
There is only one God and he is God to all; 

Therefore it is important that everyone is seen as equal before God. 

I’ve always said we should help a Hindu become a better Hindu, 

A Muslim become a better Muslim, 

A Catholic become a better Catholic. 

Mother Teresa 
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[…]But more basically, I am in   
Birmingham because injustice is 
here. Just as the prophets of the 
eighth century B.C. left their      
villages and carried their "thus saith 
the Lord" far beyond the boundaries 
of their home towns, and just as the 
Apostle Paul left his village of     
Tarsus and carried the gospel of 
Jesus Christ to the far corners of the 
Greco Roman world, so am I    
compelled to carry the gospel of 
freedom beyond my own home 
town. Like Paul, I must constantly 
respond to the Macedonian call for 
aid.[…] 

[…]Oppressed people cannot      
remain oppressed forever. The 
yearning for freedom eventually 
manifests itself, and that is what has 
happened to the American Negro. 
Something within has reminded 
him of his birthright of freedom, 
and something without has re-
minded him that it can be gained. 
Consciously or unconsciously, he 
has been caught up by the Zeitgeist, 
and with his black brothers of    
Africa and his brown and yellow 
brothers of Asia, South America 
and the Caribbean, the United 
States Negro is moving with a sense 
of great urgency toward the     
promised land of racial justice. If 
one recognizes this vital urge that 
has engulfed the Negro community, 
one should readily understand why  
public demonstrations are taking 
place. The Negro has many pent up 
resentments and latent frustrations, 
and he must release them. So let 
him march; let him make prayer 
pilgrimages to the city hall; let him 
go on freedom rides -and try to  
understand why he must do so. If 
his repressed emotions are not    
released in nonviolent ways, they 
will seek expression through      

violence; this is not a threat but a 
fact of history. So I have not said to 
my people: "Get rid of your        
discontent." Rather, I have tried to 
say that this normal and healthy 
discontent can be channeled into the 
creative outlet of nonviolent direct 
action. And now this approach is 
being termed extremist. But though 
I was initially disappointed at being 
categorized as an extremist, as I 
continued to think about the matter 
I gradually gained a measure of  
satisfaction from the label. Was not 
Jesus an extremist for love: "Love 
your enemies, bless them that curse 
you, do good to them 
that hate you, and 
pray for them which 
despitefully use you, 
and persecute you." 
Was not Amos an ex-
tremist for justice: 
"Let justice roll down 
like waters and righteousness like 
an ever flowing stream." Was not 
Paul an extremist for the Christian 
gospel: "I bear in my body the 
marks of the Lord Jesus." Was not 
Martin Luther an extremist: "Here I 
stand; I cannot do otherwise, so 
help me God." And John Bunyan: 
"I will stay in jail to the end of my 
days before I make a butchery of 
my conscience." And Abraham   
Lincoln: "This nation cannot      
survive half slave and half free." 
And Thomas Jefferson: "We hold 

these truths to be self evident, that 
all men are created equal . . ." So 
the question is not whether we 
will be extremists, but what kind 
of extremists we will be. Will we 
be extremists for hate or for love? 
Will we be extremists for the  
preservation of injustice or for the 
extension of justice? In that      
dramatic scene on Calvary's hill 
three men were crucified. We 

must never forget that all three were 
crucified for the same crime--the 
crime of extremism. Two were   
extremists for immorality, and thus 
fell below their environment. The 
other, Jesus Christ, was an          
extremist for love, truth and     
goodness, and thereby rose above 
his environment. Perhaps the South, 
the nation and the world are in dire 
need of creative extremists.[…] 

[…]Let us all hope that the dark 
clouds of racial prejudice will soon 
pass away and the deep fog of   

misunderstanding 
will be lifted from 
our fear drenched 
communities, and in 
some not too distant 
tomorrow the radiant 
stars of love and 
brotherhood will 
shine over our great 

nation with all their scintillating 
beauty. 

 

Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.    
(16April 1963) 
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Letter from a Birmingham Jail 

“Let justice roll down like 

waters and righteousness like 

an ever flowing 

stream.”~Amos 
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Do not say that I'll depart tomorrow 
because even today I still arrive. 

Look deeply: I arrive in every    
second 
to be a bud on a spring branch, 
to be a tiny bird, with wings still      
fragile, 
learning to sing in my new nest, 
to be a caterpillar in the heart of a 
flower, 
to be a jewel hiding itself in a stone. 

I still arrive, in order to laugh and to 
cry, 
in order to fear and to hope. 
The rhythm of my heart is the birth 
and 
death of all that are alive. 

I am the mayfly metamorphosing 
on the surface of the river, 
and I am the bird which, when 
spring comes, arrives in time 
to eat the mayfly. 

 

I am the frog swimming happily in 
the clear pond, 
and I am also the grass-snake who, 
approaching in silence, 
feeds itself on the frog. 

I am the child in Uganda, all skin 
and bones, 
my legs as thin as bamboo sticks, 
and I am the arms merchant, selling 
deadly weapons to Uganda. 

I am the twelve-year-old girl,    
refugee on a small boat, 
who throws herself into the ocean 
after being raped by a sea pirate, 
and I am the pirate, my heart not yet 
capable of seeing and loving. 

I am a member of the politburo, 
with plenty of power in my hands, 
and I am the man who has to pay 
his "debt of blood" to my people, 
dying slowly in a forced labor 
camp. 

 

 

My joy is like spring, so warm it 
makes flowers bloom in all 
walks of life. 
My pain is like a river of tears, so 
full it fills the four oceans. 

Please call me by my true names, 
so I can hear all my cries and 
laughs at once, 
so I can see that my joy and pain 
are one. 

Please call me by my true names, 
so I can wake up, 
and so the door of my heart can be 
left open, 
the door of compassion. 

Thich Nhat Hanh 

A nobody, no name 
no face 
just a label 
of refugee… 
An anomaly in everyday’s routine 
a burden 
in an awkward space 
of remaining or leaving… 
 
Her steps made no sound 
maybe just a whisper 
of loss 
in front of human beings 

At the end of the day 
as she departed the long corridors 
classrooms filled with settling dust 
and echoing sounds 
of laughter 
 
clear voices reaching out 
for the truth, 
her life seemed empty again 
hidden in the folds of walls 
meaningless as a tan paint 
washed off by the dimming light.... 
 

which she was unlike their kind 
rather, somehow, 
quite less 
closer to the animal 
that has been wounded 
and left to die… 

 

Katia Hage                                 
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Call Me by My True Names 

From the Editor’s Ipad… Student Refugee  

The tagline of The Order of Interbeing,  
founded by Thich Nhat Hanh,  
is "I see you in me, me in you". 



Her useless legs to her left side, 
she drags herself over        
wind-worn rocks. Tibetan 
prayer flags tangle above her. 
The young woman of cropped, 
black hair with wisps pulled by 
the wind is adorned in a woven 
sweater, onyx with fuchsia 
mums and accents of opal and 
jade. Her amber eyes wrestle 
with the stones to see the     
pinnacle shrouded by icy sky. She 
imagines a god assists her in the 
trek. Mount Kailash from its gold 
face watches the woman prostrate 
on rough ground with her left hand 
forward and her right arm behind. 
From this mountain abode, the god 
of the quartz face measures her 
body. He weaves clothing, plum 
like lotus petals. A shroud created 
for her crystalline shoulders. She 
gasps, still as a carved statue, as a 
snow leopard balances on a patch of 
ice before her. The leopard grasps a 
blanket, mesh with stars, dwelling 

in his jaws. I bring a cosmic gift 
from the lapis lazuli face of the 
mountain, he says. The native sun 
turns amethyst and the nine snow 
layers of the mountain become   
harmonious emerald. The young 
woman accepts the gift. I will muse 
this carpet on the path around the 
lake and the mountain. Please come 
with me, she says. A monk passes 
wearing mystic clothing woven of 
outer nettle stem. The snow leopard 
tells her of a ruby dwelling place 
where gods dye thread of madder, 
indigo, and sorrel in large vats. The 

yak wool is carded, spun, dyed, 
and woven. A plum shawl heaps 
beside her like hourglass sands. 
Wrapping it around the door of 
her bony body, she thanks the 
gods. Here Milarepa once glided 
on the sun’s rays to the mountain 
top to stop the wrath. The snow 
leopard guides her clockwise 
upon the refined path. 
 

 
From                                    

“Breathe in Daisy, Breathe out 
Stones”                                     

forthcoming from                        
FutureCycle Press                         

by Cindy Rinne 

without seeking selfish gain. They 
recognized that an injury to one is 
an injury to all and therefore acted 
together in defense of justice and a 
common human decency. 

Because of their courage and      
persistence for many years, we can, 
today, even set the dates when all 
humanity will join together to   
celebrate one of the outstanding 
human victories of our century. 

When that moment comes, we shall, 
together, rejoice in a common     
victory over racism, apartheid and 
white minority rule. 

[…] I am also here today as a     
representative of the millions of 
people across the globe, the anti-
apartheid movement, the            
governments and organizations that 
joined with us, not to fight against 
South Africa as a country or any of 
its peoples, but to oppose an        
inhuman system and sue for a 
speedy end to the apartheid crime 
against humanity. 

These countless human beings, both 
inside and outside our country, had 
the nobility of spirit to stand in the 
path of tyranny and injustice,    

That triumph will finally bring to a 
close a history of five hundred 
years of African colonization that 
began with the establishment of the 
Portuguese empire. 

Thus, it will mark a great step     
forward in history and also serve as 
a common pledge of the peoples of 
the world to fight racism wherever 
it occurs and whatever guise it   
assumes. 

At the southern tip of the continent 
of Africa, a rich reward is in the 
making, (continued page 6...) 
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Layers 
After Christina’s World by Andrew Wyeth 

Acceptance speech of the President of the African National Congress, 
Nelson Mandela, at the Nobel Peace Prize Award Ceremony 
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It was election day at 
church, May 18, 1975. The        
question: Should Redlands First 
Congregational Church become part 
of the denominational union of 
Congregational-Christian and    
Evangelical-Reformed churches 
which was formed in 1957,  calling 
itself the United Church of Christ?  
This was the second time the     
Redlands church had taken a vote 
on this issue. In 1961 during the 
ministry here of Gerald Churchill, 
the same   matter was considered. 
At that time it had been agreed that 
a two-thirds vote would be required 
for action to be taken. Although a 
simple majority favored the union 
at that time, the two-thirds vote was 
not achieved, and the matter was 
not pursued. The minister had taken 
a neutral stance, preferring not to 
influence the congregation.  

  Protestant ministers are required 
to belong to a denominational 
group, and since former             
Congregationalists were now a part 
of the United Church of Christ 
(UCC), it was not surprising that 
our succeeding ministers, Harry 

Suttner, and later Bruce 
Van Blair, were UCC 
members. A number of 
retired ministers in the 
congregation of the     
Redlands church had also 
become members of UCC 
on a   personal basis.  

After the merger, 
any former Congrega-
tional church which did not elect to 
join UCC was automatically 
dropped from any denomination 
until it took    action to become part 
of' the one of' its choice. An        
alternative to UCC at this time was 
a small Nation-wide union, the   
National Association of              
Congregational Christian Churches 
(NACCC). Harry Suttner came to 
serve the Redlands church in 1962, 
and he adhered to the promise he 
had made not to make an issue of 
membership in UCC. He was active 
personally in the denomination and 
was elected moderator of the  
Southern California Conference of 
UCC, but he kept these activities 
apart from local church business.   
After Harry Suttner's death in 1972 

the pastoral search committee was 
under some   constraint to find a 
person to fill the pulpit who would 
be approved by the very vocal 
group insisting that a UCC  minister 
would not be acceptable. An      
apparent solution appeared to be in 
sight when Presbyterian minister 
Dr. Ralph Didier, accepted the call 
to serve our church. However,    
before he had completed his move 
he withdrew his acceptance and the 
search was resumed. Eventually 
Bruce Van Blair, a UCC minister at 
an Altadena church was given the 
call. (To be continued in the next 
issue…) 

 

Barbara Hauser (1994) 

Be aware of a judgment thought 
within you. Maybe you are ask-
ing yourself why someone is 
dressed the way they are. Look 
deeply at it and its elements. 
Smile with compassion at the 
suffering these elements have 
caused. 
 
Dwell in the present moment. 
Breathe in and remember your 
good inner nature, your capacity 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Sit quietly. Know you are 
breathing in. Know you are 
breathing out. 

for calm and compassion. 
 
Breathe out and let go of judg-
ment, without scolding yourself 
and creating a new judgment. 
 
Sit for 20 minutes, using this 
time to let the breath help you let 
go of judgment. 
 

From “Breath Perception” by 
Dr. Barbara Ann Kipfer 
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The Origin of Redlands United Church of Christ 

Letting Go of Judgement 



As the Redlands United Church of Christ, 

we are called by God 

to follow the life and teachings of Jesus Christ. 

We are an Open and Affirming community of faith, 

who value all people as the family of God. 

We love, nurture, support, and give hope 

to one another on the journey of faith, 

seeking God's will for our lives. 

Led by the Holy Spirit, we reach out to serve, 

and to help heal the hurts of humanity and the world 

with caring justice to the glory of God.                                                          

We welcome all into the full life and ministry of this church. 

168 Bellevue Avenue 
Redlands, CA 92373.-4978 
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exceeds the demands of their tender 
years. 

In front of this distinguished        
audience, we commit the new South 
Africa to the relentless pursuit of 
the purposes defined in the World 
Declaration on the Survival,        
Protection and Development of 
Children. 

The reward of which we have    
spoken will and must also be    
measured by the happiness and  
welfare of the mothers and fathers 
of these children, who must walk 
the earth without fear of being 
robbed, killed for political or      
material profit, or spat upon be-
cause they are beggars. 

They too must be relieved of the 
heavy burden of despair which they 
carry in their hearts, born of hunger, 
homelessness and unemployment. 

The value of that gift to all who 
have suffered will and must be 
measured by the happiness and  

an invaluable gift is in the        
preparation, for those who suffered 
in the name of all humanity when 
they sacrificed everything - for lib-
erty, peace, human dignity and hu-
man fulfillment. 

This reward will not be measured in 
money. Nor can it be reckoned in 
the collective price of the rare   
metals and precious stones  

that rest in the bowels of the       
African soil we tread in the        
footsteps of our ancestors. It will 
and must be measured by the     
happiness and welfare of the      
children, at once the most            
vulnerable citizens in any society 
and the greatest of our treasures. 

The children must, at last, play in 
the open field, no longer tortured by 
the pangs of hunger or ravaged by 
disease or threatened with the 
scourge of ignorance, molestation 
and abuse, and no longer required 
to engage in deeds whose gravity 

welfare of all the people of our 
country, who will have torn down 
the inhuman walls that divide them. 

These great masses will have turned 
their backs on the grave insult to 
human dignity which described 
some as masters and others as    
servants, and transformed each into 
a predator whose survival depended 
on the destruction of the other. 

The value of our shared reward will 
and must be measured by the joyful 
peace which will triumph, because 
the common humanity that bonds 
both black and white into one     
human race, will have said to each 
one of us that we shall all live like 
the children of paradise. 

Thus shall we live, because we will 
have created a society which      
recognizes that all people are born 
equal, with each entitled in equal 
measure to life, liberty, prosperity, 
human rights and good governance. 

Nelson Mandela                              

Nobel Peace Prize Acceptance Speech (Continued from page 4…) 
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