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Helping to Tell UUCA’s Story 
By Betsy Rosenblatt Rosso, Ministerial Search Committee 

 

My path to UUCA has roots in a town in Romania that no longer exists, and High Point, North Carolina, with Juicy Fruit 

chewing gum, homemade pound cakes, unsent wedding announcements, and good questions from my husband 

scattered along the way. Choices made long before I was born set in motion opportunities and experiences in my life 

that have shaped who and where I am today. 

 

My paternal grandfather arrived in New York from Romania at age 16. The town where he came from would later be 

obliterated by the Nazis, after his family had joined him in America. He married my grandmother, whose parents had 

immigrated from Hungary, and they raised three kids in a small apartment in the Bronx. They were Jewish and my dad 

remembers getting sleepy from sips of Manischewitz wine during long Passover Seders led by his grandfather.  

 

My maternal grandmother—one of 10 children—grew up in South Carolina helping her family pick cotton on rented 

land. Though she was valedictorian of her class, her family had no money to send her to college. She moved to North 

Carolina and worked in a hosiery mill. When she met my grandfather, who had been on his own since before he was 10 

after his mother died and his father remarried and he was put out of the house, she thought he had put “love powders” 

on the stick of gum he offered her, and she washed it off before chewing it. When he asked her on a date, she agreed as 

long as the date was to go to the hospital so she could visit a sick friend. She was a devout Methodist. He was happy to 

do whatever it took to be with her. My mom and her siblings spent every Sunday at church and Wednesdays at Bible 

study.  

 

When my parents married, my dad’s parents could not accept the fact that he had chosen to spend his life with a 

gentile. They refused to attend the ceremony at Myers Park Presbyterian Church in Charlotte, N.C. In an effort to 

appease them, my parents were married again a few days later by a rabbi in New York. My grandmother witnessed the 

vows, but my grandfather still wouldn’t come. My mom gave a stack of wedding announcements to her mother-in-law 

to mail to friends and family, but they were never sent. 

 

When I was born my parents chose not to impose any religion on me, giving me the exposure and opportunity to decide 

for myself. We celebrated Christmas and Easter with my extended family in High Point, and I loved going to church with 

my Nana and Papa over summer breaks. Their congregation was small and many of its members were related to us. I 

was always a celebrated guest because of my grandparents’ roles in the community. My Nana taught Sunday school and 
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was the first to arrive with a pound cake or meal when anyone had a family crisis. I remember Mr. McSwain who always 

gave me a stick of Juicy Fruit gum after I left Sunday School. I thought church was pretty wonderful.  

 

We celebrated Hanukkah and Passover at home as a family, or sometimes with friends and neighbors. On high holidays 

my dad and I would drive to various synagogues in Maryland where I didn’t understand the Hebrew and was bewildered 

by the rituals. My Jewish grandparents by then lived in Florida and we saw them infrequently. (My dad is now an active 

member of a Jewish humanist congregation that meets at a UU church, but that didn’t happen until I was grown). 

 

When I was 12, I asked my mom if we could start going to church, and she agreed. We joined the congregation at 

Providence Presbyterian in Fairfax, Virginia and I began what my parents thought of as my religious zealot phase. I chose 

to be baptized and confirmed and faithfully attended youth group and mission trips and preached on youth Sunday. I 

loved church. I felt like no one but my Nana quite understood me in this regard.  

 

After I moved to Arlington in 1997, as a young adult, I was also an active church member, this time at First Presbyterian 

Church in Arlington. I served as a member of the session (Presbyterian for board of trustees), helped plan worship 

services, led Habitat for Humanity work trips, and made wonderful friends. I loved the community there. When I met my 

husband Randy, he was eager to learn more about my church and he asked a lot of good questions about my theology. I 

realized I had few good answers. We were married in that church but soon set out to find a faith community that did not 

necessarily center on Jesus (who I think of as a really good and insightful guy) as the key to salvation and the Bible as the 

most important text.   

 

We discovered All Souls Unitarian in Washington, DC, and were engaged by the church’s energizing worship services, 

diverse membership, and powerful commitment to social justice. I sang with the Jubilee Singers and both of our children 

were dedicated there. I struggled, however, with never feeling like I was genuinely part of the community, or whether it 

mattered whether I showed up or not. A few troublesome experiences cemented our decision to leave All Souls. 

 

Both our kids (and my husband, in fact) attended preschool at Arlington Unitarian Cooperative PreschooI, so we were 

already familiar with the church when my friend Dana Cook—whose daughter and mine had been in preschool classes 

together, and who was also a member of UUCA, invited us to come to church so Zoe could participate in OWL class. 

After one Sunday hearing Rev. Aaron preach, I was hooked. The next Sunday I asked Art Stevens at the stewardship table 

if I could make a pledge (he said yes). I became a covenant group facilitator, participated in the Circles of Trust retreat 

series, and served as a worship associate. My friendships at UUCA have been deep and transformative. I am 

extraordinarily grateful to have joined our community and consider it a privilege to serve as a member of the Ministerial 

Search Committee. 

 

My role on the MSC is to help tell the story of our church. This includes working with the rest of the committee to listen 

to and synthesize the hopes, dreams, and concerns of our congregation about the future of our church; developing a 

thoughtful and engaging description of the kind of senior minister we would like to recruit; and crafting a compelling 

narrative about UUCA to appeal to outstanding ministerial candidates. I am documenting the discussions at our 

meetings and will be corresponding with our candidates. Hearing and telling stories are central to my life, and I look 

forward to the opportunity to use stories in service of our community. I hope to hear your story too.  

 

You are invited to contact the Ministerial Search Committee at UUCA2020search@gmail.com. 
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