Spring Journal
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We are a spiritual community..

Celebration Sunday: April 10
All members of UUCSF make a monetary contribution. Throughout the history of our congregation, including in the past when we were the “South
Fork Unitarian Universalist Society,” we have not
had a required minimum. But our church does rely
on member contributions to operate.
Our minister, Kimberly and I will be presenting
the “Celebration Sunday” service on April 10. This
is a service in which we celebrate the contributions
of effort, commitment, and funds for the year, and
look ahead to the start of our new congregation
year. And we generally have a lot of fun. I will also
formally request pledges from members at that
time. From the point of view of UUCSF, the fiscal
year begins on July 1 and ends on June 30 of the
following calendar year. And before the fiscal year
begins, we need to have an idea of how much money will be available to fund our collective needs,
desires and dreams. That’s why pledging is important, and that is why it is timed to take place a
couple of months before the start of the fiscal year.
Pledging is easy: you fill out a pledge form with
your planned contribution and hand it either to me
or to our Treasurer, Ken Ettlinger. We keep your

pledge confidential. Pledge forms are available at
all times on the literature rack opposite the entrance
doorway. My records can actually tell you what
you pledged for the past year, and can also tell your
total contribution. As yet, we do not have a webbased, cloud-enabled, smartphone-ready computerized application for letting you pay pledges and
track your progress. (Sigh.)
Our budget relies on $72,000 in pledges, which
is half of our total budget. So member contributions
are incredibly important. The UUA has suggested
guidelines about pledging that we excerpt on our
pledge forms, which you can use to help decide
what might be right for you. The UUA guidelines
recognize that a person’s charitable giving scales
with one’s income. We do value the economic diversity in our congregation, so we understand that
pledges of individual members must be different in
size.
Please join us on April 10 and help to celebrate
this vibrant community that I have had the pleasure
of being a part of for almost 25 years.
Carl Wittenberg

Ruth Jacobsen’s Art.

We have all enjoyed Ruth’s collage at the
front of the sanctuary. Christine Giordano recently published an article featuring Ruth for
the New York Times Metropolitan Section on
Sunday March 6. The article explains the inspiration behind this mural and other works of art
by Ruth, a Holocaust survivor, and longtime
member of our Congregation.
Ruth also created a book of collages, Rescued Images: Memories of a Childhood in Hiding, based on a family album which was rescued from the Holocaust, but not opened until
40 years later.
There will be an art show of Ruth’s work at
the Meetinghouse from April 15-June 15.
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We honor every individual’s search for truth and meaning.

Thoughts from our Minister
If we were to
choose a theme
song for Unitarian
Universalists and
UU
Congregations, the chorus
to the Fleetwood
Mac song, Go
Your Own Way
might come to
mind. As UUs, we
pride ourselves on
our individuality
and our individualism. For sure, we have good reason to. Unitarian
Universalism doesn’t demand obeisance to any particular creed or dogma. We are not governed by a
diocese or a presbytery—no cardinals or bishops;
though some UU Congregations do have elders and
deacons. Some UUs worship in great old cathedrals, some in modern new buildings, some in borrowed basements. Some UU worship is led by ministers wearing robes, some by ministers in Bermuda
shorts, and some are not led by ministers at all. And
while some UUs worship to classical music every
week, others sing along to contemporary song and
show tunes, and still others move to African drums
and acoustic guitars. The point is, no two UU congregations are alike. We are indeed individual, singular and unique. But in our independence, we
shouldn’t lose sight of our interdependence. Our
centuries-old polity is based on the concept that
congregations are in relationship with each other—
a network of mutual support and accountability.
If you’ve ever been to a district or national UU
gathering, then you have seen this in action. At our
district assemblies, members of UU congregations
from New York, New Jersey, and Connecticut
gather together for workshops, training, and fellowship. As a member of a UU congregation, I attended workshops where I heard from other congregations involved in social justice work in their communities—sharing ideas on how to organize members and sharing inspiration for continuing in the
work. As a developing lay leader, I learned from
other congregations how to support a growing
youth group without completely exasperating either
the advisors or the youth. On a larger scale, UUs

from our over 1,000 congregations in the US (and
some of our international congregations) gather annually in June at a General Assembly for worship,
presentations, discussions, social witness, and more
fellowship.
These gatherings, District and General Assembly, are also where UU congregations come together to decide how to govern ourselves and how to
live a common identity. At General Assembly, we
learn what’s working in other congregations around
the country: how that small sized congregation
grew to a mid-sized one; how the urban congregation connects with others to serve the city’s homeless; how that other congregation creates a welcome space for UU humanists and UU Christians
alike. General Assembly is also the place where we
come together to craft a vision for how we can live
out our values and be our best selves in the world.
It’s where, in 1984, we committed to perform and
to support same-sex marriage; in 2006 we committed to supporting Immigrant Justice; in 2013 we
voted to divest funds from fossil fuels.
Last year at this General Assembly, I worked
with the Youth Caucus (hundreds of teenagers from
around the country participate in the main gathering
and also create their own youth-centered programs
and discussions). Last year, the Youth Caucus presented a proposal that our UU Congregations commit to supporting the Black Lives Matter movement.
Our UU gatherings remind us that we can cherish our uniqueness while being enriched by our interdependence. They provide opportunities to be
inspired by what it can mean to be a Unitarian Universalist in today’s world. This year’s assemblies
are:
District Assembly in Morristown, NJ May 6-7
General Assembly in Cleveland Ohio June 22 - 26
If you are interested in participating in either of
these gatherings as a voting delegate, be sure to
connect with me, Mark Potter, or anyone on the
Board.
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We act against exclusion, oppression and violence..

Fear
In the ancient Greek pantheon the twin sons of
Ares, the god of war, were Phobos, god of panic,
and Meinos, god of dread. They accompanied their
father into battle, driving his chariot and spreading
chaos in their wake.
Phobos
A child stood in the doorway to a barn on a
winter evening; no moon. A scant quarter mile separated the barn from the house, down a hill, across
a dirt road, a path under the apple trees, now too
dark to see, flagstones through a break in the wall,
and only 40 yards to the back door.
Every time I stood there, I vowed that this
would be the night I would not run. On this night
the vow carried me as far the second apple tree,
when my fast walk became a trot, the trot became a
run, and then a headlong dash through the dark,
with an unknown something pounding close behind
me.
I can say proudly that I never entered the door
at a run. I stopped for a moment, gathered my wits
and opened the door cheerfully to the smells of dinner and my mother’s warm smile. But from these
sprints through the dark, I learned what it means to
panic.
Ten years later, hunting through an Adirondack
spruce thicket with only a compass and the setting
sun to suggest a direction, I again felt that childhood panic tapping my chest. My father warned me
of this, told me stories of a man lost only two miles
from camp, found days later running naked in circles, crying, “I am lost. I am lost. I am lost,” and of
others who were found dead: pack and clothing discarded, swollen with fly bites.
Technology will not save us, either. In 2006
James Kim, a computer technician and journalist,
driving his family on an interstate highway through
the Cascade wilderness, missed a turn and followed
his GPS along a shortcut over a mountain road. A
blizzard caught them. When it cleared he struck off
alone downhill for help. Eleven days later searchers
found him dead of hypothermia, partially undressed, near a stream he had been following. Yet
his family walked out on the road alive.
The Greeks knew that panic can kill you anywhere; in a forest, a desert, a smoke-filled building,
in a crowd of strangers, or alone at 3:00 am, listening to something moving in another room.

It is easy to
recognize.
Batlike, it grasps you
in its fluttering
wings, nibbles at
your joints, and
squeezes
breath
from your lungs,
whispering
run,
run, run.
Only you can
control it and there
is no opportunity
to practice. I can still hear my father saying, “Take
a deep breath, force yourself to think, to keep your
head. Take another breath, think again. When a
mistake can kill you, or maybe kill someone else,
take all the time you need. Calm yourself and
think.”
Meinos
A line holds a strange attraction. It seems to
require only a uniformed man or woman answering
questions, or an official window in an airline terminal, or perhaps a sign promising to return in 5. One
person stops and then another; then a third, and
soon we have a queue, with each member asking
the person before him, “What is it?” “When?” “Is
this the right line?” or answering over her shoulder,
“I’m not certain.” I’ll ask.” “Only 5 minutes.”
The social pressure to join that line draws people much as a magnet draws iron filings across a
sheet of paper. Should a hapless person ignore the
line to walk in another direction, heads swivel, and
eyes stare in disapproval. Should another, more
daring, advance directly to the front to get some
answers, voices will scold, with some on the line
apparently willing to fight to defend the honor of
their position.
Fear has the same perverse power. One person
is struck with an idea, a near nightmare, and shares
it with a friend. Out of respect the friend listens,
entertains the notion as his or her own, and soon
repeats it. To disregard this fear is to insult the
good judgment of your friend, so you do not speak
out and the fear spreads.
This is the dread that the ancient Greeks named
Meinos.

Fear, continued on page 5
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Our Meetinghouse Community
Our Meetinghouse is a shared community
space. In this issue of the Journal, some of the
groups who share our space have described how
they use and enjoy the Meetinghouse

The Ocean Zendo

It’s almost a cliché to say that silence and stillness is a rich currency these days, rarely encountered in this time of escalating speed of communications and busyness. And to share silent stillness
with others, even rarer. We resist it…who, after all,
has the time these days to let body and mind come
to rest? The peace of mind we all run after must,
after all, be somewhere other than right here now.
How can we encounter it? And how can we embody it?
That is our practice at Ocean Zendo. We practice zazen together. Our ancestors explain zazen as
“Za”… in the midst of good and evil, not a thought
is aroused in the mind. And “Zen”…to become one
with our body, breath, and mind as it arises moment
after moment, and breath after breath.
Practicing zazen offers us nothing less than the
experience of absolute freedom, and the ability to
offer that freedom to others. There are a few guiding rules for zazen passed on to us by our ancestors
— most importantly: to have compassion for all
beings (including ourselves!) and a deep longing to
free all from suffering; to practice in a space free
from distractions and disturbances so that the body
and mind can become one and movement and stillness are not separate; and in zazen, to give up everything…we give up thought, we give up wanting
something from our zazen, and we give up all ideas
of enlightenment.
How fortunate we are to have found a perfect
home to practice together…a space where we can
sit in an ever-expanding circle as newcomers join
us, a space where we can, during our early morning
zazen, bear witness to the dawning of the eastern
light and the great silence of the sunrise, and in our
late night zazen, see the full moon through the
trees, and where we hear in our daytime zazen the
sounds of children’s voices and those of other UU
Meetinghouse travelers. We feel your welcoming
energies everywhere! It’s truly wonderful to have
newcomers from your congregation join us…please
always feel free to do so. No experience necessary!! After all, we’re all in this together.
With love, The Ocean Zendo

Rainbow Preschool

We here at the Rainbow Preschool enable children to grow individually by providing an environment rich in materials and an atmosphere that encourages exploration and discovery.
Our age-appropriate curriculum embraces all
the aspects of the preschool experience. At our
school we encourage children in a variety of activities that encourage the development of social, emotional, cognitive, and physical skills.
Now is the time youngsters get to know their
world, make new friends and learn important lessons for life. A few of our most important goals are
to make sure that all children feel safe away from
parents, to enable learning, and have fun!
The Rainbow Preschool became a part of the
Unitarian Universalist Congregation of the South
Fork Community in 2008, and we have loved it ever since. We are located in the basement of the
building and are thankful to be able to have a beautiful area for our playground.
The Rainbow Preschool would not be what it is
today without the help from this UU Congregation.
Everyone is so welcoming and loving to both the
students and the staff, and we are so grateful we are
able to reside in this amazing environment.
Jess Spehler, Director

The Touch Dancers

We have been using the space since 2008.
Every Tuesday evening we offer classes in ballroom dancing, which includes the Smooth dances,
such as Foxtrot, Waltz and Tango at 6pm. At 7pm
we offer a Latin dance class, which include Mambo, Salsa, Rumba, Cha-cha etc. and at 8pm is the
“Disco” hour with dances such as Swing, of which
there are many varieties: East Coast, West Coast,
Lindy, Rock & Roll etc. etc., Disco hustle and Line
Dances.
Although one might think of “ballroom” dancing as a dance where you need a partner, we do not
require partners. During our group classes we encourage switching partners, which actually allows
for quicker absorption of the material.
The space is wonderful, the floor is beautiful,
smooth and large: it could not be better. In every
way the space is perfect for dancing!!
We hold Dance Socials during Spring, Summer
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We nurture the health of the earth..
and Fall, twice a month on Saturday evenings.
All instructors are certified with National
Dance Council of America (NDCA)
We also offer private dance lessons by appointment, and we prepare those interested in entering
into competition in any of the tri-state area’s Ballroom Dance Competitions. Our website is
www.touchdancing.com, where our bios, special
events etc. are available.
Dancing is social, a great form of exercise and
has even been proven to stave off mental degeneration as we age.
We plan on continuing to be here for years to
come, and hope that more people will join us in this
inexpensive, never boring, fun way to express yourselves.
See you all on the Dance Floor!
Agnes and the TOUCH DANCING staff

Tapovana Healing Center

What a blessing for us, at Tapovana, to be able
to share space at the UUCSF… the healing rays
from the rising Sun through the windows in the
east, the peaceful vibrations generated from the
Zendo meditations and gatherings, the sweet innocent sounds coming up from the Rainbow school
and the community-oriented open mindedness and
acceptance from your UUCSF Sunday Services.
Tapovana’s philosophy of health and wellbeing are based on Vedanta and Yoga, which are
the culmination of thought and ideas, put into practice, which come from the Vedas (the oldest literary
text known to man.) It has been our mission to
bring this eternal wisdom to the mainstream, to create a multi-sensory healing environment based on
the ancient
Indian principles of Selfrealization. We are a non-profit, community sanctuary for physical, mental and spiritual advancement. We are committed to serving (through education, nutrition and wellness practices) the local and
visiting communities. We work to provide services
and inspiration to anyone interested in a better,
more peaceful quality of life through the application of ancient Vedic wisdom to modern living.
It seems we are all growing together under this
roof. According to Vedic thought, like increases
like. In other words, we are all benefitting from
each other’s residual like-minded endeavors. No
efforts of any of the organizations that are sharing
this space together shall be wasted. This is our idea
of what Spiritual practice is: understanding that we

are all connected and working together to power
each other to move forward, whether it is an exchange with another individual person, another
group, the environment, or prana itself, which is the
Cosmic energy and intelligence that powers and
pervades all things in the manifest and unmanifest
Universe.
Bhagavad Gita, 2:40
On this path there is no loss of one’s efforts,
and there are no adverse effects. Even a little advancement on this path can protect one from the
most dangerous type of fear.
Corey & Erika De Rosa

ACA and ACOA

Two groups for Adult Children of Alcoholics gather at our Meetinghouse. The ACOA meets on
Wednesday at 7:30am, and Saturday at 10:00am.
The ACA meets on Monday at 7:30am .

Fear, continued from page 3
Some of us remember crawling under our desks
at school to shelter from the bombs our Russian
friends, yesterday’s allies, might drop on us….or
the emails after 9/11 warning of poison in our reservoirs and bombers in our shopping malls.
Why are we so ready to forget these false
alarms to make room for some new hysteria?
There is something in our genes more primitive
than a flock of starlings taking flight; more primitive because the starlings have simply panicked to
avoid a wayward leaf.
The dread that builds as a rumor or from a leader’s ignorant assertion requires intelligence and the
ability to communicate. It is at once exquisitely
human and utterly dehumanizing. To entertain such
dread is to give up a personal responsibility to consider the facts and think things through on our own.
For me this independent exercise of reason is the
act that makes us human.
It is a responsibility we owe to each other.
Mark Potter
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We strive for peace in our hearts and in the world around us.

Walking With the Wind
Myrna Truitt read from John Lewis’ book,
Walking with the Wind at our service honoring
Martin Luther King on Jan. 17. John Lewis was
inspired by Martin Luther King and has been a civil
rights leader for most of his life. He was beaten by
the police at Selma and suffered a concussion. Now
a member of the U. S. House of Representatives from Georgia, he was
honored last year by our own UUA
General Assembly.
This is a story from his childhood. “It’s a simple story, a true story about a group of young children, a
wood frame house and a windstorm.
I was four years old, and there were
about fifteen of us – me and my
cousins. On this afternoon, the sky
began clouding over, the wind started picking up, lightning flashed, and
suddenly I wasn’t thinking about playing anymore.
I was terrified. Lighting & thunder terrified me. My
mother used to tell me that thunder was God doing
his work. But my mother wasn’t with us that day;
Aunt Seneca was the only adult around. And as
the sky darkened she herded us all inside. Her
house was not the biggest place around, and it
seemed even smaller with all the children squeezed
inside. The wind was howling now and the house
was starting to shake. Even Aunt Seneca was
scared. Then it got worse. Then a corner of the
room started to lift up. This storm was actually
pulling the house towards the sky, with us in it.
Aunt Seneca told us to line up and hold hands.
Then she had us walk toward the corner of the
room that was rising. Then we walked in the other
direction as another part of the house began to lift.
And so it went, fifteen children walking with the
wind, holding the house down with our
weight.” (Walking with the Wind pp. 12-13)
“It struck me that, more than 50 years later, our
society is not unlike the children in that house,
rocked by the winds of one storm or another.
It seemed that way in the 1960s, at the height of
the civil rights movement, so much tension, so
many storms. But the people of conscience never
left the house. But we knew that another storm
would come, and we would have to do it all over
again….and we did. And we still do, all of us. You
and I. That is America to me. The endless struggle

to respond with decency, dignity and a sense of
brotherhood to all the challenges that face us as a
nation.”
In December of that landmark year, 1955, I saw
the time had come. I could feel it. Just up the
highway in Montgomery, Dr. Martin Luther King,
Jr., took the words I’d heard him say on the radio
and put them into action in a way that set the course
of my life. With all that I have experienced in the past half century, I
can still say without question that
the Montgomery Bus Boycott
changed my life more than any other
event before or since. Even though
we lived far out in the Alabama
woods, we were connected to Montgomery in many ways. When the
Rev. King, in his role as President of
the Montgomery Improvement Association, launched a black boycott
of those buses, we felt were a part of
that as well. This was a fight, but it was a different
way of fighting. It wasn’t about confrontation or
violence. Those 50,000 black men and women in
Montgomery were using their will and their dignity
to take a stand, to resist. They were speaking with
their feet. For me, there was no question. I saw
50,000 black people refusing to ride segregated
buses, and the reason was the words and inspiration
of one man, that one young preacher, Martin Luther
King.” (Walking in the Wind pp. 58-59)
Myrna also explained her own experience. “My
experience growing up, particularly while attending
Georgia State University in Atlanta, led me to become a Unitarian because it was the only integrated
church in Atlanta. Events around the civil rights
movement affected me deeply, especially the
bombing of the church in Birmingham which killed
four young girls, and the murders of Cheney,
Schwerner & Goodman. While I was in college, I
began meeting with a group of students from Georgia State and the black colleges, Spellman & Morehouse. We met every week, planning to integrate
the cafeteria at Georgia State. Every week we met,
and every week someone would chicken out, but
we kept on meeting. We never did integrate the cafeteria. But when I graduated, I felt I had to leave
the South, and it was one of the best decisions I
made.”
Myrna Truitt
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When fear strikes, we stand on the side of love..
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Free minds, open hearts.
Green Corner

Surviving The Hunger Games…
at Two Holes of Water, East
Hampton

In early March, my colleague Steve and I were
asked to lead a nature hike for a group of high
school students from the Ross School. The students
were participating in a field academy course called,
Surviving The Hunger Games, a series of roleplaying activities designed around the popular book
series and movies.
The teachers asked if Steve
and I would introduce the students
to native plants and their uses, so
we took the group to one of our
popular field trip sites, Two Holes
of Water, a freshwater wetland
surrounded by a pine-oak forest.
We spent two hours identifying
plants and talking about how they
could be useful in a survival situation, and did some sipping and
tasting along the way! Here are just a few of our
discoveries.
White pine (Pinus strobus), is an evergreen tree
with dark, gray bark, and needles that grow in bundles of five. It has many survival uses, including
layering boughs for shelter and insulation, gathering dead needles and branches for tinder and collecting the sticky resin for fire kindling. Pine needle
tea is rich in vitamin C and the bark from young,
thin branches is edible. So, we stewed some needles in hot water (we cheated and brought a thermos), drank some tea and chewed on thin strips of

tree bark. Our snack was a far cry from traditional
High Tea, but it was a cold day and the steamy,
earthy drink warmed us up.
Wintergreen (V accinium corymbosum ) is an
evergreen groundcover plant, with oval, dark green
leaves that turn reddish in cold weather and bright,
red berries that persist through winter. When torn
or crushed, the leaves have a minty smell and can
be used to make tea (the plant is also commonly
known as Eastern teaberry). The berries are edible
and have a similar taste. Don’t eat the leaves; they
may cause stomach irritation.
Other edibles we found were the
acorns of both white oak (Quercus
alba) and red oak (Quercus rubra), which are a good source of
fat and protein, and can be roasted
or ground into flour and used for
baking (after the bitter tannins
have been leached out of them.)
Highbush blueberry V accinium
corybosum) is abundant at the
edge of ponds and although not in
season now, in mid to late July the tall shrubs are
heavy with delicious, antioxidant-loaded blueberries.
If, by chance, you ever find yourself Surviving
The Hunger Games or just stranded in a pine-oak
forest, the above tips above may be helpful!
But REMEMBER: NEV ER eat any plant or
part of a plant unless you have thoroughly researched it and properly identified it beyond a
doubt.
Anita Wright

Unitarian Universalist

Congregation of the South Fork
977 Bridgehampton-Sag Harbor Turnpike
PO Box 1444, Bridgehampton, NY 11932

Spring 2016 Journal

2016 Spring Journal 8

