
I have a favorite cup of happiness: a soy misto.  For the uninitiated, that is half 

coffee and half steamed soy.  Yes, I often go to Starbucks for my cup of happiness 

and I always order a venti. Yes, I have heard the health concerns from the early 

2000’s associating soy milk with GMO’s and added sugar, and environmental 

concerns of monocultures decimating the American Plains. But, since hearing on 

NPR’s “Science Friday” that these have been largely debunked, I feel free to order 

my beverage of choice. To clear my conscience the rest of the way, I have upped 

my buying local and recycling games.  

When visiting Philadelphia right before the pandemic, I saw a message stenciled 

on the wall of a popular coffee house saying, “Never any soy”. The barista, too, 

confirmed that they “never ever served soy” and gave me a withering look.  I 

avoided an issue by ordering my misto with oat milk instead.   My beverage that 

day was good.  It turns out that I like oat milk.  Whew!  Crisis averted. 

While I now enjoy the occasional misto with oat milk, the situation reminded me 

that it is possible to enjoy both soy AND oat milk in good health.  As it turns out, 

the politics of a cup of happiness and healthiness are not mutually exclusive.  

We are constantly bombarded with messages from advertisers, educators, self-

help gurus, religious groups, and politicians, telling us we only have two choices:  

their way or the wrong way. Against the backdrop of the pandemic and violence 

against people of color, our country and communities seem to be increasingly 

divided into Republican or Democrat, racist or criminal, science or Christianity.  

No matter what the topic, nearly every organization and media outlet we 

encounter, insidiously suggests that there are only two possibilities.  It has 

become popular for all of us to slip into the logical fallacy of either-or thinking, 

binary opposites. We feel pressured to select one or the other choice, believe one 

ideology or the other.   

I am not going to pretend this has been an easy year.  Fear hovers near the edges 

of each day.  It hides there waiting to creep into our minds.  We hear the 

messages all around us. It hides behind thoughts like  “Stock up on food and toilet 

paper or risk going without”;  “Should we travel to Colorado to visit our aging 

parents or is that a bigger risk to them?”; “Am I racist? Privileged, certainly, but . . 

. oh my god! Where did that horrible idea about that person come from?!?!?” 



“How can 38% of the American people actually vote for that  . . .?”  Well, you get 

the idea. 

During last month’s vestry meeting and again during the meeting when this group 

was discussing Robin D’Angelo’s White Fragility, our conversations have been 

honest and real.  Mark made an observation at November’s vestry meeting that 

one of the great things about being Episcopalian is the word “and”. We can 

believe the science AND still be Christians.  At the discussion on White Fragility, 

he observed that the Christianity of the New Testament is really about being 

flawed AND being people of faith, trying do better. My apologies, Mark, if I didn’t 

get the exact wording right.  

This group’s conversations and Mark’s observations are quite profound. Thank 

you for reminding me to take a breath and remember my undergraduate English 

major roots! Conjunctions matter. Conjunctions are those spiffy little words in the 

English language that show relationship.  “Or” suggests opposites. “But” shows 

how words or ideas contrast.  Then there is my favorite conjunction: “and”.  It 

shows connection.  It suggests the possibility that two things can exist at the same 

time without being exclusive.  “And” is a connector, a joiner. It makes it possible 

to think bigger.   

I forget, sometimes, that there are always other options. No one ideology solves 

every problem. No one is just one thing.  Human beings are complicated bundles 

of contradictions.   

One of my lessons in a year fraught with challenges, is learning to hold fear and 

joy, hope and despair, compassion and indifference at the same time.  Some days 

I have had to relearn that I can I embrace joy even when I am terrified. Every time 

I have looked toward joy, each time I reach for hope, even in the little things, the 

fear gets quieter and slinks back to the edges. I am a flawed human being AND a 

Christian trying to do better. Words matter. AND, it gives me joy. 

 

Andrea Nyquist 

 

 



 

 


