
West Grove Monthly Meeting  

of the Religious Society of Friends 
            

February 2021 Newsletter                                 

West Grove Friends Meeting 
PO Box 7, 153 East Harmony Road 

West Grove, PA 19390 
Wick Williams —  Clerk                 Kathy Kirk, Co-Clerk                   610-932-2078 
Mary Sproat, Recording Clerk         610-444-3667            Alyce Denver, Treasurer              610-405-2819 
Molly Wood, Web Master       610-869-7575        & Newsletter Editor    

www.westgrovequakers.org  

 Query for February 
 Deepening Our Faith: Meeting for Business  

a. Is our meeting for business held in worship in 

which we seek divine guidance?  

b. How do we sustain prayerful consideration of all 

aspects of an issue and address difficult problems with 

a search for truth that is unhurried by the pressures of 

time?  

c. Do we recognize that we speak through our                          

inaction as well as our action?  

d. Do I regularly attend meeting for business? If unable to 

attend, how do I fulfill the responsibility to understand and 

embrace the decisions made?  

e. How do I affirm and support God’s presence in the                         

process of discernment and reaching a decision?  

f. Do I remain open to personal transformation as the                     

community arrives at the sense of the meeting?  

 
 
 

Snowdrops 

This newsletter is all about US . . .   
 
Paul has led the way with his articles and now others 
are sharing their thoughts; favorite articles; ideas; 
drawings; recipes; photos.  The response to all of 
this has been wonderful.  I have gotten many                        
compliments and comments on the wide variety of                     
interesting submissions.  
 
It is my hope that more of you will share with us 
your photos, drawings, musings, articles and recipes.  
*** Just a note:  Text is easier for me to handle if it 
is attached to an email in either Word or Publisher 
format.  But if you just type away in your email I will 
make it work.   
 

So. . .  send me your stuff! 
 

Email: 

 

 alycetdenver@yahoo.com 
 

Or mail: 
PO Box 7, West Grove, PA 19390 

Stain glass by Kathy Kirk 



Minutes: January Monthly Meeting 

 
The West Grove Monthly Meeting of the Religious 
Society of Friends was held via Zoom on First 
Month Tenth 2021.  The First Query on the Meet-
ing for Worship was read.  One member noted how 
amazing it is that someone else’s message speaks to 
your condition at the time.  There was starting to be 
more vocal ministry when we had to stop because of 
the virus lockdown.   
 
Minutes - The minutes of the last Meeting were                   
approved. 
 
Treasurer - Treasurer Alyce Denver reported income 
of $10,599.80, including Friends Fiduciary interest 
of $8,475.26 and Day Care rent of $900 for the last 
month, and expenses of $922.28.  The Day Care 
Center is paying the Verizon upcharge.  Alyce did 
not receive a bill for the snow plowing of last month.  
Friends agreed to pay the insurance premium in two 
installments. 
 
Day Care - Erica Loustau reported that the Board 
did not meet in Twelfth Month.  The schedules of 
the children are a challenge for the Director and 
staff, varying from full time virtual to full time days, 
and the busing schedule.   They are currently 86% 
enrolled.  Director Karin Kryak received two grants 
from the CARES Act and has applied for two more 
grants from other sources.  The Twelfth Month fund-
raising project was a success.  She also received a 
large donation of PPE (personal protective equip-
ment) and cleaning supplies. 
 
Property - The electrician updated the smoke detec-
tors and inspected the electrical system to make them 
compliant with the report from the insurance inspec-
tor.  All other items were taken care of, and the                    
insurance company renewed our policy. 
Benjamin Haines’ ashes were buried today.   
The roofing company will probably not be able to 
replace the snow guards on the east and south                                
sections of the roof at Harmony Road until Spring, 
but we approved their replacing the ones on the 
south and east sides at the same time. The deposit of 
one third of the cost (approx. $2000) will be required 
at that time. 
 

Burying Ground Fees - After discussion, Friends 
agreed to allow only cremation burials in all plots 
sold from now on.  Two cremation burials per 
space are still allowed.  We will also permit burial 
of a cremation vault of approximately 18” X 18” 
that holds two cremations.  Alyce will update our 
guidelines accordingly.  Kathy will ask a funeral 
home for their list of approved diggers of holes for 
cremations. 
 
Quaker Alley - Molly Wood brought us up to date 
on the issue of the Alley, saying that the Borough 
staff did not find record of the privatization of 
Quaker Alley but that they only looked back 5 or 6 
years.  They will continue to search their records.  
The Borough Solicitor stated that the process of 
privatization of a street has a specific process that 
must include the zoning officer and all parties own-
ing property on the street.  Therefore, the privatiza-
tion should not have taken place as these condi-
tions were not met. 
 
Friends agreed to continue to hold Monthly Meet-
ing on Zoom at 10:30 AM instead of 11:00.  Next 
month’s Monthly Meeting will take place on 2/14 
unless that date is unsuitable to many Friends. 
 
Meeting closed with a period of Worship. 
 
  Kathy Kirk, Clerk 
  Mary M. Sproat, Recording Clerk  

Carp and Lotus 



 

 
Name ___________________________________ 
 
Address __________________________________ 
    
              __________________________________ 
 
Phone ___________________________________ 
 
Email  ___________________________________ 
 
Enclosed is my financial support for  West Grove 
Friends Meeting: 
  General Fund:              $ ____________ 
  Community Outreach: $ ____________ 
  Roof Repair            $ ____________ 
 
Checks should be made payable to West Grove 
Friends and can be mailed to: 
 

West Grove Friends Meeting 
PO Box 7 

West Grove, PA 19390 
 

** Indicate on the Memo line:  General Fund, 
Community Outreach, or other project 

 
** Your contributions can also be through PYM 
and can be set-up as recurring monthly or with 
whatever frequency you prefer. If you need more 
information on this, please contact either Jenny or 
myself. 

Thank you  
for your support and generosity! 

Haiti 

 Dining for Women WG Day Care 

These are some of the organizations we support 

with regular contributions through our                                      

Community Outreach focus. 

Friends Assoc. for                    
Care  & Protection of                             
Children Friends Home/K.S. 

 

january financial report 

 
 

Receivables:    Donations  $  500.00 
   Rent $  900.00           
  Total          $1,400.00 
 

 

Payables:        Expenses     $ $5,426.28   

  
 

****  Once the weather warms up we will have                    
Leelands Slate Roof Repair return to do more of 
the repair work on the roof of the Meeting house.  

The cost for this part of the process will be 
$5,355.28. 

Rather than taking this amount out of our checking 
account, we are hoping donations will cover the 
cost.  Please write “Roof Repair” on the notation 
line on your check if you can assist with this cost. 

 

Thank you!  

Some of my favorite thoughts: 

At the outer reaches of my mind,  

I know something that I don’t know that I know. 

Are our A-Ha! moments when we recognize 

something that we 'knew' but didn't know that 

we knew and now we do?)  

 

There are no esoteric teachings:  

there are just minds not prepared to under-

stand. 

 

You learn nothing from Life   

if you think you are right all the time. 

 

Words are energy: Each word we speak has a life 

of its own.  A vibratory signature that creates 

waves into the expanse of the universe. 

 

Chance—an easy word to designate unknown 

causes.                 Alexandra David-Neel 



 

 
MIDWINTER 
Maggie Passero 

 
Wait for the spring thaw 

When the bite of cold will ease, 
When sweet-flowing under the earth 

Life stirs and pulses upward. 
 

Wait for the warm winds 
Misting over the fields, 

Unlocking secrets 
Hidden in the woods. 

 
Wait for the renaissance, 
Hunkered down in trust, 
Keeping your fire kindled 

Steady against the shadows of the night. 

More stain glass designs 

by Kathy Kirk! 

Tiffany Kirk has taken 

cake decorating to the 

next  level! 

Kathy 

Tiffany 

Two very creative women! 
Thanks for sharing your talents. 

 

You yourself are eternal energy                                           

which appears as this universe.                                                   

You didn’t come into this world,                                              

you came out of it. 

         Alan Watts 



ons who help bring the program to cities, towns 
and communities around the world. Local 
Champions can be businesses, school districts, 
small or large organizations, or simply individu-
als who share in the mission and purpose of the 
Imagination Library. 

Local Champions are responsible for enrolling 
children who live within the geographical area of 
an offered program. They promote their local 
programs online and at events. While the Imagi-
nation Library negotiates wholesale pricing for 
the books, Local Champions are responsible for 
securing funds to cover that cost. Books are 
100% free to enrolled children because their               
Local Champion has secured funds to cover the 
cost of the books and the shipping fees. 
 
The cost to provide a free new book to a child 

each month for a year is only $25! 
 

If you would like to support this effort, follow 
the link below to donate: 

https://donate.imaginationlibrary.com/ 
 

You can indicate where in the world you would 
like to provide support and the frequency: one 
time or monthly.  I only became aware of this 
program a few weeks ago and cannot think of a 
better project to support than getting books into 
the hands of children! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Free Book Gifting Program 
In 1995, Dolly Parton launched an exciting new effort, 
Dolly Parton’s Imagination Library, to benefit the 
children of her home county in East Tennessee, USA. 
Dolly’s vision was to foster a love of reading among her 
county’s preschool children and their families. The 
new program gave each child a specially selected book 
each month. By mailing high quality, age appropriate 
books directly to their homes, Dolly wanted children 
to be excited about books and to feel the magic that 
books can create. Moreover, she could ensure that            
every child would have books, regardless of their                     
family’s income. 

Since its launch, Dolly Parton’s Imagination Library 
has set and surpassed many goals and milestones.                    
National replication, which started in 2000, allowed 
more and more communities to adopt the program. 
State-wide coverage was established in Tennessee in 
2004. Furthermore, international growth provided         
expansion in Canada (2006), United Kingdom (2007) 
and Australia (2014). 

The first book order in 1995 totaled just over 1,700. 
Today, Dolly Parton’s Imagination Library sends 
more than one million books per month to children 
around the world inspiring them to Dream More, 
Learn More, Care More and Be More. 
 
How It Works 
Each month, Dolly Parton’s Imagination Library 
mails a high quality, age appropriate book to all                         
registered children, addressed to them, at no cost to 
the child’s family. Countless parents have shared how 
excited their child is when their new book arrives each 
month. Many groups and individuals work hard                        
behind the scenes to make that special moment                     
possible for each child. 

The Imagination Library provides the infrastructure 
of the core program including managing the secure 
central database for the Book Order System and coor-
dinating book selections and wholesale purchasing. It 
also incurs the cost of the program’s administrative 
expenses and coordinates the monthly mailings. 
 
Local Champions 
The Imagination Library partners with Local Champi-



Looking for a quick get-away?                                           
Here’s a great suggestion from Anthony! 

 

If you need to just get away for a day and are look-
ing for a winter road trip, might I recommend a 
trip to New Castle, DE.   
New Castle is the town where William Penn first 
landed in Pennsylvania (Delaware was part of Penn-
sylvania prior to 1776). There are many outdoor 
things you can do.  You can walk the 1- 3/4 mi                   
waterfront trail along the Delaware River in Battery 
Park or just wander the streets and alleyways of this 
historic town with homes that date back to the 
1600s.  
If you are intrigued by old graveyards like I am, you 
must stroll through the grounds of the Emmanuel 
Episcopal Church.   
To stay warm as you walk, I recommend stop-
ping  by Jessup’s tavern where you can get hot 
mulled cider to go.  
An outdoor excursion is a great and safe way to  
visit now, but I think one visit to this charming 
town will have you planning another visit after the 
threat of Covid when you can enjoy the many                    
museums, historical buildings, antique shops, pubs 
and cafés this quaint town has to offer.   
It is about 40 minutes from West Grove and offers 
plenty of free parking.   
I went a few weeks ago because this is the town I 
was fortunate enough to grow up in and where I 
had the opportunity to meet our new President Joe 
Biden on several occasions during the annual                      
Separation Day parade and celebration.  I remem-
ber asking my mother if Joe could be President 
some day and my mom telling me Delaware was 
too small to have a future President.                                                 

Rachel is our quilting 
Egger and shared this: 
 

“You had suggested 
using pictures of my 
quilts in the newslet-
ter. As we are all get-
ting so anxious for this 
awful winter to be over 
with renewed hope for 
light at the end of the                      
tunnel, this quilt really 
makes me happy.   
It is the only one I’ve 
made that I designed 
all on my own. I made 
it for the beach house where it is shown on our beloved 
porch in the picture.   
I taught myself several new techniques in making it. I 
learned to applique by printing out shell coloring pages 
as patterns. The border is a VA Reel quilt pattern that I 
shrunk so small that I ended up hand- stitching the 
squares. That’s how I came to love hand-piecing and 
went on to challenge myself to do another quilt                       
completely hand pieced.  

Fun fact:                                                                                               
New Castle has also been visited by two other                       

Presidents: George Washington & George Bush  

Hummingbird nest with a roof! 



Continuing blog by Jenny on the web site                             
Medium.   

43 Kamala Harris says in her book The Truths 
We Hold, “We need to speak another truth: police 
brutality occurs in America and we have to root it 
out wherever we find it.” 

The abduction and rape of my 18-year-old daughter 
is her story to tell, and she is doing a fearless job of 
it. I am telling my story. 

After the rape and the initial police investigation 
and no perpetrator was identified, the police asked 
my daughter to come back into the station for 
more questioning. I drove her to the station. When 
we walked in, the lead cop asked me to sit in the 
lobby and wait while they spoke to her in private. I 
was surprised by the request, but I trusted they had 
their reasons, and she was an adult. A half hour 
later she stormed out of the office, saying, “Let’s 
go.” I ran after her, got in the car, turned it around, 
stopped at a light, and she started screaming and 
pounding the dashboard so hard that I thought the 
dashboard would crack. 

We sat at that light until she could articulate words 
through her anger. The cops — two of them — had 
accused her of making up the rape. They explained 
to her that the perpetrator was someone she knew 
and that she was carrying out revenge for having 
been dumped or something. They explained that 
more often than not, rape cases ended up being not 
rape, but rather revenge. 

They further explained that they had had an expert 
analyze her written description of the rape and con-
clude that she was not telling the truth. They finally 
confronted her with the fact that she was hurting 
us, her parents, with her lies. 

She ended her screaming diatribe by saying, “I hate 
them more than I hate the rapist.” 

Adding to the treachery, I have to add, I was                          
deceived as well. There was no reason to exclude 
me, her advocate, from the meeting except to gang 
up on her. Just like gang rapists, they needed                        
numbers to dominate. 

Many months later the rapist was finally caught, after at 
least two more rapes. He is still in jail. On the books                      
justice was served. But in our hearts, justice is still                      
wounded and bleeding. 

I will let Kamala make the case: “If people fear murder 
and beatings and harassment from the police who patrol 
their streets, can we really say that we live in a free                   
society?….Public safety depends on public trust. It depends 
on people believing they will be treated fairly and transpar-
ently. It depends on a justice system that is steeped in the 
notions of objectivity and impartiality. It depends on the 
basic decency our Constitution demands. 

“We need people who come from all walks of life and                    
different backgrounds and experiences to sit at the table 
and wield that kind of power.” 

In short, we need women at the table. 

46 
I got a 4-month job in southern France and I prepared to 
leave for the summer. As I explained to the elderly                     
members of Quaker Meeting that I would be gone for a 
while, one sweet old thing — she was called Aunt Mary — 
asked me whether I had prepared meals for my family and 
frozen them. I stared at her, my mouth a-gaping — “bouche 
bée”, as they say in French — and then replied, No, never 
thought of it. 

Such a yawning gap between our two experiences ap-
peared. I’m sure Aunt Mary never thought about getting a 
job in France, just as surely as I’d never thought to prepare 
and freeze meals in advance. I had a lot of things on my 
mind those days: the need for adventure, restoring my 
spirit, a claim to French life, and the challenge of getting a 
job. My family’s meals were not one of them. Was I being 
selfish and self-centered? Was I abandoning my teen-age 
kids to cope for themselves? Could I rely on my husband 
to endorse this effort? The answer was Yes. Yes. Yes. Was I 
going to cook and freeze meals for them? No. 

Now I know this admission sounds condescending on my 
part. But in that moment of staring into Aunt Mary’s sky-
blue eyes and admiring the handiwork of the braids 
around her head, I can honestly say I wasn’t. Yes, within 
five seconds I became condescending, though not with a 
smirk to her kind face. For five seconds I contemplated 



the expectations that were placed on women. 

In Aunt Mary’s case, it was regular home-cooked 
meals. In my case, it was an interesting life, some-
thing fascinating that could hold the attention at a 
cocktail party. Not that I went to many cocktail  
parties. I didn’t have enough interesting escapades 
to be invited to many cocktail parties. Nonetheless, 
the pressure was on. I had to prove myself to                       
redeem myself. 

At 46 it’s way overdue to put the babies in daycare. 
It’s too late to resuscitate a career. It’s too early to 
retire and travel. It’s limbo, as in the edge of Hell, 
for those who haven’t defined themselves. I looked 
at Aunt Mary’s gnarly capable hands and knew she 
was not a woman in limbo. If she got the meal on 
the table, she could do anything she wanted. 

I gave Aunt Mary’s suggestion some serious thought 
and decided what would be most appreciated 
would be a four-month supply of oatmeal raisin 
cookies. I baked 32 dozen cookies, divided them 
into 16 plastic bags, labeled them “for the week of 
(fill in the date),” and stacked them in the in the 
freezer. My husband and three kids ate them all 
before the end of May.  

47 My beloved French grandmother died when 
she was 89. I still miss her. She was to me the                         
embodiment of unconditional love. She took me 
on long, long walks and we gossiped the whole 
time. She introduced me to “The Emperor Concer-
to” and “The Four Seasons.” She taught me how to 
knit the European method. She made me do 
“dictées”, or dictations, so that my French would 
improve. 

I wasn’t the only one who adored her; my mother 
said that her mother-in-law was the best mother-in-
law imaginable. 

Yet my father once said, “She was the wrong wife 
for my father.” He didn’t say she was a bad wife, or 
that she was unloved. He said she was the wrong 
wife. 

He said that my grandfather was an ambitious man, 
a hard-working man, a man who became the male-

head to his mother and brothers at a very young age 
when his own father died in an accident. My grandfather 
moved the family upward in a society that is rigidly 
classist. But my grandmother failed to entertain powerful 
people, failed to cultivate the right friends, failed to                    
impress the important people. 

My American grandmother did all those things: she was 
birthright society. She made friends with everyone. She 
rode in the hunt. She didn’t need to entertain; she was 
always invited. She never hesitated to call anyone in         
power and demand what she wanted. Her marriage                  
ended in divorce because she was the wrong wife for her 
husband, my grandfather. 

She was frivolous. She was a spendthrift. She didn’t cook 
or clean. She took what she wanted without expressing 
gratitude. She felt indebted to no one. She regularly                
traveled alone to her mother’s house whenever she want-
ed. Those were the criticisms I heard growing up. She 
wasn’t a bad woman — everyone loved her — but she was 
the wrong wife. 

These were two women born at the end of the 19th cen-
tury, given the right to vote, negotiating two world wars 
with family members involved in both. Those were not 
easy times for anyone. The stories I heard, the grand-
mothers were both resilient in their own ways: during the 
War, my French grandmother walked miles to get milk 
for her granddaughter. After the Crash, my American 
grandmother let go of the maid and turned over the 
cooking to her kids. 

Was there a right wife? Of the six offspring of my grand-
mothers, all six married just once and stayed married til 
death did them part. My grandmothers must have done 
something right. The 18 grandchildren and the 46 great-
grandchildren are all good people and they enjoy each 
other’s company. Is there a better way to evaluate a              
woman’s rightness? 

Today we celebrate that there are many more ways to 
evaluate a woman, and I cheer for them all. But the only 
way to have broad criteria — pun intended — is to elimi-
nate the male standard. For to meet the male standard 
requires denying what the females do well. The first                 
female president will not be as good a president as a male 
president. Nor will she be better than a male president. 
She will simply be a great president. 



Allen sent me the following articles about a bit of  

Hawaiian history: 

“On January 20, 1881, Mo’i David Kalakaua departed 

Honolulu for his 281-day world trip with goals to study 

immigration, develop diplomatic relations with other 

countries, observe their customs and observe how rulers 

led their countries. 

This year-long trip made Kalakaua the first king on 

earth to ever travel around the world: he went to the 

Empire of Japan, China, Siam (Thailand), Burma 

(Myanmar), India, Egypt, Italy, Belgium, the German 

Empire, Austria-Hungary, the French Third Republic, 

Spain, Portugal, England, and the United States.  He 

met heads of state: U.S. President Chester A. Arthur, 

Queen Victoria of England, Pope Leo XIII, the Meiji 

Emperor of the Empire of Japan, Umberto I of Italy, 

Viceroy of Egypt Tewfik Pasha, William I of Germany 

and Rama V of Siam. 

While in Asia, he tried to forestall American ambitions 

of cultural-political dominance by offering a plan to          

Emperor Meiji for putting Hawaii under the protection 

of the Empire of Japan with an arranged marriage                       

between his niece Kaiulani and a Japanese prince.  On 

his visit to Portugal, he negotiated a treaty of friendship 

and commerce that would provide a legal framework for 

the emigration of Portuguese laborers to Hawaii.  The 

King had an audience in Rome with Pope Leo XII and 

met with many of the crowned heads of Europe includ-

ing Britain’s Queen Victoria.  The design of Iolani             

Palace was inspired by those in Europe. 

He traveled to the International Exposition in Paris 

where he met Thomas Edison, who had filed a U.S. 

patent for his light bulb two years earlier.  That visit               

inspired King Kalakaua to bring electricity to Honolulu 

starting with his royal residence, Iolani Palace, four 

years before electricity was installed in the White 

House. 

Upon his treading one more upon his birth sands, this is 

what he stated: (the following translation of his mele is 

by Mrs. Mary Kawena Pukui)” 

“I have traveled over many lands and distant seas, 

To India afar and China renowned. 

I have touched the shores of Africa 

And the boundaries of Europe, 

And I have met the great ones of all the lands 

As I stood at the side of heads of governments 

Next to leaders proud of their rule,                                                           

their authority over their own, 

I realized how small and weak is the power I hold. 

For mine is a throne established upon a heap of lava. 

They rule where millions obey their commands, 

Only a few thousands can I count under my care. 

 

Yet one thought came to me of which I may boast, 

That of all beauties locked                                                                         

within the embrace of these shores 

One is a jewel more precious than any owned                                             

by my fellow monarchs. 

I have nothing in my Kingdom to dread. 

I mingle with my people without fear 

And in safety, I require no bodyguards 

My gift is a pearl of great price given to me from above. 

The loyalty of my people.”  

                       - Mo’I David Kalakaua 

 

Ewa Beach, Oahu, HI 

 

It is humbling to realize that . . .                                                      

many of us spend our entire lives                                                  

moving toward pleasure                                                                       

and away from pain                                                                             

in a constant                                                                                      

and futile search for lasting comfort.                                                

Yet,                                                                                             

why shouldn’t we believe                                                             

this is the way to happiness,                                                            

when it’s what our culture promises? 

                                      Vanessa Zuisei Goddard 

                    Still Running: The Art of Meditation in Motion 

                                          Parabola,  Spring 2021 



HOLY GROUND  
Maggie Passero 

 
Once upon a time there was a man named Moses 

who had a flock of sheep and he took them up on 

the side of a mountain to eat good fresh grass. All 

of a sudden, a bush right in front of him burst into 

flame! (It’s called ‘spontaneous combustion’ and 

actually happens sometimes.) The weird thing with 

this burning bush was that it didn’t seem to burn 

up. The leaves and branches didn’t seem to turn 

black and crumble. Moses was staring at this bush 

when he heard a voice that said, “Take your shoes 

from off your feet for the place where you are 

standing is holy ground.” Moses looked all around. 

Who said that? Nobody. He had heard the voice in 

his head. 

What made the ground holy? What does holy 

mean? 

Holy means special, sacred, awe-inspiring. And awe 

is respect mixed with fear or wonder. If you are 

filled with awe, the chances are the place where you 

are standing is holy ground. 

One spring day when I eight years old and in the 

third grade, I found some holy ground. The play-

ground at my private school was not fenced in. 

There were trees and grassy lawns all around it. The 

other girls were being mean and not letting me 

have a turn on the swings. They stuck out their 

tongues and said, “Nah-nah-nah-nah-nah.” I felt 

ashamed and hurt and sad and all alone. I ran off 

by myself and hid in a hollow of the big lawn. I sat 

on the grass, and when I looked down I saw some 

violets. Then, as I looked further I saw more violets 

and then more violets and even more violets. As far 

as I could see, the lawn was covered in purple                      

violets. I was sitting on violets and in violets. They 

were so beautiful. I touched them and smelled 

them. I was awestruck. I loved the violets. I took a 

deep breath and felt happy. I didn’t care about the 

mean girls anymore. I felt part of a beautiful,                        

wonderful world. 

I found holy ground again, much later. I was grown up 

and hiking with two friends in Shenandoah National 

Park. I was straggling behind all by myself when I heard 

rushing water. I came around a bend and saw on my 

right a high waterfall. Water was pouring over big rocks 

and crashing into a stream. The stream water bubbled 

and gurgled around smaller rocks in the stream bed and 

hurried away to my left on its way down the mountain. I 

was awestruck. I sat down on the bank of the stream, 

watching the water, listening to the water, smelling the 

water. I loved the water. It was so beautiful. I thought of 

the cycle of water evaporating into clouds and falling 

again as rain. I heard a voice say, “The more things 

change, the more they stay the same.” Who said that? 

Nobody. I had heard the voice in my head. I didn’t know 

what the words meant, but I liked the sound of them. 

There was a kind of comfort in them. I felt part of a 

beautiful, wonderful world. 

So, when you are outside in nature, looking up at the 
sky, or listening to the wind in the trees, or watching a 
deer or a fox or a butterfly, or a sunrise, or a sunset, or 
walking on the beach at the edge of the ocean, pay                        
attention. You might find yourself on holy ground. 

Highland Steer 
Originally from the Highlands and                                                        

Western Isles of Scotland  



I accepted his delivery so all family members could access 
the names, dates, references, and notes on their individu-
al pedigree charts through the work I input into the soft-
ware and privately publish in FTM. This software allows 
me to easily publish an impressive array of colorful                   
pedigree charts for any immediate or extended family 
member making a request.  
  
But the fun is in discovery! When researching my hus-
band’s lineage, for instance, I was surprised to learn 
through research his grandfather had done (quite accurate-
ly so) that the male ancestors on his paternal line (all bear-
ing the same surname, in other words the farthest left possible in 
each generation on a pyramidal pedigree) could all be traced 
and named back to approximately 1587 (approximate be-
cause century-old dates are not always definitive, rather 
“generational”, that is, 20 to 30 years per generation, the time 
in which children generally are born, reach maturity, and have 
their own children) and that the first traceable individual 
lived on the “Peak of the Hill” in England, which trans-
lated over time to my husband’s surname. 
  
On my own father’s maternal side, I am descended from 
Irish stock who emigrated from County Mayo in the mid 
1800s during the potato famine to the United States. I 
know my father’s paternal line was English, but little else 
until very recently when I found the one person who was 
the first-generation immigrant and the link to  so many 
English ancestors.  
  
On my mother’s maternal and paternal lines, I can get 
back to the 1600s. I am descended from Huguenots who 
emigrated, along with hundreds of thousands of Calvin-
ists, from France to North America, Scotland, Wales, 
and England when the Edict of Nantes was revoked [It 
had been originally been signed by Henry IV of France on April 
13, 1598 following the Huguenot Wars to allow religious toler-
ance and was revoked by Louis XIV in October 22, 1685 
(some sources say October 18)], which ultimately led to the 
prosecution and persecution of Calvinists, the destruc-
tion of Protestant churches in the predominantly Catho-
lic country, and a mass migration to other European                   
cities and to North America. It is even more interesting 
when I think what it must have been for my ancestors to 
pack up their belongings in a trunk or two and brave a 
transatlantic crossing in search of religious freedom in a 
creaking and cramped wooden vessel in rough seas for 
weeks with nothing more than minimal provisions, dog-
ged determination, able hands, a few farm animals                              

The “Realm of the Ancestors” 
                         Ginny Peck 
  
In mid-November I received a newsletter from 
Grandmother Cyndy “Snake Dancer”( a shamanic 
practitioner/healer, teacher of Native American medi-
cine, and descendant of Muskogee Creek and Choctaw 
heritage) talking about the recent death of her 
brother (cancer), the past death of her  son
(helicopter crash), and the importance of honoring 
ancestors, particularly since the Medicine Wheel is 
approaching the Winter Solstice (remember her 
newsletter was mid-November). She indicated this is a 
time of planetary transitioning and a time for deep 
connection with the “Realm of the Ancestors”, who 
can assist us energetically if we take the time to 
listen. While I can’t speak to that with any author-
ity, I do love the concept of connectedness to our 
ancestors, although my connection is quite differ-
ent from that of Snake Dancer. 
  
Long ago, my parents and a distant relative who 
was a genealogist and archivist shared all they 
knew of their ancestors with me, including family 
bibles with births, deaths, and baptisms recorded, 
well-annotated notes, daguerreotypes taken during 
the Civil War, and family photographs. That in-
formation and those photographs were sufficient 
for me to continue formally researching online 
genealogical databases and records such as birth, 
baptismal, marriage, divorce, and death certifi-
cates; census records; military service records;                         
anecdotal; etc. and to build an extended family 
tree, using Family Tree Maker (FTM; ancestry.com). 
The tree has been years in the making and current-
ly stands at about 1,400 named lineal and non-
lineal (but blood-related) individuals, of which only 
about 110 are direct lineal descendants.  

 Just as I was getting my head wrapped around my 
own forebears, my father-in-law decided to down-
size and delivered boxes full of genealogical books, 
family notes, hand-sketched pedigrees, pictures, 
etc. to my doorstep. He asked me to be the keep-
er/genealogist for his line and two maternal 
lines (my husband’s adoptive mother now deceased and 
his birth mother who died in her mid-twenties of Hodg-
kin’s Disease within a few after marriage). As I was 
already playing that role on my side of the family, 

http://ancestry.com/


 
perhaps, and their infants and children. Their          
stoicism transcends the generations! Would I have 
had such resolve and bravery for my faith or core 
values? 

 Not only do I share DNA with my forebears, I 
share history at a personal level (e.g., the Potato 
Famine and the Edict of Nantes, leading to the emigra-
tion of my ancestors). Perhaps our own lives and 
times will be associated with the coronavirus                   
pandemic, the Black Lives Matter protests, or oth-
er notable events of recent. This is our chance to 
be a positive and peaceful force for change across 
the generations! 
  
A few questions to close: 
1.  How can we live our best selves so history 
doesn’t judge us too harshly?  
2.  What remembrances will last beyond a                            
generation or two or three?   
3.  Which photographs will our descendants know 
us by?  
4.  Who will be the storyteller? The listener?
5.  What will our legacy be?  
6.  Are we leaving the world a better place or are 
we sacrificing tomorrow for today?  
7.  Are we we allowing our ancestors to energeti-
cally assist us, as Snake Dancer suggests? 
8.  Are we honoring our ancestors in the way we 
live??   
9.  Are we honoring our descendants by our                     
actions and inactions?  

And from Molly, the best recipe yet! 

 Chocolate Lava Cakes  
Ingredients:  
2 eggs  
2 egg yolks  
2 Tbsp. Powdered sugar  
1 Tbsp. Vanilla  
4 Tbsp. Butter, plus extra for prep (Perfect Alternative: 
Country Crock Plant Butter)  
5 oz. Dark or Semi-sweet chocolate  
3 Tbsp. Gluten Free flour blend or 1/4 cup regular 
flour 
1 Tbsp. Dutch processed cocoa  
⅛  tsp. Sea salt  
Water  
Vanilla Ice cream  
Fresh Raspberries  
Directions:  

1. Preheat oven to 425  

2. Grease 4 oven safe dessert bowls with butter. Place 

in a 9 x 13 glass baking pan.  

3. In a large mixing bowl, whisk together the eggs, eggs 

yolks, powdered sugar and vanilla.  

4. In a small saucepan over low heat, melt the                

butter and chocolate. This mixture should be just 

slightly warm to the touch.  

5. Add the melted butter and chocolate mixture to the 

egg mixture, by spoonfuls, whisking well after each ad-

dition.  

6. Next, whisk in the Gluten Free flour, salt and cocoa 

powder. Mix until the batter is smooth and a uniform 

consistency.  

7. Fill the four desserts bowls evenly with the batter.  

8. Using a measuring cup, fill the 9x13 glass baking 

pan with cold tap water, until the water level is even 

with the batter in the dessert bowls, about halfway up 

the sides of the bowls.  

9. Bake on the bottom rack of the oven for about 15 

minutes or until the top of the cakes are set and the 

edges are just beginning to pull away from the sides of 

the dessert bowls.  

10. Serve immediately topped with vanilla ice cream 

and raspberries.  

What do you think of this statement?  It caused quite 

a stir on Facebook. 

If you have to choose between                                         

being kind and being right 

Choose being kind and you will always be right. 



.My friend Donna lives outside of Denver and                          
attends the Intermountain Yearly Meeting.  Recently 
she began participating in their Wednesday night 
Zoom version of our Eggers and sent the following 
quote which was the jumping off point for their                      
discussion. The quote is from the Intermountain 
Yearly Meeting Faith & Practice book in the section 
entitled ‘Friends Speak’. 

2005 quote from Phyllis Hoge:  

Around the age of seven I decided that what I wanted 
to be when I grew up was a saint.  That didn't work 
out. I gave it my best shot at the time but I lacked 
staying power  

Some years later, when I was eleven, there were sever-
al months when I thought I'd like to be a nun, in the 
belief that what the job required was good works, a 
predisposition to meditativeness, and a willingness to 
be isolated from the real world.  I was wrong, of 
course, and it was just as well that that didn't work 
out either.  I may have had what my loved father 
called "the necessary sap," but I wasn't a Roman             
Catholic, to begin with, and more important, I 
lacked vocation.  

     I did, however, sense a spirit in things, in literal, 
tangible things, as well as in places, in houses, in       
people, trees, flowers, animals.  When I felt its                     
presence in the sky, in the stars, I called this spirit 
God.  Even in the worst of times I never lost this        
feeling of Something Other.  Moreover, those early 
personality traits, obscurely religious, persisted, and 
to this day I describe myself, roughly speaking, as a 
religious person.  

Consciousness of the spiritual, of God - whatever 
that means - is at the heart of who I am.  Yet I appear 
to myself and quite probably to those who know me 
as an ordinary, daily sort of person, as mundane, as 
worldly, as anyone else, living a life made up of bills, 
telephone calls, computers, car-washes, work, food, 
laundry and so on.  Yet my life is aware of a spirit in 
things.  But hardly ever do I so much as mention it.  

The same is true for a very great number of people, 
and it is very likely that many whose characters are 
similarly constructed go through their days and 

nights whispering "Thank You" or "I need help," or 
"Please" - prayers, in short, to whatever is out there 
listening, holding the world together, binding the 
stars.  As a consequence of this obscure sense of 
spirit, my life seems rich to me.  

   I seldom speak of it.  I certainly do not mention 
God's name, whatever that may be, except in the 
context of mild swearing.  But the sense of a spirit 
in things is what keeps me alive.  I suspect such a 
recognition is common.  I suspect many do not 
speak of what they deeply recognize as faith.  

 I believe that many lives as ordinary as my own are 

founded in a sense of spirit.  I believe that faith, 

consciousness of the unseen Other, works constant-

ly in ordinary lives like mine in a wonderful and 

mysterious way.  Even though no one but the one 

who knows such faith may feel its power, I believe 

that in those who are silent faith may be profound 

and strong, may be the very force which brings 

about miracles of light."  

More favorite thoughts: 

Life is short; Time is fast; No replay; No                       

rewind; Enjoy every moment as it comes. 

 

Atoms are in a constant state of motion, and                        

depending on the speed of these atoms, things                          

appear as solid, liquid, or gas.  Sound is also a                          

vibration and so are thoughts. 

 

I need thinking time when someone asks me a 

searching question.  I wonder why it seems to 

be so uncomfortable for many people to wait 

through the silence.  People of all ages have 

deep feelings and if we have the patience to 

wait through the silence, it’s often astounding 

what people will tell us.          Fred Rogers 

 

Forgive yourself for not knowing what you didn’t 

know before you learned it.   Maya Angelou 



A Tale of Life (and Death) on the Farm 

(Spoiler alert to this true story: it does not end well 
for two of the little field mice.) 

 
All that we all really need in life are a warm, safe 

place to sleep, water, and food for our bellies.   

The field mice have found such a place in our lower 

pasture which serves them well.  There is a small                 

rivulet of water that trickles by the thick thatch of 

grasses and wild rose bushes where they live their          

little mice lives tunneling through the thatch and 

snacking on the seeds of the grasses.  

There is a beautiful red fox who regularly trots across 

the hillside above this little mice kingdom.  I do not 

know where his lair is located but often he can be 

seen sitting at the top of the hill watching our activity 

as we tend to the horses (and chickens, geese and 

barn cats). 

We have three pre-fab barns that can house six horses 

plus a storage room.  They form a row and are                     

located just below the jumping arena and on the top 

of a small hill above the rivulet.  We call them the 

‘lower barns’ and they currently house four of the 

horses we had moved from the main barn a few 

weeks ago.  

Monday evening the ground was already blanketed 

with snow. I was standing by the hydrant in the lower 

barns filling water buckets when I noticed the red fox 

trotting out from the edge of the woods and angling 

down toward the rivulet. It was pretty clear that he 

was out and about looking for dinner.  He stopped 

where the tall grasses began and  assumed a ‘hunting 

stanch’.  Not thirty seconds passed before he 

snatched a mouse and instead of eating it straight 

away, kept tossing it in the air,  leaping in the air        

after it, picking it out of the snow and tossing it again 

and again. He traveled roughly fifty feet, back and 

forth, tossing and leaping in apparent joy (my        

anthropomorphic assumption) before laying down 

and finally eating what turned out to be the first 

course.  

After that appetizer, he trotted further along the 

grasses and quickly snatched another mouse.  That 

one was played with as before: tossing and leaping 

back and forth across the hillside before laying 

down in the snow and eating it.  When finished, he 

got up, looked around, trotted around the pond, 

through the pastures and across the road on his 

nightly travels. 

Despite having lived on the farm for half a century, 

I had never seen ‘that’ except in documentaries.  

The closest I had ever come to actually seeing the                   

balance of nature at work was when I watched as an 

eagle grabbed a fish from a river and saw brown                     

pelicans diving at reckless speeds into the water for 

their lunch.  I must admit to being spellbound 

watching that fox leap and play with the mice and 

then laying down and eating them.   

There is a certain beauty and balance in the natural 

order.  The hunter has to be quick and agile and 

keen of sight and smell.  The prey also has to be 

agile and quick, and keen of sight and smell.  Who 

wins, who loses?  Some nights the fox goes home 

without satisfying his hunger and the mouse gets to 

sleep well in his thatched hideaway.  But not on 

Monday night. 

 



   Just for Giggles . . . 

Chocolate is vital for our survival. 

Dinosaurs didn’t have chocolate                                  

and look what happened to them . . . 



Since we are not meeting in-person donations can 
be mailed to West Grove Meeting, PO Box 7, West 
Grove, PA 19390.  Checks should be made out to 

 

Project Title: Girls Education Program: Girls Health 
and Safety Training 
 
Location: Bangladesh 
 
Grant Amount: $26,189 
 
Grantee Website: www.speakupforthepoor.org  
 
Areas of Impact: Economic Sustainability, Educa-
tion, Gender Equality, Health 
 
Mission of Speak Up for the Poor 
Speak Up for the Poor’s mission is to create a new 
reality for girls in poverty.  
 
Project Summary 
The purpose of this project is to reduce the inci-
dence of child marriage, exploitation, and abuse in 
Bangladesh by providing education, resources, sup-
port and inspiration for vulnerable girls in grades 6 
– 12. The project aims to empower thousands of 
girls to understand their rights, their bodies, basic 
health and hygiene, and to develop leadership skills 
to live healthy and safe lives. 
 
Why We Love This Project 
Speak Up for the Poor has an excellent track record 
of keeping girls in school in low- income communi-
ties of Bangladesh, where the rate of child marriage 
is as high as 80%. This project offers age-appropriate 
teaching and training on optimal health, safety, well-
being, and the importance of staying in school. Girls 

 

“Most of the old moles I know                                                 
wish they had listened less to their fears                                        

and more to their dreams.” 

                  
                   The Boy, the Mole, the Fox and the  Horse 
   Charlie Mackesy 
 

also learn about body autonomy and existing laws 
surrounding child abuse, child marriage, sexual 
abuse, domestic abuse, and spousal rape. This is a 
new reality for girls and women built on affirmation 
of their value, worth, and importance to their families 
and societies, and it allows them to flourish and 
thrive.  

http://www.speakupforthepoor.org


 

 

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

 

 

1 2 3 4 5 6 

7 8 

 

9 10 11 12 13 

 

14 15 16 17 18 19 20 

21 22 23 24 25 

 

26 27 

 

28 

 

      

       

 

First Days (Sundays):       

   8:00—9:40 Eggers & Discussion                    

 10:00 Un-programmed (Silent) Worship      

 11:00 Time of Fellowship         

Dining for Women: First 1st Day @ noon                 

Monthly Meeting: Second 1st Day @ 11:00 

 

***  All gatherings are suspended during the pandemic 

Monthly 
Meeting  
11:00 via 
Zoom 

Meeting for 
Worship 10:00 

Eat Ice 
Cream for 
Breakfast 

Day 

Nat.                             
Chocolate  
Mint Day 

Polar Bear 
Day 

Umbrella                   

Day 

Ground Hog 

Day 

Valentine’s 

Day 

No Politics 

Day!!! 

Nat. Tortilla 

Chip Day 

Nat. 
Tooth 
Fairy 
Day 

Spunky Old Broads Month 
How could I resist this one???? 

Practice the Pause 
 

Pause before judging. 

Pause before assuming. 

Pause whenever                                              

you’re about to react harshly. 

 



The End 

Take boots for example.  He earned thirty-eight dollars a 

month plus allowances.  A really good pair of leather boots 

cost fifty dollars.  But an affordable pair of boots, which 

were sort of OK for a season or two and then leaked like 

hell when the cardboard gave out cost about ten dollars.  

Those were the kind of boots Vimes always bought, and 

wore until the soles were so thin that he could tell where he 

was in Ankh-Morpok on a foggy night by the feel of the            

cobbles. 

But the thing was that good boots lasted for years and 

years.  A man who could afford fifty dollars had a pair of 

boots that’d still be keeping his feet dry in ten years’ time, 

while a poor man who could only afford cheap boots would 

have spent a hundred dollars on boots in the same time and 

would still have wet feet. 

This was the Captain Samuel Vimes ‘Boots’ theory of socio-

economic unfairness. 

No economist will ever come up with a better description of 

why being poor is so expensive than Terry Pratchett.  Such a 

great quote: 

 

 

 

 

"Kindness is like snow.  
It beautifies everything it covers."  

               Kahlil Gibran  
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