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I imagine trust as these invisible hands that we stretch out into the world looking for someone to hold on to as we walk 

into the unknown future. 

—Alya Titarenko 

 

No One Is Born Knowing How to Trust 
 
 

Welcome 
Rev. Erica Hewitt 

Delivered by the Rev. Clare Petersberger 

 

“Some of us are bringing our best selves to this space, and some of us are bringing our struggling selves. All of 

us are welcome here, and all of us are loved. 

 

Some of us already have open hearts; and some of us aren’t quite there yet, because our hearts have gotten a 

little beat up this week and might’ve forgotten how to trust and open. Your heart is welcome here, no matter 

how bruised. Together, we affirm that this day— and our being together— can make each of us wiser, more 

compassionate, and braver than when we woke up this morning.”  

 

The Covenant 
 

WE PLEDGE TO WALK TOGETHER 

IN FELLOWSHIP AND LOVE, 

   TO CULTIVATE REVERENCE, 

TO PROMOTE SPIRITUAL GROWTH  

     AND ETHICAL COMMITMENT, 

TO MINISTER TO EACH OTHER’S NEEDS 

     AND TO THOSE OF HUMANITY, 

TO CELEBRATE THE SACRED MOMENTS OF LIFE’S    

     PASSAGE, 

AND TO HONOR THE HOLINESS AT THE HEART OF BEING. 

 

Opening Words 
“Hold On to My Hand” 

 

A little girl and her father were crossing a bridge. The father was kind of scared so he asked his little daughter, 

“Sweetheart, please hold my hand so that you don’t fall into the river.”  

 

The little girl said, “No, Dad. You hold my hand.”  

 

“What’s the difference?” Asked the puzzled father.  

 

“There’s a big difference,” replied the little girl. “If I hold your hand and something happens to me, chances are 

that I may let your hand go. But if you hold my hand, I know for sure that no matter what happens, you will 

never let my hand go."  
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Chalice Lighting 
Soul Matters Team 

 

WE GATHER TODAY TO HEAR AND RESPOND 

     TO THE CALL OF TRUST. 

EVEN THOUGH PROMISES HAVE BEEN BROKEN. 

EVEN THOUGH THE BETRAYALS STILL STING. 

EVEN THOUGH WE’RE UNSURE ABOUT BELIEVING IN    

  OURSELVES. 

LIKE THIS FLAME, TRUST IS SOMETHING 

  THAT NEEDS REKINDLED AGAIN AND AGAIN. 

WE LIGHT OUR CHALICE FOR TRUSTING AND FOR BEING 

   TRUSTWORTHY. 

 

We come into this space, putting away our worries for an hour  

to be renewed, supported and challenged. 

 

We bring all that we are to this moment, this space,  

this community, knowing that our whole selves are welcome here. 

 

Prelude 
“Pounding Heart” (2nd Service)   

V-Roys 

      

“Little Wing” (Both Services)     

Jimi Hendrix 

Once Around the Horn 

  

Story 
I Promise                                                      

David McPhail 

 

So today, we are thinking about trust. Because none of us is born knowing how to trust. As babies we learn that 

when we are hungry, someone will come and feed us. When we cry, someone will come to comfort us.  

 

In Scandinavia, the origin of our word “trust” point to confidence and reliance. In Germany, the origin of our 

word “trust” points to consolation and solace.  

 

On whom or what do you rely? In whom or what do you place your confidence? From whom or what do you 

seek consolation and solace? And how did you learn your sources of reliability, confidence, consolation, and 

solace? Our story, I Promise, is about Baby Bear learning from Mother Bear about trust.  

 

[Story summary: As a baby bear frolics with his mother in a pool beneath a waterfall, the baby bear asks his 

mother to sing to him. Knowing her song will not be heard over the rush of the water, the mother bear assures 

her baby that she’ll sing to him later. “I promise,” she says. But Baby Bear doesn’t know the word promise, and 

asks what it means. Mother Bear tells him that a promise is when you say you’ll do something, and then make 
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every effort to do it. Baby Bear wonders what happens if you don’t do what you said you’d do. That, explains 

Mother Bear, is a broken promise. Baby Bear asks if a broken promise can be fixed, to which his mother replies 

that it isn’t easy to fix a broken promise, which is why it is best to keep the promise. 

 

Baby Bear realizes that he has made a promise of his own, to play with a friend the next day, and he asks his 

mother if he would be breaking his promise if he didn’t play with the other little bear. She helps him think 

about his question, and he realizes that he would indeed be breaking his promise, and also hurting his friend. 

 

With his better understanding of promises, Baby Bear begins to question his mother about what she promises 

him as they walk along the riverbank. She makes him a new promise about what they’ll do on their walk, and 

reminds him of an old promise she made and kept. Intrigued by the idea of promises, Baby Bear continues to 

ask Mother Bear for promises, and she continues to make them, promising to care for him, feed him, teach 

him, and let him make his own discoveries. Can she promise him happiness, the little bear wonders. Mother 

Bear won’t make that promise; she can’t be sure of keeping it, though she promises to help him make his own 

happiness.  

 

By the end of their walk, Baby Bear is still asking for one last promise, and Mother Bear delivers a big one: She 

will always love him.  

 

As Mother Bear puts Baby Bear to bed, he remembers his promise to play with his friend the next day, and he 

makes another promise to his mother: that he will try to be a good bear, most of the time. And as she accepts 

his promise, she keeps one of her own, and sings to him as he goes to sleep.] 

 

That is how Baby Bear learned about trust and the importance of making and keeping promises. We gather as a 

religious community brought together by promises about how we will respect and care for one another and 

work together for the greater good. This is how we learn to trust love.  

 

Hymn 
 #1008  “When Our Heart Is in a Holy Place” 

 

Meditation 
“Love Knows You”                         

Rev. Barbara Merritt 

 

Let us continue in the spirit of prayer with a meditation by the Reverend Barbara Merritt.  

 

“When my youngest child was a baby, the sweetest part of my day was putting David to sleep. At fifteen months he 

had a demanding schedule. There were toilet paper rolls to unravel, dressers to empty, bookshelves to clear, trash 

baskets to dump on the floor, papers to tear, pans to bang, books to redistribute throughout the house and office, 

pigeons to chase in the park, food to massage into his hair, a brother’s toys to covet and fight for, and a 

considerable collection of bright and educational playthings to utterly ignore.  

 

By 7:30 at night little David was stumbling through the house like a drunken sailor: cranky, exhausted, and too tired 

to walk in a straight line. But when I warmed a bottle of milk and he climbed up into my lap, the transformation 

was nothing short of miraculous. He would start to drink his bottle, and all the tension and agitation would melt 

away from his face. As he nestled into my arms, the frantic energy and the frustration disappeared. His body 
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relaxed. He started to smile and hum to himself, and in a few minutes he was asleep. As the look of peace came 

over him, I found myself feeling wonderfully peaceful as well.  

 

Most little children find a place of comfort, safety, nourishment, and love in their mothers’ and fathers’ arms. It’s 

the place to go after a long hard day, a reality they can trust. Again and again, they return to this sustaining 

relationship. Independence is fine. There will be more mischief and exploration tomorrow. But babies seem to 

instinctively sense how important it is to recharge their batteries and to allow someone stronger to take care of 

them.  

 

I suspect that meditation and prayer are motivated by the same instinct. In our prayers, we are “nestling in” with 

reality, adopting a stance that declares we trust what is “out there” and what is “inside.” In moments of meditation 

we assume a certain confidence, a faith that what is, is ultimately friendly, capable of supporting our life, and able to 

restore us to our full strength and potential. In a posture of receptivity and dependency, we allow for the possibility 

that a power greater than ourselves will hold us, feed our starving souls, and give us peace. Our best prayers are 

when we can simply turn our faces in the direction of love.”  

 

In moments of silence, let us turn ourselves in the direction of love. [Pause.] 

 

The Reverend Barbara Merritt concludes, “One of my favorite Buddhist prayers reads in part:  

 

You may come to this Love, for a few seconds, then go away and do whatever you will.  

God’s Love is unchanging.  

You may deny the power of Love, to yourself, then curse God to anyone who will listen.  

God’s Love is unchanging.  

You may become the most despised of creatures, then return.  

God’s Love is unchanging.  

Go where you will, do whatever you will, stay however long you will, and come back.  

This Love is unchanging.  

No matter what befalls, no matter what you become, Love awaits you always. Love knows you and serves you. 

God’s love for you, in a changing world, is unchanging.”  

 

Musical Interlude 
“Baby, I Love Your Way”      

Peter Frampton 

Once Around the Horn 

 

Stewardship Testimonial 
Wendell Finner 

[Text not available.]  

 
Offertory 
“It’s Only Love”   

John Lennon/Paul McCartney 

Once Around the Horn 
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Sermon 
No One Is Born Knowing How to Trust 

Rev. Clare L. Petersberger 

 

In conversations with parents about baby dedications, they often share their discomfort with the concept of 

“original sin.” They cannot believe traditional Christian teachings that their baby was born with original sin that 

needs to be washed away by baptism. Their baby is vulnerable, not sinful; more of a journal with blank pages 

than a novel with a pre-ordained ending. I assure them that the purpose of our child dedications is to dedicate 

ourselves to the care and nurture of our children.  

 

Our babies and children need our care and nurture. Cynthia Wall observes, “No one is born knowing how to 

trust.” Each and every one of us had to learn trust—had to learn that when we were hungry, a caretaker would 

appear to feed us; when we needed comfort, a caretaker would hold us; when we needed a diaper changed, it 

would be; when we needed to play and learn about the world, a loving caretaker would be there to do that.  

 

These acts of caring did more than provide for the physical and emotional needs of our young life. They further 

conveyed a spiritual orientation to life: “I can trust the world. I know what to expect. I will be cared for. It’s 

OK.”  

 

Of course, as we learned growing up and as we learn raising children, adults do not appear immediately all the 

time. Babies sometimes have to wait to be fed. They learn to cry themselves to sleep. When an adult doesn’t 

appear, immediately, babies learn to play with objects in the crib by themselves. Babies learn to know what they 

can expect, who will care for them, and when and how. They also begin to learn that they can trust that they 

will be able to take care of themselves—to a degree—and it will be OK.  

 

Growing up, our experiences continue to teach us who and what is trustworthy. Mother Bear promised not 

once, but twice, to sing to Baby Bear and she did. She made a promise he could trust. Baby Bear promised to 

meet Billy Bear for a playdate and realized that if he broke that promise, Billy Bear would be hurt and sad. Yet 

because we humans are fallible, there comes the day that our trust is betrayed by an adult or by a peer.  

 

Cynthia Wall goes on to write, “Life gives us many teachers, some caring and others cruel. Few people receive a 

solid base of trust as children.”  

 

I was reminded of this watching Brené Brown speak about trust. She began with the story of when her 

daughter, Ellen, who was then in third grade, came home from school distraught. Ellen had confided in friends 

at school about something hard that had happened to her and they had betrayed her trust. Instead of caring for 

her, they had gossiped about her during recess, laughed at her, and called her names. Brené Brown talked about 

how as children and even as adults, we humans sometimes share things that are not ours to share to hotwire a 

connection with a would-be friend. She described it as the “If you don’t have anything nice to say, come sit next 

to me” syndrome.  

 

Trash talking others reveals our own jealousies and insecurities and says nothing about a third party. Ellen’s 

teacher wanted his students to find a better way to nurture friendships! He wanted to begin to restore right 

relationships. So he removed some marbles from the class marble jar. The class jar represented rewards and 

punishments. When the jar was full, the class could have a party. When it was depleted, it meant the class was 

not making good choices together. The teacher’s removal of marbles from the marble jar was of little 
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consolation to Brené Brown’s daughter. Having had her confidences betrayed, having felt the core of her being 

judged by her peers, she told her mother, “I will never trust anyone again.”  

 

And Brené Brown shared, “My first reaction was, ‘Damn straight!’ You don’t tell anyone anything but your 

Momma. And when you grow up and go off to school, I will go with you and get an apartment.” She chuckled 

at her own over-reaction.  

 

Then Brené Brown realized that this was a teaching moment about trust, the betrayal of trust, and the renewal 

of trust. So she told her daughter, “Trust is like a marble jar.”  

 

Ellen asked, “What do you mean?”  

 

Brené Brown continued, “You share those hard stories and those hard things that are happening to you with 

friends, and, over time you’ve filled up their marble jar. They have done thing after thing after thing where 

you’re like I know I can share this with this person.” Ellen said that made sense. So Brené Brown asked, “Do 

you have any marble jar friends?” And when Ellen confirmed that she did, Brené Brown asked, “How do they 

earn marbles?”  

 

From this conversation with her nine-year-old daughter, Brené Brown went on to research trust and discovered 

that trust is earned in small moments—remembering names, showing up at a funeral, asking about a loved 

one’s well-being. It turns out that most people will trust someone who asks for help when they need it, because 

they understand human vulnerability. She quoted Charles Feltman’s definition of trust “Trust is choosing to 

make something important to you vulnerable to the actions of others.”  

 

Brené Brown’s dialogue with her daughter resonated with me because we all have had teachers in trust—some 

caring, some cruel. When our trust is betrayed, the world seems harsher; we don’t know what to expect; we no 

longer have faith in others and perhaps even in ourselves; and we are certainly not OK. No doubt we can all 

remember an experience that left us, like Ellen, promising to never trust anyone again.  

 

One such experience for me, as a young adult, involved a train ride to see a college friend in New York. When I 

got off the train, I had my suitcase but realized I did not have my purse. By the time the train got to the next 

station, and a conductor could check, the purse was gone. This made no sense since I had been sitting in the 

front row of one of the cars. The purse had been in front of me on the floor. That’s when I realized that the 

middle-aged man sitting next to me reading The Atlantic magazine (of all magazines), who had talked to me and 

who had volunteered to help me with my luggage, must have also kicked the purse under the seat or done 

something with it. I can honestly say that while I did go on to trust again, I’ve never been as gullible again.  

 

Friday night, Don and I went to see the play Everything Is Wonderful. Without giving spoiler alerts, trust is one 

issue running throughout the play. At the beginning of the play, it appears that one character is too gullible and 

is giving everyone her trust without it being earned. The fear is that she will be exploited. At the same time, it 

appears that another character is too cynical, is giving NO one her trust and is thereby pushing others away 

from her. The fear is that she will end up all alone in the world. No one is born knowing how to trust. We have 

to learn through trusting, having our trust betrayed, and discerning who and what are our marble jar friends.  

 

The play Everything Is Wonderful illustrated how it helps to be aware of the circumstances, history, and 

expectations of others. Sometimes, what feels like a personal betrayal of trust is someone else living out of their 
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own experiences and expectations—their own story—and they never intended to betray our trust or harm us. 

And sometimes others DO betray our trust and we have to communicate how we feel; hold them accountable; 

and decide if we are going to pursue reconciliation. And sometimes we betray the trust of others and need to 

confess, seek forgiveness, and make amends.  

 

The Reverend Christine Robinson writes, “Perhaps it is because trust is so primal that we Americans rate this 

quality as the most important aspect of a relationship. Whether it is our lover or our doctor, more than anything 

else we want to trust that person so that we can continue to believe ‘I can trust the world. I know what to 

expect. I will be cared for. It’s OK.”  

 

None of us is born knowing how to trust. And yet the need to trust, wisely, is primal. So we come together as a 

religious community to deepen our understanding of who and what we can trust. For our faith community is 

grounded in trust. The first paragraph of our congregation’s relational covenant is: “We promise to trust, to 

welcome each other, to be courteous, patient and warm, to give and gain the benefit of the doubt.”  

 

This is not a gullible trust. We do not welcome behaviors that put at risk the physical, emotional, and spiritual 

safety of others. But it is also not a cynical trust that is suspicious and judgmental about everyone we meet. 

Instead, we welcome all people of goodwill who treat others with respect and kindness.  

 

If we imagine life as a bridge, here, we extend the invitation to hold each other’s hands so that we don’t fall into 

the river. That way, if we slip and let go, another will be there to hold us up and steady. May we walk together 

and cross the bridge in the light of love. And may we teach those who come after us to do the same.  

 

Song 
“In the Light of Love”         

Miten/Deva Premal 

 

Closing Words 
“What to Do in the Darkness” 

Marilyn McEntyre 

 

[The poet advises the reader to go slowly, and willingly, into darkness, knowing darkness as a place of growth 

and honing of the senses, willing to take an outreached hand, and practicing trust while awaiting the light.] 

   

GO NOW IN PEACE. 


