
 

Susan Anthony Reflection – June 11, 2017 (copyright 2017) 

Marina and I were best friends throughout my childhood. It started early, when we shared a 

playpen on the lawn between our houses. We remained inseparable, playing every day at her 

house or mine until it was time to go home for supper. Her hair and eyes were dark and mine 

were light.  I assumed that best friends naturally came in “sets” like that—like salt and pepper.  

There wasn’t a thing we didn’t like about each other.    

Then one day I invited a classmate, Joan, to join us at my house after school. So the three of us 

Kindergartners, Joan in the middle, were sitting in the back seat of my mother’s car when 

Marina piped up: Susan, you told me you don’t like Joan!   

This outrageous lie left me speechless. But when we arrived at my house and Marina started up 

the steps, I blocked her way, saying “Marina, I think your mother wants you at home.”  Marina 

knew a deliberate snub when she heard it, and she ran home across the lawns, braids flying.  

That night, apparently, there was a phone call between mothers, because the next morning I 

was marched over to Marina’s house to formally apologize.  I couldn’t help but note that 

Marina never apologized for taunting me first.  I’m still a little annoyed about that.   

My point is that I think the elements of unsocial behavior are picked up early in life, and these 

tools can lie dormant until irritated to life by an unacceptable affront. Of course, unacceptable 

affronts can be found anywhere.  In the 31 years I’ve been a member of this church community, 

I’ve listened to plenty of affronted people, occasionally including myself. Years after the fact, 

some of these utterings can practically be quoted word for word by the victims and 

perpetrators.  Such is the nature of outrage. 

I wondered if these upsets happened earlier in our congregation’s history, so I consulted 

someone who joined the church in 1969, Linda Enger.  She has almost 50 years of UUSF history 

to call on.  Instantly, Linda came up with an example: 



“The classic meltdown,” she remembers, “was when the congregation hotly debated whether 

to offer our church as a venue for Black Panther breakfasts for school children.  There was lots 

of fighting, people resigning from the congregation, big uproar. We finally voted—in a very 

close tally—to allow the breakfasts.  Then,” Linda went on, “someone contacted the Black 

Panthers, who promptly told us they had no interest in holding breakfasts in our almost-all-

white church!” 

And Linda remembers another notable fracas from her church memory bank: the time we 

increased the requested donation for a cup of coffee from 10 cents to 25 cents. We no longer 

charge for coffee at all, but at the time, the issue warranted a huge debate at a congregational 

meeting.  “My great learning,” Linda said, “was realizing how trivial issues could become 

supreme outrage.” 

Yet, despite this history of random uprisings, our congregation has never gotten so carried 

away with any disagreement that we split apart, as so many religious institutions have done. 

There’s always been a thread of vibrancy and good sense, and we’ve always found a way to 

renew ourselves and move ahead. Right now we are a healthy community about to say farewell 

to a great minister and to welcome another into our midst.  So how can we remain healthy in 

the future?  Well, I don’t know, so I again consulted Linda Enger and her half-century with this 

congregation.  

Most of the time, she noted, “the underlying dysfunction results from suspecting people of 

engaging in a plot or conspiracy and not holding to our respect for others and assuming that 

they mean well.” She says: “I think we need to give everyone a hearing and to trust each 

other.” 

So that’s Linda’s opinion. She’s right there in the pew, if you want to take it up with her. For me, 

personally, I’ve been incensed since I found out about this coffee donation business that 

happened in 1971.  Really, requiring a donation for a styrofoam cup of our Congregational 

Beverage in the first place. (Yes, they used styrofoam!) And then trying to raise the price, like, 

300 percent?  That’s just outrageous! 

 



 


