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The Saving Power of Unitarian Universalism 
First Universalist Church of Rochester, NY 

September 23rd, 2018 10:30am 
 

 
Prelude 
 
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.  However long you have been 
coming and however long you plan to stay, we welcome 
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you.  However open or closed you feel this morning, we 
welcome you.  It is good to be together. 
 
Announcements  [Eric VanDusen] 
 
“Good Morning!”  (wait for response) 

I am Eric Van Dusen, a member of the Board of Trustees. 

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.  This allows us to connect 

with you if you are interested in learning more about our 

congregation and its programs.  We also invite you to join 

us for refreshments following today's service in the Clara 
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Barton Lounge.  There you'll find some friendly people at 

our welcome table who can answer any questions you 

might have. 

Please see your insert for an outline of today's service, 

along with some information on our upcoming activities 

and events; 

Do you like people and like books?  Consider joining the 

Library Committee.  Duties are light, and satisfactions are 

great.  If you're interested, speak to Phil Ebersole or one 

of the other committee members. 

An invitation for Visitors – If you’re a First Universalist 
visitor and are interested in learning more about our 
church and its Unitarian Universalist traditions, please 
join us at one of the orientation sessions we call UU and 
You. The next session, scheduled for next Sunday October 
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7 immediately following our Sunday service, includes an 
overview of Unitarian Universalist history and principles, 
and the story of this congregation. 
The Ministerial Start-Up Workshop Weekend is October 
12 and 13. More details will be available to you very soon.  
Check the weekly email ‘This Week,’ as well as the bulletin 
boards.  An announcement saying that our Annual 
Leadership Assembly would be held on October 6 was 
sent out in error.  This meeting has been replaced by our 
Ministerial Start-Up weekend on October 12th and 
13th.  We apologize for the confusion. 
The New York State Convention of Universalists 
conference and annual meeting will be held in Syracuse 
on October 19 and 20.  information about the conference 
is posted on the bulletin board outside of the church 
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office. If you are interested in being a delegate, please 
contact Nancy Gaede for details about the website. 
 

 

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  [Eric Van Dusen] 
 
To continue our warm welcome of you this morning, we 
invite you now to turn to a neighbor and introduce 
yourself.  If you would like, you can share something you 
love about this church or, if you are new here, something 
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you hope to find here.  We encourage you to find someone 
you don’t already know that we can build better 
connections with one another. 
 
Opening Hymn  #121 We’ll Build a Land 
[Rev. Lane to Intro- invite folks to use inclusive language- 
people together instead of sisters and brothers] 
 
1 We'll build a land where we bind up the broken. We'll 
build a land where the captives go free, where the oil of 
gladness dissolves all mourning. Oh, we'll build a 
promised land that can be.  
 
Come build a land where people together, anointed by 
God, may then create peace: where justice shall roll down 
like waters, and peace like an ever flowing stream.  
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2 We'll build a land where we bring the good tidings to all 
the afflicted and all those who mourn. And we'll give them 
garlands instead of ashes. Oh, we'll build a land where 
peace is born.  
 
Come build a land where people together, anointed by 
God, may then create peace: where justice shall roll down 
like waters, and peace like an ever flowing stream. 
 
3 We'll be a land building up ancient cities, raising up 
devastations from old; restoring ruins of generations. Oh, 
we'll build a land of people so bold.  
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Come build a land where people together, anointed by 
God, may then create peace: where justice shall roll down 
like waters, and peace like an ever flowing stream. 
 
4 Come, build a land where the mantles of praises 
resound from spirits once faint and once weak; where like 
oaks of righteousness stand her people. Oh, come build 
the land, my people we seek.  
 
Come build a land where people together, anointed by 
God, may then create peace: where justice shall roll down 
like waters, and peace like an ever flowing stream. 
 
Call to Worship  [Rev. Lane] 
 
Come into this space and bring your full humanity, 
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Bring all of who you are-  
The bright, shining face you put forward, 
The brokenness you carry, 
The weariness from a busy week, 
The energy of excitement and anticipation. 
Come into this space and bring all of it with you, 
All of you is welcome here. 
Come, let us worship together. 
 
Chalice Words   [Kitty Forbush] 
 
Vessels of Life-Saving Welcome by Michael Tino 
 

The flaming chalice was first used by the Unitarian 
Service Committee as a symbol of life-saving refuge for 
people fleeing persecution in Europe. 
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As we light this chalice, we invoke the love that called 
people to put their lives at risk to save others. May we be 
vessels of life-saving welcome. 

 

Our chalice will now be lit by ___________. 

 

Testimony  [Kitty Forbush] 

 
Good Morning Church family.... I was a lost soul.. I felt 
empty... I was very sad but I kept my pain very close to my 
chest.. Somehow, I had convinced myself that I deserved 
the guilt and shame that I felt. It wasn't enough that I had 
lived through what I did; I had to continue to experience 
it by feeling responsible for it all. I call it being soul sick... 
I was certainly functioning-going to work, doing the 
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things that kept me going- but I was keeping up a 
pretense.                        

It was one question asked of me by Elizabeth Osta, who 
was my patient at the time and has become my dear and 
trusted friend...she asked.."Kitty,  what sustains you?" I 
just stared at her and then answered slowly..."Uhhhh... I 
don't know." "You just have to come to my church", she 
said...So...... I did... 7 years ago, and it was a decision that 
has changed me forever. My icy heart started to melt and 
the tears started to flow..As Martha Munson would say, 
"If you can't cry in church, where can you cry?" and for 
that first year, I cried every Sunday. I had denied myself 
the joy of receiving-of being cared for. That's what this 
fellowship does- we care about each other-we care about 
our community-we care about what truly matters in this 
world-justice, inclusivity and dignity. We care about being 
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kind and welcoming. We listen and we are 
heard.                              

 This church has also given me my voice- I have been 
singing my whole life but singing for all of you in the 
choir, in our quartet "Gathered Here" and with solos from 
time to time, has allowed me to share my heart with you 
in this way, with music, one of the greatest healers there 
is.                                                                     

What we have here at First Universalist is a spiritual 
family. A place where we matter- a place where our 
opinions and beliefs are valued- we have a sacred trust 
when we sit together in prayer and 
meditation.                                             

I have also been incredibly fortunate to be a Board 
Member for the last 5 years and I am so grateful that I get 
to play a part in keeping our mission statement vibrant to 
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"Nuture the Spirit and Serve the Community" in this 
way.                                   

But the wonderful thing about this church is that we 
are all a part of all of it....with Cozy Suppers, with the 
Social Justice circles, with the Choir, with volunteering for 
RAIHN, with our continual work with addressing the 
needs of the homeless, with MOCHA, with our church 
auction, with our churchwide Social Justice Project, with 
support of migrant workers and immigrant rights and 
animal rights and with all the committees and small group 
ministries. We together are making our community more 
loving and just.                            

I feel supported in a way that I could not have 
imagined 7 years ago. I have made wonderful friends. 
Here at First Universalist, we represent the best that 
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humanity has to offer...love and kindness and ALL that 
that means.                 

So be it.......truly....  
 
Affirmation of Faith  [Kitty Forbush] 
 
Please rise as willing and able 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 
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With the source and meaning of life: 
Thus do we covenant with each other and with all. 
 
Doxology   [Kitty Forbush] 
 

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  [Rev. Lane] 
 
We have so much to be thankful for in this community- so 
many gifts of relationship, justice initiatives, thought-
filled conversation, and a place for our families.  This 
morning, I want to extend some extra gratitude to our 
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MOCHA Team- the folks who literally make our coffee 
hour and our fellowship possible following each service.  
If you are providing coffee hour food and hospitality this 
year, would you please rise so we can thank you?  (PAUSE 
for applause).  And we still need a few more volunteers if 
folks would like to sign up! You will see this morning that 
Carole Hoffman our MOCHA Coordinator is wearing a 
Coffee Connection t-shirt.  Coffee Connection is a local 
organization that employs and provides job training for 
women who have been working towards sobriety to give 
folks a head-start in their recovery.  When you support 
this congregation and when you give to MOCHA in the 
basket at the coffee hour table, you are supporting women 
finding employment that could mean the difference 
between life and death to them.  Our contributions to the 
church this morning make an impact in the lives of folks 
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who deeply need our support.  Our contributions this 
morning also support each one of us in our participation 
here, in our ministry to others, in our community so folks 
know that there is a place that is nurturing the spirit and 
serving the community.  I invite you to give this morning 
and to give generously, as generous as your heart will 
allow.  The offering will now be gratefully received. 
 
Offertory  I Am Waiting by Jim Scott – [Choir with 
Richard Reed, soloist and Brock Tjosvold, piano] 

 
 
Message for All Ages  A Lamp in Every Corner 
             [Rev. Michelle] 
 
Hymn of Affirmation Sheltering Arms of Love 
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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  Romance in F-Sharp Major, 
Op. 28 No. 2 by Robert Schumann (1810-1856) on piano 
               [Brock] 
 
Joys and Sorrows  [Rev. Lane] 
 
Here in reverence now we gather to hear the gifts of the 
joys and the sorrows of this community. 
 
….. 
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And we drop one final stone into the bowl to represent all 
the joys and sorrows that go unspoken in our community.  
May all be held in the heart of love. 
 
Pastoral Prayer  [Rev. Lane] 
 
Let us be shelter to one another in the wilderness, 
Hold fast before us the fragility of life, 
The reminder that each day, each interaction in precious. 
In this season of Sukkot, may we know our own survival, 
Times when we had to fight and times when we let go, 
The instincts in us that brought us this far, 
The coping mechanisms we need to let go of. 
Let us be shelter to one another in the wilderness, 
In life’s moments of storm and disturbances, 
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In the joy of the sun that warms us, 
In the times we are alone and feel we don’t belong, 
In those moments when we need to know someone else 
has been through this and has lived to tell the tale. 
As the harvest time begins,  
Let us be grateful for each breath, 
Let us reach out when we are in need of solace, 
Let us experience life, whether joyful or deeply 
disappointing, 
Let us know the shelter of one another. 
 
And let us share in some silence together. 
 
[Rev. Lane to ring bell to START meditation] 
 
[PAUSE for silence] 



 21 

 
[Rev. Lane to ring bell to END meditation] 
 
Hymn of Contemplation  #1040 Hush [Rev. Lane 
to intro- First two verses and fifth only] 
 
Spoken:  Spirituals are meant to serve as a source of 
comfort and a cry for freedom from enslaved Africans in 
this country.  So, following this morning’s prayer, we will 
sing the first, second, and fifth verse of the song, “Hush,” 
hymn #1040.  As we join our voices here, we join in 
singing with the ancestors of this country who creatively 
voices their sorrows and their plans for freedom through 
song. 
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Hush, hush, somebody’s callin’ my name. 
Hush, hush, somebody’s callin’ my name. 
Hush, hush, somebody’s callin’ my name. 
Oh my Lord, oh my Lord, what shall I do?  What shall I 
do? 

Sounds like freedom, somebody’s callin’ my name. 

Sounds like freedom, somebody’s callin’ my name. 

Sounds like freedom, somebody’s callin’ my name. 

Oh my Lord, oh my Lord, what shall I do?  What shall I 
do? 

I’m so glad that trouble don’t last always. 
I’m so glad that trouble don’t last always. 
I’m so glad that trouble don’t last always. 



 23 

Oh my Lord, oh my Lord, what shall I do?  What shall I 
do? 

 
Reading  I Am Not Alone by Devalois LeBrón from 
the book, Testimony: The Transformative Power of 
Unitarian Universalism [Kitty Forbush] 
 
It all began when I was reading a book on humanism- my 
journey of the desperate search to relieve my soul and 
revive my inner spirit.  One thing led to another and I 
found the Church of the Larger Fellowship.  What I came 
to discover was that the CLF was what I’d been searching 
for my whole life.  Growing up in a family of Roman 
Catholics was more a curse than a blessing for me.  I was 
born bisexual, and at age four cute boys and girls caught 
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my attention.  For some crazy reason I thought, why do I 
want to kiss them both?  Then, while attending school, I 
realized that my sexuality was not accepted by my peers, 
and that created an invisible wall between the world I 
wanted to live in and the world in which I was living.  
Eventually, like many LGBTQs, I turned to alcohol and 
drugs to escape the world that so much resisted my kind. 
 I don’t want to make this long letter about myself 
because this isn’t just about me, it’s about us all.  When I 
discovered the CLF and wrote to the prison ministry, I 
took a chance to see what would happen and opened up to 
a Unitarian Universalist member, Mandy Goheen.  When 
she answered my letter and told me that I was accepted 
and welcome to become a member, I could not stop 
crying, because I had finally found not only friends, but a 
new family that loves, cares, understands, and accepts me 
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for who I am, and who I was born to be.  If there is a Bod 
out there, he lives in the souls of UU members, we are his 
most precious children that he has ever created, and 
God’s love is expressed by every member of the CLF.  
Today I don’t see myself as Roman Catholic, I see myself 
as a child of the Most High God who has finally found his 
true home.  Thank you!  I cannot express, without 
shedding tears of joy, how grateful I am to have found 
you… And yes, let the world know that I, Devalois Le 
Brón, and a bisexual man and am proud to be one, more 
proud today than ever.  Why?  Because I know that I am 
not alone, I have a beautiful family and am a member of 
the CLF, my home.  I love you all and wish you all great 
blessings, and if there’s anyone out there like me I invite 
you to come home.  We at the CLF are waiting for you, 
you are family also and we love you, too! 



 26 

 
Centering Music  Intermezzo by Flor Peeters (1903-
1986) on organ         [Brock] 
 
Sermon  The Saving Power of Unitarian 
Universalism      [Rev. Lane] 
 

Multiple times this morning, I feel like the sermon has 
already been preached.  In Kitty’s testimony, in the story 
from Rev. Michelle, and of course in the story of Devalois 
LeBrón.  So, humbly, I approach this pulpit this morning 
knowing that these stories are not unique.   

Our faith is needed so very much right now.  It has 
been needed over the course of time, but it is really 
needed in this moment.  As we are scared, as we are a 
country that is ever-divided, as we are continually 
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overwhelmed about the current and future state of affairs, 
we need places where we can go to cry, where we can be 
intellectually challenged, where we can connect with 
others now more so than ever.  This is a heart-saving, and 
therefore a life-saving faith.   

I’m not here this morning to talk about salvation in 
another time and place.  It is my opinion that talking 
about concepts like heaven or hell keep us looking to a 
future that will remain ever-mysterious to those of us still 
with the living.  Looking ahead to this future can keep our 
focus out of the present.   So the kind of saving I am 
talking about, the kind of transformation I am talking 
about takes place right here and now, in the mundane and 
the sacred moments of our days, in human relationship, 
in acts of compassion and justice.   
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This faith saves lives by offering radical acceptance to 
so many.  One common thread I hear amongst our stories 
this morning is a feeling of coming home.  A not knowing 
this place existed, but when you find it you know you are 
truly with your people.  For those of us who grew up in 
this faith, I think it is a choosing over and over again to be 
part of a human community that reminds you are loved 
and accepted just as you are.  Like the homes we occupy 
currently, we choose again and again to return for the 
sense of comfort and love we find there. 

I wonder why you come to this church each Sunday 
morning.  I wonder why you came this morning.  Why 
exactly are you here?  Take a moment to think about it. 
[PAUSE]. And I want to invite you to name aloud some of 
the reasons you are here.  So just call it out.  Why do you 
come to First Universalist Church?  [PAUSE to collect 
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answers- repeat some of them into the microphone so 
people can hear them.]  See?  The sermon has already 
been preached. 

This morning, I want to share with you all a story of a 
time when this faith saved my life, when Unitarian 
Universalism showed up for me when I needed it.  I think 
many of us share something powerful with Kitty in the 
story she shared this morning.  We don’t often come to 
church because things are going well in our lives.  The 
times when we really need this community come in those 
difficult moments, those times when we need this faith to 
survive, when we are feeling low or sitting with some sort 
of failure, or some kind of way that life has dealt us a bad 
hand.  And we come here because we need others.  I hear 
this in Devalois Lebrón’s story too.  We find this faith or 
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this faith finds us in tough times, when we feel isolated 
and alone. 

I grew up in this faith and was part of a church 
community consistently from birth to age 18.  When 
college rolled around, I knew I was committed to the 
ministry, but wasn’t always motivated to get to church on 
a Sunday morning.  I met with a UU student group and 
still kept my faith alive.  I attended church when I was 
home for breaks or holidays. 

A month after I graduated college, my father suddenly 
died from an unexpected heart attack.  The news was 
shocking.  The kind of shock that just draws you inward.  
The kind of protective shock that puts you in a bit of 
denial, where much of life seems like a dream or at least 
less of a reality.  Not many of my friends knew what it was 
like to lose a parent.  So many calls came in, so many 
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sympathy cards were sent.  All of it was overwhelming.  I 
was living separately from my family at the time and felt 
pretty alone when I received the news. 

I flew home as soon as I could and we commenced to 
make all the arrangements with the funeral home and 
with our minister for the memorial service.  I was in and 
out of moments of disconnect, overwhelm, extreme 
tiredness, and sometimes presence when I could muster 
it. 

The day of my father’s memorial service came.  I 
entered this sanctuary where I had grown up, where I had 
attended worship services since age 5 and I immediately 
came to- snapped right to attention.  The place was 
packed- wall to wall.  People from a bunch of different 
parts of his life were there, but overwhelmingly it was our 
church that showed up for us that day: the folks who had 
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taught me in Sunday School, the choir members who sang 
with my dad, the young adults I had grown up with.  The 
memorial service itself told stories of who my father was 
and ended with a beautiful rendition of Louis Armstrong’s 
“What a Wonderful World” played by a cellist who knew 
him well.  So, this was what church was all about?  
Showing up in people’s lives when we are not at our best, 
when we are grieving, when we have made mistakes that 
cannot be undone, when our hearts are broken open. 

That day, this faith saved my life.  I had been in a deep 
depression, in a fog of questions, in guilt about not 
spending more time with him.  Being brought out of 
myself in that moment and into a community of love and 
support was exactly what I had needed. 

And it was not just me that was saved.  I left my mother 
after that visit, knowing that she would be taken care of as 
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well by folks who would show up with food or a listening 
ear.  She would be surrounded by a community of love.  
People would continue being a part of her life, which gave 
me such a peace of mind and eased my weary heart.  It 
truly gave me permission to go back to the life I had been 
living. 

It is one of our great religious tasks to help people 
learn how to live with the fact that life is finite, that death 
is inevitable.  And when we help people through that 
process- when we surround them with love and 
acceptance in difficult moments of loss, when we show 
up- it matters.  Our presence can save lives.  It sure saved 
mine.  It helped to inspire me to show up in the lives of 
others in the midst of their losses.   

These saving moments do not always need to be as big 
as the loss of a close loved one.  They can come in a 
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discussion with someone, in attending your first worship 
service, in a moment of realizing you are not alone.  They 
can come when you need a community of support and 
acceptance and you find it here. 

These moments can be transformative moments.  
These moments can be healing moments.  When I speak 
of transformation, I am talking about the deep changes in 
us that can take place, whether instantaneous or slowly 
over the course of time.  Being part of a faith community 
that both challenges and comforts us cannot help but also 
transform us. 

And so, following this funeral, I returned to Chicago 
where I had once been living.  The love of my religious 
community was so clear to me in that moment and I did 
not want to let it go.  I began going back to church.  After 
this four-year hiatus, I found religious community with 
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the good folks at Second Unitarian Church in Chicago and 
attended worship there faithfully for the next two years.  I 
realized I really needed community.  And Unitarian 
Universalism was there for me. 

I wonder in what ways this faith has shown up for you.  
I wonder where folks have been present in times when 
you needed a reminder of the goodness of our broader 
human community.  And this morning, if you are new and 
just freshly learning about Unitarian Universalism, what I 
want you to know is that we are here to show up with one 
another, to explore with one another and to know that we 
are less alone in this world. 

This is the saving power of Unitarian Universalism- the 
reassurance that we do not have to go through this world 
alone and isolated.  The saving power of our faith and this 
place comes in the companions on the journey, people 



 36 

committed to justice and compassion, imperfect people 
who are sharing our imperfect lives with one another.  
This faith shows up in the lives of people who are 
currently incarcerated to say you have inherent worth and 
dignity that deserves to be respected.  This faith embraces 
the family who is struggling with change and shifting that 
can feel overwhelming with the message of, “We have 
been there too and survived.” Or, “I’m struggling too right 
now.  Let’s find ways to support each other.”  And this 
faith speaks to folks of all ages who are grieving and 
dealing with loss to honor the lives of their loved ones and 
support us in our healing. 

We seek to heal.  We seek to be connected.  We seek to 
nurture the spirit and to serve the community.  We seek a 
deeper meaning and purpose for the lives we are living. 
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As divisions grow deeper in our communities, these are 
forces for good found within these walls.  This home, this 
congregation is so very needed in our time.  This is no 
time for a casual faith, as our denomination’s President, 
Rev. Susan Frederick-Gray, would remind us. 

  Let us be shelter to one another and to those seeking 
shelter.  Let us be a force for love and less isolation in a 
world seeking connection.  Let us get to the heart of our 
own stories of transformation so we can know who we are 
and why we are here.  In a world that is hurting, may we 
answer the call to heal. 

 
Amen. Blessed be.  May it be so. 

 
 
Musical Interlude? 
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Closing Hymn  #298 Wake, Now, My Senses 
 
1 Wake, now, my senses, and hear the earth call; feel the 
deep power of being in all; keep, with the web of creation 
your vow, giving, receiving as love shows us how.  
 
2 Wake, now, my reason, reach out to the new; join with 
each pilgrim who quests for the true; honor the beauty 
and wisdom of time; suffer thy limit, and praise the 
sublime.  
 
3 Wake, now, compassion, give heed to the cry; voices of 
suffering fill the wide sky; take as your neighbor both 
stranger and friend, praying and striving their hardship to 
end.  
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4 Wake, now, my conscience, with justice thy guide; join 
with all people whose rights are denied; take not for 
granted a privileged place; God's love embraces the whole 
human race.  
 
5. Wake, now, my vision of ministry clear; brighten my 
pathway with radiance here; mingle my calling with all 
who will share; work toward a planet transformed by our 
care.  
 
Benediction   [Rev. Lane] 
 
Postlude   Toccata by Flor Peeters (1903-1986) 

                [Brock] 
Extinguishing the Chalice 


