
…The Walls We Tear Down 
First Universalist Church of Rochester, NY 

November 11, 2018 at 10:30am 
 

Prelude  "Gnossienne No. 1" by Erik Satie (1866-
1925)            [Charlie Courtsal] 
 
Words of Welcome  [Rev. Lane] 
 
Welcome to the First Universalist Church of Rochester, 
where we are nurturing the spirit and serving the 
community.  Whoever you are, we welcome you.  
Wherever you come from, we welcome you. Whomever 
you love, we welcome you.  Whatever you need to tear 
down in order to rebuild, we welcome you.  We welcome 
all of you. It is good to be together this morning. 



 
Announcements   [Tess McFarland-Porter] 
 
“Good Morning!”  (wait for response). 

 I am Tess McFarland Porter, a member of the Board. 
 
I extend a warm welcome to our visitors and guests.  It is 
a special pleasure to welcome those visiting with us for 
the first time. If you have not done so already, we invite 
you to fill out the Visitor Response card found on the back 
of the Joys and Sorrows card inside of your Order of 
Service. This allows us to connect with you if you are 
interested in learning more about our congregation and 
its programs.  We also invite everyone to join us for 
refreshments following today's service in the Clara Barton 
Lounge.  
 



Please see your insert for an outline of today's service, 
along with some information on our upcoming activities 
and events; 
 
Church Discussion: Black Lives Matter banner. As 
part of its Second Sunday Social Action activities, Faith In 
Action Council and the Social Justice Project Team invite 
the congregation to a discussion regarding the display of 
the banner on the church building today in the Sanctuary 
after the service. All are welcome. 
 
Fresh Produce & Bread for Worship Service on 
November 18.  The whole church worship service on 
November 18 features an opportunity to "make" stone 
soup out of fresh produce from the congregation.  People 
are invited to bring onions, carrots, potatoes, or anything 



else to go in the soup.  There will also be a Bread Sunday 
celebration following the service, where we will share 
bread with one another.  Feel free to bring fresh produce, 
a loaf of bread or both on Sunday, November 18 at 
10:30am! 
 
Our Ministerial Installation of Rev. Lane 
Campbell will take place here on Sunday, November 18 

at 4:00 pm.  You are invited to witness and celebrate the 
formal installation of Rev. Lane Campbell. At the catered 
reception you can participate as an usher, greeter, 
decorator, or all-round-helper. See Paula Marchese, 
Katherine Flynn or Kitty Forbush.  
 
Out of respect for the worship service that we are about to 
share, please be sure that your cell phones are turned to 



worship mode.  Thank you. 
 
Welcoming Each Other [Tess McFarland-Porter] 
 
Wherever you come from, we welcome you!  Let us take. 
Moment to welcome each other, reaching out to those 
especially who we have never met or even those we don’t 
know all that well. 
 
Opening Hymn  #361 Enter, Rejoice and Come In 
 
1 Enter, rejoice, and come in. Enter, rejoice, and come in. 
Today will be a joyful day; enter, rejoice, and come in.  
 
2 Open your ears to the song. Open your ears to the song. 
Today will be a joyful day; enter, rejoice, and come in.  



 
3 Open your hearts ev'ryone. Open your hearts ev'ryone. 
Today will be a joyful day; enter, rejoice, and come in.  
 
4 Don't be afraid of some change. Don't be afraid of some 
change. Today will be a joyful day; enter, rejoice, and 
come in.  
 
5 Enter, rejoice, and come in. Enter, rejoice, and come in. 
Today will be a joyful day; enter, rejoice, and come in.  
 
Call to Worship  [Rev. Lane] 
 
Breathe in deep with me, 
Allow the walls to come down, 
The walls of busy-ness, 



The walls of moving onto the next thing, 
The walls of isolation, disconnection, 
Breathe in deep with me. 
 
Let go of the fragility, 
Let go of the hesitation, of the second-guessing, 
Let go of that which is no longer serving you or your 
community. 
 
Breathe in deep with me. 
 
Come, let us worship together. 
 
 
Chalice Lighting Words  [Dolores DaLomba] 
 



Don’t leave your broken heart at the door; 
Bring it to the altar of life. 

Don’t leave your anger behind; 
It has high standards 
And the world needs vision. 

Bring them with you, 
 And your joy 
 And your passion. 
Bring your loving, 
 And your courage 
 And your conviction. 
Bring your need for healing, 
 And your power to heal. 
There is work to do 
 And you have all that you need to do it 
 Right here in this room. 



 
The chalice will now be lit by ___________. 
 
Testimony  [Dolores DaLomba] 
 
I became an activist at 16, volunteering to work for the 
Progressive Party’s 1948 presidential candidate, Henry 
Wallace.  I joined the Young Progressives of America, 
who, black and white together, worked for equal rights.   
With the confidence of youth, we knew we would change 
the world. 

Those were exciting times.  Paul Robeson, Pete Seeger, 
W.E.B Dubois and many others came to our meetings, 
sang and gave speeches.  Wallace lost the election, but 
undaunted, the next year found us working on Wally 



O’Brien’s campaign for mayor of Boston,  best 
remembered by the song, “And He Never Returned”.  

Fast forward 25 years.  I was about to leave Boston to 
move to Washington, DC where I would be a stranger and 
alone.  It was past time to become re-engaged and live my 
values, so before I left for DC, I asked a friend to 
recommend a church that was active in social justice.  
Through a combination of forgetfulness and geographic 
confusion, I visited the church on the opposite corner of 
the one he had recommended. 

It was the wrong place, but the right church.  The 
church had a long history of social action.  James Reeb, 
who was murdered in Selma, Alabama, had been an 
Assistant Minister there.  It was also the birthplace of 
Sweet Honey in the Rock. During my time at All Souls, I 
joined in picketing the South African embassy and in 



voting to declare the church a sanctuary for a Salvadoran 
refugee.    

Fast forward another 25 years to retirement in West 
Virginia.  Still alone, I knew I needed to find a community 
where I could reclaim the faith that sustained me and the 
activism that proclaimed that faith.  At the top of my 
“must have”  list was a community with a UU church.  I 
knew from my experience at All Souls that the nurture of 
my spirit was just as important as the nurture of my body.  
How excited I was to find that Rochester had not one, but 
two active UU churches!  

I visited both churches and found many positives for 
each, but fell in love with the serenity and beauty of this 
building, the friendliness of the congregation, and the 
feeling that I could be of use here.  Not only was I 
welcomed, I was quickly made to feel needed (I was on 2 



committees before I knew what was happening).  As I 
continue to work with others toward a more just society, I 
get to meet more and more members and friends who 
encourage and empower me with the strength and 
dedication that they exhibit. 
 
Affirmation of Faith   [Dolores DaLomba] 
 
Please rise in body or in spirit for our affirmation of faith 
and remain standing as we sing our doxology. 
 
Love is the doctrine of this church; 
The quest for truth is its sacrament, 
and service is its prayer. 
To dwell together in peace; 
To seek knowledge in freedom; 



To serve humanity in fellowship; 
To the end that all souls shall grow into harmony 
With the source and meaning of life: 
Thus do we covenant with each other and with all. 
 
Doxology   [Dolores DaLomba] 
 

From all that dwell below the skies   
  Let songs of hope and faith arise.  
  Let peace, good will on earth be sung  
  Through every land, by every tongue.   

 
Offering Words [Dolores DaLomba] 

 
This church, this congregation matters.  Each Sunday, we 
come here seeking a healing word, seeking a listening ear, 



seeking a way to serve others- a way to provide care, or 
seeking a place to be reminded of the best selves we are 
called to be.  This church, this congregation matters.  It 
matters to those who come seeking, it matters to those 
who have been coming for years, it matters to those who 
have just recently begun to learn what Unitarian 
Universalism is.  So, this morning, you are asked to give.  
You are asked to give to ensure that this place that 
matters so very much is here for generations to come.  
Thank you so much for giving to First Universalist 
Church.  Our offering will now be gratefully received. 
 
Offertory  "Draw the Circle Wide" by Mark Miller  
[UUROC Choir and Brock] 
 
Story  The Two Brothers and the Carpenter   



[Rev. Michelle] 
[Text to come] 
 
Food Ingathering    [Rev. Michelle] 
 
On the second Sunday, we take up a food ingathering to 
benefit our local food cupboard.  If you have food for this 
ingathering, please hold it high and our kids will come 
around to collect it. 
 
[Brock to play a reprise of “Draw the Circle Wide” or a 
hymn or something while kids collect the food!] 
 
Today our Children’s Worship leaders are Charlie 
Courtsal & me. As they guide the Children up to their 
service, let us sing the Hymn of Affirmation, and 



remember the promises we make when we dedicate the 
children of this faith community.” 
 
 
Hymn of Affirmation  Sheltering Arms of Love 
 
Beneath our arms, we shelter you,  
you warm our hearts as you pass through.  
May our love guide you as you go,  
to help you learn and help you grow. 
 
Musical Interlude Prelude by Flor Peeters (1903-
1986) on organ          [Brock] 
 
Joys and Sorrows  [Rev. Lane] 
 



[Rev. Lane to read Joys and Sorrows Cards] 
 
And we drop one final stone into the bowl to represent all 
the joys and sorrows left unspoken in the silent 
sanctuaries of our hearts.  May all be held in the heart of 
love. 
 
Pastoral Prayer  [Rev. Lane] 
 
We are here to honor the lives, 
The lives of those lost to war, 
The lives of those who returned to continue to serve, 
The lives of those who returned with injuries both seen 
and unseen. 
 
We are here to honor the lives, 



The many who stepped forward, 
Those reluctant to serve who answered the call, 
The lives of the grieving, the mourning, the ones who miss 
the person who went and came back forever changed. 
 
We are here to honor the lives, 
With gratitude, 
With respect, 
With authenticity, 
With wishes that all wars would cease, 
With prayers for peace, 
With our own memories. 
 
Let us share a moment to honor the lives in silence. 
 
[Rev. Lane to ring bell] 



 
[PAUSE for silence] 
 
[Rev. Lane rings bell a second time] 
 
Hymn of Contemplation  #396 I Know This Rose 
Will Open      
 
I know this rose will open.  
I know my fear will burn away.  
I know my soul will unfurl its wings.  
I know this rose will open.  
 
Reading  The Legacy of Caring by Thandeka [Rev. 
Lane to read first. Dolores to read another time through] 
 



Despair is my private pain 
 Born from what I have failed to say 
  Failed to do 
  Failed to overcome. 
Be still my inner self 
 Let me rise to you 
 Let me reach down into your pain 
 And soothe you. 
I turn to you 
 To renew my life 
I turn to the world 
 The streets of the city 
  The worn tapestries of 
   Brokerage firms 
   Crack dealers 
   Private estates 



   Personal things in the bag lady’s cart 
  Rage and pain in the faces that turn from me 
   Afraid of their own inner worlds. 
This common world I love anew 
 As the life blood of generations 
  Who refused to surrender their humanity 
  In an inhumane world 
  Courses through my veins. 
 
From within this world 
 My despair is transformed to hope 
 And I begin anew 
 The legacy of caring. 
 



Centering Music  "I'm Movin On" by Rascal Flatts 
(written by D. Vincent Williams and Phillip White) on 
piano             [Brock] 
 
Sermon  …The Walls We Build   [Rev. Lane] 
 

Last week, for folks who were not able to be here, we 
explored the walls we build around our hearts and we 
took the time to intentionally name the materials of these 
walls.  Hence the brick walls you see built up here on our 
chancel.  If you were not here last week, not to worry.  I’ve 
been spending some time with this wall we created and I 
think it holds pieces of truths that can speak to our shared 
lived experiences.   

Today, we will focus on how to tear down the walls we 
have built around our hearts.  And you named the 



material of these walls so well.  Walls made of arrogance, 
fear, disrespect, lack of self-confidence, humor to keep 
others at a distance, avoidance, grief, disappointment, 
and so many other factors of our lives.  This wall right 
here, these walls, hold a lot and tell us a lot.  So, today, we 
set out to tear them down. 

This is not a day to tear down those walls we are not 
ready to tear down, those walls we have built out of a 
sense of protection or safety that still need to be in place.  
Those walls are still serving us.  Today, let’s explore 
together how to tear down the walls that are no longer 
allowing us to live fully- the walls built with shame, the 
walls built with fears from a previous time, walls built out 
of perfectionism or divisiveness or preconceived notions. 

We tear down walls around our hearts not just for the 
sake of doing so or even for the sake of saying that we are 



now a better human being, although that is a worthy 
pursuit.  No, we tear down the walls around our hearts 
because they block us from what we need to see, from 
what we need to learn or to hear, from an important and 
life-saving connection with others. 

These walls that you have named are keeping us from 
connection.  They are holding us back from realizing our 
fullest lived potential.  They are barriers to creating the 
beloved community we seek. 

To live life more fully, in authentic connection with 
others, Brene Brown, noted author and shame researcher 
tells us that we have to connect in those moments when 
our walls are up.  We have to connect in those moments 
when our walls are up.  We have to reach out to those 
whom we can trust to let them know we are feeling fear, 
embarrassment, shame, isolation, whatever the wall is for 



us in that moment.  We have to cross the chasms that 
exist between ourselves and others to experience 
connection.  Brown’s research has helped her to see that 
humans are hard-wired for connection.  Those who are 
living the most full, the most heart-centered lives are 
people who make the decision to connect in a tender 
moment of vulnerability rather than shutting themselves 
off.  Those who can reach out and own the stories they are 
telling about a particular event or interaction, those who 
can connect in the midst of shame can heal from the 
experience.   

When I say owning the stories we are telling ourselves, 
I mean using “I language” to describe our experiences to 
others.  Like, the other day, when I saw you respond to me 
in this way, the story I told myself about our encounter 
was that you were judging me.  When I heard someone 



say they didn’t like a person’s actions, I took their reaction 
inward and thought about all of the times I had done that 
thing.  Do you mind talking this through with me?  The 
way we tear down these walls is to connect with others, 
especially in those moments when the walls we build are 
telling us to be silent, to let the moment pass, to stay safe. 

The most healing word we can hear when we reach out 
is, “Yeah.  I’ve been there too and it totally sucks.  I hear 
you.”  Not attempting to fix the situation, not saying, 
“Whoa.  I have never experienced that.  That’s awful.”  Not 
saying, “Have you tried this?”  Or, “I went through a 
totally similar situation and ______ worked for me.”  
What we need to hear in these moments of tender 
connection is understanding and truth.  And we often find 
understanding and truth from those who we can trust.   



I am not advocating this morning for you to go out 
from here telling each person you meet your story.  This is 
about reaching out to connect in relationship to heal the 
walls that divide us from one another, to begin again this 
legacy of caring we hear Thandeka talking about. 

To own the contents of the walls we build around our 
hearts is a challenge.  However, we must know what we 
are dealing with in order to heal.  We cannot dismantle 
that which we cannot see.  We cannot be more open to 
learning to live our lives fully without a bit of self-
reflection, without time to notice when a wall is being 
built, when our walls have gone up. 

And from that private pain, we turn to one another, we 
turn to the people that can see us, understand us, and 
help us to put our experience in perspective.  It is no 
accident that we are talking about tearing walls of shame 



and isolation down in a church.  Isn’t this the function of 
religious community?  To be a place where people can 
come to be connected, where we can turn to the people 
here with us to share our private pains, the burdens we 
carry.  This is a part of why the ritual of joys and sorrows 
is so central to Unitarian Universalist worship- it is 
important to us to know what the folks in this room are 
celebrating and what people are going though. 

And we haven’t always been the place where folks can 
go and feel heard.  We haven’t always been a walls-torn-
down kind of an institution.   I have only been here at 
First Universalist for a few months, but I imagine we have 
a similar situation to many of the Unitarian Universalist 
churches I have participated in.  When I was growing up 
and going through struggles, church was not the place I 
went to to talk about my difficulties- it was where I went 



to look good, it was where I was encouraged to be on my 
best behavior.  It was where the walls came up in favor of 
secrecy or looking like I had it together.  Sometimes, the 
walls came down in personal one-to-one friendships, if 
the trust was there. 

We come here to learn to live life and we come here to 
know we are not alone in our struggles and in our 
celebrations.  We come here to be in touch with 
something larger than just us, to have our difficulties put 
in perspective, to begin to tear the walls down.  We know 
we cannot just tear the walls we build around our hearts 
down on our own- in our own minds.  If we could do that- 
we are a smart bunch and we would have done it already.  
No, we need other people to hear us, we need other people 
to trust, we need other people to reach out to. 



So, this morning, we are not going to engage in an 
exercise of tearing this wall down, leaving shreds of paper 
on the floor for Brandon (our sexton) to clean up after the 
service.  That would just be rude.  And it does not honor 
the weight and the tender vulnerability you have engaged 
in by taking part in this ritual.  Instead, you are invited to 
come forward and to take a brick from this wall home 
with you.  You are invited to hold the fears, the shame, the 
isolations others experience and to extend understanding 
for another’s experience. In that connection, we heal the 
invisible walls that divide us.  You are invited to carry the 
burden of another person, to keep it visible in your daily 
life or to incorporate it into your spiritual practice.  You 
are invited to listen to someone (or at least to read some 
of what they have written) and to understand some of 



what they are experiencing that we may be healed a little 
this morning and that we may tear these walls down. 

I invite you now to come forward, to claim a brick, and 
then to make your way back to your seat. 
 
[Brock, can you play music here?] 

 
Just for a moment, would you hold this brick in your 

hand?  I wonder how many of us share an experience with 
this person who wrote down what the walls around their 
heart are made of.  Could we see a show of hands of who 
connects to the experience you are reading about on the 
brick you have been given?  Just take a look around… 

Let the healing power of connection fill this room.  Let 
the healing power of connection be a part of our lives.  
May we know that this ritual is the beginning, an 



invitation to share with others when our walls are up.  An 
invitation to pay attention and notice when we are in a 
moment of separating ourselves from others in ways that 
block us from growth, honesty, authenticity.  Let the 
healing power of connection be a part of this community 
every time we pick up someone else’s brick, every time we 
listen to someone else and say, “Yes.  I too have 
experienced this.  You are not alone.”  And may this truly 
be a place that people come to to know we are not alone.   
 
Amen.  Blessed be.  May it be so. 

 
 
Closing Hymn   #348 Guide My Feet 
 



1 Guide my feet while I run this race. Guide my feet while 
I run this race. Guide my feet while I run this race, for I 
don't want to run this race in vain! (race in vain!)  
 
2 Hold my hand while I run this race. Hold my hand while 
I run this race. Hold my hand while I run this race, for I 
don't want to run this race in vain! (race in vain!)  
 
3 Stand by me while I run this race. Stand by me while I 
run this race. Stand by me while I run this race, for I don't 
want to run this race in vain! (race in vain!)  
 
Benediction   [Rev. Lane] 
 
Postlude   Fugue by Flor Peeters (1903-1906) on 
organ             [Brock] 



 
Extinguishing the Chalice   [Dolores DaLamba] 
 


