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Second Congregational Church in Newcastle,
United Church of Christ, Newcastle, Maine
Trinity Sunday: May 30, 2021, 10:00 AM

INVITATION
Welcome to Hybrid/In-Person Worship with Second Congregational Church! Whether you are
joining us from our parking lot, various spaces, or different devices, we enter this sacred time
together. No matter who you are or where you are on life’s journey, you are welcome here. We
are devoted to hospitality, generosity and care of all our neighbors and each other!
[CANCELLED FOR MAY 30 DUE TO INCLEMENT WEATHER!] Gathering In-Person: If you
are joining us in-person on Sundays at 10am, we will be hosting outside worship in our parking
lot along the beautiful Damariscotta River. Please be prepared to:
 Bring your own chair (BYOC) and to sit in your family/friend pod, 6 ft. from other
family/friend pods.
 Be prepared to park on-street or at the Lincoln Park Home. Parking in the church lot is quite
limited. Handicapped parking is provided on the Fellowship Hall side of the church, enter
through the “Exit”. Please look for parking attendants for assistance.
 Be prepared to wear a mask if asked – yes, even if we are outside!
 Be prepared to listen and focus on the music, but to not sing aloud.
 Be prepared to leave your offering in the boxes provided before/after worship.
 Be prepared to adapt as the Spirit leads us as we attempt to accommodate all our guests to
the best of our ability, with the resources we have and the mandates we are following in
these new, shifting and exciting times!
 Remember, we are broadcasting services by Facebook Live and Zoom! Be sure to tell your
friends and family who might like to be in worship with you even from away!
 We welcome your constructive feedback: email us at office@secondcongo.org.
WORSHIP BY ZOOM AND FACEBOOK LIVE: Joining us from away by device: Please be
sure that your device (computer, phone or tablet) is in the mute mode to avoid feedback and
background noise. Currently the chat/comment functions will not be monitored during the live
service, so we invite you to submit your prayer requests prior to Sunday mornings by email at
pastor@secondcongo.org. Before the time of the service, you may want to prepare a simple
worship space. Perhaps you can light a candle, have a Bible with you, set your table with a
cross, pillar candle, a plant or flower or other symbols of faith that bring you comfort. Include
the photograph of someone you wish to bring into the circle of faith. Whatever it is, follow your
heart.
Thank you for your preparation.
Let us now be present to the Spirit, which brings us together and loves us wherever we are!
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GATHERING MUSIC

+

+

+

+

“Brother James Air”
Used by permission. St. James Music Press (1940).

Link: https://drive.google.com/file/d/1x9O5ENXBnG-s0GD8Ig1L2s0gcYQ1sqxS/view?usp=sharing

WELCOME AND ANNOUNCEMENTS
CENTERING MOMENT
CALL TO WORSHIP
With mystifying power and creativity, the voice of the Lord calls to us.
All: We gather to sing “Glory!” to God, whose holy creation is awesome.
With glorious compassion and blessedness, the voice of the Lord calls to us.
All: We gather in prayer to offer thanks and our gratitude to the One who makes all good
things possible.
With great joy and a warm welcome, the voice of the Lord calls to us,
All: We gather to be filled, healed, and blessed by God’s spirit
With generosity and graciousness, the voice of the Lord calls to us
All: We gather to raise our voices in praise to the one whose presence inspires our
shared worship and the living of our days.
All: Let us worship God!
OPENING HYMN

“Holy! Holy! Holy! Lord God Almighty”
Jane Wilmot, organ

Nicaea (NEXT PAGE)

Please sing aloud at home or follow along as you are able. Remember, it’s our spiritual intention that matters!
Link: https://drive.google.com/file/d/1X43sRufz6Q7xOx1-PAlUIWp04J1QgrVd/view?usp=sharing

PRAYER OF INVOCATION:
Gracious God, we gather this morning from our houses of worship - from inside our
homes and in this outside space - to add our human voices to the chorus of praise
raised to you by wind and water, and all life on earth. We come as we are - distracted
and weary, hopeful and open - knowing you welcome us as we are. Still in us now the
many voices that clamor for attention, that we might center ourselves in you. Speak to
us, Spirit of life, in word and melody and quiet that we may be renewed in our faith and
strengthened for your service. Amen.
THE LORD’S PRAYER (said out loud but muted):
Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be Thy name. Thy kingdom come; thy will be
done on earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread. And forgive us our
debts as we forgive our debtors. And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from
Evil: for Thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, forever. Amen.
SCRIPTURE READINGS:
Isaiah 6:1-8
John 3:1-17

Linda Blomquist, Reader
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SERMON:

“On Being Sent”

Rev. Nancy Kennedy

Some of you know that I work at an educational nonprofit which delivers its mission
through school and camp programs. I oversee the camps and they are set to reopen soon after
their long pandemic hiatus. Two weeks from today the staff arrive for their training followed two
weeks later by the campers. Because of Covid precautions, Arrival Day will be different this
year - a carefully orchestrated drive through event. Arriving on campus at designated times,
cars will pass through the health center areas, make their way to the respective campus of
their camper, drop off the kids and bags, and proceed to the exit for a goodie bag and final
wave goodbye from the staff. The big change is that parents will need to stay in their cars while
handing off their children to me, saying final goodbyes over the seat back. After a year of being
in almost constant proximity to one another, I am aware that this arrival day sequence is a big
ask for families requiring them to trust - perhaps more than most years - that we will tend to
their children’s settling in with as much care as they would if they were able to do it
themselves. First impressions are going to be important and so will the last ones. My job in the
countdown to camp is to work with the team to lean into the power of the critical moments of
that “drive through drop off” so that the memories that remain are of powerfully positive
experiences that affirm families’ choices to come to camp this summer.
Working towards opening day and the plan for the summer has been pretty stressful
and I have needed to return to some daily practices to stay focused and able to help manage
the stress of the staff while tending to my own. Mindful meditation has been tremendously
helpful. It grounds me “right now” in a manageable increment of time. There I have everything I
need. It is the only moment that is really happening, and is the place for the choices that
determine what the next moment will bring.
So, between the mindful practice and arrival day plans I have been thinking a lot about
how often the most memorable and significant events that spark change in history are dated: I
am thinking D-Day, the Apollo moon landing, the fall of the Berlin wall, the assassination of
MLK, 9/11, the murder of George Floyd. On a more personal level, I think most people, also,
have defining moments in their own lives - meaningful experiences that stand out in memory
as life changing events or moments of decision to which there is an exact date attached. The
day you met the person you would one day marry. A sudden loss that upends the things you
thought were certain in your life. I am sure that you each and all could name defining moments
that shape your lives. This was certainly the case for the prophet Isaiah. “In the year that King
Uzziah died,” he says, “I saw the Lord sitting upon a throne.… And I heard the voice of the
Lord, saying, Whom shall I send?”
I remember one of my own “send me” moments that sparked a change for me. I was
sitting in an informational session at Bangor Theological Seminary listening to then President
Malcom Warford. President Warford was speaking to the crowd, asking whether anyone of us
had the experience of “hearing” inner voices in the night that poke us awake and needle at our
hearts, and crack open a window to the possibility that some of us, or one of us, just might
have work to do that is different than we planned - that might be described as “God’s work.”
“To those of you who have heard that voice,” said President Warford, “Welcome Home.” I
wasn’t at that event for myself. I was there in support of someone else. But at that moment I
knew exactly what he was talking about and who he was talking to.
If I was a betting person, (which in full transparency I am not), I would bet that this
passage from Isaiah who is himself responding to God’s call has been used in many, many,
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many ordination services over the years. In fact I think it showed up in mine. It speaks to a
moment of vocational epiphany marking a turning point in one’s life story - that reorients a
person from one life road to another. When I hear this passage I have a visceral reaction to
Isaiah’s declaration of “send me” - it feels like a balloon inflating, a stepping out on a tightrope,
a rising up desire within to meet God at the very place in the world’s needs that God is pointing
to. It makes me feel like I do when I am stirred by the score of a great movie soundtrack - that
orchestral piece intended to capture the film’s essence, and express the plot’s denouement:
think the “Feather Song” from Forest Gump, “My Heart Will Go On” from Titanic, the classic
theme song from Rocky, and so many, many more. In those moments of feeling inspired it
seems that all things are possible, there is clarity, one can visualize being bold and doing
something that will be transformative and aligned with God’s purpose and maybe even change
the world.
To be clear, seeing into the heart of things does not require the drama that I just
described. The most humdrum of circumstances, ordinary moments in fact, can suddenly bring
the same clarity of the next right thing to do in sharp focus, just enough to sense the question,
“whom shall i send?” and just enough to reply, “Send me.” However the particular call and
response manifests itself, that running start of clarity it provides into what it means to say yes
to God is pretty helpful. Because, in my experience, and I have heard the same for other folks,
once one has had a recognition that they are being divinely invited to do something in the
service of God’s vision and subsequently land themselves in the middle of God’s work and
look around, and more specifically begin the work - well, it often doesn’t look the same as it
did back when you were inspired to declare, “send me.” The road through the work isn’t as
straight as you imagined, the words you agreed to say don’t come out as eloquent as you
planned, or land as well; people aren’t as grateful as you might have felt that they would be to
you for doing the work, and overall being sent just doesn’t always feel as good as perhaps it
seems it should to the someone who agreed to do it. It is no wonder that rather good people
struggle with the decision to do the next right thing that they believe should be done, and
wrestle with keeping with whatever or wherever they are being sent. Being sent so often is
hard, and doesn’t always feel good. It makes me wonder if Isaiah might not have been so
quick to respond to God if he had only waited to hear what God was sending him to.
As king of Israel, Uzziah had done great things for the nation. On the throne at a very
young age, he had ruled Jerusalem wisely and well: looking after the people, protecting the
nation, tending to the land. But on some day of high festival, Uzziah made a terrible decision
that changed everything. Suddenly full of himself, he went to the temple and tried to usurp the
authority of the priests with his own. Facing them down, arrogant and enraged, Uzziah took ill.
Suddenly Uzziah left the temple and the palace and the kingdom with the whole nation turning
their faces away from him and whispering “he is a leper.” He was a king no more.
The death of Uzziah was a time of national crisis - of grief and uncertainty. And for
Isaiah as well, who had grown up in the city of Jerusalem and developed a sphere of fairly
significant spiritual influence. He was a home grown boy who had made it good. But the death
of the proud king became an unexpected defining moment for Isaiah. In a vision he was led to
look into the heart of things - his own, and those around him. And into this people of unclean
lips, his and others - Isaiah was called to prophecy. In the many years that followed his hard to
hear truths were met with routine disregard and sometimes outright hostility. He and God’s
word accompanied Jerusalem into exile in Assyria, where her people were absorbed into that
culture and lost their identify. In this place, Isaiah would continue to preach and prophesy
under duress and ridicule until eventually the word of God he shared with them sharpened his
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friends' dull minds, and opened the stopped up ears and the closed eyes of his family. In God’s
time, the story goes, the people repented, and could be about their own healing, and the
healing work of God and were restored in the world. But getting them there, and having to say
hard things about what he believed to his family and his friends and community - that was a
significant challenge. I don’t think there are many folk who would have blamed him if he had
replied to the poke of God on his conscience not by saying, “Send me,” but rather like Moses
who when he was called near the burning bush replied, “Can’t you send somebody else?”
And in response to Moses I am reminded of an excerpt from “The Holy Firm” by Annie
Dillard in which she writes:
“Who shall ascend the hill of the Lord? Or who shall stand in his holy place? There is no one
but us. There is no one to send, nor a clean hand, nor a pure heart on the face of the earth,
nor in the earth, but only us, a generation comforting ourselves with the notion that we have
come at an awkward time, that our innocent fathers are all dead - as if innocence had ever
been - and our children busy and troubled, and we ourselves unfit, not yet ready, having each
of us chosen wrongly, made a false start, failed, yielded to impulse and the tangled comfort of
pleasures, and grown exhausted, unable to see the thread, weak, and involved. But there is no
one but us. There never has been.”
I remember a time when I was speaking with a former employer about this and that, and
they started making what I felt were disparaging remarks about various groups of people who
didn’t look like us. To dissuade my discomfort, they kept trying to make a point about how their
comments about these particular people weren’t expressions of their own bias or racism or
ignorance, but rather about what one could easily see was the truth about certain groups as
portrayed by commonly used stereotypes of them. The first, second, and likely third time they
talked this way, I didn’t say anything. But one day something like a poke of my conscience to
be honest with them struck me, and grew and grew and grew and I knew I had to speak up
about the situation. In my mind I practiced what to say and the next time they started up this
same monologue, I stuttered and stammered but said that I didn’t agree, that I thought their
comments were off base, and asked them not to talk like that around me any more. They were
surprised enough to apologize, and I thought that was that.
But that wasn’t that. Because after that day, whenever we were with a group of people my colleagues mostly, he would begin speaking on this matter, then abruptly stop and rather
dramatically and sarcastically declare, “I better not say anything more. I might embarrass
Nancy,” or, “We need to watch what we say because Nancy might not like what she hears, and
you know she is very sensitive.” Or, “what is good for the gander doesn’t seem to be good for
the goose anymore. Watch it!” It was awful. Sometimes people would laugh with him at me.
Sometimes they looked away in embarrassment for me. But they never stood with me. The
worst part was how alone I felt. If I just took back what I said, I knew that he would stop
punishing me for speaking up. And I would feel the relief of belonging again. But I knew that I
couldn’t take it back. Lonely and scared or not, speaking up for the dignity of another was the
next right thing to do.
I have plenty of moments like that which prick my conscience and illuminate a decision
point. I expect most people do. I also imagine that for many of us a sense of call doesn’t often
come from a dramatic vision like Isaiah’s. It might happen in quiet time away on vacation, or
reading a book. It might happen in an experience of worship, or like in my case, because of
something a friend or family member or colleague says to us. And it often does not lead us to
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some dramatic new life of extraordinary sacrifice. Rather, often the call is to live out our faith
through the ordinary lives we live every day and to do so with purposeful awareness that our
actions are to serve God first. That awareness can change the way we do what we do and
transform a community, a workplace and a family.
Looking out our proverbial and literal windows at life as pandemic days stretched on
over the past year plus, we have had plenty of opportunities to see into the heart of the world,
and to think about how by faith we might engage with one thing or another differently than we
had before. How would we act and speak in our ordinary lives if, given the time and
opportunity, we responded with our conscience rather than for our own comfort? Well, we will
soon find out how that will play out in the days ahead. We are beginning to emerge from our
places of pandemic isolation and soon will find ourselves, if we haven’t already, among people
of unclean lips as people of unclean lips where God will be calling each one of us to some holy
purpose - a faithful obligation to God to say yes if at all possible.
I do not always go where I think I am being sent. I know I have a lot of company. Even
believing, as Annie Dillard affirms, that God’s purpose is not always for someone else to fulfill.
Despite knowing - as many of us do - right from wrong, what it means to love God and love
others, to recognize loving actions and speech and at the very least what to say when they are
not, still, next to the burning bush there are an awful lot of good people with me replying, “Can’t
you send somebody else?” Otherwise, the world would be different: those who mourn would
be comforted, the meek would inherit the earth, and there would be peace. But there is no one
but us.
Those awful moments with my employer eventually sparked a change in our history.
Over time I learned (and am learning still) that my comfort was never and should not be a
requirement for me doing the right thing. And, over time, his taunts went away, and he seemed
to genuinely weigh his words before he spoke. I like to think that happened not because he
was afraid of me saying something to him, but because my speaking to him ended up poking
at his conscience, which in turn prompted him to take a different road in the way he thought of
and spoke about other people who were not like him. For sure, it was one of those times of
serving God first in our ordinary lives - however uncomfortable it was - that shaped us both,
and the particular world around us, for the better. “In the year that King Uzziah died I saw the
Lord sitting upon a throne.… And I heard the voice of the Lord, saying, Whom shall I send?” In
all the shapes and sizes, and sights and sounds of the defining moments that are surely going
to come, may we each be strong enough in the Spirit to reply, “Send me.”
+
HYMN:

+

+

+

+

“Take My Life and Let It Be Consecrated”
Jane Wilmot, organ

Vienna (NEXT PAGE)

Please sing aloud at home or follow along as you are able. Remember, it’s our spiritual intention that matters!
Link: https://drive.google.com/file/d/1UrDnlCXA0llk0I7DNw7nbJmjZ8xYsEYV/view?usp=sharing
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SILENT PRAYERS AND PRAYERS OF THE PEOPLE
A MOMENT OF REMEMBERING AND GIVING THANKS
DOXOLOGY:

CLOSING HYMN

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow;
Praise God, all creatures here below;
Praise God, for all that love has done;
Creator, Christ and Spirit, One. Amen.
“I'm Gonna Live So God Can Use Me.”
Jane Wilmot, piano

(NEXT PAGE)

Please sing aloud at home or follow along as you are able. Remember, it’s our spiritual intention that matters!
Link: https://drive.google.com/file/d/1Sa36vUVwchPCgeBDLyLkRCjwzK73L6Sc/view?usp=sharing

BENEDICTION
*

*

*

*

*
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Today’s Worship has been prepared, sent out, offered and led by:








Bill Bausch, Communications & Technology Support; Snippets Meister
Rev. Char Corbett, Pastor
Jim Corbett, Videographer and Technical Support
Chancel Choir, Song Leaders
Rev. Nancy Kennedy, Guest Preacher & Worship Leader
Jane Wilmot, Minister of Music, Organ and Piano
Outside Support Ministers:
 Deacon on Duty: Kristin Brown
 Ushers: Phil Blomquist, Nancy Aho
 Worship Set-Up Team: Bill Bausch, Jim Corbett, David Gay, Rick Hagen, Carl
Nord, David O’Brien, Ed Smith

Unless otherwise noted, permission to reprint, podcast, and / or stream the music in this
service obtained from ONE LICENSE with license #A-725951. All rights reserved. Liturgical
resources for today’s service, unless otherwise noted, are written by Rev. Nancy Kennedy.
Have a question about Second Church or today’s service? A concern or a joy to share?
A prayer request? We’re here to listen and respond! Contact our Pastor, Deacons or
Pastoral Relations Committee:










Lonnie Andersen, Deacon/Spirit Team Chairperson: lonnieba@gmail.com
Bill Bausch, Pastoral Relations Committee: wbausch@gmail.com
Kristin Brown, Deacon: kristinbrown222@gmail.com
Rev. Char Corbett, Pastor: pastor@secondcongo.org
Rick Hagen, Deacon/Pastoral Relations Committee: rickhagenmaine@gmail.com
Judy Jones, Deacon: judy.t.r.jones@gmail.com
David Lawrence, Pastoral Relations Committee: lawrence@tidewater.net
Carl Nord, Moderator: chnord@twc.com
Rev. Ann Roundy, Pastoral Relations Committee: revaroundy@gmail.com
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FAITH FORMATION 101 FOR ALL AGES:
Today is Trinity Sunday, the Sunday after Pentecost when we celebrate the Holy Trinity (God, Jesus,
Spirit) and remember the birth of the Church. On this Sunday, we often recommit ourselves to our
ministries and the vocations we are called to in the world. It’s appropriate on Trinity Sunday to
remember the biblical story of Nicodemus, who models for us the wonderment of the Spirit within and
the potential for rebirth and renewal in our own lives when we are open to the Spirit’s call.
Read again the story of Nicodemus visiting Jesus by night. What words stand out for you? What is
Jesus trying to tell Nicodemus? Share with someone in your household or a church friend what this
story means to you!

