wrote checks anymore, I would be writing 2020 on all of 
them. 
So many of us wanted to flip 2020 the bird on its way out the door, as if we could take a little revenge for 
the suffering it brought to so many. It has been so easy to demonize the year that there have been memes, 
commercials, running jokes doing just that. And yet, 2020 was a year full of love, and creativity, marriages 
and births, milestones and special birthdays. Two of the last five years were awful, and both of those years 
brought my babies into the world. Life continues even if the year is a dumpster fire. 
Still a little of me is holding on to the old year. Clinging to something that I at least understand, or at least 
pretend to understand. I am ready to be done with the old year. But I’m not sure yet how to embrace the 
new one, with all of its unknowns. My heart is still fragile – trust is hard to come by, and hope is calling my 
name from the other room. Like my child calling through the door – I know you’re there, Hope, I am just not 
ready to pick you up yet. 
There is no way to know for sure if this year will get better or stay the same, or UGH: get worse. And our 
theme for January is calling me, like hope, from the other room. Courage the practice of leading from the 
heart. It’s mine if I can just answer that call. It’s ours, if we can just answer that call. Can we turn to face the 
new year, the new world, and find the courage to let the heart lead us on? 
I don’t know yet, how do you face into the wind – spread your arms wide and let the air current drag you 
along? 



The big question I need to understand is: How do we heal our broken hearts? Our hearts are bruised and 
beat up from a year of catastrophe, and we want to embrace this new start, but how do we find the courage 
to lead from the heart, when our hearts are broken? 
“I know how long 
you have been waiting 
for your story to take 
a different turn,  [says the poet] 
[I know] how far 
you have gone in search 
of what will mend you 
and make you whole. 
 
I bear no remedy, 
no cure, 
no miracle 
for the easing 
of your pain.” 
 
I, like Jan Richardson who wrote these words, I don’t have a cure for the broken heart -  
 
“But I know [she says: I know] 
the medicine 
that lives in a story 
that has been 
broken open. 
 
I know 
the healing that comes 
in ceasing 
to hide ourselves away 
with fingers clutched 
around the fragments 
we think are 
none but ours. 
 
See how they fit together, 
these shards 
we have been carrying— 
how in their meeting 
they make a way 
we could not 
find alone.” 
 



So how do we heal our broken hearts? For me, it comes down to three things: Feel the feelings. Ask For 
help. Move Forward. 
Feel the feelings. Admit  that you are having feelings, and then feel them. Don’t ignore them or they will 
make themselves known, but don’t wallow either. Break it open. Feel really terrible for a while, learn why 
you feel that way, and work to let it go. This first thing sounds really simple – Feel your feelings. But as 
many of you know from personal experience, feeling bad is no fun, and so we try to avoid it. Unfortunately, 
expressing feelings is the only way to clear them from our system. Have a tantrum, cry as much as you 
can, break things (safely, please). You will feel better after. 
Second, don’t do this alone. You are not the only person in the world feeling what you are feeling. You are 
not alone. Find someone or even better a community of people to support you, people who even if they 
don’t exactly understand what you are going through want to be there for you. Who want to listen to you 
gripe and complain and weep and laugh at yourself. Find people who will call you up, who will make you 
food, who will tell you jokes and give you the space you need to do a little more than survive each day. Find 
folks who will remind you that you are alive and if not whole, at least you are holy in your brokenness.  
(REMEMBER THIS ALWAYS: You are HOLY in your Brokenness.) 
And probably the hardest thing, especially for people who enjoy controlling their lives: Move forward. Move 
forward even when the path isn’t clear. Move forward following your heart, even when you find the voice of 
hope and courage is hard to hear. Listen for the faint, still, small voice and move in that direction.  
 
UU Minister and Poet, Angela Herrera invites you to 
“…bring yourself before the sacred, 
before the holy, 
before what is ultimate and bigger than your lone life 
bigger than your worries … 
bigger, even, than your whole being, ... 
You stand at the edge of mystery, 
at the edge of the deep, 
with the light streaming at you, 
and you can’t hide anything—not even from yourself, 
when you stand there like that, 
and then...what? 
… the light remains timeless and burns without dimming. 
Meanwhile, 
the armful of worries you brought to the edge of mystery 
have fluttered to your feet. 
Unobscured by these, you shine back, light emanating unto light. 
You, with your broken heart and your seeking, 
you are the utterance of the timeless word. 
The name of the Holy is pronounced 
through your being. 
 
Can we find the courage to stop at the edge of a precipice and bare our souls to the light that shines there? 
Can we arrive at the “edge of mystery” together, gazing upon the light with no name and release “the 
armful of worries” we dragged with us that whole way, and shine our light right back?  



What happens when we find that our mysterious, seeking, broken hearts met with eternal love? When we 
arrive at that edge of wonder, we will find that we are the name of the holy, the beloved, the light that 
shines eternal. We are the utterance of the timeless word. 
How can we not be courageous then? 
In the words of Columnist, Monica Hesse  “… 2020 has taught me that I am, for better or worse, someone 
who wants to hope for things. To believe in the people ... 
And … here we all are together, searching for signs of life, hoping that whatever we emerge to can be 
better than what we had before, and that whatever we build will become our new legacy.” 
As we rise to meet 2021, and whatever it has to offer us, I will share my fragile hope that in this year we will 
be able to be together again. I long for hugs and handshakes, for shared laughter and the warmth of a 
steading hand on my shoulder. I know you do too. 
I want to share with you this beautiful song by the talented musician - Siri Undlin Also Known As Humbird, 
who you will see singing the song in her home in the video - On the Day We Are Together Again – please 
enjoy her gift to us all. 
 
On the Day We Are Together Again 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xSA4vF2qc3Q&fbclid=IwAR27N5inUFKGH9LMh8BiTOLZr0EvVQ
ZunVG1TYXwvTHKWLBQDgzXq94-sHw  
On the Day We Are Together Again I will pull you in close like a hoop with no end. 
We will share the same table again. I'll pass you the salt, the candlelight will bend. 
We will walk around the block hand in hand.  We'll stop for a snack at the taco truck stand. 
Someday we will go back to work. May we be among people who respect our worth. 
I will help the strangers I meet. It is possible to get back on our feet. 
I will write you a letter for now. Hope is a message that survives somehow.  
To the healers who keep us alive, a toast to your courage, knowledge and light. 
And the ones who we love who are gone. We remember the stories, we sing the songs. 
And on the day we are together again, I will pull you in close like a hoop with no end. 
 
CLOSING WORDS    -  Nicollet   
May peace dwell within our hearts, and understanding in our minds 
May courage steel our will, and love of truth forever guide us. 
The hymn is Gonna Keep On Moving Forward 
 
HYMN     Gonna Keep On Moving Forward (Pat Humphries, Emma's Revolution) led by Carol Caouette 
Gonna keep on movin' forward, gonna' keep on movin' forward 
Gonna keep on movin' forward, never turnin' back, never turnin' back. 
 
Gonna keep on singin' loudly, gonna' keep on singin' loudly 
Gonna keep on singin' loudly, never turnin' back, never turnin' back. 
 
Gonna reach across our borders, gonna' reach across our borders 
Gonna reach across our borders, never turnin' back, never turnin' back. 
 
Gonna teach our children courage, gonna' teach our children courage 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xSA4vF2qc3Q&fbclid=IwAR27N5inUFKGH9LMh8BiTOLZr0EvVQZunVG1TYXwvTHKWLBQDgzXq94-sHw
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xSA4vF2qc3Q&fbclid=IwAR27N5inUFKGH9LMh8BiTOLZr0EvVQZunVG1TYXwvTHKWLBQDgzXq94-sHw


Gonna teach our children courage, never turnin' back, never turnin' back. 
 
Gonna keep on movin' forward, gonna' keep on movin' forward 
Gonna keep on movin' forward, never turnin' back, never turnin' back. 
  
FAREWELL                           Sara    
Friends, thank you for joining us.  Watch for the Enews on Mondays and Thursdays for news about 
gatherings, programs and services and be sure to connect with us on Wednesday nights for our 
Wednesday Soulwork program.  
 
At 11:15 join us for Cyber Social Hour. It’s actually just half an hour of easy conversation in small groups 
with friends old and new. And if you are a newcomer or just interested in learning more, join me just after 
this for Newcomer Orientation - the link is in the chat box. 
 
We’re sending love to you today from Maple Street and all of our locations. 
Farewell, and stay well, friends, from all of us. So be it. See to it.  Amen.    
 
POSTLUDE      Guide My Feet (African American Spiritual) Charlotte's Web 
Guide my feet while I run this race, 
guide my feet while I run this race, 
guide my feet while I run this race, 
for I don't want to run this race in vain! 
 
Hold my hand while I run this race, 
hold my hand while I run this race, 
hold my hand while I run this race, 
for I don't want to run this race in vain! 
 
Stand by me while I run this race, 
stand by me while I run this race, 
stand by me while I run this race, 
for I don't want to run this race in vain! 
 
Guide my feet while I run this race, 
guide my feet while I run this race, 
guide my feet while I run this race, 
for I don't want to run this race in vain! 

 


