No Order of Service
February 1, 2026

Standing with Our Neighbors

Gathering Music “Many Waters”, Daniel Pinkham
Polly Oliver

Chime and Welcome
Clare Lewis

Announcement Ted Barnes/Jay Woodruff - Tacos & Tunes

Chalice Lighting & Covenant
Lynn & Ross Trimby

With open minds and loving hearts, we gather to search for
meaning, to care for one another, and to work together for
a better world.

Invocation “For Good”
First Parish Choir

Stephen Schwartz (from Wicked) Jane and Emily

Opening Words Rev. Lisa Perry-Wood



Good morning, one and all, with a special welcome to

anyone watching on zoom from Minneapolis!

I’m Rev. Lisa Perry-Wood, I’m the interim minister here at

FP; my pronouns are she and her.

There are times in our lives when we hesitate, when we’re
not sure whether it’s our time to show up, whether this call
is for us, whether we’re enough or ready or our families

will be in support, or freak out.
| have had those times, and that decision can be tough.

Then there are times, when it’s very clear that it’s part of
your job, that there is no one better or better prepared,
and you sign up to go, even if you still have a few sneaky
doubts.

And, finally, there are times when you think “This is not for

me; not this time.



There are others, better prepared, younger, stronger,

smarter.
I’ll just let this one pass me by this time.”

But sometimes, your congregation, who you have grown to
love and trust, your people, tell you, clearly and

confidently, that you are going.

And they are so sure, and already so grateful, that you
really have no choice but to cancel whatever seemed more

important, make those reservations, and get on that plane.
Friends, this was that time.
And you are those people.

So this story, all the stories you’ll hear later, of standing up
for Minneapolis, this is your story, just as much as it is

mine.

This is Summons by Aurora Levins Morales



Last night | dreamed

ten thousand grandmothers

from the twelve hundred corners of the earth
walked out into the gap

one breath deep

between the bullet and the flesh

between the bomb and the family.

They told me we cannot wait for governments.
There are no peacekeepers boarding planes.
There are no leaders who dare to say

every life is precious, so it will have to be us.

They said we will cup our hands around each heart.
We will sing the earth’s song, the song of water,

a song so beautiful that vengeance will turn to
weeping,

the mourners will embrace, and grief replace

every impulse toward harm.



Ten thousand is not enough, they said,
so, we have sent this dream, like a flock of doves

into the sleep of the world.
Wake up. Put on your shoes.

You who are reading this, | am bringing bandages

and a bag of scented guavas from my trees.
| think | remember the tune.

Meet me at the corner. Let’s go.

Song “We Get There Together” , Josh Blaine
We Get There Together was written by Jewish song leader,
Josh Blaine for “We Cry Justice: Reading the Bible With The
Poor People’s Campaign, edited by Rev Dr. Liz Theoharis”.
His song picks up on themes reminding us of justice that is
called for in the Bible - that no one shall be left behind - to

achieve justice for one, we must achieve justice for all.



No one is getting left behind this time.

No one is getting left behind.

No one is getting left behind this time.

We get there together or we never get there at all.

We get there together or we never get there at all.

Time For All Ages Kate
Children leave for SEEK programming.

Offering (See below for donation options).
PLATE SHARE: BIJAN

This is the time in our service when we invite your
generosity to support the good works of our congregation.

The Boston Immigration Justice Accompaniment Network
(BIJAN) is a community network of individuals, faith
communities, and other activist groups working to reduce
the escalating harm of our immigration system in the
current political context.



This morning our shared plate will go to their partner
oprganization, the Beyond Bond & Legal Defense Fund.

Beyond provides accompaniment, including support in court
or at ICE check-ins, legal referrals, fundraising for bond or
legal fees, letters of support from the community, rides for
families to visit loved ones in detention, logistical
assistance with paperwork or bond payments, as well as
help with housing, transportation, and other immediate
needs of people released on bond who have no other
resources in the community.

Please give as generously as you can.

Directions to give online are in your OOS. If this is your first
time here, please let the plate pass you by, you are our
guest.

Our offering will now be given and gratefully received.

Offertory “The Paper Reeds by the Brook”, Randall
Thompson



Joys and Sorrows Debbie Levens

Music for Meditation

Reading
Joseph Fasano is a 43-yr-old poet and novelist from NYC,

who has taught at SUNY Purchase and Columbia.

This poem is “For Alex Pretti”

Because his last words were for a woman;
because he asked,

are you okay, are you okay;

because he had learned to say it

by standing each night beside the dying;
because sometimes he held their hands;
because he had lived only as long

as the scent of childhood in an album;
because he was a son;

because he sang once;



because of all of it,
because of all of it,
because of all of it,

tell it, tell the story:

a breath has left;

country is dying;

and a man laid his face

on its pavement today

as though he were listening
to a patient’s heart—

even then, even at the ending —

to do what he was there to do: heal.

Anthem “Believe Your Eyes”

Sermon “Changed for Good”

Thomas Keesecker

Rev. Lisa

No one is getting left behind this time; No one is getting

left behind..



No one is getting left behind this time.
We get there together or we never get there at all

We get there together or we never get there at all!

Dear friends, when | sat down yesterday, | thought, “l have
no words, no words at all, for all that happened in the last
week.

How can | convey it all?”

And then | remembered the last Sunday | was here, two
weeks ago, when | told you:

“UU clergy from all over the country have been called to
Minneapolis, and many are answering that call, but I’'m not
going,” and you refused to hear that last part.

So many of you, as you left that morning, said:

“Thank you for going to Minneapolis; thank you for
representing us.”

So | thought, “Okay, | guess I’m going after all.”



Now, you all know | love poetry, and as it happens, from
time to time | write poetry.

So, | was inspired to write a prose poem yesterday,
interspersed with stories from my time in Minneapolis.

It’s dedicated to all of you, with great love.

We came.

From all over the country;
Answering the call,

with our deep winter gear

And our Righteous rage.

We were schooled,

By courageous, heart-filled people
Creative and relentless;

humble in this time together,
Lending each other our courage

and our love.



We came to to be with,
to find out how the Minnie-Apple does it,

To take lessons in the ways of resistance.

First thing we learned:
The whistle has protected and transformed the lives of
those in this community.

It is a sacred symbol now.

We came to learn; we heard:

We’re going to need more courage, more creativity, more
solidarity

To build bridges to our brilliant community.

We have to be willing to work in coalition;

We have to be willing to put aside our differences.

And the multifaith, queer movement there is just

breathtaking;



Built on the ashes of George Floyd, Philando Castille,
Daunte Wright.
Tempered by the deaths of Renee Good and Alex Pretti,

And so many others; too many others.

We learned. Oh, we learned.

Renee loved to dance;

and this, this movement, is about protecting art, music,
dance!

We heard:

Queer people are magic;

making mothers out of everything.

We listened:

Ntakeei Oasi: We are all related, Jim Bear said:

Carry it with you; take it home.

Here’s my first story:



On Friday morning, Rev. Kelly, member of the Ogalala
Lakota Sioux tribe, and associate pastor of All Nations
Church, told us so many stories. Here’s one:

Kelly was a little girl with many brothers; she carved out
her own safe place, a hideout in a grove, with a great tree
she could lean against.

She showed her grandfather and told him her secret:

Tree is my grandmother, the Animals are my brothers and
sisters; the Plants are my cousins.

Her grandfather told her:

We are going to have to cut down that tree.

Sobbing, little Kelly ran to her grandmother, who turned
her around, made her face her grandfather again.

He said, “Little one, The spirit lives in all of us; we’re not
separated.

It’s like our creation story: the plants, the trees, the
animals, they all live in you; they are always with you,

wherever you go.”



It was a hard lesson for a little girl, and they did cut down
that tree, but they used the wood to make a chair for Kelly
and another tree took the old ones place.

You see, nothing is lost.

It is all connected.

The people shared what they’ve learned

Hard won on the field of Minneapolis streets.

They said:

Everything is being tested now.

Here is the authoritarian playbook

We are not there yet but we are headed there
Sometimes it takes 10 years

We need to save all the spaces for democratic process
They said:

What do you need for this reality to live inside you?



Renee Good was killed for doing patrol.

She was a protector, they said.

A mom, a wife, a queer poet,

kind and "forgiving”; had "taken care of people all her life.
A "beautiful light," a pillar of strength,

she was called a "source of joy",

Who had infinite capacity for love.

Her memorial filled with poetry, flowers,
Dolls, icons, photos, signhs and words.

At the center a firepit, an eternal flame kept lit.

We visited George Floyd too -

his undying flame, nearly 6 years old,
Tended by the community every day.
And the “Say Their Names” cemetery -

Row upon row of white headstones in the snow -



It feels shameful to recognize the losses;

More shameful not to remember.

We have not already lost, they told us;

feel your feelings but don’t get stuck there

We’re building a civil resistance movement grounded in
Non violence

Intersectionality

Descalating conflict with each other

We will tend to our hearts

and walk into those spaces intentionally.

We have to

Get creative, they said;

imaginative, with ways to resist.

We can save lives

With acts of defiance and resistance;

Find the pillars of power that assist in noncompliance;



3.5% of the population in sustained cooperative resistance...
for years.

We are building that resistance

And we’ll need as much resilience and practice as we can

get.

They told us:

All actions are symbolic

and disruptive

and non-complicated

And “There is a crack in everything” -

you just need to find the light.

This is the story of Genesis and genocide, they said.
And fear is real.

We are sharing the narrative of colonial imperialism
We honor the tears of trauma and rise...

And rise to this moment.



Story #2: On Saturday evening there was a vigil at Unity UU
Church in St. Paul, where two of us, UU ministers, served
as ushers, handing out song sheets and vigil candle, while
others stood watch.

We ran out of candles and | spent a lot of my time poking
new ones into paper bobeches; it felt like Christmas Eve.
And, like Christmas Eve, the church was packed - easily 600
people, extras on swiftly set up folding chairs, in the
balcony, sitting on the floor.

One of their ministers led a long, slow, embodied
meditation, with breath and sound and movement,
interspersed with song.

There is More Love Somewhere...

As people filed out every one of them thanked us for being
there; we stayed and listened to their stories for another
hour.

Loving witness is an essential role right now;



Witness, presence, allows space for grief.

We learned more:

Don’t freak out - Breathe

Don’t just go over there - Trust the plan
Don’t have an idea - Listen to the leaders

Leave if you need to - Consent is assumed

We almost always have enough time to take one breath,
they told us.

Notice,

pause,

breathe,

respond.

“He who would be free must themselves strike the blow”,

said Frederick Douglas.



And nobody is coming to save us, they said.

We heard a

Collage poem, the wisdom of today:
Creator, we are People.

We want to live.

For this we pray.

We have to do this afraid, we heard them say.
We have to take shifts for the revolution.

You need to know your neighbors.

You will not have time to think,

so you will do what you have practiced.
Successful movements have training at the core.
Say yes. Don't pass the buck.

Don't wait for perfect conditions.

Breathe, trust, listen.

No one is getting left behind.



Remember us not only by our fears, but by our dreams.
Remember: Queer people are magic at making mothers
everywhere.

Remember: We are all related.

Next Story: On Sunday morning, UU clergy were asked to
offer protection to San Pablo/St. Paul’s, a Spanish-English
ELCA (Evangelical Lutheran Church in America (ELCA))

congregation.

We were standing, on guard, wearing our stoles over our
coats, inside and ringing the perimeter.

Pastor Hierald welcomed us with a huge smile, beaming so
much love.

His is a Spanish-style church, with beautiful stained glass
windows and a sign on the altar:

Aqui estamos y no nos vamos.

Here we are and we aren’t going anywhere.


https://www.google.com/search?client=firefox-b-1-d&hs=qLbU&sca_esv=d370a6d0e6430821&sxsrf=ANbL-n4B-2amtbm6DiUm0A9iCvruJ1yT3Q%3A1769897209381&q=Evangelical+Lutheran+Church+in+America+%28ELCA%29&source=lnms&fbs=ADc_l-aN0CWEZBOHjofHoaMMDiKpfLY5rtNM5M-cdiqwJEN-avVopuudCJpVy325uLh9CI95RclENfE_Y_dpKWbjCX3rHiWn2vM9PhlGiJiOBDmwR0j1ED5yOo0V3IR6V36Sjgk-WV8FcTEQYevYOXZP3WCxxue-koIrbFRiDWoeJ1Kbkn-VfN8_n-OYei-eAWb9dCnYgznkQ-HHzxQceqtpIp6g64j4Ow&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwiusPb55LaSAxV6FlkFHQ-JEmoQgK4QegQIARAB&biw=1220&bih=685&dpr=2&aic=0

‘When they passed the peace, everyone got out of their
seats and moved through the sanctuary, making sure they
greeted every single person, us included, with eye contact,
smiles, handshakes and hugs.

No haste, only love.

And then, there was "coffee" hour, with a full lunch of rice,
beans, tortillas, bread, and two birthday cakes.

People kept bringing us more food - there was SO MUCH
food.

But in the service, we had already been fed.

Solo El Pueblo, salve el pueblo

If one of us falls, we all stand up.

We learned: Wo Pila is a big “thank you” in Ogalala Sioux;
Wokula Aleha means: | have thankfulness.

We learned that Native people here are invisible



They continue to pray, and keep their own counsel.

We were reminded:
We are infested with greed

And there’s a massive mental health crisis.

We learned that, in 1862,

Bishop Whipple pleaded for mercy

for the lives of 303 Dakota warriors;

Reducing it to 38 native people, who were executed.
Whipple’s commitment to justice and mercy, his legacy;

And now the Whipple building is a huge detention center.

We learned that we are constantly moving in prayer.

We learned: “Ice out” is part of Minnesota culture.



The day in the spring when the last chunk of ice melts in
the lake,

The lake becomes liquid water again.

Neighbors living on lakes bet on what day it will happen.
It makes news headlines in small town papers.

The sign that Spring is just around the corner.

So ICE OUT is something to take seriously there.
It means the turning point when the seeds,

dormant all winter, will soon grow.

Next story.

Sunday night we were asked to provide a visible clergy
presence at the Alex Pretti memorial.

It was 6, 6:15, near dark when we got there.

Five of us walked round a circular memorial that sprang up

in less than 24 hrs.



We separated, then | found myself at the edge of the
crowd, near the street; a confrontation between the police
and protesters began to heat up.

“Whose streets? Our streets!” they shouted, as city police
yelled at them to move back.

| watched an MSNow reporter be hustled away.

The ringleaders yelled and faced off with the police; the
crowd swelled in anger.

Laurie, a local UU minister, and | had a simultaneous idea:
we need to sing.

Moving toward our friends on the other side of the
memorial, we began to sing and lead others in song.

UU hymns and protest songs and anything we could think
of.

Keep on Moving Forward, keep on moving forward, keep on

moving forward, never turing back, never turning back.

Almost immediately things began to calm down.



Police moved off, protestors either joined us or left.

We sang for nearly two hours, while the crowd thinned,
tempers dropped, more people began to sing with us,
suggesting new songs and playing music on their phones.

It was such a simple idea, a tactic we’d learned for
deescalation - we were astounded by its effect.

Even while we were singing, we were looking at each other
in shock.

We loved the people of that beleaguered city with our
voices.

You all are so GOOD, we sang.

Alex Pretti’s friend said:
“It does not surprise me that his final words were, ‘Are you
okay?’

Caring for people was at the core of who he was.



He was incapable of causing harm.

He lived a life of healing, and he lived it well.”

“Please honor my friend by standing up for peace,” he said,
“preferably with a cup of black coffee in hand and a couple
of pieces of candy in your pocket, just as he would.

He would remind you that caring for others is hard work,
and we must do whatever it takes to get through the long
shifts.

Everyone, everyone, everyone of these people are ours,
just like we are theirs.

We belong to them; they belong to us!”

Last story: On the way home from the airport, | got talking
with Miguel, my Uber driver.
| told him what | had been doing for the past week.

Miguel’s from Haiti, he’s only been here a few years.


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=L3LyOva0tH0&authuser=0

He told me that he’s undocumented; that he’s terrified
every day.

He lost his factory job and now he drives for Uber, but
every time the car stops, he’s sacred to death, always
looking over his shoulder, ready to run.

Miguel came here to escape the armed gangs that run the
city in Haiti; he always thought the U.S. was a good place.
“That’s what | heard from everyone”, he said.

“l used to think this was a good place too”, | said, with
tears in my eyes.

“But there are still good people everywhere.”

| contacted a local immigrant support organization on one
of my signal chats; someone will call Miguel on WhatsApp
tomorrow, they said.

| will pray for you, | told him.

We hugged.

| gave him an extra big tip.

They get to keep all of their tips, he said.



We came ready for war, with our PPE in hand

And found connection, found love, found sisterhood,
siblinghood,

Some of us made honorary “white old ladies of
Minneapolis.”

We were fed, we were thanked, over and over and over.
We sang and marched and stood sentry and witnessed;
They taught us new songs and infected us with their
courage.

Minneapolis changed the tune.

Beloveds, when | thought | had no words, the words came.
You, your love, gave me wings to fly,

Believed in my witness, before | recognized it

Your love traveled with me, every step of the way;

You made me brave.



Together we were changed;

with your love, with the courage of the people of
Minneapolis;

| have been changed, | have been changed, yes, | have

been changed..for good.

Dear friends, please pray with me.

Spirit of all that is, of love and life, maker and mover of all
things.

We turn to you, as we try to understand the world we are
living in now.

Help us to help each other, to reach out, even to those who
disdain us,

Knowing that love, love is the only way.

Keep refilling our wells of love;

Help us to see goodness around us, every day,



Be with us now, turn us ever toward each other,
As we hold hope for brighter days to come,

For our beloved country to be restored,

as a land of peace and welcome once again.

May it be so. Blessed be. Amen.

Hymn #159 “This is My Song”
(On the last verse, please turn toward rear doors for
closing words)

Closing Words
SIGN STOLE!!

Continue the conversation in my office from
11:15-11:45.

Solo El Pueblo, salve el pueblo,

If one of us falls, we all stand up!



Ten thousand is not enough, they said,
so, we have sent this dream, like a flock of doves

into the sleep of the world.
Wake up. Put on your shoes.

You who are reading this, | am bringing bandages

and a bag of scented guavas from my trees.
| think | remember the tune.

Meet me at the corner. Let’s go.

Dear friends, take all that we have shared here this
morning...

Choral Response

Postlude



	 

