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Sanctuary is the place we can go when our lives are under threat, where we can consider love in the midst of oppression.   

It’s a place for those who speak a language not of the dominant culture, a place where anyone can say, ‘I am home.’   

Taking sanctuary is an act of saving one’s life from the suffering of the world. 

 

—from “Sanctuary:  A Meditation on Home, Homelessness, and Belonging” by Zenju Earthlyn Manuel 

 

Sanctuary, Not Shelter 
 

Welcome 
Rev. Clare Petersberger 

 

The Covenant 
(Read in unison)                 

L. Griswold Williams 

 

LOVE IS THE DOCTRINE OF THIS CHURCH, 

THE QUEST OF TRUTH IS ITS SACRAMENT, 

AND SERVICE IS ITS PRAYER. 

  

TO DWELL TOGETHER IN PEACE, 

TO SEEK KNOWLEDGE IN FREEDOM, 

TO SERVE HUMAN NEED, 

TO THE END THAT ALL SOULS SHALL 

GROW INTO HARMONY WITH THE DIVINE— 

THUS DO WE COVENANT WITH EACH OTHER 

AND WITH GOD. 

 

Opening Words 
Kenny Wiley 

“Where God Is”  

 

From 2015 until this year, Kenny Wiley was a senior editor for our denomination’s magazine, the UU World. 

He wrote about how Unitarian Universalist congregations provided sanctuary for him at various times in his 

life. He entitled his reflections “Where God Is.” 

 

The first time my heart felt broken, I went to church. When my mom died, I went to church. When I failed a 

class, I went to church. When I failed a friend, I went to church. When I felt like I’d failed at life, I went to 

church.  

 

I didn’t go asking for forgiveness. I didn’t go asking for salvation. I went to church—a Unitarian Universalist 

church— to be reminded, through hugs from friends, awkward interactions with strangers, and inspired 

messages from leaders, that no matter how down I feel, I still matter. I still have worth.  

 

My God says, “Whoever you are, you are enough. Whomever you love, you are enough. Whatever your race 

or ethnicity, you are enough. Whatever your abilities, you are enough. Whatever your economic class, you are 
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enough. Whatever your gender identity, you are enough. Whatever you do for a living, you are enough. If you 

don’t have a job right now, you are enough. You are a human being, and so you are enough!” 

My God says this when we come together, worship together, listen deeply to one another, and love one 

another. This, I believe, is the God of our faith.  

 

[Read the entire essay at https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/where-god. (Accessed 10-15-

2018.)] 

 

Chalice Lighting  
(Read responsively) 

The Soul Matters Team 

 

We rekindle this flame       

 

TO LIGHT OUR RETURN TO THE SHELTER     

OF EACH OTHER.    

 

To arms that hold us in the midst of the storms        

 

TO VOICES THAT REMIND US OF OUR OWN    

 

To hearts that accept us for who we are.        

 

MAY WE BE FOR EACH OTHER A SOURCE      

OF SAFETY AND SENDING    

 

May we offer each other both comfort and challenge         

 

MAY THIS PLACE OF PEACE       

LEAD US TO SHARE PEACE WITH OTHERS.  

    

Prelude 
“The Storm Is Passing Over”    

Charles Albert Tindley/Barbara W. Baker, arr. 

TUUC Choir; Tracy Hall, piano    

 

Time for All Ages 
Sanctuary 

Wendy Marloe and Joanna Chen 

 

Our theme this month asks what it means to be a people of sanctuary. The word “sanctuary” comes from the 

Latin sanctus meaning “holy”, a place set aside for holy worship.  

 

In modern times it also refers to a “place of refuge or protection,”as in a bird sanctuary. The English word 

“holy” is related to the Dutch and German word heilig, or whole. So sanctuary implies a sense of wholeness, 

integration.  

https://www.uua.org/worship/words/reflection/where-god
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In their book, Sanctuary, Wendy Marloe and Joanna Chen explore the word “sanctuary” and what it might 

mean to us.  

 

[The authors explain that a sanctuary need not be a place of certain dimensions, brightness, texture, or 

solitude. Rather, regardless of its physical characteristics or what activities it houses—be it reading, music, 

conversation or quiet—a sanctuary is one’s special place.] 

 

Hymn 
“Coming Home”                                            

Carolyn McDade 

  
Meditation 
“Exposing Exploitation”         

Robert Williams, USMC 

Delivered by Duane Epps, Jr. 

Interpreted by Angela Castillo Epps 

 

Our theme this morning reminds us of the persistent inequities that still exist for people of color with regard 

to economic justice and homelessness. To bring awareness and reflection, Angela and her son will interpret 

the poem, “PERCEPTION OR REALITY: Exposing Exploitation,” by Robert Williams.  

 

[In his poem, Williams asks 

Why is it you fear me? 

Refuse to look at, or even hear me? 

You want to hold me down 

And keep on my face a frown . . .  

 

but, although he retains his dignity despite the disrespect , he likens the lack of representation and the 

exploitation and appropriation of his neighborhood to life on the plantation.] 

  

Musical Interlude 
“Would You Harbor Me?”   

Ysaye Barnwell 

TUUC Choir 

 
Reflection 
Sanctuary, Not Shelter 
Angela Castillo Epps 

Our nation’s capital … homeless epidemic . . . stats. Instead of thinking, “the homeless” or “the disabled,”  I 

like to drop the labelling and think of the UU principle—the inherent worth and dignity of every person, and 

justice, equity and compassion in human relations. Each statistic is a person, and though the factors that 

contribute to people struggling with homelessness are vast, we must start by recognizing that the stats we read 

actually represent families, children and individuals with a multitude of challenges.  
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The poem by Robert Williams reminds us of the inequities that people of color still face. One of which is 

access to affordable, safe housing, and access to the supports needed to sustain housing. Street Sense is a 

model for supporting people who are attempting to transition to stable housing: awareness and engagement 

of those who are still struggling with discrimination and other barriers that lead to homelessness.  

I want the poem to inspire gratitude and action… on whatever level people are comfortable with, from 

dropping a stone to protesting economic inequities How can you help? First, be grateful for your sanctuary. 

Support programs that offer comprehensive wrap- around solutions. Support laws and policies that fight 

against economic inequalities.  

Sanctuary is more than a physical space.  Be thankful, be aware, make a difference! 

UUA website https://www.uua.org/economic 

Offertory 
 I Dream a World              

Andre Thomas     

TUUC Choir    

  

A man once told the Reverend Marvin Lavenhar, “Each person has two walls in the house they build around 

themselves.”  Notice that this man was not speaking about a physical house, but of the way we present 

ourselves to others.  

 

The man continued, “On one wall, we place all of the trophies of our success and achievements. That’s the 

wall we like to show people who we meet. We say, ‘Look at what I’ve done, what I’ve won, what I own.’ But 

on the other wall, hang all of our fears, hurts and vulnerabilities. And though we often try to connect to 

others by showing off our trophies, it’s actually the stuff on the second wall that connects us with one 

another. We’re all bonded at a deep level by the common human experience of heartbreak and vulnerability.”  

 

Sermon 
Sanctuary, Not Shelter 

Rev. Clare L. Petersberger 

 

I was reminded of how our homes are often our first experience of sanctuary, speaking with someone in the 

wake of the death of her mother. Her father had died a few years earlier. And now she is faced with the 

monumental task of clearing out and selling the place her parents had called home for over 57 years. She 

spoke of how difficult it was to move anything— her mother’s eyeglasses on the night stand beside her bed; 

one of her mother’s hairs off the bedroom bureau; even pill bottles from the bathroom cabinet. These 

personal items were intimate reminders of her mother’s life and, just as significantly, of her mother’s love.  

 

She said, “I feel like I’m taking apart my mother.” Many of us, who have experienced the death of a loved 

one, can resonate with her poignant struggle to move belongings symbolic of their living. And sometimes the 

items are not big— not a favorite armchair— but small and quotidian. Not wanting to throw away the now- 

empty last box of dishwashing powder they purchased,  knowing there will be no more. For many of us, the 

https://www.uua.org/economic
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word “home,” ideally, conjures up not just a physical place and contents that homeowner’s insurance asks 

you to value, but feelings, and especially feelings of loving and being loved.  

 

Ideally, homes are places where our body is protected from the elements, where our identity is shaped and 

nurtured, and where our spirit feels a sense of belonging. Many years ago, a thought experiment went around: 

“If you knew that you had to leave your home in ten minutes and could only take five items with you, which 

five items would you choose?”  

 

I suspect that your answer would have less to do with monetary value and more to do with an item symbolic 

of the experience or the memory of giving and receiving unconditional love. Even if we have moved many 

times— as children, or away from our home of origin and into dorm rooms and apartments, or away from a 

place we called home for many years and into a retirement community— there are certain items that move 

with us: a diary from our childhood, a collection of photographs, a quilt made by a loved one now gone, 

artifacts of our ancestors, of our own personal history, items that remind us where we have come from and 

who we are.  

 

In a conversation with my parents this week, they observed that they were marking the 65th anniversary of 

having met at a college dance with a Halloween theme. My mother asked, “Remember that skeleton that used 

to be in the attic? It came from that mixer.” While I did remember the black and white skeleton with the 

movable joints, it only dawned on me later to ask what, on earth, prompted her to save it? My parents did not 

get married for five more years, so that skeleton moved with my mother several times before she and my 

father were married.  

 

In her book Sanctuary: A Meditation on Home, Homelessness, and Belonging, Zenju Earthlyn Manuel, a Zen 

Buddhist priest whose ancestors were slaves in Louisiana, writes: “Home is knowing there is love, a God-

given love that existed before time, arising from the same ancient place as homelessness. It is as primordial as 

the source of life. Home is inextricably tied to the original source of breath. When we can see the light 

through which we’ve come to Earth, we feel home.”  

 

So what happens when we lose our physical homes? In the wake of Hurricane Michael, too many residents of 

Mexico Beach, Florida, are dealing with this existential question as we see in photographs in newspapers. 

What we may not see in photographs are the number of people without homes in Baltimore City and 

Baltimore County. In Maryland, 41% of individuals and families without homes live in Baltimore City and 

12% live in Baltimore County. Many Americans are one or two missed paychecks or a serious illness away 

from homelessness.  

 

At a recent breakfast for clergy hosted by The Assistance Center of Towson Churches, we learned that 3,997 

residents in Baltimore County, currently without a physical home, receive services from the Department of 

Social Services. 2, 551 children without permanent homes attend Baltimore County Public Schools. The 

primary reasons for homelessness in our region are job loss, low wages, and a lack of available, affordable, 

adequate housing. The United States Department of Housing and Urban Development (HUD) estimates that 

Maryland has a shortage of 92,446 affordable rental-housing units for families earning less than 50% of area 

median income. And there is a shortage of 98,297 units for families earning less than 30% of area median 

income. In 2017, the average price of a one-bedroom fair-market rental unit in Maryland was $1,219 per 

month. This represented a 6.8% increase from 2016.  

 



 

     

Sanctuary, Not Shelter, October 14, 2018 Page 6 
 

Zenju Earthlyn Manuel experienced homelessness when her rent in Oakland, California increased 

dramatically in the year 2000. She described sleeping in her car for one night. A friend had offered her a place 

to stay. But she did not feel comfortable accepting the invitation. She writes, “I had no idea how difficult it is 

to find a place to park where you can sleep in your car. Everywhere I parked, the neighbors called the police. 

After that . . . I had a different view of those who live on the streets and particularly in cars. I understood 

how important safety is to being at home.”  

 

Here at TUUC, the Administrative Team was reminded of this just this summer. Someone who had recently 

lost his home and was living out of his car while applying for jobs, chose TUUC’s parking lot as a place to 

park at night—because it was quiet and safe. Zenju Earthlyn Manuel writes, “My refusal to stay with the 

friend and instead to sleep in my car revealed to me that some people don’t feel at home in shelters or even in 

their own family’s homes.” She continues, “Many don’t feel at home anywhere. When we feel estranged, we 

can’t say we’re home. To feel at home includes being recognized.” She concludes, “Without being seen, we 

begin to disintegrate, and our ability to think, see, hear, and function diminishes, as though we’re dying. It’s 

difficult to see yourself as whole when you’re not acknowledged. How can we be brought back to life?”  

 

“How can we be brought back to life?” When was the first time you remember thinking about this question? 

Perhaps it was when your own family lost your home. Perhaps it was seeing people without physical homes 

living on the streets. For me, it was hearing about how, in the early 1980’s, this question was addressed in the 

sanctuary of Cedar Lane Unitarian Universalist Church. The minister, The Reverend Ken MacLean, had 

invited members of the Community for Creative Non-Violence to come speak to the congregation. The 

Community for Creative Non-Violence was known for operating a soup kitchen, a halfway house, and a 

medical clinic.  

 

They were also known for one of their controversial leaders— Mitch Snyder. He utilized unconventional 

methods to draw the nation’s attention to the epidemic of homelessness. He held public funerals for people 

who had frozen to death on the streets of Washington, DC. He broke into and occupied an abandoned 

federal building on 2nd street Northwest and demanded that the government renovate the building. The 

government leased the building to CCNV for $1 a year. Not satisfied, Mitch Snyder fasted twice to pressure 

President Reagan to do the necessary renovations. The building, named in his honor, now serves as the 

largest shelter in Washington, DC.  

 

Before coming to Cedar Lane, the Community for Creative Non-Violence had thrown blood on the District 

of Columbia building to make visible the lives of the invisible. So there were members of Cedar Lane who 

were very uncomfortable that Mitch Snyder had been invited to speak. The Community for Creative Non-

Violence had commissioned sculptor James Earl Reid to create a display to bring attention to people who 

were homeless. It was of the family in the nativity depicted as a contemporary family without a home huddled 

around a steam grate. It rested on a pedestal with these words printed: “And Still There is No Room at the 

Inn.”  

 

And still there is no room at the inn— especially for people of color in our country. Zenju Earthlyn Manuel 

writes pointedly about moving to a white neighborhood as a third-grade student and how it was a culture 

shock given her dark skin and fading Creole accent. Not being given access to violin lessons like her white 

best friend in the school, she had her first lesson in systemic racism and conditional love. She writes: “Our 

home country today faces a resurgence of hatred by those who fear the destruction of their sense of 

supremacy . . . Millions of Americans, mostly black and brown people, face discrimination, religious 
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persecution, the destruction of families through deportation and internment . . . Even though racism is in 

America’s DNA, we hadn’t expected to see such blatant dehumanization and annihilation in the 21st century.”  

 

How might we, of the Towson Unitarian Universalist Church offer sanctuary, and not just shelter, to people 

facing homelessness? It’s one thing to offer a safe place for one person to park at night. The Assistance 

Center of Towson Churches certainly appreciates our support to feed people who are hungry, and to help 

people facing evictions. But how we might reach even more people? Over a year ago, many members of 

TUUC turned out at a meeting of the Baltimore County Council to support the Home Act. The Home Act 

would have required landlords to accept any form of payment including Section 8 housing. The bill was 

defeated. The need for affordable housing has only increased.  

 

In the past year, I have been in conversation with the Reverend Kristopher Lynd Payne about the work of 

Epiphany Episcopal Church and their Neighbor-to-Neighbor program. This ministry seeks to prevent 

eviction and provide families with stability, and has helped 400 families in their journey from homelessness to 

self-sufficiency. We have begun to explore the possibility of pooling our resources with other local 

congregations to build affordable housing in Baltimore County.  

 

We know that what is needed is sanctuary and not just shelter for our neighbors. Baltimore County needs 

affordable housing! Baltimore County promised to provide 1,000 affordable houses in the next decade and 

needs to build 150 by the end of this year. But for this to be successful, we are going to need to wrestle with 

the questions Robert Williams posed: “Why is it you fear me? Refuse to look at or even hear me?”  

 

Thank you, Angela and Duane Jr. for bringing Street Sense and Robert Williams’ poem to our attention. May 

we continue to reflect, as a congregation, on how we might bring sanctuary and not just shelter to more of 

our neighbors beginning with acknowledging the inherent worth and dignity of people who are homeless.  

 

“For Love comes to heal the broken heart, to ease the troubled mind; without a word Love bids us start to 

ask and seek and find.”  

 

Hymn 
 # 1029  

Love Knocks and Waits for Us to Hear   

 

Closing Words 
 

Shantideva was an 8th century Indian Buddhist monk who offered this prayer: 

“May I become at all times, both now and forever 

A protector of those without protection 

A guide for those who have lost their way 

A ship for those with oceans to cross 

A bridge for those with rivers to cross 

A sanctuary for those in danger 

A lamp for those without light 

A place of refuge for those who lack shelter 

And a servant to all in need 
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For as long as space endures, 

And for as long as living beings remain, 

Until then may I, too, abide 

To dispel the misery of the world.” 

GO NOW IN PEACE. 

 


