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Query for november 

Witnessing in the World: Education  

a. What does our meeting do to support and improve 

public education?  

b. What help do we provide for the children and 

adults in our meeting to pursue their educational 

goals?  

c. What is our meeting’s role in support for Friends’ 

education? If our meeting is connected to a Friends 

school or schools, does this relationship nurture spir-

itual life and the manifestation of Friends principles?  

d. Do we enable children in our meeting to attend a 

Friends school? Does our meeting work with the fami-

ly to consider all available means of support?  

e. How do I show my concern for the improvement of public 

education in my community?  

f. Do I demonstrate my encouragement and support for 

Friends education through awareness and service?  

 

 

 

 

 

My heart goes out to the parents and teachers who 

are trying to keep the education process moving     

forward during the pandemic! 

When my grandson was in first grade, we were 

‘between’ schools.  Our choice for Pre-K and K had 

been somewhat of an unmitigated disaster and our 

choice for first grade had no openings until second 

grade. . . So, my daughter (his mother), my mother (a 

retired elementary teacher) and I decided that                       

between the three of us we should be able to home-

school a six year old for a year.  All I can say is that 

we were all glad when the school year ended.   We 

were three reasonably intelligent adults wrestling with 

an intelligent child whose brain could take us in an 

instant from a math problem with triangles to the 

pyramids of Giza and what might be hidden in the 

secret vaults.  

I do not know how teachers can keep twenty or so 

little brains focused for more than a nano-second.  

Herding cats has to be much easier! 

And now, to have to keep them focused via Zoom 

seems like an incredible task.  The Day Care agreed 

to be a learning pod for ten to fifteen school                            

children.   Hold the teachers and aids who will be 

guiding this program in the Light!!!  They will need 

all the grace, wisdom, and patience they can muster. 
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october Monthly Meeting minutes 

   
 The West Grove Monthly Meeting of the Religious 
Society of Friend, was held at West Grove, PA, via 
Zoom on Tenth Month Eleventh, 2020.  The Tenth 
Query on The Ministry of Outreach was read.  We 
can’t do much of this during the Coronavirus man-
dated lockdown, but it seems that most of those who 
come for the first time return, so we hope that we are 
warmly greeting them.  It will be interesting to see 
how many return to church after the lockdown ends. 
 
The minutes of the last meeting were approved.  
Mary thanked Alyce for taking them. 
 
Treasurer - Treasurer Alyce Denver sent the follow-
ing report:  income of $1025 for the last month, and 
expenses of $4,488.62, including $579.50 for two 
new fire extinguishers, $900  for tree service, and 
$1,167 insurance premium.  The checking account 
balance was $18,465.64.  It was noted that the Day 
Care portion of expenses was $416, which should 
not be considered rent.  This shows that our support 
of the Day Care Center is a major outreach project. 
 
Property - Inspection showed that the chimney in 
the former sewing room upstairs is not drawing 
properly and needs a new liner, which will cost al-
most $2000.  Kathy Kirk will contact the Wertz 
Company of Wilmington to put the job on their 
schedule.  Leland will probably come next month to 
do the approved roof repairs.  We will hold off on 
the repair of the burying ground wall until some of 
the other projects are completed. 
Kathy grass seeded the island in front of the Meeting-
house earlier in the year, which has stopped runoff.   
Handicapped parking spaces - Kathy will obtain a 
price for having the appropriate lines and symbols 
painted in the parking lot for the first two spaces. 
 
We decided to return to Meeting for Worship in the 
Meetinghouse for the first and third First Days in 
Eleventh Month, with masks and appropriate seat-
ing.  Those attending will be asked to enter through 
the front door only and not to enter the Day Care 
portion of the building.  Mary will make signs for the 
doors.   
 
Meeting closed with a period of worship. 

          Kathy Kirk, Clerk 
          Mary M. Sproat, Recording Clerk 
 

How Good to Center Down! 

How good it is to center down! 
To sit quietly and see one’s self pass by! 
The streets of our minds seethe  
 with endless traffic; 
Our spirits resound with clashing's,  
 with noisy silences, 
While something deep within hungers and thirsts 
 for the still moment and the resting lull. 
With full intensity we seek, ere the quiet passes,  
 a fresh sense of order in our living; 
A direction, a strong sure purpose  
 that will structure our confusion  
 and bring meaning in our chaos.  
We look at ourselves in this waiting moment— 
 the kinds of people we are. 
The questions persist:  
 what are we doing with our lives?- 
 what are the motives that order our days? 
What is the end of our doings?   
 Where are we trying to go? 
Where do we put the emphasis  
 and where are our values focused? 
For what end do we make sacrifices?   
 Where is my treasure  
 and what do I love most in life? 
What do I hate most in life and to what am I true? 
Over and over the questions  
 beat in upon the waiting moment. 
As we listen,  
 floating up through all the jangling echoes  
 of our turbulence,  
 there is a sound of another kind - 
A deeper note  which only the stillness of the heart 
  makes clear. 
It moves directly to the core of our being.  
 Our questions are answered, 
Our spirits refreshed,  
 and we move back into the traffic of our  
 daily round 
With the peace of the Eternal in our step. 

How good it is to center down! 
 

             Howard Thurman 
       Meditations of the Heart 



 

 
Name ___________________________________ 
 
Address __________________________________ 
    
              __________________________________ 
 
Phone ___________________________________ 
 
Email  ___________________________________ 
 
Enclosed is my financial support for  West Grove 
Friends Meeting: 
  General Fund:              $ ____________ 
  Community Outreach: $ ____________ 
  Other___________       $ ____________ 
 
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. 

 

october financial report 

 
 

Receivables:    Donations $    201 **** 
  Rent       $ 850  
     Verizon upcharge for increasing  
     broadband to enable virtual  
     learning—pd by Day Care         
         $ 214.22 
 
Total                                 $1,265.22  
 

****  It is worth noting (at least for me and without 
approval from the Clerks for saying this) that only 
four people contributed to the financial health of 
Meeting in October.  A caveat is that there are 
three people who donate through PYM and those 
funds are only sent to us at the end of each quarter.  
We have not yet received the funds for the third 
quarter. 
 

Payables:        Expenses    $2,321.12  

  

A Brief Random Thought: 
 
Someone in Eggers a few weeks ago mentioned                 
Howard Thurman, a prominent black minister                    
during the first half of the twentieth century, who 
was a contemporary of Martin Luther King Sr, Ma-
hatma Gandhi and others in the struggle for equality 
and fairness for those held down by systems of                    
governance long in place. I had never heard of him 
so I decided to use my Amazon points and get a few 
of his books ‘for free’ (so to speak).  
 
Along with his best known book Jesus and the                    
Disinherited I purchased Meditations of the Heart.  
That book is dedicated to Eleanor Lloyd Smith “in 
whom the inner and the outer are one”.  What an 
amazing woman Eleanor Lloyd Smith must have 
been. How I hope that someone someday will note of 
me that ‘my inner and outer were one’.  But, given 
my penchant for responding before my better inner 
self can get a word in edgewise, that is probably an                      
elusive hope.  One can always try again tomorrow. . . 



Calling all of our creative folks . . . . 
 

Let’s keep your submissions coming!  I am loving the 
variety of ideas and articles that arrive in my in-box!  
This newsletter is all about US . . .  your ideas; your 
drawings; your recipes; your thoughts; articles you 
read and then shared with us.  I can scan drawings 
and photos into my computer and then insert them 
into the newsletter and return the originals to you. 

 
 

 alycetdenver@yahoo.com 
Or mail: 

PO Box 7, West Grove, PA 19390 
 

Everything you or I                                                                     
or any other breathing thing                                                  

has ever put in its mouth,                                                        
or in its nose,                                                                            

or soaked in through its skin,                                                 
is hand-me-down space dust                                                    

that’s been around for 13.8 billion years.                                  
This wayward matter                                                              

has been split apart by sunlight,                                      
spread throughout the universe,                                            
and come back together again.                                                   

To breathe is to absorb ourselves                                              
in what surrounds us,                                                               

to take in little bits of life,                                                 
understand them,                                                                       

and give pieces of ourselves back out.                                    
Respiration is, at its core, reciprocation. 

   
      James Nestor 
           Breath:  
                  The New Science of a Lost Art 

Balancing Act 
     By Susan Scott 

 
Behold the trembling form 

Perched atop a wood rail fence! 
A coiled stillness in each step 

she pussyfoots along the sliver-giver. 
Barefoot girl with feet rehearsed 

to walk the rough-hewn plank around 
her own backyard. 

She stares 
at some fixed point unseen 

with eyes in head, and arms in air, 
developing a balance rare. 

 

Behold the tremulous aged crone 
who round the halls her circuit makes 

aching feet in slippers worn 
collect no splinters on their way. 
Caressing railings ‘long the wall 

with fingers frail. 
She looks afar 

towards some fixed point unseen 
eyes of her eyes now open wide 
in inward balance she abides. 

 

 

 

 

 

During our recent gals’ trip to Tennessee: Darcy 

balancing on wet rocks over a fast moving stream 

attempting to take pictures of leaves and rocks while                   

trying to not drop her cell phone in the drink! 



It's hard to kill 
(Hard to kill, Ohhh) 

Who knows what miracles, you can achieve 
When you believe, somehow you will (somehow, 

somehow, somehow) 
somehow you will 

You will when you believe 
 

You will when you 
You will when you believe 
Just believe...in your heart 

Just believe 
You will when you believe  

 
                      Writer(s): Schwartz Stephen Lawrence,  

                                           Edmonds Kenneth  

“When You Believe”  
From the movie, "The Prince of Egypt" 

  Sent to us from Joanette  
 

Many nights we've prayed 
With no proof anyone could hear 

In our hearts a hopeful song 
We barely understood 

 
Now we are not afraid 

Although we know there's much to fear 
We were moving mountains long 

Before we knew we could 
 

There can be miracles, when you believe 
Though hope is frail, it's hard to kill 

Who knows what miracles you can achieve 
When you believe, somehow you will 

You will when you believe 
 

In this time of fear 
When prayers so often prove in vain 
Hope seems like the summer birds 

Too swiftly flown away 
 

Yet now I'm standing here 
My heart's so full I can't explain 

Seeking faith and speaking words 
I never thought I'd say 

 
There can be miracles, when you believe 

Though hope is frail, it's hard to kill 
Who knows what miracles you can achieve 

When you believe, somehow you will 
You will when you believe 

 
They don't (always happen) when you ask 

And it's easy to give in to your fears 
(Oh...Ohhhh) 

But when you're blinded by your pain 
Can't see your way straight through the rain 

(A small but) still resilient voice 
Says (hope is very near) 

(Ohhh) 
 

There can be miracles 
When you believe 

(Lord, when you believe) 
Though hope is frail 

Being editor of the newsletter has given me 

great latitude in what to offer each month 

and I have been delighting in taking                         

advantage of that by going back through my 

drawings and noticing how my ‘style’ has 

evolved over the years.  ‘Camel’ is one of my 

earlier doodles from 2015. 



Continuing blog by Jenny on the web site                             
Medium.   “These are just my thoughts about what 
it was and is to be female”.   

16  I had a few boyfriends, starting with a really 
good one at 16. He was probably the coolest boy-
friend I ever had because he grew up in Africa and 
went to exclusive male schools. He said I was his 
first girlfriend because he only knew two girls in the 
whole wide world, a neighbor, and me. That was 
fine with me. 

My mother abhorred the word “boyfriend” and 
wouldn’t let us kids use it. “Friend” was OK, 
“beau” was OK. Since that age we’ve come up with 
“significant other” and “partner.” The Urban                         
Dictionary tells me we also have “homeslice,” 
“punkie,” and “kool aid.” Let’s talk about my 
friend-who-was-a-boy. 

The friend-who-was-a-boy was such a gentleman 
that at 18 he invited me to Winter Carnival, I                     
declined, and then he said, “Oh, good, I know who 
I’m going to invite,” and he ended up marrying 
her. It was tough going for the rest who followed, 
ending up apologizing to me, or I apologizing to 
them, or we both apologizing. 

Some girls and women seem to find dating fun and 
exciting. I pretty much hated it. What’s the                        
problem with friends-who-are-boys? Is it “Dump or 
be dumped?” Not even. That would be parity of 
sorts. The problem with dating is that it’s the first 
time girls learn about who controls the relational 
space. The boy does. He gets to set the terms, she 
gets to respond, and then he may or may not agree 
with the response. You don’t see that? Who                           
proposes marriage? Who says yes or no? 

It’s a cultural norm that the male defines the inter-
action between the male and the female. We accept 
this as a given, as the way it should be. Even at 16 
I’d learned that I had to wait for a boy to call, and 
if I turned him down, I could not accept a different 
date (see 15). As a result, every boyfriend came as a 
surprise. I waited passively until some male noticed 
me, and then I said yes or no. Most of the time it 
was a call from a complete stranger, not a friend or 
an acquaintance. Boyfriends aren’t real friends; 

that’s what I learned. 

Once in college, I went to Boston to visit a male friend 
who was taking a semester away. When we sat down to 
talk, he asked me why I was there. I answered that I                             
wanted to see my friend, and he had no response. It was 
an awkward visit and I learned never to do that again. 

It carries through a lifetime. On first encounter the male 
decides are we shaking hands? Are we pecking cheeks? 
Are we telling raunchy jokes? Are we buying drinks? I 
think it explains why so many men are now being                         
accused of unwanted advances and they are confused by 
the accusation. Isn’t this what we always did? Why are 
women suddenly unhappy about it? 

It carries through all male-female interactions. The                       
second Clinton-Trump debate of 2016 was an object              
lesson, with Trump encroaching and menacing Clinton 
while she answered questions. I watched for it carefully 
in the 2020 Democratic debates; Warren was fighting for 
parity in word and deed. And while the pundits made a 
huge deal about Harris inserting her own life experience 
in rebuttal to Biden’s busing record, I saw it as a simple 
political transaction. The pundits saw it as an embarrass-
ing take-down of the former Vice-President. Who did she 
think she was? 

In fact, the whole first woman president smacks of this 
old bias. The country wasn’t ready for a female president; 
we need the male candidate to pick the first female                           
candidate. A long list of highly-qualified women sat                      
beside the phone waiting for the call. 

At 16, the friend-who-was-a-boy was someone to cut 
school with, hide in the bushes, laugh nervously, and feel 
wickedly free. It was the first time I had ever acted out-
side my predestined path. I didn’t wake up that morning 
expecting to cut school that afternoon, and I didn’t                       
expect to be anyone’s girlfriend. That was a fun day. Why 
couldn’t it stay that way? 

 

19   In anger at my parents, I dropped out of college           
during the summer between freshman and sophomore 
year. I wasn’t unhappy with college; I was tired of my             
parents’ second-guessing me. I would show them. I found 
a job with the college’s vice-president, au pairing for his 



two young children. I got to go to college and live 
near the campus without being enrolled. Suited 
me. 

The V-P’s young wife took a peculiar pleasure in 
hiring a “Sisters” student to live with the family, to 
push the two-year-old in a stroller around town, to 
drive the five-year-old to school, and to help with 
laundry. She took it upon herself to teach me the 
pitfalls of marriage and motherhood. She told me 
to do the chores that “just kinda wasted my                           
precious time.” While it was not my program, I 
went along. 

Libby was, I guess, about 10 years older than I, and 
our birthdays were the same day. It was an uncom-
fortable bond. She found it titillating to have a 
teenager living in the house, sharing all meals and 
trips and habits. I thought her intimations were 
weird and I kept my psychic distance. 

Libby instructed me on the politics of Bangladesh, 
on the ease of making Charlotte Russe, on the                      
traditions of Friday night Shabbat dinner, and on 
travel tips in India. What she showed me was the 
strains of motherhood: not finishing the disserta-
tion, who gets up at night, how to keep baby fat off, 
and what to say to a 19-year-old staring at you every 
morning over coffee. 

Here’s what I learned: young mothers are unhappy, 
difficult to please, still ambitious, vulnerable to             
criticism, yearning for flirtation, exhausted, and 
caught in a situation only partially of their own 
making. 

Here’s what Libby gave me: Buckminster Fuller for 
a dinner partner, an elegant Christmas Party (yes, 
Jews give Christmas Parties) to which I could invite 
my scrungy college friends, a home away from 
home, an appreciation of Indian art, a yearning to 
go back to school, and a goal to avoid young wife-
dom and motherhood. 

Here are the results: I never did build a geodesic 
dome, I didn’t marry a Jew because he wouldn’t 
agree to a Christmas Tree, I never made it to India, 
I finished college (dropped semester notwithstand-
ing), and I became a young wife and mother (see 22 

and 25). Are young people able to learn anything? Yes, 
but not by instruction, only by trying it for themselves. 

Oh yes, the Charlotte Russe. Still dazzling. Still marvel-
ously easy to make. The dessert smart women make. 

 

21   I learned one valuable thing by attending an all-male 
college: female group bonding. At the sister college where 
I was enrolled, we didn’t live in suites; we lived in singles 
or doubles. Women were independent. They studied in 
lonely carrels. The message was loud and clear: if you 
want to achieve success, you are going to have to work 
hard and in solitude. 

At the brother college where I lived, men lived in suites 
of four or six or off-campus group housing. Men were 
bands of brothers. Most of them played team sports. 
Many of them caroused together. Their group was the 
social planet and the girlfriends were orbiting moons. 

When I was young, there weren’t a lot of opportunities 
for girls and women to bond as groups. I missed out on 
Girl Scouts because I did 4-H (solo projects). We didn’t 
have girls team sports in school. I suppose it was another 
one of those Victorian carry-overs of segregating girls and 
chaperoning them at all times. Whatever the reason, the 
women’s college had isolation in its architecture; the 
men’s college had group-forming in its design. For that 
and the social experiments of the early 1970’s, I am grate-
ful. 

When I arrived at college in the fall of 1970, I had barely 
ever heard of the brother college. My dean signed me up 
for all my classes at the brother school. Since I was there 
all day, it made sense to me to live on the men’s campus 
the second year (see 19). 

My female suitemates became a wonder for me. I had 
never had friends like those friends. Not only did we 
bond with one another, we also became a rendezvous for 
other women on campus. We dined together, read the 
Sunday paper together, snacked on granola and watched 
TV together. This might not sound revolutionary to you, 
but in 1973 it was for us. 

It was an unintended consequence of the two colleges 
opening their campuses to student exchanges. The early 



And the box for Maiden Name! Don’t get me started. 

We knew what we were doing. My father-in-law 
checked with an attorney to find out whether keeping 
my name was even legal. He was surprised to learn it 
was. We received only one monogrammed wedding gift 
and I gave it to my in-laws. 

We knew what we were doing. We overcame all                       
hurdles until it was time to apply for health insurance, 
and we were denied because our names weren’t the 
same. We took the issue to the human rights commis-
sioner and won our case. What a victory for Western 
Civilization! 

We knew what we were doing. When the kids came 
along, we carefully considered their options: dad’s 
name, mom’s name, hyphenated name, change dad’s 
name to mom’s name so we’d all be the same name. 
Come up with an original non-patriarchal name, like 
Skywalker. I settled on reason: there were witnesses to 
their being my children, so they should have their dad’s 
name (no witnesses). 

That was OK. The Williamses and Jenny Loustau. It 
gave me a little space from my family. People had to 
memorize my name if they wanted to invite me to the 
party. Everything was fine until my younger daughter 
(See 29) decided that she liked my French name and 
wanted both names. I was so flattered — even though it 
was my father’s name — that I applied for her long-form 
gold-stamped birth certificate, filed the papers, and 
paid $200 so that she could have both names. 

We knew what we were doing. Until we didn’t (See 
35). Today my feminist husband and I watch Queer 
Eye together and analyze the beautiful messages it 
broadcasts, about non-traditional unions, about gender-
fluid identity, about acceptance of differences, about 
love. Together we don’t know what we’re doing, we’re 
happy with that, and we’re going to keep doing that. 

 

 

1970’s were the years of single-sex colleges going         
co-ed. Mostly male colleges opening up to women, 
not so much the other way. Akin to women opting 
to wear men’s pants, complete with fly zipper, but 
not very many men in dresses, especially not dress-
es with zippers in the middle of the back. At the 
risk of completely losing my train of thought, 
please add that last detail to the list of uncelebrated 
feats of everyday women. 

As I was saying, unintended consequences. Men 
moved into the women’s dorm and turned the     
entire dorm into a party house. Women moved 
into men’s dorms and became little female tribes. 
Men tended not to feel comfortable there. I loved 
it. I have sought after the same tribalism ever since 
without much success. 

It is the joy we see on the women’s US soccer team. 
It is the chumminess that today’s young mothers 
share at coffee houses (We didn’t. No coffee                   
houses then.). It is the force we see in the Black 
Lives Matter movement, started by three black 
women and now a major political voice in the 
country. It was a good thing to learn in college. 
Thank you, men. 

 

 22  I married at age 22. I married a man who                  
appeared to be a feminist. After 46 years of being 
together I can report with certainty that he is a                       
feminist. He has become over the years a more and 
more radical feminist. Sometimes I have to remind 
him that we don’t hate all men. 

We knew what we were doing, getting married. We 
were both living in our hometown, and we an-
nounced to our four parents that we were moving 
in together. They all four cried, threatened, insult-
ed, railed, and called out the sheriff. We showed 
them; we got married three weeks later. 

We knew what we were doing. I didn’t change my 
name. Did I ever stick it to them! My mother told 
me that I wasn’t given a middle name because I 
would get married and then I’d have a middle 
name. Hah! I still press my pen point extra hard 
when I draw a line through the Middle Initial box. 

 
 



‘Tis the season for gingerbread cake and Molly (Eggers favorite baker) offers a recipe that is sure to tickle your 

taste buds!!!    Molly advises that 280 grams of flour is apx equal to 2 cups. 

Gingerbread Cake with Maple Cream Glaze 
 
CAKE: 
280 g, GF Flour Blend 
⅓ c. Brown Sugar 
2 tsp. Baking powder 
1 tsp. Baking soda 
½ tsp. Salt 
2 Tbsp. Crystalized Ginger, minced 
2 tsp. Ginger 
1 tsp. Cinnamon 
¼ c. Greek yogurt 
¼ c. Sour cream 
½ c. Canola oil 
½ c. Molasses 
2 eggs 
1 Tbsp. Vanilla 
 
FROSTING: 
1 ½ c. Powdered Sugar 
¼ c. Maple syrup 
 
 
Preheat oven to 350. 
Spray a Bundt pan with cooking spray. 
Mix together the flour through the cinnamon, set aside. 
Using a hand mixer, mix together the Greek yogurt through the eggs. 
Slowly add the flour blend to the wet ingredients. 
Pour the batter into the prepared pan and bake for 30-40 minutes or until a tester comes out clean. 
While the cake, is baking, use a hand mixer to blend the powdered sugar with the Maple syrup into a 
smooth consistency 
Drizzle glaze over warm cake. 
 

“I thank you . . . for the way my ears 

open even before my eyes as if to                     

remember the way everything began 

with an original vibrant note.” 

—David Whyte  



A ‘Thank you!’ from Ginny 
 

Before coming to WGFM, I had chosen to leave my 
church for reasons related to incompatibilities with 
my core values. I contemplated a long time about 
where I should go next and actively explored options 
online. When answers didn’t come, I decided to just 
let the spirit move me. After waiting almost six years, 
I was finally inspired to attend WGFM, primarily       
because the website said, “The folks who make-up Eggers 
are  intellectually stimulating and spiritually curious                   
people.  We bring our varied backgrounds and vocabularies 
to the table and help each other figure ‘it’ out.”  While I 
didn’t really fit the “intellectually stimulating” part                    
myself, I did appreciate scholarly thinking, and I 
loved the concept of diversity of thought and back-
ground and the vision of discovery through fellow-
ship. I hesitatingly decided to go to Eggers one April 
morning to see if it was all it was “cracked” up to be. 
  
Since that April morning, I’ve attended as regularly 
as my schedule allows.  Now, 1½  years in, I can say 
it’s been a faith journey unlike any other. I feel spirit-
ually fed through the discussions at Eggers as well as 
through the silence at meeting. One thing I love in 
particular about Eggers, however, is the fact that the 
group is comprised of former/current believers in or 
admirers of Agnosticism, Atheism, Taoism, Catholi-
cism, Protestantism, Quakerism, Astrology, and 
more. The diversity of beliefs is rich and all comforta-
bly fit under the umbrella of Quakerism. The group 
is incredibly respectful of one another’s thoughts/
opinions, and the differences are wonderfully                        
unifying, enriching, and gratifying. In fact, I often 
catch myself thinking about the discussions long after 
the words have been spoken, long after the meeting-
house doors have closed, and long after I’m back in 
my daily routine and least expecting the words to            
reverberate. 
  
Thank you to the Eggers for welcoming me to your 
breakfast table and thank you for your stimulating 
conversations; your deep and diverse subject matter 
expertise; your openness to sharing joys and vulnera-
bilities; your inquiring minds, your thoughtful                    
questions; your profound and simple, yet poignant, 
answers; your level of preparation as well as your 
spontaneity; your sense of humor; your appreciation 
of the tiniest things in life and the things of cosmic  

scale; and your tremendous range of topics for                      
discussion week after week, to name just a few of my 
favorite things. I’ve never been part of something 
that fed me like Eggers does, literally and figurative-
ly. That, to me, is a sure sign that I am exactly where 
I’m supposed to be at this point in time. Thank you 
for being incredible thinkers, speakers, teachers, 
mentors and Friends/friends. 

 

Jesus and the Disinherited 
Howard Thurman 

Quoted from the Preface 
 

“The significance of the religion of Jesus to people 
who stand with their backs against the wall has                   
always seemed to me to be crucial. . . 
 
My interest in the problem has been and continues 
to be both personal and professional.  This is the 
question which individuals and groups who live in 
our land always under the threat of profound social 
and psychological displacement face: Why is it that 
Christianity seems impotent to deal radically, and 
therefore effectively, with the issues of discrimina-
tion and injustice on the basis of race, religion and 
national origin?  Is this impotency due to a betrayal 
of the genius of the religion, or is it due to a basic 
weakness in the religion itself?  The question is 
searching, for the dramatic demonstration of the 
impotency of Christianity in dealing with the issue 
is underscored by its apparent inability to cope with 
it within its own fellowship.” 
 
Thank you! to those Eggers who knew of Howard 
Thurman and mentioned his name during one of 
our Zoom gatherings.   
 
As a black minister during the first half of the                      
twentieth century, Thurman asked tough questions 
that did not allow for thoughtless answers.  His 
questions which are just as relevant today as they 
were then probe deeply into our very spirits. And, 
he begins by reminding us of who Jesus was in his 
time: first and foremost a Jew and a poor Jew living 
under Roman rule with no protections under that 
law. Jesus, as the rest of us, swam in the water of his 
culture.  Get the book—it is worthy of a read. . . 



Paul’s Page . . . 

   
You’ve probably realized from my writings by now 
that I’m a fairly simple person.  I mostly write about 
my life and occurrences on the farm.  Nothing too 
deep or thought provoking.  The same goes to my 
traveling.   I’ve been to maybe a half dozen neighbor-
ing states but that’s it.  No southern or western trips, 
nothing abroad.  No airplane trips, in fact, I’ve never 
even been to an airport.  But don’t feel sorry for me, 
’cause I feel so fortunate to live in a state that offers 
such a diverse culture and landscape for me to visit.   
 
Such is the case recently when my wife and I decided 
to take a fall foliage sightseeing tour in our state’s 
northern area.  The mountains were at their peak—
reds, yellows and bronze colors on fire.  Besides look-
ing at the foliage we also wanted to visit some of the 
diversification that can be found in our northern      
valleys.  Our first stop was to be a pilgrimage to                     
Carol’s home farm in Sinking Valley.  To those                    
unfamiliar with the term ‘home farm’ it is used to 
signify a farm that numerous generations of your 
family have lived on and farmed.  Her family’s home 
farm has recently been sold to an Amish family and 
this would be our first chance to see the changes that 
have taken place.  While Carol never lived on the 
farm she did spend some of her summer vacations 
there and like the rest of her family felt a strong                   
connection to it.  The focus of the farm has 
changed—although no longer does a small herd of 
cows come down the mountain to be milked, it is still 
being farmed and supporting and raising a farm                      
family.  Changes have occurred but we felt good that 
her family’s spirit was still alive there.  
 
From there we traveled thru the valley to her family’s 
church.  The church and small school house were the 
center of social life for centuries in the valley.  Here 
we stopped at numerous family grave sites.  Family 
burial sites went back to the 1850’s.  What I was 
most impressed by was the church building.  A                          
beautiful small old building that was established in 
1790.  The first floor held the Sunday School rooms 
with the sanctuary upstairs.  It reminded both Carol 
and I of the churches we attended as children where 
the sanctuaries were upstairs.  Those old churches are 
gone now and rarely do you see one now with the set-
up. 

From there we traveled to the Kishacoquillas Valley, 
commonly known as the Big Valley.  If you are an 
early American history buff as I am, this is a place to 
visit.  Elsewhere there are reenactments of early 
American life for public visiting but this is the real 
thing.  No reenactment here—life as we would have 
seen in the 1800’s is still being practiced here.  
We’re used to seeing the grey Amish buggies around 
our greater community but they don’t represent the 
many different colors and cultures of different 
Amish sects.  In Big Valley some of these diverse 
cultures represented by their colorful buggies come 
to life.  As one travels through the valley which is  
about 3-1/2 miles wide and 30 miles long, you will 
see three distinct cultures.  You’ll come across the 
‘Bylers’ routinely called ‘Yellow Toppers’ after the 
yellow buggies they drive and the ‘Peacheys’ or 
‘Rennos’ using Black buggies.  Finally, the most 
unique and conservative of all are the ‘Nebraska’ or 
‘White Toppers’ who use white tops on their bug-
gies.  Whereas all three groups are of the Amish 
faith, they are uniquely different with varying                  
religious beliefs and do not worship with each                 
other.  When driving through the Valley you may 
cross paths with all three colorful carriages on the 
same road.  Driving through the valley at this time 
of year presents that long-ago scene of fall: corn 
shocks dominating fields agaomst the background 
of colorful mountains.  What separates this valley 
historically is the life style of the White Toppers.  
Life is reminiscent of what one would have seen a 
century ago.  For example, things such as windmills, 
push reel mowers, battery power and paint are all 
considered too modern and are taboo in their                   
society.  Yes, that’s right—windmills to pump water 
are out and must be pumped by hand.  Their                   
houses have no lawns, a fence is around the small 
yard to keep roaming livestock out.  Until the                   
recent downturn in dairy farming which has pushed 
small dairy herds out, they were still milking their 
dairy cows by hand, putting the milk in cans, cool-
ing it in a spring house, and then setting it out 
along the road for pick-up. Men wear only white 
shirts, broad brown pants, no belts or suspenders 
and huge wide-brimmed hats.  But what is most    
unusual are the lights on their carriages.  No battery-
operated lights, just an old kerosene lantern hang-
ing from the side.  One evening we were traveling 
down a back road and saw this barely visible dim 



light apparently coming toward us.  It turned out to 
be a White Topper whose only safety notice was that 
dim kerosene light.  In lieu of our fast-paced traveling 
society they have chosen a path that offers silence 
and reflection. 
 
Next fall on our fall foliage trip I hope to see the wild 
elk herds in northern PA and come back through my 
favorite valley: Penn’s Valley.  Our state offers so 
much yet that I haven’t seen.  I won’t get bored                      
visiting within its’ boundaries.  
     Paul 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Did you know? ? ? 
 
“We assume, at our peril, that breathing is a passive 
action, just something that we do: breathe, live; stop 
breathing, die.  But breathing is not binary. “  
 
“… researchers were showing that many modern             
maladies—asthma, anxiety, attention deficit hyperac-
tivity disorder, psoriasis, and more—could either be 
reduced or reversed simply by changing the way we 
inhale and exhale.” 
 
“The right nostril is a gas pedal.  When you’re                             
inhaling primarily through this channel, circulation 
speeds up, your body gets hotter, and cortisol levels, 
blood pressure, and heart rate all increase.  This 
happens because breathing through the right side of 
the nose activates the sympathetic nervous system, 
the “fight or flight” mechanism that puts the body 
in a more elevated state of alertness and readiness.  
Breathing through the right nostril will also feed 
more blood to the opposite hemisphere of the 
brain, specifically to the prefrontal cortex, which has 
been associated with logical decisions, language, and 
computing.” 
 
“Inhaling through the left nostril has the opposite 
effect: it works as a kind of brake system to the right 
nostril’s accelerator.  The left nostril is more deeply 
connected to the parasympathetic nervous system, 
the rest-and-relax side that lowers temperature and 
blood pressure, cools the body, and reduces anxiety.  
Left-nostril breathing shifts blood flow to the                                 
opposite side of the prefrontal cortex, the right area 
that plays  a role in creative thought, emotions,                      
formation of mental abstractions and negative                      
emotions.” 
 
“. . .  The nose is the silent warrior: the gatekeeper 
of our bodies, pharmacist to our minds, and                      
weather vane to our emotions.” 
 

Excerpts from                                                                    
Breath:                                                                        

The New Science of a Lost Art                                                             
by James Nestor 

 
Everyone really should read this book! 

It can be a life changer. 

‘Yellow Topper’ 

‘White Topper’ 

Black Buggy 



      The Funnies . 



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 
Dining for Women 

 

Project Title: Share the Seeds 
 
Location: Democratic Republic of the Congo 
 
Grant Amount: $50,000 
 
Grantee Website: www.resolvenetwork.org/ 
 
Areas of Impact: Economic Sustainability, Gender 
Equality 
 
Mission of Resolve Network 
Resolve empowers women and men affected by con-
flict to reclaim their lives, rebuild their communities, 
and build peace from the ground up. Through a par-
ticipatory approach to peacebuilding, they reinforce 
conflict survivors’ capacity to achieve measurable, 
sustainable peace from the individual, to the com-
munal, to the societal level.  
 
Project Summary 
Demobilized women combatants and sex slaves in 
the Democratic Republic of the Congo (DRC) face 
specific challenges and trauma when they return to 
civilian life. This places them at risk to remobilize 
and return to the militias that recruited them in or-
der to survive. The main goal of this project is to 
sustainably reintegrate women ex-combatants into 
civilian life. This project fosters profound improve-
ments in these women’s lives, allowing them to earn 
an income, feed their children three nutritional 
meals per day for the first time in their lives, support 
their children’s schooling, and have a home. These 
gradual changes allay these women’s fear and isola-
tion and gradually help them to reintegrate into ci-
vilian life. As communities learn to accept them, 
they work with these women to build resilience 
against conflict dynamics and towards lasting peace. 
 
Why We Love This Project 
Resolve Network is unique in its very successful ap-
proach to reintegrating former female child soldiers 
from combatants to peacebuilders. Resolve Network 

steps in where the international community has 
failed because of official policies that favor men, un-
conscious bias, and prevailing conditions. This pro-
ject works with these former women combatants 
and communities to first demobilize the combat-
ants, offer services, training and support to reinte-
grate them, and then make them change agents in 
peacebuilding. Resolve Network’s work demon-
strates the importance of having the women them-
selves be part of the process and be the decision 
makers and influencers of their own destiny.  

http://www.resolvenetwork.org/


 
Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

1 

 

2 3 4 5 6 7 

8 9 

 

10 11 12 13 14 

 

15 

Meeting for 
Worship 10:00 
a.m. 

16 17 18 19 20 21 

22 

 
23 24 25 26 

 

27 28 

 

29 

 

30      

       

 

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 

  

. . . no one had the right to destroy 

who could not build up again 

that which was destroyed                                               
or establish it                                                        

in a better condition. 
    Alexandra David-Neel 
                                               Magic and mystery in Tibet 

Thanksgiving! 

Election 

Day!!! 

Day Light 
Savings Ends 

Meeting for 
Worship 10:00 

   Game and puzzle week 

Marooned 

Without a 

Compass Day 

      World        

Origami Day 

Evolution Day 

Beginning of 

Advent Native American Heritage Month 



The End 

“You yourself are eternal energy which 
appears as this universe. You didn’t 
come into this world, you came out of 
it.” 
   Alan Watts 

When I look back on all these worries, I remember the story of 
the old man who said on his deathbed that he had had a lot of 
trouble in his life, most of which had never happened.” –  
     Winston Churchill  

 

Forgive yourself for not knowing 

what you didn’t know 

before you learned it. 

                
   Maya Angelou 



West Grove Monthly Meeting  
      of the Religious Society   
                of Friends  

Newsletter for  November 2020 !!!    

West Grove Friends Meeting 
PO Box 7 
West Grove, PA 19390 

How do you fix a broken pumpkin? 

         ( With a pumpkin patch!) 


