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               February Worship Services: Sunday at 10:30 a.m.

                                                 Child Care provided
Feb. 6: “The Golden Hazel and the Mountain Sword.” We celebrate Imbolg, the rising of the light as winter begins to wane. Coordinated by CUUPs

Feb. 13:  SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1"Personal Politics XXXVIII: Are We Luddites? (II)" 
Do you feel or have you felt yourself to be a cog in a machine not of your own devising or choice?  Would you escape from the machine or sabotage it in some way?  Perhaps for you the issue is not primarily personal but a more systemic resentment of the mass of society being manipulated into fulfilling the desires of a few.  If your personal experiences fit into any of these generally Luddite categories, contact Theresa (203-288-0303) or Francis (203-562-0672) for an opportunity to rant, or come to observe and perhaps to share your feelings and opinions.

Feb. 20: TBA (on the theme of Presidents’ day).  Coordinated by Steve Hall.

Feb. 27: TBA. TBA.  Coordinated by Theresa Bergherr and Maria Pinango.

Calendar of Other FUUS Events: 
Wednesday, Feb. 2, 7:30 p.m.:  SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1CUUPs meeting, planning for Imbolg.  Contact Francis (203-562-0672) or Gaianne (203-563-4410) for more info.
Tuesday, Feb. 8, 7:30 p.m. Buddhist Dharma Group.  All are welcome!

Wednesday, Feb. 9, 7:30 p.m.  Worship Committee meeting, planning services for 2010.  SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1 Submit suggestions to the committee: Steve, Francis, Gaianne, Terri, Sheila, Elizabeth, Mark.

Friday, Feb. 11, 8:00 p.m.: Christian Fellowship meets.  Contact Bob or Terri for info and to confirm, 203-467-7868.

Wednesday, Feb. 16, 7:30 p.m.  Board of Trustees meeting,  SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1conducting the business of the society.

Tuesday, Feb. 22, 7:30 p.m. Ultimate Tuesday Drumming at the Meetinghouse.  All ages, all acoustic instruments welcome.  Contact Steve 203-288-0303  SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1or Gaianne Jenkins 203-562-4410 for details.

Wednesday, Feb. 23, 7:30 p.m.: Thinking the Sacred Earth meeting. We will watch/listen to/discuss the Thomas Berry documentary.

COMMUNITY EVENTS:

Wednesday, Feb. 2, 7-9 p.m. Screening of “Race to Nowhere,” on the state of the nation’s Educational Reform. The film addresses the high-pressure atmosphere that is the norm in many schools today, leading to stress related problems, even suicide. Unitarian Church, 700 Hartford Turnpike, Hamden. Free tickets but register at: rtncoldspringschool.eventbrite.com. Info: www.racetonowhere.com  
Thursday, Feb. 3, 7 p.m. TRANSITION TOWN TALK at the Unitarian Society of New Haven, 800 Hartford Tpk, Hamden. Free. The international Transition Towns movement is, for many, the most promising way of engaging people and communities to take the far-reaching actions required to mitigate the challenges we all face, both economic and environmental.  The first step is to gain understanding of the Triple Challenge of peak oil, climate instability, and economic deterioration in ways that inspire positive action toward meeting local needs locally. Along with fostering enhanced local resilience, Transition re-localization efforts seem likely to lead to more socially connected and more equitable ways of living that are less expensive and more enjoyable. 

Tina Clarke, the Transition trainer who has helped launch over two dozen Transition Initiatives in Western Massachusetts, is passing through New Haven and has offered to give a presentation and answer questions. More info: Terry  203-980-1088 or e-mail: terry@dharmahaven.org . 

Saturday, Feb. 5, 10:30 a.m. Garden Planning Meeting, UU Society, 608 Whitney Avenue. Join us as we go through the seed catalogs and plan our garden. Info: newhavenbioregionalgroup.org
Monday, Feb. 7, 6 p.m. Reclaiming the Prophetic Voice again marks the cost of the continuing wars in Iraq and Afghanistan by placing the Jan. stone on the Memorial Cairn at the intersection of Broadway, Elm and Park streets, inscribed with the Jan. death total of US military personnel and the approximate numbers of Iraqi and Afghani civilians killed. A public reminder that the wars are not over, no matter what presidents and generals may say. Saturday, Feb. 12, 6 p.m. 5th Anniversary Celebration of the NH Bioregional Group. Potluck at the FUU Society. Music by PRAXIS, inspirational words by Fred Cervin.  Bring a dinner dish to share. Info: newhavenbioregionalgroup.org  
Saturday & Sunday, Feb. 12 & 13, 10:30 a.m.-3 p.m. both days. Act 11 Counseling & Synthesis 

"Experience Your Will, Work With It & Apply It To Personal & Spiritual Goals." Info and/or to register:

Cynthia Russell Phd, psynnie@aol.com, 203 377-2421. Modest fees and sliding scale. Bring a bag lunch, we serve coffee & tea. We are right off 1-95, Stratford Center.
Sunday, Feb. 13, 4:30 p.m. New Haven Chorale benefit concert, with Trinity Boys and Girls choirs and instrumentalists from Neighborhood Music School, benefit for Integrated Refugee and Immigrant Services. Woolsey Hall, Grove St. $20 adults/ $15 seniors/ free for students. Info: newhavenchorale.org or call 203-776-7664.
Thursday, Feb. 17, 6-8:30 p.m. “Dirt! The Movie” and Potluck. Barnard School, 170 Derby Ave., followed by discussion. Bring a dinner dish to share. Info: newhavenbioregionalgroup.org 
Thursday, Feb. 17, 6-7 p.m. NH restaurateur and author Claire Criscuolo talks about winter garden activities, inside and out! Enjoy samples at Main Library. Register at claireatlibrary.eventbrite.com or call 203-946-8835. 
Tuesday, Feb. 22, 6 p.m. Black History Month Concert: “Songs of Freedom.” Works by African-American composers featuring Dashon Burton. New Haven Museum, 114 Whitney Ave. Sponsored by the Amistad Committee. Info: (203) 387-0370. 
Friday, Feb. 25, 2 p.m. Head to Toe series: Heart/Lung: Be Heart Smart, Don't Let Jack Frost Take Your Breath Away. With Eileen McAdoo, RN, Kathy Short, RRT; and Cathy Fortin. Series on health care for older adults on the last Fri. of the month through June. NH Public Library, 133 Elm St. Register: headtotoefridays-rrs.eventbrite.com. 
Saturday, Feb. 26, 10 a.m. Black History Month Talk: “The Amistad Captives Return To Sierra Leone: The Unraveling of the Historical Lie!” with Joseph Y. Yannielli, PhD Candidate, Yale. Gateway CC, Community Rm No. 160, 60 Sargent Dr. Sponsored by the Amistad Committee. Info: (203) 387-0370.
Saturday, Feb. 26, 6 p.m. Potluck, 7 p.m. Movie “First Earth,” a movie about Cob Building. Bring a dinner dish to share. UU Society. Info: newhavenbioregionalgroup.org 
Friend   By Kim K. Crawford Harvie, Senior Minister, Arlington Street Church,  Boston, Massachusetts  From: Quest, February 2011

Rev. Dan Kane was cooking, I was washing, and what happened next was definitely my fault, although he says “we” broke it. Drying on the counter was a hand-painted platter that Dan and Darin had brought home from Italy, a large, expensive piece of pottery with significant sentimental value. And “we”—that is, I—somehow unsettled it and it dropped like a little bomb onto their kitchen floor, shattering into shards and dust with a c-r-a-s-h. I couldn’t believe it.

Dan and Darin tried to reassure me, saying not to worry, but I was reeling; I felt horrible. Without missing a beat, my wife, my hero, opened her computer, Googled the artist, found their shop online, ordered a duplicate replacement, and announced that this one would have different sentimental value. All better.

Fast forward six months. A package arrives from Dan and Darin. What is it? No, not an Italian platter...well, not exactly. It’s a reincarnation. It’s a mirror, set into a mosaic of the broken pottery. It’s one of a set; they sent one to us, and kept one for themselves.

Dan wrote, quoting Terry Tempest Williams’s latest book, Mosaic: Finding Beauty in a Broken World, “A mosaic is a conversation between what is broken. I believe in the beauty of all things broken.”
    Friend: the one who sees the beauty, even in the brokenness, and reflects that to us, like a mirror.
My very favorite words in the Bible (2 Ruth 1:16-17) were spoken between friends: Ruth to Naomi, daughter-in-law to mother-in-law:

    Entreat me not to leave thee, or to return from following after thee: for whither thou goest, I will go; and where 

    thou lodgest, I will lodge: thy people shall be my people, and thy G*d my G*d:

    Where thou diest, will I die, and there will I be buried: the lord do so to me, and more also, if ought but death         

    part thee and me.
Kem and I also spoke these words at our wedding and have spoken them to each other countless times since.
    Friend: devotion.

There are other beautiful words about friendship in the Bible. My friend and colleague, Rev. Susan Moran, recently told me that scholars now agree that the first two chapters of the Book of Job were originally a stand-alone story; the next chapters were a later addition, by a different author. I’m ecstatic, because I can’t stand Job’s friends; they start out like true mensches, then quickly devolve into the category of “with friends like that, who needs enemies?” So who are they in those first two chapters—maybe, who are they, really?

I don’t want to spend too much time with the details, but, in three sentences: Job is the wealthiest man in the land, with a loving wife, seven sons, and three daughters thrown in for good measure. Then somebody’s twisted idea of G*d makes a deal with the devil and decides to test Job. It all goes to hell, everyone and everything dies, and Job loses everything, including his health...except his friends. I won’t spoil the ending.

But I really, really hope Susan Moran is right: if this is the end of the story, this passage about Job’s friends is so beautiful:

    When Job’s three friends heard about all these calamities that had befallen him, each came from his own  

    house— Eliphaz the Temanite, Bildad the Shuhite, and Zophar the Naamathite.

    They met together to go and mourn with him and comfort him. 

    When they saw him from a distance, they could not recognize him, and they broke into loud weeping.

    Each one tore his own robe and threw dust into his hair.

    And they sat down with him on the ground for seven days and seven nights.

    No one spoke a word to him, for they saw how very great was his suffering.
    Friend: the one who comes and sits and remains with us, even in the face of terrible brokenness, and helps us to  

          bear it.
Gordie is a senior at Concord Academy. He gets around in a wheelchair, although it’s easy to forget, given that he swims, sails, and is the varsity lacrosse goalie. It’s easy to forget Gordie doesn’t have the use of his legs, until there’s a fire drill.

At least, that’s what I pray. I can’t even imagine trying to navigate in a chair under the best of circumstances, let alone in an emergency, a flight of stairs up from the exit, with the elevator out. I pray, before we run to save ourselves, we remember he can’t get down unaided.

And then one day recently, as we sat at lunch in the crowded, noisy dining hall, the fire alarm went off. For all I knew, this was the real thing. Instinctively, I looked up at the balcony, where there’s comfortable seating and a little less chaos. And there was Gordie. My heart. The siren was deafening. Fear rushed in my ears, and my mouth went dry.

But at the same moment I saw him, half a dozen guys dove toward him, and into action: two guys in front, bracing; two on either side, lifting; two in back, lifting and leaning back against gravity...and Gordie, being borne forth like a king, with a huge grin on his face. You have never seen a wheelchair come down a flight of stairs so fast.

Safely down, they pushed him at breakneck speed out of the building...so fast I could have imagined it all. Wiping away my tears, I followed them out.

“Guys, that was amazing!” Gordie laughed as they all, in their inimitable, inscrutable, teenage boy way, pounded on each other and made loud grunting noises. I knew I could take “Gordie in a fire drill” off my list of things to worry about in the night. Gordie has friends.
    Friends: the ones who make the world a little safer, the ones who carry us when we can’t carry ourselves.
An old Hassidic rabbi was asked by his students how they could tell that the night had ended and the day had begun, for that is the time for certain holy prayers. “Is it,” they asked, “when you can see an animal in the distance and tell whether it is a sheep or a goat?” “No,” answered the rabbi. “Is it when you can clearly see the lines on your palm?” “Is it when you can see the leaves at the top of a tree?”

“No,” answered the rabbi each time. “Then when is it?” his students demanded. “It is when you can look on the face of any person and see that they are your sister or brother or cousin. Until then, it is still night.”
    Friend: to look on all people as all our relations.
This looking and seeing is the spiritual practice of friendship: to recognize the inherent worth and dignity of every being—the first principle of Unitarian Universalism—to seek and find the spark of the sacred, and to breathe on that spark with our compassion and care. In his book After the Ecstasy, the Laundry, Vipassana meditation teacher Jack Kornfield writes: “Spirituality is not about…mountaintops. It is seeing the sacred, right here.... Even our enemies show us how to awaken, if we recognize the truth.”

My last story of friendship for this Valentine’s Day, as told by Jack Kornfield, is from psychiatrist Stanislav Grof. Dr. Grof was working in the field of consciousness research at Johns Hopkins Medical School when a Native American colleague invited him and several other docs to his peyote circle on the plains of Kansas.

Although the Road Chief, the elder who leads the rituals in the Patawatame church, had agreed to include the Anglo visitors, the other Indians balked; this felt like an invitation to spiritual genocide. After extensive negotiations, the white men were allowed to join in, although one Native held out, furious. Seated directly across from Stan Grof, he glared at the intruder through the night of drumming and peyote and prayer, hatred pouring across the circle.

During the final round of blessings, the host psychiatrist thanked his tribe for including the white healers, especially Dr. Grof, who had been exiled by the Communists from his native Czechoslovakia.

Suddenly, all the anger drained from the face of the man opposite Stan. “He leapt to his feet, crossed the fire, and fell into his lap, sobbing, [apologizing] for his misguided hatred.”

His story came pouring out. In the final weeks of World War II, as the Nazis withdrew, he had flown a bomber. And even though Czechoslovakia had been anti-Nazi and forcibly occupied by Germany, his plane had bombed and destroyed Pilsen, one of Czechoslovakia’s most beautiful cities. He had, in other words, participated in the destruction of Dr. Grof’s motherland. The terrible tables of victim and perpetrator were turned.

He embraced Stan, begging for forgiveness. Addressing the Anglo doctors, he said, “I see now that there can be no hope for the world if we carry hatred for deeds committed by our ancestors. I know now you are not my enemies, but my brothers.... We are all children of the Great Spirit.... If we do not work together, we will die [alone].”
    My spiritual companions, a friend can save your life.

    Friend: the one who sees the beauty, even in the brokenness, and reflects that to us, like a mirror.

    Friend: devotion.

    Friend: the one who comes and sits and remains with us, even in the face of terrible brokenness, and helps us to

        bear it.

    Friend: the one who makes the world a little safer, the one who carries us when we can’t, the one who makes us

        smile.

    Friend: to look on all people as all our relations: to forgive, to bear hope, and to work together for a world at 

        peace, a world in love.

Happy Valentine’s Day, my friends!
To pray without apology    By Rosemary Bray McNatt    uuworld.org  originally published UUWorld, 11/1/02.

What would have happened if Martin Luther King Jr. had cast his lot with the Unitarian Universalists? A reflection on race and theology.

Several years ago, in the middle of my seminary education, my literary agent called with an intriguing proposition. Would I be willing to be considered as co-writer of Coretta Scott King's autobiography? I was one of several people being considered, but the book's prospective editor was said to be partial to me. I was more than willing to talk about it, and a meeting with King was arranged at the editor's office.

I didn't make the final cut, but that is not why I tell this story. During an hour of wide-ranging conversation, I mentioned to her that I was in seminary to become a Unitarian Universalist minister. What frankly surprised me was the look she gave me, one of respect and delight.

"Oh, I went to Unitarian churches for years, even before I met Martin," she told me, explaining that she had been, since college, a member of the Women's International League for Peace and Freedom, which was popular among Unitarians and Universalists. "And Martin and I went to Unitarian churches when we were in Boston."

What surprised and saddened me most was what she said next. Though I am paraphrasing, the gist of it was this: "We gave a lot of thought to becoming Unitarian at one time, but Martin and I realized we could never build a mass movement of black people if we were Unitarian."

It was a statement that pierced my heart and troubled my mind, then and now. I considered what our religious movement would be like if the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. had chosen differently, had cast his lot with our faith instead of returning to his roots as an African-American Christian. Certainly no one with King's gifts would have lived in complete obscurity. I realized, however, that our liberal religious movement would have neutralized the greatest American theologian of the twentieth century. Certainly his race would have been the primary barrier. In a religious movement engaged until the 1970s in the active discouragement of people of color who wished to join its ministerial ranks, King might have found his personal struggles to serve Unitarian Universalism at least as daunting as the Montgomery Bus Boycott.

Even if race had disappeared as an issue, King might have found the barrier of theology insurmountable. Though from the very start of his theological training he revealed a decided bent toward liberal religion, by the time his faith had been tried by the civil rights movement, King had said No to the sunny optimism of liberal faith—an optimism frankly untested in the heat of the battle for liberty and dignity for African Americans.

In his famous essay, "Pilgrimage to Non-Violence"—published in the Christian Century's series, "How My Mind Has Changed," in 1960—King made some trenchant comments about liberal theology that bear discussion:

    There is one phase of liberalism that I hope to cherish always: its devotion to the search for truth, its refusal to abandon the best light of reason. . . . It was . . . the liberal doctrine of man that I began to question. The more I observed the tragedies of history, and man's shameful inclination to choose the low road, the more I came to see the depths and strength of sin. . . . I came to feel that liberalism had been all too sentimental concerning human nature and that it leaned toward a false idealism. I also came to see that liberalism's superficial optimism concerning human nature caused it to overlook the fact that reason is darkened by sin. . . . Liberalism failed to see that reason by itself is little more than an instrument to justify man's defensive ways of thinking. Reason, devoid of purifying power of faith, can never free itself from distortions and rationalizations. 

Long before I ever spoke to Coretta Scott King, I had sensed in some of her husband's writings the tension between liberal theology and African-American religious and cultural traditions that formed him. To read one of the first papers he wrote in graduate school, on the role of reason and experience in finding God, is to watch him grapple with the connections between an experiential and relational God that is a bedrock of traditional African-American theology and the use of reason in religion demanded of humanity in a scientific age.

He wrote: "We can never gain complete knowledge or proof of the real. This, however, does not destroy the stream of rational religion. On the contrary, it reveals to us that intellectual finality is unattainable in all fields; all human knowledge is relative, and all human ideas are caught in the whirlpool of relativity." But in the same paper he also wrote that "religious experience is not an intellectual formulation about God, it is a lasting acquaintance with God." He concluded that "although experience is not the only way to find God, it is probably the primal way. It is a road . . . open to all levels of human intelligence."

The notion of the self-perfectibility of human beings was an inadequate theology in the face of the sustained hatred and embodied evil of the segregationist South. Yet King retained his faith in the great potential for goodness in humanity—his faith in the possibilities of human nature—that Unitarians and Universalists would lift up as a central affirmation of our free faith. Reason and experience revealed as much to King about humanity as about divinity, and what he thought and learned taught him the importance of both.

For King to have answered the call to a liberal religious faith, a faith that clearly resonated with him since his earliest days of graduate studies, however, would have meant a fatal separation from the sources of his power—a faith in a suffering God who stood with suffering people despite their mistakes and failures, and covenantal love between himself and oppressed African Americans, the people who grounded his passion for justice but did not restrict it solely to themselves.

I had been a Unitarian Universalist for eight or nine years when I moved to Detroit, Michigan. I was participating in a service at the Detroit church, and in my part of the presentation I had talked about God. An older woman approached me during coffee hour later that morning to inform me that, as UUs, we had given up the notion of God. She demanded to know how I, as an African-American woman, could possibly talk about God when that same reprehensible Christian concept had been used to justify slavery. I was dumbfounded by her vehemence, but not too shocked to remind her that it was that same tradition's God—most particularly, a just and loving God whose movement was forever toward justice and freedom and wholeness—that had inspired much of the antislavery movement, and indeed, most of the major reform movements of the nineteenth century that we as Unitarian Universalists are so eager to claim. Finally, I informed her that I was just as much a Unitarian Universalist as she was, and I had not given up on the notion of God.

I couldn't decide what was more frightening, that she seemed oblivious to our historic roots as a liberal Christian community of faith, or that she wanted to make sure no mention of a higher power of any kind ever disturbed her worship experience. It is not that her question had not occurred to me before; indeed, I had engaged in a spiritual struggle only a few years earlier that nearly ended in my leaving our faith for a more traditional expression of Christianity. Yet in the end, I could not go. Unitarian Universalism won my heart and mind because both God and freedom are precious to me, and it is only within our non-creedal tradition that I felt there was a chance, however slight, that I might lay claim to both.

I asked myself then, as I have asked myself hundreds of times since: How much do we mean it when we talk about inclusion, about becoming an anti-racist religious community, when we are not willing to acknowledge, incorporate, or engage the historic theological realities alive among many people of color?

Do we realize what we are risking in pursuit of this goal of an anti-racist Association? Do we realize that we are risking being informed by varieties of religious experience not entertained in our churches for decades, if ever? Are we prepared to know what informs the survival strategies used by people on the margins? Are we prepared to accept that even when there are people of color within comfortable economic levels—as opposed to those poor uneducated people who don't know any better than to praise God—there may be not only a theological but cultural understanding of the divine that travels with them into our sanctuaries?

Sometimes a person's experience is informed by structural oppression. Sometimes, it's just life itself that has weighed on them. But there are many people who have found help and hope and strength from a source greater than themselves to endure what has often seemed unendurable. Do we risk their sharing with us how it is they have survived? What if they tell us, "God brought me through"? Do we dare make room for them to share and to celebrate, to witness to what they have seen and felt and intimately known?

What if our liberal brother, King, had come to one of our congregations on a dark night after being bombarded with threats on his life and the life of his family? What if he had said—not to God, but to one of us—that he couldn't go on anymore, that he was afraid? What if he had said, as he did say to God, "I am here taking a stand for what I believe is right. But now I am afraid. The people are looking to me for leadership, and if I stand before them without strength and courage, they too will falter. I am at the end of my powers. I have nothing left. I've come to the point where I can't face it alone"?

Might members of our congregations have prayed for him, or with him? Or would he have been consoled with words like these from the Rev. Charles Francis Potter, author of Humanism: A New Religion: "If man habitually leans upon God when the going is hard, and expects God's help when he meets a difficulty, he loses the strength of character which is gained by the extra effort in emergencies. . . . And when, at a time of crisis, man does pray and depend on God, and help does come, does that prove that the help came from God? . . . Too often, man thanks God for what man has done."

In the end, King chose to forego the liberal religious enterprise among Unitarian Universalists and leaned instead on the God who promised never to leave or forsake him, even in death. Yet many of us who believe in the work of anti-racism have not left the Unitarian Universalist movement. Many of us, in the free and responsible search for truth and meaning, have found our way back to belief in God after a long sojourn elsewhere. Many of us who grew up in the black church, and many others who can say that the black church grew up in them, have followed our various paths to the doors of the liberal church. Are we here to provide interior decoration for our congregations, here to do spiritual domestic work on behalf of those wounded by God, by racism, by white privilege, or by the circumstances of their own lives? Can we who are called to serve as religious leaders discern when we are doing ministry and when we are doing minstrelsy? Might our own wounds stand in the way of clarity? Will there ever be a time when we can authentically be who we are, believe what we believe, speak our own truth, sing our own song—and be with one another?

The work of becoming an anti-racist religious movement is not an adventure in which I am willing to participate under false pretenses. I want it all: for us to be anti-racist, religious, and a movement. I respect that the theological stance of others will differ from my own. But I am as hungry to be freed from the narrowness of our religious assumptions as I am to be released from the wary dance we engage in around race, class, and gender. I am waiting for our congregations—and my ministerial colleagues—to end our long exile from the marketplace of religious ideas. I long for us to engage once again contemporary religious belief and in such engagement to give voice and substance to the liberal religious way of life. I nurse a secret wish that one Sunday, my Pentecostal mother might wander into a Unitarian Universalist congregation and stay for services, even if I'm not in the pulpit. Above all, I am praying for the transformation of the religious movement I love so much—and hoping for just one day when I won't have to explain why I might choose to pray.

Phoenix court dates scheduled for many UU arrestees By Donald E. Skinner  uuworld.org 1/17/11

Most expected to plead ‘not guilty’ for protesting Arizona anti-illegal immigration law


UUA President Peter Morales and the Rev. Susan Frederick-Gray, minister of the UU Congregation of Phoenix, block the entrance to the Maricopa County jail protesting the passage of Arizona’s anti-illegal immigration legislation in Phoenix on July 29. (Dea Brayden)

Many of the Unitarian Universalists who were arrested July 29 in Phoenix during a religious witness against that state’s anti-illegal immigration measure SB1070 will appear in Maricopa County Court in Phoenix this month to answer charges in connection with their arrests. Most are expected to plead not guilty and to have their trials in front of a judge as part of the same appearance.

All who will appear this month are charged with blocking a thoroughfare––the street in front of Maricopa County Sheriff Joe Arpaio’s office in downtown Phoenix. In a separate action that day other UUs, including Unitarian Universalist Association President Peter Morales and the Rev. Susan Frederick-Gray of the UU Congregation of Phoenix, were arrested when they blocked a prisoner entrance to the Maricopa County Jail. Court appearances for people arrested at that location will be scheduled sometime after January.

In all, some 1,500 people, including several hundred UUs, demonstrated on July 29. Eighty-three were arrested, including 30 to 35 who were UUs or had another connection to UU congregations. The UUs were generally held overnight.

Those UUs who are scheduled to appear this month, starting January 20, are: the Rev. Colin Bossen of the UU Society of Cleveland, Ohio; Asa Duffee of the UU Church of Tucson, Ariz.; the Rev. Melissa Carvill-Ziemer of the UU Church of Kent, Ohio; Katerina Sinclair of the UU Church of Tucson, Ariz.; Jolinda Stephens of the First UU Church of Columbus, Ohio; the Rev. Greg Ward of the UU Church of the Monterey Peninsula in Carmel, Calif.; Shawna Foster of the First Unitarian Church of Omaha, Neb.; Annette Marquis, district executive of the UUA’s Thomas Jefferson District; Elka Cartmell-Ladd of Meadville Lombard Theological School; Leslie Mills of the Groveland UU Fellowship in St. Paul, Minn.; Bill Dishongh of the Unitarian Universalists of Clearwater, Fla.; Trent Tripp of the West Valley UU Church in Glendale, Ariz.; the Rev. Pallas Stanford of the UU Fellowship of Santa Cruz County in Aptos, Calif.; Audrey Williams of the Unitarian Society of Santa Barbara, Calif.; Jan Meslin of the Tapestry UU Congregation in Mission Viejo, Calif.; and Lee Sanchez of the UU Church in Anaheim, Calif.

Three will be in court January 20, three on January 21, and five each on January 27 and January 28. Many other UUs who were arrested July 29 are pleading either guilty or no contest and will not be required to appear in court.

Some of those who decided to plead not guilty said they did so as a way of drawing as much attention as possible to a broken immigration system. The Rev. Greg Ward, minister of the UU Church of the Monterey Peninsula in Carmel, Calif., is one of those. He told UU World, “I am guilty—in the strictly legal sense. I did block the thoroughfare. However I don’t feel guilty in the sense that the larger issue that we were calling attention to is still being largely unaddressed [and that is] . . . we are engaging in an immoral practice every time we lure immigrants to our country by hiring them, then turn around and profile and pick them up, detain, and deport them as if they are a disposable commodity.”
He added, “I don’t have any delusions of grandeur that my case can fix a broken immigration system. But it can continue the conversation and give strength to people too frightened to speak out.”

Jolinda Stephens, director of religious education at the First UU Church of Columbus, Ohio, is also pleading not guilty. She said she went to Phoenix to represent the youngest students in her Sunday school program who saw the injustice in SB1070 when it was explained to them, and because she had just become a great-grandmother. “I wanted to tilt the moral arc of the universe just a bit more toward justice,” she said. “Living in an unjust world is pernicious. Doing this work heals us.”

Bill Dishongh will travel from his home in Florida to a court hearing this month in order to plead guilty. A lay leader of the Unitarian Universalists of Clearwater, Fla., he told the congregation at a recent worship service, “I have never felt more alive than when I stood with 25 to 30 other demonstrators in downtown Phoenix on the Day of Non-Compliance, July 29. It was an honor to share a jail cell with about a hundred men and women of all faiths. My daddy told me years ago, ‘If you are going to talk the talk then you have to walk the walk.’ I had no choice but to go to Phoenix.”

Frederick-Gray, who will appear in court February 22, said she is pleading not guilty because Sheriff Arpaio said that even though a federal judge last summer blocked parts of SB1070 from going into effect he would not be bound by that. Another reason for Frederick-Gray is that she believes fundamental human rights were violated inside the jail, and she wants to draw more attention to that issue and the general treatment of people inside the jail.

She said, “I want to bring to the public’s attention, through the courts, the problems in the jail, specifically the unequal application of the law based on ethnicity and language, the basic human rights violations, and the lack of training, preparation, and professionalism of the sheriff’s department. While we were in jail a guard told a group of arrestees that ‘all SB1070 did was to write into law what we have been doing all along.’ This was exactly my fear and why I felt it necessary to get inside the jail to see what happens, and in particular how we arrestees were treated differently because of our accents or skin colors.”

She said she also hopes to publicize the case of one young Latino man who was beaten by sheriff’s officers the night she was in the jail. “I am taking my case to trial, in part to bring to light his case, to tell on the stand what I saw happen.”

Four other people arrested July 29 were to have their trials December 15, but charges were dropped against them the day before. The four included UU Mar Cárdenas, South Bay ministry team coordinator for the UU Church of San Diego.
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