
Full   Text   of   the   Service        Sunday,   April   4,   2021   
_______________________________________________________________________________________   
  

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.     
  
  

GIVING   VOICE   TO   THE   SPIRIT   -    Carol   Caouette        
Come,   come   whoever   you   are     
Come,   come   whoever   you   are   -   wanderer,   worshipper,   lover   of   leaving.   
Ours   is   no   caravan   of   despair   -   come,   yet   again,   come.     
  

Up   Above   My   Head    
  

Go   Yonder   
Go   yonder,   go   yonder,   and   sing   to   the   people   
Voices   of   courage,   resounding   and   strong   
Tell   all   the   lonely,   the   frightened   and   mourning,     
Tell   all   the   people:   together   we’re   strong.     
  

Go   yonder,   go   yonder,   and   pray   for   people   
Send   out   your   blessing,   your   hope,   and   your   love   
Prayers   of    resilience,   compassion   and   power   -   
Our   love   is   as   wide   as   the   blue   sky   above.     
  

Go   yonder,   go   yonder,   and   sing   to   the   people   
Voices   of   courage,   resounding   and   strong   
Tell   all   the   lonely,   the   frightened   and   mourning,     
Tell   all   the   people:   together   we’re   strong.     
  
    

WELCOME   -NICOLET   LYON       
Good   morning,   and   welcome   everyone,   to   White   Bear   Unitarian   Universalist   Church.   I   am   Nicolet   Lyon   
[pronouns],   serving   on   your   Board   of   Directors.   
  

Service   participants   today   include   Amy   Peterson   Derrick,   Rev.   Sara   Goodman,   Carol   Caouette    and   Victoria   
Safford,   supported   by   Erin   Scott.    Music   today   is   from   Carol   Caouette   and   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.    We’ll   put   the   Zoom   link   
and   easy   instructions   in   the   chat   box.     
  

In   April   and   May,   we   hope   you’ll   take   part   in   congregational   conversations   about   how   and   when   we   will   be   able   
to   gather   in   person   at   church.   Please   come   to   share   your   questions,   concerns   and   ideas.     Watch   the   ENews   
on   Monday   and   Thursday   for   an   easy   registration   link.     
  



Our   2021   Pledge   Campaign   will   fund   the   budget   in   the   coming   year.    We’re   on   the   threshold   of   exciting   
changes:   welcoming   a   new   minister,   and   planning   for   gradual   return   to   in-person   gatherings.   To   support   our   
thriving   congregation,   our   goal   this   year   is   $920,000   -   a   lean   and   prudent   budget.    As   of   this   morning   we   have   
raised    $836,000    -   which   is   amazing,   in   this   pandemic   year.    Thank   you   to   everyone   who’s   made   a   pledge   so   
far.    This   week,   volunteers   from   the   pledge   committee   and   the   Board   of   Directors   will   begin   phone   calls   to   help   
bring   our   campaign   to   a   close.    Please   save   us   a   step:   click   on   the   link   here   and   make   your   pledge   today.    And   
if   you’re   unable   to   pledge   this   year,   for   any   reason,   please   click   on   the   link   and   tell   us   your   pledge   will   be   
“zero.”    That   will   save   time   for   the   people   making   calls.    Thanks,   everyone   -   we’re   almost   there!     
  

Welcome,   all,   to   our   church.   Together   we   grow   our   souls   and   serve   the   world   in   love.     
    

CALL   TO   WORSHIP      -   Sara   Goodman      (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.     
    

Becky   Pansch   will   light   the   chalice.     
  

LIGHTING   THE   CHALICE         Becky   Pansch      (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 Lo,   The   Earth   Awakes   Again    (with   slideshow)   Singing   the   Living   Tradition   #61   

Congregation   singing   in   the   sanctuary,   2019   
  

Lo,   the   earth   awakes   again   —   Alleluia!   
From   the   winter’s   bond   and   pain.   
Alleluia!   Bring   we   leaf   and   flower   and   spray   —   Alleluia!   
to   adorn   this   happy   day.   Alleluia!   
  

Once   again   the   word   comes   true,   
Alleluia!   All   the   earth   shall   be   made   new.   Alleluia!   
Now   the   dark,   cold   days   are   o’er,   Alleluia!   
Spring   and   gladness   are   before.   Alleluia!   
  

Change,   then,   mourning   into   praise,   Alleluia!   
And,   for   dirges,   anthems   raise.   Alleluia!   
How   our   spirits   soar   and   sing,   Alleluia!   



How   our   hearts   leap   with   the   spring!   Alleluia!   
  

STORY   -   Amy   Peterson   Derrick      
  

THE   REBIRTH   OF   THE   SUN   (Adapted)   From   CIRCLE   ROUND   by   Starhawk     
Circle   round,   and   I'll   tell   you   a   story   about   when   the   sun   was   born   again,   bringing   life   and   green   to   the   Earth   
again.   
All   year   long   the   sun   had   worked   very   hard,   rising   and   setting   day   after   day.   All   year   long   the   sun   had   fed   
everybody   on   earth,   shining   and   shining,   giving   energy   to   the   trees   and   the   flowers   and   the   grasses   so   they   
could   grow   and   feed   the   animals   and   birds   and   insects   and   people.   
Now   the   poor   tired   sun   could   barely   make   it   up   in   the   morning,   and   after   a   very   short   time,   needed   to   sleep   
again.   So   the   days   grew   shorter,   and   the   nights   grew   longer,   until   the   day   was   so   short   it   was   hardly   worth   
getting   up   for.   
Night   felt   sorry   for   the   sun,   so   Night   wrapped   her   great   arms   around   the   sun,   and   the   night   was   very   long   
indeed.   The   sun   rested,   and   rested   some   more,   and   so   did   the   trees   and   flowers   and   grasses.     
“Why   does   the   dark   go   on   so   long?”   asked   children   all   over   the   earth.   “Come   back,   sun!”   they   pleaded,   “come   
back!”   
Slowly,   the   sun   began   to   wake,   slowly...slowly…   but   the   children   missed   rolling   in   the   grass   and   smelling   the   
flowers   and   sitting   in   the   shade   of   the   trees.   
"Oh,   sun!”   the   cried.   “Please   stay   up,   just   a   little   longer!   We   want   to   play   in   your   warmth!”   
"The   sun   is   still   very   tired,"   the   old   ones   said.   "But   maybe,   if   you   children   say   thank   you   for   all   the   things   the   
sun   does   for   us,   the   light   may   return   in   the   morning."   
The   children   sang   songs   to   the   sun.   They   thought   about   all   the   things   the   sun   gave   them.   
"Thank   you   for   growing   the   lettuces   and   the   corn   and   the   rice   and   the   wheat,"   they   said.   "Thank   you   for   
growing   the   trees   of   the   forests   and   the   seaweed   in   the   oceans   and   the   krill   that   feeds   the   whales.   Thank   you   
for   stirring   the   air   and   making   winds   that   bring   the   rain."   
Every   time   a   child   said   thank   you,   the   sun   began   to   feel   a   little   warmer,   a   little   brighter.   Wrapped   safely   in   the   
arms   of   Night,   the   sun   grew   younger   and   younger.   
At   last   the   children   had   to   go   to   bed.   "We   will   stay   up   and   wait   for   the   sun   to   rise   again"   the   old   ones   said.   
Early   in   the   morning,   the   old   ones   woke   the   children.   Together   they   climbed   a   high   hill   and   faced   to   the   east,   
the   direction   of   the   sunrise.   They   sang   songs   to   the   sun   and   ran   around   trying   to   keep   warm.   
They   waited   and   waited   to   see   what   dawn   would   bring.   
The   sky   began   to   turn   from   black   to   indigo   to   blue.   Slowly   the   sky   grew   light.   A   golden   glow   crept   over   the   
horizon.   Night   opened   her   great   arms,   and   in   a   burst   of   brightness,   the   sun   appeared,   new   and   strong   and   
shining;   the   ice   gave   way   to   trickling   water   in   the   brook;   the   crocus,   tulips,   and   violets   poked   through   the   dewy   
soil,   and   grasses   started   to   reach,   reach   up   to   the   warmth   of   the   sun.   
Everybody   cheered,   and   the   children   jumped   up   and   down.   
"The   sun   has   returned!   The   sun   is   reborn!"   the   people   cried.   And   they   danced   and   sang   to   celebrate   the   birth   
of   a   new   day,   and   then   went   home   to   breakfast.   
  

INTRODUCTION   TO   THE   OFFERING    -   NICOLET   LYON   
Your   financial   gift   to   our   congregation   supports   the   programs   we   rely   on   as   anchors   in   our   lives:   gathering   
space   and   materials   for   children,   youth   and   families,   choral   rehearsals   and   music,   classes   and   small   groups,   
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.”     Thank   you   for   your   generous   support!     

  
OFFERTORY   -   Morning   (Serge   Prokofieff)   CAROL     LIVE     
  

READINGS   -   Victoria   Safford     



John   Muir   
In   the   ancient   north   they   spoke   of   death   as   Heimgang-"home-going."     
So   the   snow-flowers   go   home   when   they   melt   and   flow   to   the   sea,   and   the   rock-ferns,   after   unrolling   their   
fronds   to   the   light   and   beautifying   the   rocks,   roll   them   up   close   again   and   blend   with   the   soil.     
  

Myriads   of   rejoicing   living   creatures,   daily,   hourly,   perhaps   every   moment,   sink   into   death’s   arms,   dust   to   dust,   
spirit   to   spirit-   waited   on,   watched   over,   noticed   only   by   their   Maker,   each   arriving   at   its   own   Heaven-dealt   
destiny.   All   the   merry   dwellers   of   the   trees   and   streams,   and   the   swarms   of   the   air,   called   into   life   by   the   
sunbeam   of   a   summer   morning,   go   home   through   death,   wings   folded   perhaps   in   Heaven’s   the   last   red   rays   of   
sunset   of   the   day   they   were   first   tried.     
  

Trees   towering   in   the   sky,   braving   storms   of   centuries,   flowers   turning   faces   to   the   light   for   a   single   day   or   hour,   
having   enjoyed   their   share   of   life’s   feast   -   all   alike   pass   on   and   away   under   the   law   of   death   and   love.     
  

Yet   they   are   our   family   and   they   enjoy   life   as   we   do,   share   blessings   with   us,   die   and   are   buried   in   hallowed   
ground.   They    come   with   us   out   of   eternity   and   return   into   eternity.     
  

And   look   now:    The   snow   is   melting   into   music.    
  

Thank   You      Ross   Gay     
If   you   find   yourself   half   naked   
and   barefoot   in   the   frosty   grass,   hearing,   
again,   the   earth's   great,   sonorous   moan   that   says   
you   are   the   air   of   the   now   and   gone,   that   says   
all   you   love   will   turn   to   dust,   
and   will   meet   you   there,   do   not   
raise   your   fist.   Do   not   raise   
your   small   voice   against   it.   And   do   not   
take   cover.   Instead,   curl   your   toes   
into   the   grass,   watch   the   cloud   
ascending   from   your   lips.   Walk   
through   the   garden's   dormant   splendor.   
Say   only,   thank   you.   
Thank   you.   

  
MUSIC      Waitin’    William   Bolcom     (WBUUC   Choir,   directed   by   Thaxter   Cunio)   
Waitin'   waitin'   
I’ve   been   waitin'   
Waitin'   waitin'   all   my   life.   
That   light   keeps   on   hiding   from   me,   
But   it   someday   just   might   bless   my   sight.   
Waitin'   waitin'   waitin'   
  

READINGS   -   Rev.   SARA   GOODMAN     
  

Hope   Weed      J.   Barrie   Shepherd   
Our   Christian   symbols   seem,   at   times,   not   quite   
appropriate   to   the   meaning   that   they   bear.   
For   instance,   take   the   Easter   lily,   white   



and   fragile   sign   of   resurrection.   Rare,   
its   graceful   silent   trumpet   greets   the   light   
of   March   or   April   only   under   glare   
of   florists’   lamps   unnaturally   bright.   
You   never   find   them   in   the   open   air   
before   July.   A   better   flower   for   Easter   Day   
would   be,   as   every   angry   gardener   knows,   
the   dandelion,   seeded   by   the   gay   
abandoned   wind   that,   as   it   listeth,   blows.   
No   matter   how   we   weed   out   every   stray,   
digging   as   deep,   the   root   still   deeper   goes.   
And   when,   at   last,   we   quit   and   go   away   
the   rain   falls,   and   a   host   of   fresh   bright   foes   
stands   resurrected,   and   the   garden   glows.   
  

Fearless   -   Tim   Seibles   (excerpt)     
Good   to   see   the   green   world   
undiscouraged,   the   green   fire   
bounding   back   every   spring,     
…   the   weeds   
and   other   co-conspiring   green   genes   
ganging   up,   breaking   in,   
despite   small   shear   and   kill-mowers,   
ground   gougers,   seed-eaters.   
Here   they   come,   sudden   as   graffiti,   
  

Not   there   and   then   THERE-   
naked,   unhumble,   unrequitedly   green-   
growing   as   if   they   would   be   trees   
on   any   unmanned   patch   of   earth,   
any   sidewalk   cracked,   crooning   
between   ties   on   lonesome   railroad   tracks.   
and   moss,   the   shyest   green   citizen   
Anywhere,   tiptoeing   the   trunk   
In   the   damp   shade   of   an   oak…   
  

Clear   a   quick   swatch   of   dirt     
and   come   back   sooner   than   later   
to   find   the   green   friends   moved   in:   
their   pitched   tents,   the   first   bright   
leaves   hitched   to   the   sun…     
  

Is   it   possible     to   be   so   glad?   
The   shoots   rising   in   spite   of   every   plot   
against   them.    Every   chemical   stupidity,   
every   burned   field,   every   better   
home   &   garden   finally   overrun   
by   the   green   will,   the   green   greenness   
of   green   things   growing   greener…     



  
HYMN Rising   Green    -   Carolyn   McDade;   arr.   Jim   Scott    Singing   the   Journey   #1068   
My   blood   doth   rise   in   the   roots   of   yon   oak,   her   sap   doth   run   in   my   veins.   
Boundless   my   soul   like   the   open   sky   where   the   stars   forever   have   lain.  
Where   the   stars,   where   the   stars,   where   the   stars   forever   have   lain.   
  

My   hands   hold   the   weavings   of   time   without   end,   my   sight   as   deep   as   the   sea.   
Beating,   my   heart   sounds   the   measures   of   old,   that   of   love’s   eternity.   
That   of   love,   that   of   love,   that   of   love’s   eternity.   
  

I   feel   the   tides   as   they   answer   the   moon,   rushing   on   a   far   distant   sand.   
Winging   my   song   is   the   wind   of   my   breast   and   my   love   blows   over   the   land.   
And   my   love,   and   my   love,   and   my   love   blows   over   the   land.   
  

My   foot   carries   days   of   the   old   into   new,   our   dreaming   shows   us   the   way.   
Wondrous   our   faith   settles   deep   in   the   earth,   rising   green   to   bring   a   new   day.   
Rising   green,   rising   green,   rising   green   to   bring   a   new   day.   

  
SERMON    -   Be   Careful   What   You   Wish   For     

  
MEDITATION   

  
For   just   a   few   moments,   let’s   breathe   together.   In   the   beauty   of   the   morning,   the   miracle   of   the   day,   breathe  
deep   the   breath   of   life,   the   spirit   of   life,   trusting   that   in   this   moment   we’re   together   even   though   we   are   apart.     
For   a   few   moments,   in   gratitude,   let’s   hold   silence   together.     
  

xxx   
  

This   morning   we   hold   those   who   are   struggling   with   loneliness   or   loss,   with   sickness,   mental   illness   or   
depression.   We   hold   those   who   live   with   addictions,   and   all   who   love   them,   we   hold   those   who   are   tired,   or   
can’t   find   their   way.   We   hold   our   children   and   their   parents,   and   our   beloved   elders,   with   gratitude   and   love.   
  

Into   the   silence,   and   out   of   it,   I   invite   you   to   speak   the   names   of   those   you’re   holding   in   your   heart…   
  

xxx     
  

Meditation   
  
    

And   all   of   a   sudden,   without   warning,   
though   we’d   long   expected   it     
in   our   bones   and   in   our   blood,     
in   the   sticky   sap   and   marrow   of   the   soul-   
all   of   a   sudden,   without   warning,     
the   morning   wind   blew   gentler.     
The   white   cold   moon   burned   warmer.   
Our   lake   ice   cracked   and   robins   flew   out,   freed,     
onto   the   muddy   grass;   
redwing   blackbirds   flew   out,   laughing,   



clinging   to   the   reeds.     
    

All   of   a   sudden,   without   warning,   
Something   led   us   out   
with   an   outstretched   arm   and   a   mighty   hand.   
Something   promised   us   rebirth,   the   resurrection   of   our   hoping.   
Something   rolled   the   stone   away.   
The   rain   rained   down   
loud,   clear   and   wet,   not   silent,   thick   and   white,   
and   without   warning   winter   washed   away   
and   we   were   blinking   in   the   sunlight,   free.    
    

Spirit   of   life   and   love,   
moving   now   in   every   lively   living   thing,   and   in   us,   through   us,     
all   among   us   like   the   wind   -   
astonish   us   this   morning.   
Startle   us   and   stun   us.     
Shake   us   from   our   sleeping,   
for   we   are   winter-weary,   sluggish,   disbelieving,     
and   we   are   ready,     
we   are   more   than   ready,     
to   sing   our   alleluias   to   what’s   rising   from   the   dead,   
to   sing   and   shout   our   hymns   of   praise     
to   every   green   and   living   thing   that’s   rising     
from   the   dead.     

  
  
  
  
  

SONG   You   Are   the   Face   of   God     by   Rev.   Karyl   Huntley   and   Karen   Drucker   
You   are   the   Face   of   God   
I   hold   you   in   my   heart   
You   are   a   part   of   me   
You   are   the   Face   of   God   
  

You   are   the   Face   of   Love   
I   hold   you   in   my   heart   
You   are   my   family   
You   are   a   part   of   me   
  

You   are   the   Face   of   Hope   
I   hold   in   my   heart   
You   are   a   light   for   me   
You   are   the   Face   of   Hope.     

  
CLOSING   WORDS Nicolet   Lyon     
Please   join   me   in   the   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      -   Victoria     
Thanks,   everyone   ,   for   joining   us   today.     
At   11:15   you’re   invited   to   cyber   social   hour   -   an   informal   half-hour   with   old   friends   and   new.   Today   we   hope   
you’ll   bring   a   sign   of   spring   to   share   -   or   show   off   your   Easter   basket   or   a   festive   bonnet   that   maybe   matches   
your   Sunday   best   pajamas.   Kids   and   adults   are   all   welcome.    And   if   you   prefer   to   just   come   as   you   are,   with   no   
signs   of   spring   and   no   festive   hat,   we’ll   welcome   you   just   the   same.     
  

We   are   sending   love   to   you   from   St.   Paul   and   Stillwater,   from   Woodbury   and   from   328   Maple   Street   in   
Mahtomedi.    Be   well,   friends.   

    
POSTLUDE       Down   a   Country   Lane   -   Aaron   Copeland    (Carol   Coauette,   pianist)     
  
  


