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You have your way. I have my way. 

As for the right way, the correct way, and the only way,

 it does not exist.

-Friedrich Nietzsche

HONORING AUTHENTICITY, PART II

or

YOU LIKE THAT?!

   Last month, I brought you a discussion on the blessings of uncovering and honoring our authentic selves. After writing that, it occurred to me that that is only one side of the coin. The other side is equally challenging: supporting our loved ones on their own quests.

   This was brought home to me over the past Christmas holidays when our entire family was gathered under one roof. As we love to do, we spent the time cooking for each other and eating the results, taking walks, playing games, and watching movies. Perhaps because I have been reading some very powerful books about women becoming their authentic selves [Simple Abundance by Sarah Ban Branach, Women Who Run with the Wolves by Clarissa Pinkola Estes], I suddenly became starkly aware of how my likes and dislikes differed from those of my children. Why this should come as such a surprise I can't tell you, except perhaps that we do have so much in common. But now it was the differences that were leaping out at me. Very often, these revelations occurred in the kitchen. How can something as simple as a bowl of rice divide people? I found out as I played with our new rice cooker. As we sampled the results of the first batch, my daughter Laura said, "Perfect! Except, I prefer mine without salt." Without salt?! Sacrilege! Salt is nature's little wonder that makes everything better. But I bowed to her preference and added it only to my portion next time. Then it was rosemary - Amy loves the stuff so much that she'll add it to almost anything, including the whipped cream on top of pecan pie. Personally, I like the smell of it, but having it in my mouth makes me think of chewing on pine needles. Out of respect, we accommodated each other, but the insecure little girl inside me felt judged - I liked the wrong things! However, my offspring, more sure of themselves, saw the simple truth of it - people are different, and that's okay. They knew it deep down, from the countless times we have encouraged them to be themselves, regardless of what others think. When 10-year-old Adam wanted a Mohawk haircut, when Anna dyed hers green, when Amy shaved her head to go to college [why is always hair with my family?], we supported their choices of self-expression. Long ago, when our kids first began to ask "What if people think I'm weird?", I'd staunchly reply "Weird is good!", and remind them of all the outstanding "weirdos" who followed their own path and made the world a better, richer, more interesting place. Generally, I think UU’s are pretty good at honoring their children's individuality.

   But what about when it comes to our mates, the people that we've chosen to spend our lives with ‘til death do us part? Our paths are so deeply shared that their choices affect us on a very real level. Gary and I have been married for 36 years, and in order to remain happy together, we've had to give each other plenty of room to grow and change. I remember when Gary first discovered that he loved to play volleyball and decided to take part in twice weekly games. At the time, I was out at choir practice one evening a week, and I began to worry that all this time spent pursuing our separate passions might draw us apart. However, I discovered that, when we came back together at the end of those evenings and shared anecdotes about our separate activities, our bond was actually strengthened and refreshed because we were two people doing what we love. Plus, an added bonus: on his evenings out, I got a chance to watch the chick flicks that would've sent him to sleep within 20 minutes of the opening credits. Everybody won!

   Isn't it a precious gift when the people that love us hold us loosely enough for us to spread our wings and explore the places that call to us? And the interesting thing is, we don't have to love the same things they do, or even understand why they do, we just have to accept that it is so. 
                                    Your Friend,  

                                            Tess Starecheski, 

                                                      SRE of MMUUF

They... threw themselves into the interests of the rest, but each plowed his or her own furrow.  Their thoughts, their little passions and hopes and desires, all ran along separate lines.  Family life is like this - animated, but collateral.
-Rose Macaulay 

If the family were a fruit, it would be an orange, a circle of sections, held together but separable - each segment distinct.
- Letty Cottin Pogrebin
**********************************************************************************
Early Spring by Megs Keir:

Hi Jane.  It's blustery... "spitting snow," as Nana says, and gusty ... Easter morning in Vermont.
But a half dozen early-bloomer daffodils are waving bravely from the silent garden outside the dining room window....
and the peepers were peeping from the beaver ponds last night...
Spring.
It teases and winds its way, in and out, back and forth,
as we follow its progress with single-minded attentiveness.  ...
knowing with the deepest of faiths that the greening season is on its way...
We northerners have patience.
We northerners have no patience.
We northerners are at the starting gate,
ready to dash, to run, to fly
into the warm breezes
eager to run the race
keeping ahead of the season's clock...
Running
the joy-work of summertime tasks
the dream-goals accomplished
the wood-pile replenished
the peas corn and carrots
tomatoes and radishes,
bicycle pathways
and sunsetting sitting.
Stop
smell the roses
and stop
feel the sun-warmth
and stop
climb the mountain
The top
of the mountain
is vast open space
and we stop to behold
the moment of grace.
Spring
is the moment
we start to embrace
the hope of renewal
the eager get busy get moving embrace
of lots to get done to enjoy and to feel
Alive
I am breathing
and dreaming
of spring.
A VERY HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU!

Brianna 4-2-07     Gabe C-L 4-9-99

Devyn 4-1-00     Julia S 4-15-00

Toby 4-24-97

TESS STILL NEEDS HELP!

CLASSROOM HELPER SIGN-UP SHEET

	DATE
	NAME

	4-11-10
	

	4-25-10
	

	5-9-10
	

	5-23-10
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WORDS TO GROW ON

From Kathy Rude:

The Alphabet of Paradise, An  A-Z of Spirituality for Everyday Life by Howard Cooper  Part 2

One of my favorite chapters in this book is titled “Uncertainty” and I like it especially because of a little story included that I keep remembering and using in my own life.  It goes as follows:

There were two friends and both were accused before the king of a crime.  Since the king loved them, he wanted to show them mercy, but he could not acquit them because even the king’s word cannot prevail over a law. So he gave this verdict:  A rope was to be stretched across a deep chasm and the two were to walk it, one after the other.  Whoever reached the other side was to be granted his life.

The rope was set up and the first of the friends got safely across.  The other cried to  him:  “Tell me how you managed to cross?”  The first called back: “I don’t know anything except this:  whenever I felt myself toppling over to one side, I leaned to the other.”

In this chapter, Cooper explores the fear we all feel at such times  and how we have so much in life to make us worry about our future.  We want answers, and we want to to see things sharply and clearly, and through “either/or” versus “both/and” perspectives.  Often, we find it too hard to live with the questions, and are not comfortable with the patience needed in order to sit with ambiguity, paradox, and complexity.  He  wrote that questions are “acts of resistance against the totalitarianism of certainty”, and  explores how too often we  seek dogma or “isms” that give us certainty, and in doing so we can end up in a kind of spiritual defeat.  He uses the terms “Negative Capability” to describe the ability to be with uncertainty, mystery and doubt, and if you can  grow into this spiritual-intellectual-emotional capacity, the rewards can lead to creative growth and achievement.

Cooper takes this parable of the two friends, and explores the idea of uncertainty in terms of both views across the chasm. He considers them as if they were each a part of the self, and imagines it as if we are on one side of that chasm looking ahead and then the other looking back.  Our present self asks questions of our future self, wise with learning from experience, or our present self, fearful of a next step in life, implores our past self who somehow survived similar chasms. Cooper explores our undying desire to know what will come, and the fear that we feel when we come face to face with the fact that there are truly mysteries and uncertainties in life. We have no guarantees.  There is no utter safety and security.  All we can ever do at each moment of the present is to take a step forward. And another, in simple, yet oh-so-difficult trust.  The answer called back from the other side of the chasm is basic, yet so profound.  All we can ever do is lean toward balance, trust, harmony, movement, and avoid the stasis that can come out of our confusions, and also our certainties.

I used this story when faced with a new job a few years ago. I was afraid of the loneliness that working across the country entailed, being away from my husband and children, of the enormous challenges facing me in being up to the skill and knowledge that the job required.  So much was unknown to me as I faced the time ahead.  Would I be up to the task, I wondered, and was enormously helped by pondering the image of these two friends in the story. I asked myself about similar past experiences, and was reassured by that voice across the chasm from my past self who had been through tough challenges before.  All we can do when we topple over to one side, is to lean to the other.  All we are ever given in any moment is that slice of time, and the choice and the step.

I like this Rilke poem that speaks to such paths:

Rainer Maria Rilke

A Walk

My eyes already touch the sunny hill,

going far ahead of the road I have begun.

So we are grasped by what we cannot grasp;

it has its inner light, even from a distance----

and changes us, even if we do not reach it,

into something else, which, hardly sensing it, we already are;

a gesture waves us on, answering our own wave...

but what we feel is the wind in our faces.
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