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Dear DDUUC members and friends, 
 
 Due to the continued high number of COVID cases, the Board has decided to 
continue all-virtual Sunday Services through the month of March. All Sunday Services 
in March will be held online on ZOOM. 
 
 Sunday Service information is posted on the DDUUC website (https://dduuc.org) 
as well as the Events and Meetings Calendar. (https://tinyurl.com/DDUUCCalendar) 
 
 Thank you for your patience and understanding as we try to navigate through 
these difficult times and keep everyone safe. 
          The DDUUC Board 

ANNOUNCEMENT: ALL SUNDAY SERVICES AND DDUUC VIRTUAL ACTIVITIES 
ARE NOW AVAILABLE VIA THE SAME ZOOM CODE:  

MEETING ID: 609 444 9349, Password: uuchurch  

 
VIRTUAL SUNDAY SERVICES, 10:00 AM 
 
March 6 - Talk Back regarding the recent challenges in the Ukraine and the prospect 
of world peace moving into the future. 
 
March 13 – Rev. Larry Smith - "The Subtlety of Water"  
The ancient Chinese philosophy of Taoism has an enduring relevance to our lives. 
What does it mean to follow "The Way?" 
 
March 20 -   Kari Gottfried – Topic to Be Determined 
 
March 27 – To Be Determined 
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UPCOMING EVENTS 
 
Book Discussion Group 
 
The Book Discussion Group will be discussing "The Book of Lost Things"  
by John Connolly on March 9th at 7 PM on Zoom. 
                 Kelly Hansen 

Other Events 

The Chalice Circle meets the second Monday of the month in person at 39 Park Street, 
Bordentown.  

Spirit Circle meets the third Monday of the month in person at 39 Park Street, 
Bordentown. (Contact Joan Spengler for details.)  

The Humanist Forum meets the second Thursday of the month virtually. (Contact 
Roger Long for details.)  

 
 
 

 

 

List of DDUUC Officers 2021-2022 
 
President – John DeMasi 
Vice President – Mae Carter 
Secretary – Jennifer Steffee 
Treasurer – Christina Sturgis 
Religious Education – Trish Concannon 
Social Action – Kara DeRose 
Sunday Service – Clarissa DeLuca  

 
The Pulse is the newsletter of 
Dorothea Dix Unitarian Universalist 
Community.   
It is published monthly, September 
through June.  Articles are solicited from 
members and friends.  The Pulse is 
edited by Pete Costanza. 

DDUUC has services every Sunday at 10:00 AM from the Sunday after Labor Day 
through the end of June.  Informal Sunday services are held on selected Sundays 
during July and August.  Sunday services are provided by guest ministers, outside 
speakers, or members and friends of the congregation.  DDUUC has an ongoing 
religious education program for children.  We have many activities in which to 
participate, and are also involved with the Greater Bordentown area through our 
sponsorship of an Interfaith Dialogue and many social action tasks. 
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DDUUC NEWS BRIEFS 
 
It's nice to hear from old friends   
 
 Bonnie and Bernie Ruekgauer of Lambertville sent a donation with a note. 
They said they enjoy reading "The Pulse" and love to hear about old friends Roger 
Long and Don Hustis, whom they remember from the Unitarian Universalist Church 
at Washington Crossing. "I guess we're all eager to have this pandemic behind us!" 
wrote Bonnie. 
           Christina Sturgis 
 
Message from Cathy Ann Vandegrift 
 
 I just want to let everyone know how much I miss you and DDUUC. I am 
thankful for our Zoom services because I am not sure I am ready for in-person 
gatherings due to my weakened immune system. 
 
 Sometimes I ride by the church just to get that good feeling of our place. Other 
times, I pull into the parking lot as if I was going to church. Sometimes, I sit in the 
parking lot for a few minutes and think of all of you. My gosh, it has been so long 
since we have been together. Blessings to all. 
            Cathy Ann 
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Make me beautiful!       Christina Sturgis 
 
 Here I am again reporting on my Fourth Principle, search for truth and meaning, 
this week from the beauty parlor.   Suffice it to say, I had a weird set back in my efforts 
to get a new job and the experience suggested that getting as tense and nervous as 
possible about employment may actually be working against me. 
 
 I decided to shift my focus and get my hair done.  It’s been ages since it was cut. 
I saw my hair as an annoyance because it was always tangled, but I recognized that 
someone who had lost her hair to chemotherapy might think it was pretty wonderful. 
 
 I decided to get highlights hoping to camouflage the gray and a chin length bob, 
the recommendation of a longtime friend.  I don’t like going to salons because the 
overhead fluorescent lighting makes me look so terrible, I should just save my money 
and go home. It brings to mind the stylists’ lament:  I am a beautician not a magician! 
Yet, I pushed on. 
 
 Terri, the stylist was perfectly nice and chopped off the length and then covered 
my head with chemicals and aluminum foil. I really should have had a picture taken of 
that. I looked hilarious. The blonde stylist told me her natural color was black, but she 
lightened it because the white hairs of age stood out against the black and made her 
look like a skunk!   
 
 She washed the chemicals out of my hair in the sink and we went back to the 
styling chair. I gradually became aware the client next to me was not happy with her 
cut. 
 
 “You butchered me,” the disgruntled client told the young woman with the 
scissors. “I look like a damn boy.” I had not witnessed any butchering or sex change 
operations occurring in the stylist chair. 
 
 The manager of the shop moved in and asked how she would like it fixed, but the 
customer was not to be consoled.  
 
 “It can’t be fixed. It’s gone, now,” the customer declared. 
  
  I thought she was treating the stylist badly and should have stopped. I wondered 
what her expectations were. I think she may have been asking for the style displayed 
on the way at the back of the shop. It shows a beautiful young woman smiling with 
short platinum hair. The photo is huge, 5-feet-tall, I would say. 
 
 I have thought about asking for that hairdo every time I have gone into this shop, 
but something holds me back. I think the youth and beauty of the model and the talent 
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and knowledge of the photographer converge beautifully in that photo. It might not 
work the same for me. 
 
 So, I always tell my stylist: “I know nothing about cutting hair. Use your 
knowledge and make me beautiful.” 
 
 Works every time. 
 
 
 
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
September 1, 1939 (excerpt) - Submitted by Rev. Larry Smith 
 
All I have is a voice 
To undo the folded lie, 
The romantic lie in the brain 
Of the sensual man-in-the-street 
And the lie of Authority 
Whose buildings grope the sky: 
There is no such thing as the State 
And no one exists alone; 
Hunger allows no choice 
To the citizen or the police; 
We must love one another or die. 
Defenseless under the night 
Our world in stupor lies; 
Yet, dotted everywhere, 
Ironic points of light 
Flash out wherever the lust 
Exchange their messages: 
May I, composed like them 
Of Eros and of dust, 
Beleaguered by the same 
Negation and despair, 
show an affirming flame. 
    -W. H. Auden 
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THE SKEPTIC’S CORNER      Roger Long 
 
I am a humanist because I think humanity can, with constant moral guidance, create 
reasonably decent societies.”   James A. Michener (1907-1997) 
 
 Y’ know, when you hear of children complaining that their parents “never give me 
anything,” or adults bemoaning the fact that their parents did a terrible job of raising 
them, you might remind them of James Michener. His parents gave him up for 
adoption soon after he was born. He was taken in by a Quaker woman who took in 
orphans for a small fee from the state. In his autobiography, The World Is My Home -   
A Memoir, he talked extensively about his childhood and how not having parents might 
have been a good thing. His birth parents were never part of his world and he, at an 
early age, decided he didn’t even want to find out who they were. That same 
philosophy he applied to theology—not part of his world. Why bother? His world was 
his fellow orphans, his “mom,” his school, the library, and, ultimately, the world. So, 
what he was saying was that he turned out okay, a bit scarred, but wiser and more 
humane for his many experiences at home and around the world. Instead of parents, 
he had books, which he and his schoolmate Margaret Mead devoured at the local 
library.  
 
 Now, let me digress by saying I found this book at Classics Books, where Kelly 
Hansen and I were playing Scrabble. I showed her the book, and she said she loved it. 
So, I got it. Another reason I got it was that he was born only 4 years earlier than my 
dad, so they were alive through most of the 20th century, and, in my father’s case 8 
years into the 21st. So, I got a nice tour of the 20th century a la Michener, a Bucks 
County Quaker. Now I’ve got to go back to the Michener Museum in Bucks County. 
Maybe Kelly and Loe would like to accompany me. 
 
 When I finished the book, it gradually occurred to me why he wrote it--to defend 
himself, to set the record straight. He was answering his critics, especially the ones 
who told him to keep his teaching job, not to be a writer, not to dare. But the book was 
also to thank all those who encouraged him, enabled him, and complimented him. And 
for those who said he never gave back, that he knew, loved, and helped him on his 
way, he was quite specific—institution, states, countries, individuals. For instance, he 
gave his royalties to countries that he wrote about. 
 
 And one last thing. He was adopted and had no birth family to nurture him, but he 
managed splendidly because the world became his family. He adopted the world, and 
in response, the world adopted him by cherishing his books. He loved the world’s 
people and wrote about them. But he hated any of their institutions or beliefs where 
their freedom was limited. He would understand what is going on in Russia, but he 
would be heart-broken to see what is going on in his birth-country.  
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THE SKEPTIC’S DAUGHTER     Jennifer Long Dickinson 
 
 Dad said something to me during an innocent phone conversation and there it 
was. I was “triggered.” Memories of old hurts came bubbling up and we got into an 
argument. Then, several tense phone conversations where unanswered questions 
were brought up and still…mostly unanswered. Because-- is the past. Whoever sees 
the past as it really was? When do we ever remember things just as everyone else 
who was there did? I dare say that these phone conversations are what sparked Dad’s 
column on James Michener’s childhood, a subtle way of saying “quit complaining, 
Jennie.”  
 
 And he’s right. He is right. There, pop. Whaddya think? It’s hard not to get caught 
up in your own head. To look to the past for answers and alternative futures: “If this 
were different, this wouldn’t have happened.” “If we could have just made a 
better choice.” “Why did I/they/he/she do that?” “Why did they do it that way?” When 
you stand in this moment, in this present, looking back at your unreliable memory of 
the past present moment there will never be an adequate answer. Because it is gone. 
Anything that could have sprouted from that moment is conjecture and could never be 
proven or disproven. So, you sink in the quicksand of all your what if’s and why’s as 
you look at what was through your present lens of what is. 
 
 We have had a major life transition this past year, and while nothing has gone 
wrong, it hasn’t gone the way I thought it would, the way I thought was right, the way I 
projected it would feel and materialize. It took me some time to realize that the fact that 
it was materializing differently was fine. It was more than fine; it was actually the way it 
needed to happen. I had to let go of my previous reality speaking for what my present  
reality is to truly move forward. Yup, my PAST was a loud belligerent person that was 
talking on top of my present and finishing its sentences. My present was trying to 
speak and my past was being rude as heck. We won’t even get into my future. 
 
 So, there I was, sunk in my past, watching one of my favorite med podcasts 
“ZDoggMD” and he mentioned the book The Power of Now, by Eckhart Tolle, a book I 
had been meaning to read for many years, and never got around to it. Well, I thought, 
now would be the time. So, I downloaded it on Audible and started listening. Wouldn’t 
you know, it was just what I needed to hear. It’s a simple concept basically. Stay 
present, always. 
 
 Simple, but so hard to practice. He’s not saying don’t plan for the future, or stop 
remembering things from the past, but rather just keep looking around in your present. 
I think that is what Michener did. He didn’t need to know who his parents were because 
he had enough in each moment to fill his spirit. And if he didn’t, he looked to his 
present situation to fill it. He kept moving forward from one moment to the next as he 
lived, truly lived, his life, going after what he wanted: to be a writer, a traveler, a  
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philanthropist – and not judging those enjoyments for where he was or where he might 
end up. I mean, he must have. I have never read geography written so passionately as 
in his book Hawaii. He must have been truly absorbed in the now moment to do that, 
cuz if he had paused to think about and worry over how it would be received, he might 
never have finished writing it at all. I have not read Michener’s memoir yet, but I can tell 
you, I plan to do it now. Well, maybe not now now. But later now. And I’ll get to it much 
like I did The Power of Now. Later.  
 
 God bless you all, and enjoy the gift of your present. 
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REFLECTIONS EAST AND WEST    Pete Costanza 
 
“Embracing Each Moment”: A Book Review 
 
 I became aware that this book has become popular in more than one UU 
congregation. Written by Anam Thubten, a Tibetan Buddhist monk, it provides many 
interesting insights into Buddhism. It is subtitled “A Guide to the Awakened life” 
(Shambala, 2016).  
 
 The author covers numerous topics ranging from how to overcome fear to how to 
love all humanity to the importance of forgiveness. He claims this latter virtue has its 
own reward, not divine merit. He spends some time on the teaching of “no self” the 
Buddhist teaching that what we call our self is an illusion; that there is no permanent 
self. We are an ongoing flow of energy. He differentiates between desire and craving 
as the cause of suffering. Desire is a natural emotion: craving is an obsession, and is 
the better translation. He surprisingly does not discuss the Eightfold Way to reach 
nirvana. He touches on the concepts of “nirvana” and “karma,” but I believe other 
authors are clearer in their definitions. However, this is just an academic comment. The 
basic concepts are always related back to happiness, love and compassion.  
 
 This book is easy to understand by a novice in Buddhism, but also provides 
helpful insights to someone who has already been following Buddhism. It is overall an 
inspiring book. In the Cat Stevens song, “On the Road to Find Out,” from the album 
“Tea for the Tillerman,” you’ll find the line “The answer lies within.... Pick up a good 
book now.” This just might be that book to pick up. 
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