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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.     
  

This   is   My   Song   (Finlandia)   
This   is   my   song,   O   God   of   all   the   nations,   
a   song   of   peace   for   lands   afar   and   mine.   
This   is   my   home,   the   country   where   my   heart   is;   
here   are   my   hopes,   my   dreams,   my   holy   shrine;   
but   other   hearts   in   other   lands   are   beating   
with   hopes   and   dreams   as   true   and   high   as   mine.   
  

My   country’s   skies   are   bluer   than   the   ocean,   
and   sunlight   beams   on   cloverleaf   and   pine;   
but   other   lands   have   sunlight   too,   and   clover,   
and   skies   are   everywhere   as   blue   as   mine.   
O   hear   my   song,   thou   God   of   all   the   nations,   
a   song   of   peace   for   their   land   and   for   mine.   

  
GIVING   VOICE   TO   THE   SPIRIT   
Bells   of   Norwich  
Loud   are   the   bells   of   Norwich,   the   people   come   and   go;   
Here   by   the   tow’r   of   Julian   I   tell   them   what   I   know.   
Ring   out   the   bells   of   Norwich,   let   the   winter   come   and   go.   
All   shall   be   well   again,   I   know.     
  

Love   like   the   yellow   daffodil,   the   flower   in   the   snow;   
Love   like   the   yellow   daffodil,   is   lord   of   all   I   know.     
Ring   out   the   bells   of   Norwich,   let   the   winter   come   and   go.   
All   shall   be   well   again,   I   know.     
  

Ring   for   the   yellow   daffodil,   the   flower   in   the   snow;     
Ring   for   the   yellow   daffodil,   and   tell   them   what   I   know.     
Ring   out   the   bells   of   Norwich,   let   the   winter   come   and   go.   
All   shall   be   well   again,   I   know.     
  

Loud   are   the   bells   of   Norwich,   the   people   come   and   go;   
Here   by   the   tow’r   of   Julian   I   tell   them   what   I   know.   
All   shall   be   well,   I’m   telling   you,   let   the   winter   come   and   go.     
All   shall   be   well   again,   I   know.     
  



You   Can’t   Steal   My   Shine     
You   can’t   steal,   you   can’t   steal,   you   can’t   steal   my   shine   
Whoa   I   shine   too   bright   
Whoa   I   shine   too   bright   
You   can’t   dim   my   light.     
  

Like   a   thief   in   the   night,   oh   you   come   
Like   a   thief   in   the   night,   oh   you   come   
No   darkness   in   hell   can   steal   my   light   
No   you   can’t   steal   my   shine.     
  

Like   a   star   in   the   sky,   I   shine   
Like   a   star   in   the   sky,   I   shine.     
The   darker   the   night,   the   brighter   the   light   
You   can’t   steal   my   shine.     
  

WELCOME          
Good   morning,   and   welcome   everyone,   to   White   Bear   Unitarian   Universalist   Church.   I   am   Jillian   Lampert,   
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   Katy   Lowery,   Dave   Edminster,   PegGuilfoyle,   DocBaillie,   Sally   Niemand,   
Henry   Peterson   and   Victoria   Safford,   supported   by   Anna   Gehres   and   Erin   Scott.   Music   today   is   from   CArol   
Caouette,    and   from   the   WBUUC   Choir,   directed   by   Thaxter   Cunio   and   supported   by   Steve   Goranson.     

  
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.     
    

Doc   Baillie   and   Peg   Guilfoyle   will   light   the   chalice.   
    

LIGHTING   THE   CHALICE           Doc   Baillie   and   Peg   Guilfoyle       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     

    
HYMN       Blessed   Spirit   of   My   Life    (Singing   the   Living   Tradition   #86)   
  

READING     from   Joy   Harjo Dave   Edminister   and   Katy   Lowery     
For   Calling   the   Spirit   Back   from   Wandering   the   Earth   in   Its   Human   Feet   
  

Put   down   that   bag   of   potato   chips,   that   white   bread,   that   bottle   of   pop.   
Turn   off   that   cellphone,   computer,   and   remote   control.   
Open   the   door,   then   close   it   behind   you.   
Take   a   breath   offered   by   friendly   winds.   They   travel   the   earth   gathering   essences   of   plants   to   clean.   
Give   it   back   with   gratitude.   
If   you   sing   it   will   give   your   spirit   lift   to   fly   to   the   stars’   ears   and   back.   
Acknowledge   this   earth   who   has   cared   for   you   since   you   were   a   dream   planting   itself   precisely   within   your   
parents’   desire.   
Let   your   moccasin   feet   take   you   to   the   encampment   of   the   guardians   who   have   oknown   you   before   time,   who   
will   be   there   after   time.   They   sit   before   the   fire   that   has   been   there   without   time.   
Let   the   earth   stabilize   your   postcolonial   insecure   jitters.   
Be   respectful   of   the   small   insects,   birds   and   animal   people   who   accompany   you.   
Ask   their   forgiveness   for   the   harm   we   humans   have   brought   down   upon   them.   
Don’t   worry.   
The   heart   knows   the   way   though   there   may   be   high-rises,   interstates,   checkpoints,   armed   soldiers,   massacres,   
wars,   and   those   who   will   despise   you   because   they   despise   themselves.   
The   journey   might   take   you   a   few   hours,   a   day,   a   year,   a   few   years,   a   hundred,   a   thousand   or   even   more.   
Watch   your   mind.   Without   training   it   might   run   away   and   leave   your   heart   for   the   immense   human   feast   set   by   
the   thieves   of   time.   
Do   not   hold   regrets.   
  

When   you   find   your   way   to   the   circle,   to   the   fire   kept   burning   by   the   keepers   of   your   soul,   you   will   be   
welcomed.   
You   must   clean   yourself   with   cedar,   sage,   or   other   healing   plant.   
Cut   the   ties   you   have   to   failure   and   shame.   
Let   go   the   pain   you   are   holding   in   your   mind,   your   shoulders,   your   heart,   all   the   way   to   your   feet.   Let   go   the   
pain   of   your   ancestors   to   make   way   for   those   who   are   heading   in   our   direction.   
Ask   for   forgiveness.   
Call   upon   the   help   of   those   who   love   you.   These   helpers   take   many   forms:   animal,   element,   bird,   angel,   saint,   
stone,   or   ancestor.   
Call   your   spirit   back.   It   may   be   caught   in   corners   and   creases   of   shame,   judgment,   and   human   abuse.   
You   must   call   in   a   way   that   your   spirit   will   want   to   return.   



Speak   to   it   as   you   would   to   a   beloved   child.   
Welcome   your   spirit   back   from   its   wandering.   It   may   return   in   pieces,   in   tatters.   Gather   them   together.   They   will   
be   happy   to   be   found   after   being   lost   for   so   long.   
Your   spirit   will   need   to   sleep   awhile   after   it   is   bathed   and   given   clean   clothes.   
Now   you   can   have   a   party.   Invite   everyone   you   know   who   loves   and   supports   you.   Keep   room   for   those   who   
have   no   place   else   to   go.   
Make   a   giveaway,   and   remember,   keep   the   speeches   short.   
Then,   you   must   do   this:   help   the   next   person   find   their   way   through   the   dark.   
  
  

INTRODUCTION   TO   THE   OFFERING    -   Jillian   Lampert   
Every   financial   gift   to   our   congregation   goes   to   support   the   programs   we’ve   come   to   rely   on   as   anchors   in   our   
lives:   gathering   space   and   materials   for   children,   youth   and   families,   choral   rehearsals   and   music,   classes   and   
small   groups,   justice   work   and   public   witness,   pastoral   care,   rites   of   passage,   Sunday   services.   You   can   
contribute   to   the   offering   today   by   sending   a   check,   or   by   following   the   easy   prompt   to   “text-to-give.”    Please   
note   that   we   have   changed   the   number   you   should   use!    The   correct   number   appears   on   today’s   screen.   
Thank   you   for   your   generous   support!     
  

OFFERTORY   -    Songs   Eternity   (John   Clare;   David   L   Brunner)   WBUUC   Choir   
What   is   song's   eternity?   
Come   and   see   
Can   it   noise   and   bustle   be?   
Come   and   see   
Praises   sung   or   praises   said   
Can   it   be?   
Wait   awhile   and   these   are   dead   
Sigh,   sigh   
Be   they   high   or   lowly   bred   
They   die   
  

What   is   song's   eternity?   
Come   and   see   
Melodies   of   earth   and   sky   
Here   they   be   
Song   once   sung   to   Adam's   ears   
Can   it   be?   
Ballads   of   six   thousand   years   
Thrive,   thrive   
Songs   awaken   with   the   spheres   
Alive   
  

Mighty   songs   that   miss   decay   
What   are   they?   
Crowds   and   cities   pass   away   
Like   a   day   
Books   are   out   and   books   are   read   
What   are   they?   



Years   will   lay   them   with   the   dead  
Sigh,   sigh   
Trifles   unto   nothing   wed   
They   die       
  

INTRODUCTION   TO   “This   I   Believe”   and   INTRODUCTION   OF   FIRST   SPEAKER      -Victoria   Safford     
It   is   a   longstanding   practice   in   our   congregation   to   listen   on   occasional   Sundays   as   members   of   our   community   
share   their   own   journeys   of   faith.    Several   times   a   year   the   Worship   Advisory   Council   extends   the   invitation,   
and   almost   always   the   ones   who   receive   it   are   a   little   startled.    Sometimes   they’ll   say,   “Well   my   journey’s   not   
finished;   I’m   not   really   ready.”    And   we’ll   say,   “That’s   perfect.   That’s   exactly   the   story   we   need   to   hear.    None   of   
us   is   finished;   we’re   all   young   on   our   journey,   following   the   slender   threads   of   ethics,   spirituality,   theology,   
experience,   relationships   to   people,   places,   the   living   earth   and   to   the   holy,   gathering   threads   as   we   go,   and   
weaving   as   we   go,   some   kind   of   story   we   can   live   in.     
  

It   feels   like   a   solitary   journey   –   especially   now   in   Covid-time   –   but   it   never   is.    Our   stories   and   theologies   are   
intertwined   –   which   is   why   these   services   called   “This   I   Believe”   are   so   important,   for   us   all.    It’s   why   we’re   so   
grateful   and   amazed   when   some   of   you   say   yes.     
  

Our   first   speaker   is   Sally   Neimand.    As   an   entrepreneur,   Sally   has   owned   and   operated   her   own   companies   for   
most   of   her   adult   life.    For   the   past   11-years   she's   been   working   from   home   as   a   Small   Business   Consultant   
and   Facilitative   Project   Manager.    She's   an   avid   walker   and   snowshoer,   a   serious   amateur   photographer,   and   a   
writer.     
  

Sally   is   fairly   new   to   WBUUC   but   hasn’t   been   shy   about   getting   involved.    She   serves   on   the   Belonging   and   
Community   committee,   with   a   special   interest   in   helping   new   members   feel   welcome   and   get   connected.    She   
is   currently   enjoying   the   Wellspring   program   as   she   learns   more   about   the   history   and   theology   of   Unitarian   
Universalism.   

    
THIS   I   BELIEVE   -   Sally   Neimand          

I   was   born   into   a   Missouri   Synod   Lutheran   family.    The   Bible   was   my   first   sacred   text.      My     memories   of   church   
as   a   young   child   are   not   of   the   stories   I   was   being   taught   in   Sunday   school   but   mostly   related   to   how   I   looked   
and   how   I   behaved.   

  I   spent   grades   1-8   in   a   Lutheran   parochial   school   with   so   much   dogma   and   indoctrination.    Every   day.    We   
were   required   to   memorize   much   of   Luther’s   Small   Catechism   in   7th   and   8th   grades.   Holy   cow,   Martin   Luther.   
You   can   tell   by   the   looks   of   my   catechism   that   my   mind   was   elsewhere.   

  In   case   you   couldn’t   read   that,   it   said,   “Do   Not   Touch!    Fragile.    Do   Not   Drop!”    I   had   a   sense   of   humor   about   
my   religion   even   as   a   13   year   old.   

  Around   that   time   I   asked   my   grandmother,   "How   do   we   know   there   is   a   God."    Her   stern   response   was,   "We   
just   believe.    Don't   ever   ask   that   question   again."    And   I   never   did.     

  That   was   the   beginning   of   skepticism   about   my   religion.   



  Near   the   end   of   8th   grade,   I   was   confirmed.    The   Bible   passage   assigned   to   me   was   from   1st   Corinthians   
[6:20],   “For   ye   are   bought   with   a   price,   therefore   glorify   God   in   your   body   and   in   your   spirit   which   are   God's."    I   
was   disappointed.    I   wanted   a   beautiful   passage   I   could   take   refuge   in,   like   the   “Lord   is   my   shepherd,   I   shall   not   
want…”    I   took   no   comfort   in   my   confirmation   verse.    It   simply   reinforced   my   feeling   of   having   no   free   will   in   my   
youth   when   it   came   to   my   religion.   

  As   an   independent,   some   would   call   challenging,   child,   I   would   have   been   better   off   constructing   a   personal   
system   of   belief.    I   would   have   loved   being   challenged   by   starting   the   process   of   figuring   it   out   for   myself   
instead   of   being   confirmed.    Now,   as   a   freshly   minted   UU,   at   a   ripe   old   age,   this   statement   of   what   I   believe   is   
my   “Coming   of   Age”   credo.   

  But,   back   to   my   faith   journey.   

  I   continued   to   go   through   the   motions   for   as   long   as   I   lived   in   my   parent’s   home.    I   went   to   church,   I   sang   in   
the   choir,   I   taught   Sunday   school.    But   as   soon   as   I   left   for   college,   I   left   my   religious   tradition   behind.   

  I   felt   anxious   about    how    this   would   affect   my   relationship   with   my   family,   particularly   my   mother   and   
grandparents.    It   turned   out   to   be   a   high   stakes   decision   fraught   with   social   pressure   and   disapproval.   
Although   it   wasn’t   my   intention   to   leave   my   family   behind,   my   choice   indirectly   resulted   in   certain   family   
members   being   unavailable   to   me   for   a   while.     

   During   my   Freshman   year   in   college   I   was   required   to   take   a   humanities   course.    It   was   like   a   veil   had   been   
lifted   from   my   eyes.    I   learned   to   appreciate   and   put   a   high   value   on   creativity   and   critical   thinking,   things   that   
had   been   stifled   and   silenced   in   me   as   a   child.    I   started   to   hold   the   arts,   history,   music,   and   theater   in   high   
regard.     

  I   learned   reverence.     

This   was   the   real   beginning   of   theological   inquiry   for   me.     

  In   the   70's   I   came   across   a   book   that    changed    my   mind   and   my   life.     Be   Here   Now    by   Ram   Dass   became   my   
second   sacred   text   and   remains   a   mantra   to   this   day.    I   went   on   to   read   about   Buddhism,   and   the   variety   of   
traditions   and   spiritual   practices   it   encompassed.    I   was   able   to   view   it   as   philosophy,   not   religion.    That   worked   
for   me   at   the   time.    I   resonated   with   many   of   the   teachings   and   adopted   some   of   the   practices,   some   of   which   I   
still   use   today.   

  I   continued   to   think   about   my   religious   upbringing   and   to   reflect   on   how   it   affected   my   aversion   to   organized   
religion.    As   a   young   adult   I   wrote   a   poem   about   how   religion   felt   to   me   as   a   child.   

  It’s   called   “In   the   God-fearing   Days”   

  In   the   God-fearing   days   of   childhood   fantasies   

and   dark   basements,   

when   nightmares   recurred   while   I   slept   on   my   back   



I   prayed   --   

Dear   God,   please   don't   let   us   have   a   nuclear   war.   

For   I   feared   death   by   fire.   

Too   many   stories   

of   brimstone   and   hellfire   

made   me   feel   that   after-life   

couldn't   possibly   be   worth   the   effort   of   dying.   

My   fear   of   God   was   far   too   great.   

    

I   was   satisfied   to   spiritually   drift   through   life   with   a   few   practices   I   could   draw   on   as   needed.     

  But   I   still   had   no   spiritual   direction.   

No   community.   

  Decades   passed   without   much   change   in   my   spiritual   life.    Then,   about   10   years   ago,   an   event   occurred   that   
changed   my   life   suddenly   and   dramatically,   bringing   me   to   my   knees.    I   was   left   feeling   aimless   and   
despondent.     

    

If   not   for   Pema   Chödrön's   teachings   and   a   very   special   Tibetan   Terrier,   who   spent   endless   hours   in   my   lap,   I   
may   still   be   languishing   alone.    Her   books   became   my   sacred   texts   and   my   practice   became   staying   in   the   
moment.    Eventually   it   became   clear   I   needed   a   purpose   and   a   community.   

  I   thought   back   to   my   childhood   and   the   church   community   I   can   only   appreciate   in   hindsight.    My   parents   were   
extremely   involved   in   their   church.    Clearly,   they   derived   deep   satisfaction   from   being   in   a   community   of   people   
with   shared   beliefs.    I   wanted   that,   but   without   dogma.    I   realized   I   wouldn’t   find   it   by   myself.    I   yearned   for   a   
lively,   stimulating   group   of   people   with   whom   I   could   share   a   thoughtful   and   probing   adventure.    People   who   
would   ask   and   answer   together   the   hard   questions   about   spirit,   life,   and   love.    I   was   lonely   without   a   
community.    I   needed   to   find    my    people.     

For   many   years   I   had   been   letting   go   of   my   former   concepts   of   religion   and   church,   concepts   that   hadn't   served   
me   well.    Although   I   still   struggled   with   the   word   'religion,'   2   years   ago   I   decided   to   dip   my   toe   in   the   water   and   
attend   a   service   at   WBUUC.   



  I   sat   in   that   first   service   feeling   very   alone   among   many,   all   of   whom   I   was   certain,   unlike   me,   knew   why   they   
were   there.    I   was   surprised   by   my   reaction   during   the   service.    Tears   streamed   down   my   cheeks   and   my   voice   
disappeared.    What   the   heck???    I   know   now,   this   was   a   peak   spiritual   experience   for   me,   something   I'd   never   
felt   sitting   in   a   church   among   fellow   worshippers.    After   a   couple   Sundays,   when   I   heard   others   sniffling   and   
saw   tissues   being   passed,   I   realized   I   wasn't   alone.    Peak   spiritual   experiences   were   all   around   me.   

  During   the   sermon,   it   seemed   like   Reverend   Victoria   was   speaking   directly   to   me.   Never   had   I   listened   to   a   
sermon   with   such   rapt   attention.    I   looked   around   during   the   offertory   and   thought,   "Are   these   my   people?   
Could   this   be   my   community?“    I   left   not   knowing   the   answer,   but   knowing,   as   Arnold   Schwartenegger   would   
say,   “I’d   be   back.“   

It   took   about   ten   Sundays   before   I   managed   to   mumble   through   the   opening   and   closing   words   between   the   
tears   I   was   only   partially   able   to   hold   back.    By   then   I   was   ready   for   membership   classes   and   signing   the   book.   

    

And   here   I   am...   

So,   where   does   my   journey   seem   to   be   taking   me?   

  I've   been   thinking   a   lot   about   theology.    UU   minister   McKinley   Sims   defines   theology   as:   

  The   study   of   the   spirit   through   many   sources   

  That   which   is   beyond   us   and   bigger   than   us   

  That   which   resonates   most   deeply   with   us   

He   says   UU's   like   to   wrestle   with   these   big   questions.    I   guess   that   really   does   make   me   a   UU.   

  But   he   also   defines   it   as   the   smallest   things.    My   current   mission   is   to   create   my   own   personal   version   of   
everyday   theology,   including   being   in   the   moment,   since   it’s   all   we   have,   and   staying   present   enough   to   find   
meaning   in   those   moments…   and   in   the   smallest   things.   

Prayer   is   also   back   on   my   radar.    While   attending   Reverend   Victoria's   prayer   group   last   summer,   I   re-defined   
the   concept   of   prayer   for   myself.    I   learned   how   to   pray   again,   or   maybe   for   the   first   time.    No   creeds.    Nothing   
memorized.    Just   from   the   heart   and   with   my   actions.   

  But   the   question   remains,   what   do   I   believe?   

  Since   joining   WBUUC   I   have   a   new   measure   for   what   it   means   to   believe.    My   beliefs   are   in   flux   more   than   
ever.   

  I’ve   come   to   understand   the   word   “believe”   differently,   based   on   reason   and   experience,   not   on   dogma   and   
creed.   



  So,   here’s   what   I   believe.   

  I   believe   that   religious   life   unfolds   in   community.   

  I   believe   in   the   essence   of   life   even   though   I   don’t   know   what   to   call   it.   

  I    also    believe   in   science.   

I   believe   in   altruism   and   ex IST entialism.   

  I   believe   that   people   are   inherently   good   

…and   if   I   look   hard   enough   I’ll   find   good   in   almost   everyone.   

…and   that   there   is   never   a   good   reason   to   be   unkind.   

  I   believe   that   taking   people   at   their   word   requires   scrutiny.   

  I   believe   that   wondering   is   a   healthy   state   of   being.   

  I   believe   in   the   value   of   studying   theology   

…and   also   believe   in   defining   it   for   myself   

…and   that   every   question   is   a   good   one,   especially   those   that   come   from   the   heart.   

    

I   believe   in   the   healing   power   of   touch.   

I   believe   in   finding   beauty   in   most   things.   

  I   believe   in   being   silly.   

  I   believe   in   being   transparent.   

…and   in   wearing   my   heart   on   my   sleeve.   

I   believe   that   crying   is   good.   

…and   that   laughter   is   good   medicine.   

  I   believe   that   warm   chocolate   chip   cookies,   especially   with   a   strong   cup   of   coffee,   can   lift   the   spirit.   

  I   believe   that   humans   are   not   meant   to   be   alone.   



…and   that   aging   is   one   of   the   hardest   things   in   life.   

…and   that   the   inevitability   of   death   is   an   opportunity.   

…and   there   is   much   yet   to   be   discovered   late   in   life.   

  I   believe   in   truth.   

…and   in   love.   

…and   in   myself.   

…   and   that   I   am   the   sum   of   my   beliefs.   

  •      So,   I   ask   myself   now,   “Do   I   still   have   no   religion   or   am   I   ready   to   call   this   religion?"     
•      I   think   I   am,   if   I   define   religion   broadly   enough…     
•      
•      …As   a   system   of   worship   that   connects   humanity   to   the   spiritual   
•      …As   the   Spirit   of   Life   
•      …As   the   Spirit   of   Love   
•      …As   an   openness   to   the   forces   which   create   and   uphold   life.   
•      
•      Yes,   I   think   I   am.   
•           Oh,   and   I’ve   found   my   people.   

  
MUSIC        Draw   the   Circle   Wide   -   WBUUC   Choir       
Draw   the   circle,   draw   the   circle   wide   
Draw   the   circle   draw   the   circle   wide   
No   one   stands   alone,   we'll   stand   side   by   side   
Draw   the   circle,   draw   the   circle   wide   
  

Draw   the   circle   wide,   draw   it   wider   still   
Let   this   be   our   song:   No   one   stands   alone.     
Standing   side   by   side.   
Draw   the   circle,   draw   the   circle   wide.     

      
INTRODUCTION   OF   SECOND   SPEAKER   -   Victoria   Safford     
Henry   Peterson   grew   up   in   Stillwater   and   graduated   from   Mounds   Park   Academy   in   2019.   He   is   currently   a   
sophomore   at   Pomona   College   in   Claremont,   California.   During   the   coronavirus   pandemic,   he   has   been   living   
with   his   parents   Karlyn   &   Gavin,   his   brother   Jack,   and   his   dog   Lily.   

  
THIS   I   BELIEVE   -   Henry   Peterson       
The   emotion   I   feel   most   strongly   and   most   often   is   wonder.   I   like   this   word   because   as   a   noun,   it   is   most   often   
associated   with   words   like   awe,   amazement,   or   curiosity—all   of   which   resonate   strongly   with   me.   I   might   call   
this   Wonder   with   a   capital   W.   As   a   verb,   I   prefer   the   phrase   “I   wonder”   to   the   one   I   really   mean,   which   is   often   
“I’m   confused.”    This   is   lowercase-w   wonder.   Generally   speaking,   I   am   not   a   competitive   person.   But   my   most   



consistent,   tenacious,   motivating   opponent,   throughout   my   life   as   long   as   I   can   remember,   is   the   nagging   
feeling   that   I   don’t   really   know   the   essence   of   a   thing,   or   that   deeper   understanding   is   just   out   of   reach.     
  

I   am   grateful   for   this   feeling.   It   has   been   one   of   the   driving   forces   in   my   educational   pursuits,   which   have   
received   the   vast   majority   of   my   time,   effort,   and   dedication   during   my   life.   As   I   step   back   and   consider   the   
reasons   for   pursuing   education,   why   I   would   do   it   even   if   it   weren’t   expected   of   me,   I   would   say   it   is   the   
humbling   and   awe-inspiring   legacy   I   join   in   doing   so.   I   believe   the   characteristic   that   connects   humans   in   all   
societies   for   hundreds   of   thousands   of   years   is   the   desire   to   understand   the   essence   of   things.   Fire,   tools,   
language,   civilization,   technology,   leisure,   art,   science,   and   of   course,   institutionalized   learning   and   teaching.   
All   require   planning   and   investment   of   time,   labor,   and   natural   resources,   which   in   turn   requires   abstract   
thought   and   the   conceptual   process   of   understanding.   Without   an   instinctual   desire   to   understand   the   world   
around   us,   how   much   of   our   legacy   as   humans   would   have   been   possible?   I   believe   the   greater   part   of   human   
activity   is   made   possible   by   Wonder   and   in   service   of   Wonder.   Capital   W.   I   want   to   be   part   of   this,   both   as   a   
student   and   a   teacher.   
  

But   this   grand   narrative   is   not   my   everyday   thought   process,   so   let’s   consider   lowercase-w   wonder   as   well.   I   
believe   the   moment   of   confusion   giving   way   to   clarity   brings   unmatched   satisfaction.   It’s   the   reason   I   work   
part-time   as   a   reading   tutor   for   elementary   students.     
  

Often,   a   student   will   get   stuck   on   a   longer   word,   maybe   one   they’ve   never   seen   before.   And   so   begins   the   
frustration   for   both   of   us.   Let’s   sound   it   out!   Is   this   a   long   or   short   c?   And   I   rack   my   brains   for   a   logical   rule   to   
explain   why   it   is   soft,   but   of   course   I’m   no   match   for   the   English   language,   and   he’s   growing   impatient.   Can   I   
find   any   shorter   words   inside   this   one   he   might   recognize?    And   I   look   up   and   hear   the   classic   stalling   
technique,   right   on   cue.    I   need   to   go   to   the   bathroom.    OK.,   I   say,   to   the   wall,   as   he’s   already   long   gone.   
Finally,   he’s   back,   and   saying   the   word   exactly   right,   as   far   as   I   can   tell   through   Zoom.   But   there’s   still   the   look   
of   confusion—I   recognize   it   anywhere.   This   might   go   on   for   eight   or   ten   minutes.   And   I   worry—has   he   really   
never   heard   this   word?   Because   if   that’s   the   case,   this   whole   ordeal   has   been   for   very   little   benefit.   And   I   finally   
mention,   oh   by   the   way,   it’s   almost   always   a   soft   ‘c’   right   before   the   letter   ‘i’   but   of   course   it’s   too   late,   as   we’re   
already   trying   to   blend   the   whole   word   together!   And   all   of   a   sudden,   after   I’ve   had   him   repeat   the   word   seven   
or   ten   times,   trying   out   different   stresses   and   vowel   sounds,   the   mood   instantly   changes.   Oh,   electricity!   And   at   
that   moment,   both   of   us   experience   the   exact   same   emotion,   the   feeling   of   confusion   crystalizing   into   perfect   
clarity.   The   more   time   I   spend   tutoring,   the   more   I’ve   asked   students   to   sound   out   words   this   way.   As   we   keep   
reading   and   rereading,   the   frustration   of   the   particular   word   evaporates.   When   we   encounter   the   same   word   
the   next   day,   sometimes   they   are   surprised   when   I   remind   them   how   long   we   spent   sounding   it   out,   since   it   
seems   so   natural   now.   
  

I   remember   being   in   this   same   place   as   a   young   child,   and   I   guarantee   I   wouldn’t   have   been   grateful   for   
confusion,   much   less   willing   to   deliver   a   speech   explaining   why   this   feeling   is   the   bedrock   of   the   beliefs,   values,   
and   questions   I   hold   most   strongly.   But   the   feelings   of   awe   and   sheer   amazement   don’t   work   so   well   on   a   
practical   level,   to   guide   me   through   the   basic   responsibilities   of   day-to-day   life,   or   even   the   more   consequential   
moments   and   decisions.   So   I’m   grateful   for   that   acute   mix   of   curiosity   and   discomfort   which   has   been   such   a   
loyal   companion.   
  

For   the   past   several   months,   this   tutoring   job   has   been   one   of   my   routines.   First   twice   a   week,   then   four   times,   
I’ve   hosted   students   on   my   Zoom   meeting—“Reading   with   Henry”—doing   assessments   and   activities.   I   want   to   
share   a   few   more   of   my   routines.   
  



I   am   a   college   sophomore,   so   today   I   will   probably   work   on   homework   to   prepare   for   the   second   full   week   of   
online   classes   this   semester.   I   might   write   a   passage   or   two   for   the   students   I   tutor.   I   might   pick   up   my   cello   to   
practice   a   piece   for   a   remote   project   organized   by   my   college   cello   teacher,   or   continue   learning   my   way   
around   my   great-grandfather’s   guitar,   one   of   many   treasures   I’ve   found   while   helping   my   grandparents   move.   
I’ll   probably   do   my   daily   puzzles   on   chess.com,   or   even   play   an   online   game   or   two   with   someone   halfway   
across   the   world.   Maybe   I’ll   go   for   a   walk   with   my   family   across   the   frozen   lake   near   my   home.   I   might   look   
through   Twitter,   or   Instagram,   or   TikTok,   to   see   a   glimpse   of   something   my   friends   are   doing,   or   thinking,   or   
what’s   going   on   in   the   world   today   outside   my   life   in   Stillwater.   During   the   evening   I’ll   join   my   girlfriend’s   Zoom   
meeting,   where   we’ll   tell   each   other   what   we’ve   been   up   to.   She   might   share   her   screen   so   we   can   listen   to   
music   or   watch   a   show   together.   We’ll   share   with   one   another   what   we’re   grateful   for   and   say   goodnight.   
  

I’ve   written   this   speech   a   few   weeks   before   the   day   you’re   hearing   it,   but   I’m   confident   enough   to   share   these   
predictions   because   I’ve   been   doing   many   of   the   same   things   consistently   for   weeks,   or   months,   or   years   in   
some   cases.   This   particular   set   of   routines   may   only   reflect   a   small   fraction   of   my   life   until   this   point,   and   
certainly   an   even   smaller   fraction   of   my   life   yet   to   come.   But   I   think   reflecting   on   a   few   pieces   of   the   world   that   
surrounds   me   in   this   moment,   and   how   I   choose   to   experience   it,   is   the   best   way   to   share   the   beliefs   that   I   hold   
today.   
  

Like   millions   of   others,   I   have   found   myself   in   the   world   of   online   college.   I   spent   almost   a   year   in   Southern   
California   until   being   sent   home   in   March.   As   the   pandemic   raged   on,   it   became   clear   that   I   would   next   see   
campus   as   a   junior.   In   the   meantime,   of   course,   there   are   still   classes   to   take,   research   projects   to   do,   friends   
to   connect   with.   I’m   lucky   to   have   spent   at   least   some   time   on   campus,   because   both   my   time   in   California   and   
back   home   have   shaped   my   beliefs   about   the   things   I’ve   learned,   what   I   want   from   my   education,   and   how   I   
can   best   contribute   to   society.   
  

I   went   into   college   as   the   typical   liberal   arts   student.   Colleges   like   mine   try   to   advertise   that   there   is   no   “typical   
student”   here,   but   I   think   we   all   know   that’s   not   the   case.   I   had   no   idea   what   I   wanted   to   study,   deflecting   any   
questions   with   things   like   I   don’t   know…   social   sciences   maybe.   I   signed   up   for   classes   sometimes   on   a   whim,   
thinking   they   would   be   interesting   and   pushing   off   the   decision,   after   all,   I   had   until   the   end   of   sophomore   year   
to   declare   a   major.   I   had   a   great   experience   during   my   first   year,   learning   new   things   without   a   strong   sense   of   
commitment   to   anything.     
  

After   being   sent   home   in   March,   I   had   a   significant   change   of   heart.   I   realized   that   online   school   stripped   away   
much   of   the   experience   of   college   life   which,   when   I   spoke   honestly   with   myself,   was   substituting   for   genuine   
passion   and   interest   in   the   material   I   was   learning,   whether   that   was   economics,   psychology,   or   international   
relations.   I   remembered   how   much   I   had   loved   immersing   myself   in   the   world   of   math   and   science   YouTube   
channels   when   I   was   in   middle   school.   I   remembered   how   much   I   had   loved   exploring   the   forests   near   my   
house,   hunting   for   rocks   and   minerals,   and   watching   rabbits,   deer,   and   turtles   go   about   their   business.   It   wasn’t   
until   the   end   of   my   freshman   year   that   I   realized   I   wanted   to   change   course   and   pursue   natural   science.   I   
believe   that   the   social   world   of   human   relationships   and   interactions   is   deeply   connected   with   the   larger   world   
of   other   living   things,   and   the   processes   of   change   that   take   place   around   us,   outside   our   control   for   the   
foreseeable   future.   This   is   one   reason   among   many   that   I’m   glad   to   have   found   an   environment   for   studying   
earth   science   at   the   time   I   did,   and   I   really   haven’t   looked   back   since.   
  

Another   routine   of   mine   has   come   about   much   more   recently.   Over   the   past   several   weeks,   I   have   been   
helping   my   grandparents   renovate   and   clean   out   their   home   as   they   prepare   to   move.   It’s   strange   to   think   of   
such   a   significant   and   unique   moment   of   change   becoming   routine,   but   that’s   where   I   find   myself.   I’ve   been   



involved   in   a   good   mix   of   construction   and   destruction,   installing   drywall   and   light   fixtures   and   painting,   but   also   
tearing   up   carpet   and   filling   trash   cans,   one   after   another,   with   old   things.   The   theme   I’m   beginning   to   
understand   is   that   of   contradictions:   the   building   and   the   tearing   apart,   the   new   and   the   old,   the   leaving   and   the   
entering,   the   satisfactions   and   the   frustrations.   I   believe   these   conflicts   are   always   present,   whether   simmering   
below   the   surface   or   rupturing   to   a   point   at   the   most   significant   moments   of   our   lives,   and   of   history.   I   like   the   
perspective   that   comes   from   articulating   these   opposing   forces,   because   only   when   conflicts   are   understood   
can   they   be   resolved.   
  

One   perk   of   this   job   is   I’ve   been   invited   to   look   through   bins   of   old   things,   many   of   which   haven’t   been   opened   
since   my   grandparents   moved   into   their   current   house   almost   two   decades   ago.   I’ve   taken   home   some   of   my   
favorites,   like   my   great   grandfather’s   guitar   which   I   mentioned,   some   props   from   the   magic   shows   he   used   to   
perform,   a   teapot   from   my   great   grandmother,   a   kerosene   lamp   my   grandfather   converted   to   an   electric   one   as   
a   child,   and   many   more.   This   whole   experience   has   shaped   a   few   recent   shifts   in   my   beliefs,   which   are   closely   
related—maybe   just   two   aspects   of   the   same   belief.   
  

The   first   has   to   do   with   my   relationship   with   physical   things   themselves.   For   a   long   time,   someone   who   had   
seen   my   bedroom   might   say   I   have   a   minimalist   lifestyle,   with   very   few   things   on   the   walls,   floor,   and   desk.   This   
is   becoming   less   true   by   the   day.   I   still   hesitate   to   buy   things   for   myself   which   I   feel   are   not   completely   
necessary,   but   I   find   myself   connecting   more   with   objects   that   have   some   meaning   or   story   associated   with   
them.   That   story   might   be   my   great   grandfather’s   magic   shows   or   the   billion   years   of   deposition,   weathering,   
and   erosion   contained   in   the   banded   iron   stone   I   found   in   the   St.   Croix   river.     
  

The   second   shift   has   more   to   do   with   the   stories   themselves   I’ve   heard   from   my   parents   and   grandparents   
about   their   lives.   I   believe   that   the   past   is   full   of   beauty.   To   me   now,   and   perhaps   for   many   among   my   audience   
today,   this   may   seem   trivial.   To   explain   why   this   was   such   a   recent   change,   I’ll   do   my   best   to   summarize   the   
religious   life   of   my   childhood.   For   most   of   my   life,   I   would   have   essentially   agreed   with   the   following:     
  

The   past   was   not   so   good,   the   present   is   pretty   decent,   and   the   future   will   be   even   better.   
  

This   is   the   essence   of   what   I   would   call   progressive   mythology.   I   say   mythology   not   to   imply   it   is   false   or   
outdated,   but   to   say   it   is   a   constructed   narrative,   with   associated   traditions,   beliefs,   and   assumptions,   and   to   
say   that   it   is   unprovable   in   its   totality   or   most   general   form,   and   therefore   we   must   believe   in   it   for   it   to   be   true.   
This   narrative   has   been   a   part   of   my   life   for   as   long   as   I   can   remember.   It   was   made   all   but   explicit   in   my   high   
school   US   history   class.   It   was   always   present   when   things   like   politics,   the   economy,   and   laws   were   explained   
to   me.   As   I   become   more   aware   of   the   world   around   me,   this   narrative   seems   less   appealing.   Not   necessarily   
less   true,   but   less   convincing,   and   the   moral   direction   it   pointed   toward   less   justifiable.     
  

I   believe,   for   instance,   that   the   trajectory   of   our   society’s   relationship   with   the   natural   world   has   at   best   adapted   
while   maintaining   the   same   destructive   essence,   and   at   worst   deteriorated   toward   a   future   of   environmental   
catastrophe.   Because   despite   the   beautiful   story   spun   in   this   progressive   mythology,   I   believe   a   strange   
contradiction   arises   when   we   ask   how   to   confront   challenges.   And   we   find   that   the   answer   is   the   opposite   of   its   
appearance,   it   is   regressive,   because   we   must   hold   steady   the   same   course   which   has   brought   us   this   far,   and   
after   all,   look   how   much   better   the   world   is   today.   This   mythology   tells   us   we   can   imagine   the   wonderful   future   
that   awaits,   and   join   in   to   help   achieve   it,   but   we   cannot   imagine   a   new   project,   a   different   path,   because   that   
would   jeopardize   all   that   we   know   and   love.   So   we   can   look   back   on   a   mythologized   past   full   of   people   who   
supposedly   envisioned   and   hoped   and   dreamed   that   the   future   would   be   the   way   it   is   today,   and   maybe   they   
suffered   because   the   world   wasn’t   yet   so   wonderful   as   it   is   now.   But   I   feel   compelled   to   say   that   the   people   of   



long   ago   are   more   than   just   the   precondition   for   the   world   as   it   is   today,   that   we   can   learn   not   just   from   the   
ways   they   helped   to   build   our   reality,   but   also   from   their   wildest   imaginations   of   how   things   might   turn   out   
completely   different.    
  

I   feel   that   some   things   can   be   explained   through   this   lens   of   progressive   mythology,   but   that   contradictions   
remain   which   I   am   unable   to   resolve.   The   question   of   how   to   understand   the   past   is   one   for   which   I   feel   that   
sense   of   wonder   in   all   its   facets:   awe,   curiosity,   and   confusion.     
  

The   beliefs   and   questions   I   hold   most   strongly   are   just   beginning   to   come   into   focus.   I’m   deeply   grateful   for   the   
world   that   has   been   made   available   for   me   by   my   family,   friends,   and   educators.   I’m   especially   thankful   for   my   
parents,   my   brother   Jack,   my   grandparents,   and   my   girlfriend   Isabel   who   have   been   my   closest   circle,   
especially   since   quarantine.   And   thank   you   all   for   listening   as   I   share   the   questions   and   beliefs   I   hold   in   this   
moment.     

  
MEDITATION   -   Victoria   Safford     
Let’s   gather   in   a   spirit   of   mediation.     
Spirit   of   life,   spirit   of   love,     
holding   us   all   and   twining   us   all   in   interwoven   bonds   of   love   and   trust,   mutual   care,   accountability,   affection   and   
respect,   
Spirit   that   ties   us   to   each   other,   and   to   loved   ones   past   and   those   who   will   come   after,   
  

help   us   remember   in   this   time   of   plague   and   isolation   that   truly   we   are   bound   together.     
Our   stories   and   our   hopes   are   interwoven   with   the   history   and   hope   of   everyone.    Lonely   as   we   are,   we   know   
we’re   not   alone,   for   others   of   like   mind,   and   more   importantly   like   heart   are   all   around   us,   and   each   of   us   is   part   
of   a   great     
web,   a   dance,   a   constellation   larger   than   ourselves.     
  

Today   we   hold   in   our   hearts   those    suffering    from   illness,   in   their   own   bodies   or   minds,   or   in   the   bodies   and   
minds   of   those   they   love.   We   hold   those   who   mourn,   and   the   beloved   souls   they’re   mourning.   We   hold   
everyone   who   lives   with   chemical   addiction,   with   prayers   for   hope   and   healing.   We   pray   for   those   who   live   with   
not   enough   –   not   enough   money,   not   enough   food,   not   enough   friendship   -   and   we   resolve   anew   today   to   
anchor   our   prayers   in   tangible   action,   making   of   our   own   lives   a   good   gift.     
AMEN     
  

Into   the   silence   here,   I   invite   you   now   to   take   a   breath,   and   trusting   that   somehow   we   can   hold   them   all,   speak   
aloud   or   silently   the   names   of   those   you’re   holding   in   your   heart.     
  

May   all   be   blessed.   Amen.    
  
  

HYMN   There’s   a   River   Flowing   in   My   Soul   #1007   
There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   soul   
There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   soul   
And   it's   tellin'   me   that   I'm   somebody   
There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   soul.     
  

There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   heart   



There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   heart   
And   it's   tellin'   me   that   I'm   somebody   
There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   heart.   
  

There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   mind   
There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   mind   
And   it's   tellin'   me   that   I'm   somebody   
There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   mind.     
  

There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   soul   
There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   soul   
And   it's   tellin'   me   that   I'm   somebody   
There's   a   river   flowin'   in   my   soul.     
  

CLOSING   WORDS      -   Jillian     
May   peace   dwell   within   our   hearts,   and   understanding   in   our   minds   
May   courage   steel   our   will,   and   love   of   truth   forever   guide   us.   
    

FAREWELL     -   Victoria     
  Thank   you,   everyone,   for   joining   us   today.    Thank   especially   to   our   speakers   and   our   readers   and   musicians.   It   
is   so   good   to   hear   you   all,   and   to   see   your   faces.   
  

Please   join   us   in   a   few   minutes   for   Social   Hour.   There’s   a   link   in   the   chat   box   to   get   you   there.     
  

We   are   sending   love   to   all   of   you   from   328   Maple   Street   and   from   all   of   our   locations.    If   you’re   not   receiving   
our   ENews   twice   a   week,   let   us   know   and   we’ll   get   you   on   the   list.   Call   to   ask   for   help,   or   to   offer   help.    We’re   
all   stronger   together.    Stay   well,   everyone.   So   Be   it.   See   to   it.   Amen   .   

          
POSTLUDE     
Yonder   Come   Day   (Georgia   Sea   Islands   Spiritual)   WBUUC   Choir   
Yonder   come   day,   day   is   a'breakin'   
Yonder   come   day,   oh,   my   soul   
Yonder   come   day,   day   is   a'breakin'   
Sun   is   a'risin'   in   my   soul.   
  

Trees   are   green   and   the   air   is   sweet.     
(walk   that   road)   
The   good   earth   is   singin'   beneath   my   feet.   
(walk   that   road)   
I'll   point   my   feet   down   that   freedom   line.   
(walk   that   road)   
Walkin'   that   road,   I'm   feelin'   fine!   
(walk   that   road)   
  
  
  
  



  
  
  


