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 Query for May 
 

Nurturing Our Community:                                                                      

Religious Education in the Home and Meeting  

a. How does our meeting prepare its members, attend-

ers and children for worship, for the conduct of its 

business and for a way of life consistent with the            

principles of the Religious Society of Friends?  

b. What opportunities do we provide for all in the 

meeting to learn about Friends’ history, practices and 

testimonies, the Judeo-Christian tradition, the life 

and teachings of Jesus, and other religious traditions?  

c. How does our meeting’s religious education pro-

gram provide experiential learning that enhances the 

sense of belonging to our worshipping community?  

d. How do I help create a home where all members of the 

family receive affection and understanding and where                      

visitors are welcome?  

e. How does my manner of living enrich body, mind and 

spirit; enable all to learn what it means to live a life of                       

Spirit-led commitment; and demonstrate a high regard for 

family, community and the integrity of creation?  

f. How do I engage with my family and others who are dear 

to me regarding such sensitive topics as death, faith, money, 

sex and drugs?  

In her Musing this month, Maggie shares a quote 

from Chief Seattle which begins: The earth does not 

belong to man. Man belongs to the earth.    

A new book arrived on my doorstep the other day: 

A World on the Wing;: The Global Odyssey of  
Migratory Birds  by Scott Weidensaul.  While hot 
off the presses, it has taken a life-time to write.   

Weidensaul’s love of observing birds on the wing 

began in childhood and was cemented as a passion 

at the age of twelve when he got to watch the migra-

tion of raptors at Hawk Mountain.  As he says in 

the book, fortunately for him ornithology is one 

field of study where experienced amateurs are                   

accepted into the company of professionals and he 

now travels the world banding, recording and ob-

serving migratory birds. His passion is one that 

brims over with despair and hope.  The book is a 

very sobering assessment of what we do in our igno-

rance to the needs of the ’others’.   With technology 

now so sophisticated, tiny transmitters can be                     

attached to the backs of birds that weigh less than 

an ounce and their migration flights tracked in real 

time. The results have been astounding and clearly 

show how our propensity for development is drasti-

cally affecting the ability of birds to survive.  “By one 

measure, North America has lost fully a third of its 

birds, some three billion  individuals just since the 

author was twelve”.  While sobering, the book also 

shows how change is beginning to occur. Well 

worth a read!                                       

A single explanation of a fact                                                          
only explains it from a single point of view. 

           William James 



Minutes: april monthly Meeting 

 
The West Grove Monthly Meeting of the Religious 
Society of Friends, West Grove, PA, was  held via 
Zoom the Eleventh of Fourth Month 2021.  The 
Fourth Query on Care for the Meeting was read.     
In answer to the comment that West Grove mem-
bers do not often visit other Meetings, Molly Wood 
suggested an “Ambassador Challenge” in which 
someone would attend another Meeting  on a specif-
ic First Day and we would ask someone from another 
Meeting to visit us.  We should reach out to smaller 
Meetings including Oxford Meeting (Nottingham 
Monthly Meeting).  Mary will take the suggestion to 
the Western Quarter Coordinator for the possibility 
of setting up such a program in the Quarter.  World 
Quaker Day on 10/3 is another opportunity for the 
Meeting to set up a program for those in the commu-
nity who may like to know more about what happens 
in the brick building on the hill in West Grove.   
 
Minutes - The minutes of the last Meeting were                    
approved. 
 
Treasurer - Alyce Denver reported income of 
$3,085.95 for the last month, including Day Care 
rent of $1,000, and expenses of $1,660.23.  We’re in 
the black!!  She will send the deposit to G & F Car-
peting for the tile replacement along with the signed 
contract.  After discussion about the increased wifi 
charge for the Day Care Center, Friends decided to 
consider that the extra $18 is included in the rent so 
as to be lenient on the Center during the pandemic 
crisis. 
 
Day Care - The new floor tiles have been chosen; 
unlike the current tiles, they will be a single color.  
Kathy offered to do the quarterly walk-through with 
Director Karin Kryak. 
 
Property - Kathy has installed the new lock on the 
Social Room door, so now two keys are required to 
open it.  Mary offered a new key to a member of 
Compassionate Friends, but she didn’t take it                          
because she was not sure if they would return. Mary 
will contact another member of the group to try to 
learn more. 
Clean-up day 4/24 - Because most of the tasks can 
more easily be accomplished by the Boy Scouts than 

Meeting members, Friends decided to cancel the 
day.  The work on the flower beds can easily be 
done by a member in a few hours.  Carol volun-
teered to work on them. 
Handicapped parking place - Molly will ask the 
Borough Manager if we can borrow their stencil. 
Kathy has another pin oak tree to plant in front of 
the Meetinghouse. 
 
Thanks were extended to all who do work for the 
Meeting. 
 
Meeting ended with a period of worship. 
 
                        Kathy Kirk, Clerk 
  Mary M. Sproat, Recording Clerk 

 
When Life Grows Dingy 

 
I acknowledge the commonplace in my life and my 
surroundings. 
 I have been letting life grow dingy on my 
sleeve.  Often it is very easy to take all things for 
granted.  This I do with my friends; often also with 
the joys that are inherent in much of my living;  
also with the blessings and graces of life without 
which much of living would be utterly beyond the 
springs of my endurance.  I acknowledge the com-
monplace in my life and my surroundings. 
 
I seek this day an active wonder. 
 An active wonder is the desperate need of 
my mind and spirit.  The awareness of the unex-
plored and the untried until I find my way into 
their secret places, this I need and I seek. The                     
illumination of wonder over my familiar landscape, 
revealing in ordinary things, fresh glories; making 
manifest in my familiar heights and depths that 
which I have never known—this I need and I seek 
this day. 
    
     Meditations of the Heart 
            Howard Thurman 



 

 
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. 

 

april financial report 

 
 

Receivables:    Donations   $  100.00   
  Vzn Upchg  $  287.46 (Day Care) 
  Rent         $1,000.00             
  Total           $1,387.46   
 

 

Payables:        Expenses       $ $3,210.01 

   

 ****  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!  

 

Maggie’s Musings. . . 

On April 22nd, Earth Day,                                                   
I took a walk                                                          

and wondered at an avenue of trees 
bursting with pink blossoms,                                     
the thick green of new grass,                                              

and the tender green of new leaves.                              
When I returned home,                                                 

there were no less than five bright yellow 
goldfinches on our bird feeder!          

Clear sunlight warmed me                                           
as I stood on the porch                                                     

and I thought of my favorite quotation 
from Chief Seattle: 

 
The earth does not belong to man.                                   

Man belongs to the earth.                                                  
We are all connected.                                                         

Man did not create the web of life.                                      
He is merely a strand in it.                                             

Whatever he does to the web                                                   
he does to himself.  



Westgrovia 
Previously in Westgrovia . . . 

 

One day Poor Owen was wandering 

through town and came upon the mer-

chant’s house.  There he saw the Jewel on 

her balcony, brushing her ebony hair with 

an ivory comb and studying her opalescent 

skin in a silver mirror.  Poor Owen was daz-

zled, and  every day after he returned for 

another glimpse.  The townspeople shook 

their heads and clucked their tongues at 

this.  For, they said, the Jewel is a treasure 

Poor Own can never afford.  

 

One day while Poor Owen was admiring 

the Jewel, one of her suitors appeared.  

“I have offered you all that I own.” The 

suitor cried. “Yet you will not have me! Why?! 

The Jewel replied daintily, “You are a farmer. 

You offer me nothing but dirt and smelly 

cows.  Bring me silver, rubies, gold, and                           

diamonds and I will have you.”  As the suitor 

staggered away in despair, Poor Owen thought 

about silver, rubies, gold, and diamonds. 

Some people                                                   

need to be told they are worthy,                                     

and that they are loved,                                     

not because                                                     

no one told them before,                                 

but because                                                      

someone told them they weren’t. 



Codes that guide our lives . . . 

On Sunday, April 11, the New York Times asked 
their readers to share about the personal codes that 
are guiding them through life.  Each response is 
thoughtful and worth pondering. 
 
Jeanne McSorley:  “My father died when he was 
84, and when he was 80 years old I asked if he’d 
had any regrets in his life. ‘I wish I’d been more 
kind’”, he said.  Jeanne continued, “I am an                      
impatient person (as was my dad), and as I try to 
improve myself as I move forward in life, the idea 
and practice of kindness have become my personal 
motivating force.” 
 
Kristy McCaffery: “Many people live by the Gold-
en Rule (treat others as you wish to be treated), but 
I’ve come to follow the Platinum Rule, which is to 
treat others as they with to be treated.  Treating       
others as they wish to be treated requires a willing-
ness to learn about others’ lives.” 
 
Diane Detlefsen: “I can state my goal in life no  
better than the words attributed to Ralph Waldo 
Emerson. . . ‘To leave the world a bit better,        
whether by a healthy child, a garden patch or a   
redeemed social condition; to know even one life 
has breathed easier because you have lived. This is 
to have succeeded’.” 
 
William Dock:  “Just inside a harbor on Fidalgo 
Island, gateway to Washington’s San Juan Islands, I 
recall seeing a small rectangular sign on the end of 
a dock declaring ‘Your Wake Defines You’ in red 
and white lettering, intended for boats that create 
havoc if they pass too quickly.  This has also                          
become my mantra. No matter what I am doing, I 
always pay attention to the impact my choices have 
on others.” 
 
Bambi Vincent: “My guiding philosophy, a simple 
code I live by, is: ‘What if everyone did that?’  Every 
little action (or inaction) can be judged by that                      
credo. From leaving (or picking up) litter, to one’s 
behavior driving a car, to kindness or rudeness—
each thing alone may be insignificant, but… what if 
everyone did the same?” 
 

Erik Hansen: “After the Great Recession wiped my                  
community journalism career away, I came up with the 
following mantra to help me stay unbowed and positive 
in the face of external and internal oppression and                      
negativity while I reinvented myself: ‘Create more.                   
Consume less’.  . .  It prepares my soul for inspiration, 
friendship and love while driving me to work hard with a 
sense of joy.” 
 
Linda Gaines:  “My husband, Robert Lutz, had a code 
that he lived by - he taught it to our children, and I 
adopted it because it’s perfect: 
 Be reasonable. 
 Be kind, 
 Be funny. 
He died last fall t 65. I miss him every day.” 
 
Michael Zentman: “Be the person your dog thinks you 
are.” 
 
 

And one of my favorites is the advice Cinderella’s                    
mother gave to her as her mother was dying:                                 

“Have courage and be kind”. 
 

How about you?  What code or mantra or principle helps 
guide your life?  If any of you are willing, we could share 
them in the next newsletter. 

A few new (to me) words that are just fun to know: 
 

Liminal:  A liminal space is the time between the 'what 

was' and the 'next.' It is a place of transition, a season of 

waiting, and not knowing. Liminal space is where all 

transformation takes place, if we learn to wait and let it 

form us.  <This word was part of an Eggers’ discussion 

and describes what I call ‘Waiting for the next door to 

open’. . . I never knew there was a word for that 

thought.> 

Hylodes:  aka tree frogs and around here, Spring                     

Peepers.  For me they mean spring is truly here and I 

mark their arrival on my calendar each year. The earliest 

that they arrived on the farm was March 12 in 2012  and 

their latest arrival was April 12 in 2018. 



 

 

 

 

 

Lassiter . . . Her blog from April 1st.  To see all of 
what she has written, use this link: 

https://www.lassiterwilliams.com/blog 
 

I want to write a memoir but I’m kind of bored by 
my own story.  What a pickle. 

A recent write-your-own memoir prompt was “the 
smell of dirt”. 

I don’t have anything Toni-Morrison-eloquent to 
say about the smell of dirt, but I like it.  And I liked 
playing on big piles of it when I was a kid.  Con-
struction sites where my dad worked.  They could 
be dangerous, I guess...rebar and cement block and 
power tool thingies with giant blades.  Bulldozers, 
hammers, rocks, sticks.  Not pretty pretty princess 
stuff, but it was okay.  I was into the mud.  Glori-
ous mud!  I don’t remember trashing my dad’s van 
afterwards, but we must have.  Maybe it didn’t           
matter because there was no upholstery.  Or 
seats.  Just tools rattling around in a metal box on 
wheels.  

Anyway, playing on dirt piles was fun. Building  
castles, preparing for battle, going to battle against 
your brother’s dirt pile/castle.  Which reminds me: 
growing up sucks.  When you’re a kid, you can kill 
everybody and die all you want with zero angst or 
consequence.  When you grow up, you can’t even 
fake die without getting some kind of performance 
review.  What’s cool about that?  Until recently, I 
thought being a grown up put me more directly in 
contact with the magic I craved as a kid.  I demand-
ed unicorns and miracles but too well knew the 
difference between imagined and real.  Now I can 
buy myself all the unicorns I want on Amazon!  But 
as a kid, when it was time to go home, the castles 
and battlefields became dirt piles once more and 

we climbed into a real van.  An uncomfortable van, but 
a real one.  

I’m less convinced by what’s real now.  Clinging to                
notions of it like, Please!  Be real! Stay solid!  Things like 
safety, home, self, democracy, America the Exceptional, 
me at the top of the food chain.  Please!  Stay                            
real..!  What a reversal.  The kid had a much more solid 
grasp on what was what.  When something bad hap-
pened, it was always someone else’s fault (my little sis-
ter’s).  There was always someone to go to for repara-
tions (Mom and Dad).  Now, something bad happens 
and it’s all my fault.  I have to check my karma and              
intentions and ego and neuroses and privilege and     
shadow and upbringing before choosing what to eat for 
breakfast.  I make all the bad shit happen!  By flying in 
airplanes and watching TV and being born and buying 
food that comes wrapped in plastic and so on...My fault 
is the default.   

Also, my imagination controls me even more now, 
bleeds into reality with awful-izing (if this word isn’t in 
the dictionary it should be after this pandemic) and                   
catastrophes around every corner.  As a kid, the game 
always ended and there was pizza and a movie on VHS 
to ground me back in this good, solid world.  Sure, the 
boogie man scared me, but it was someone else’s job to 
make him go away.  And he only showed up every now 
and then.  It wasn’t my Sisyphean task to scare him off 
every second of every day.  Someone else had the final 
word with “that’s not real,” and I believed them. But 
now the boogie man has set up shop in my news feed 
and my head.  Boogies have become a way of 
life.  (Another crazy reversal—I think of boogies as a kid 
thing, right?)   

WTheck? I’m going back to being a kid.  She was never 
bored with her own story.  Because there were castles 
and battles and she was writing it as she went. Boogie 
men and news feeds be damned. Maybe I will write a 
book about dirt piles.  Better yet, maybe I will go outside 
and find one, climb up to the top of it, feel the mud 
squishing in my shoes.  And reclaim this reality for me, 
whatever the heck I imagine it to be.  

Why do we close or eyes when we pray, 
when we cry, when we kiss, when we dream? 

Because the most beautiful things in our life are not 
seen but felt only by the Heart.” 



A very special quilt by Rachel . . . 

Sometimes quilts can be so much more than just                     
blankets.  This one was therapy for me. 

Our daughter’s best friend, an equine vet, had a 
baby who only lived for three days.  It was a devas-
tating experience for all of us who knew Mary.  

My way to deal with it was to do what I love to do: 
cook for the family and make a memorial quilt.  
The footprints on the label are from the Oh! so 
happy Facebook post Mary posted the day Lillian 
was born. 

 
 
 

 
 

The biography of William James  ( b 1842, d 1910) 
  by Robert D. Richardson 
 
William James, as the sub-title of the biography                     

indicates, was “In the Maelstrom of American 

Modernism” and was contemporary with the other 

intellectuals of the day: Emerson, Longfellow, 

Whitman, Thoreau, Darwin, and many others who 

were instrumental in bridging the widening gap 

between “how it has always been” to the possibili-

ties of seeing and understanding the world differ-

ently.  James described one of the professors at     

Harvard where James taught as one who refused to 

recognize that the ways of educating were changing. 

The professor had  “. . . flanges on his mental wheels 

which will only fit one gauge.” 

James grew up in a large socially and intellectually active 

family.  The daughters of Emerson were frequent house-

guests and the head of the James household, Henry 

James Sr., frequently sailed the family across the Atlan-

tic for long sojourns in  Europe.  The relative rootless-

ness of the family and the various people with whom 

they had frequent contact made for fertile soil for the 

active mind of William. 

“(William) James’ willingness to listen, his risking of rid-

icule, his spiritually democratic openness, still moves us 

to let  them all in, just as he let into his life a parade—

like the finale of a Fellini  film– of healers, reformers, 

and visionaries.  He let in Horace Fletcher, the diet guru 

and messiah of munching; Annie Payson Call, the                       

currently invisible author of still useful books on thera-

peutic  relaxation; Tom Davidson, the ebullient philoso-

phy teacher and apostle to the working man; S. H.                   

Hadley, whose conversion in a New York waterfront 

mission prefigures Bill Wilson and Alcoholics Anony-

mous; Clifford Beers, who fashioned his own harrowing 

story of mental illness into a biting and effective call to 

reform; Elwood Worcester, the co-founder of the Em-

manuel movement and popularizer of Gustav Fechner; 

Fechner himself, the German psychophysicist who, after 

a serous illness, woke to see the entire universe as alive; 

and Bill Bray, the working-class English evangelist whose 

vision has the reality of a summer morning and whose 

feet walked the road while his head swam in heaven. 

William James let into his life all these and many, many 

more whose brash originality, looping idiosyncrasies, 

and private languages effectively shut out most commu-

nication with others.  They are not mad, but they are 

not mainstream.  They are strong, roiling back-eddies 

along the edges of the great river of mind, but they are 

as much a part of the  river as the main channel, and 

William James knew it.” 

In the late 1800s and early 1900s philosophies about 

education were changing.  Education was shifting from 

Label with footprints 



classical to more practical courses of study.  One of 

the new and exciting fields of study was psychology 

and James was at the forefront of developing this 

‘new mind science’. 

Wm. James was very interested in understanding 

why people believe what they do and his Varieties of 

Religious Experience remains a classic today. 

On faith:  “(The element of faith) is a belief in 

something concerning which doubt is still theoreti-

cally possible: and as the test of belief is willingness 

to act, one may say that faith is the readiness to act 

in a cause the prosperous issue of which is not certi-

fied to us in advance.  Faith is an essential func-

tion;  it is ‘the power to trust, to risk a little beyond 

the literal evidence’.   

In fact, he (James) maintains, we cannot live or 

think at all without some degree of faith. Faith is 

synonymous with working hypothesis. He asks us to 

consider a climber in the Alps who has worked 

himself into a position from which the only escape 

is by a terrible leap. With hope and confidence, he 

feels he can make the leap. But if fear and mistrust 

preponderate, he may hesitate until at last, exhaust-

ed and trembling, he launches out in a moment of 

despair, misses his footing and falls into  the abyss.  

In this case the part of wisdom is clearly to                   

believe what one desires, for the belief is one of the 

indispensable conditions for the realization of its 

object.  Faith here creates its own verification.                 

Believe, and you shall be right, for you shall save 

yourself.  Doubt, and you shall again be right, for 

you shall perish.  This is not a leap to faith but a 

leap resulting from faith. Again and again he urges, 
success depends on energy of act, energy again                   

depends on faith that we shall not fail, and that 

faith in turn that we are right— and faith thus        

verifies itself. . . .  

William James: an interesting, self-tortured, bril-

liant man;  younger brother to Henry James Jr., 

novelist famous throughout Europe; contemporary 

to so many influential people at the turn of the century.  

He was well-travelled not only in Europe but in this 

country as well and survived the devastating 1906 earth-

quake in San Francisco.  And just as his mother Mary 

was the glue that held the family together as he was 

growing up, William’s wife Alice was the glue that held 

his family together. 

Biographies are such fun!!!  Reading this biography                    

offers insights to the conclusions that James drew in his 

book Varieties of Religious Experience. 

  

It is good to make an end of movement, to come to a 

point of rest, a place of pause.  There is some strange 

magic in activity, in keeping at it, in continuing to be 

involved in many things that excite the mind and keep 

the hours swiftly passing.  But it is a deadly magic; one is 

not wise to trust it with too much confidence. 

The moment of pause, the point of rest, has its own 

magic. . . There is an inner insistence toward wholeness 

and it is this that the moment, the experience of quiet, 

announces.: “Bring in your scattered parts, be present at 

all the levels of your consciousness.  This is the time of 

togetherness”. 
 

                    Meditations of the Heart 
                       Howard Thurman 



Paul’s page . . . 

This past spring I tried something new.  I tapped 

the Maple trees around my yard with the hope of 

having my own maple syrup.  Ideally, one would 

tap Sugar Maples but having none, I tapped what I 

had which were mostly Norway Maples.  At times I 

had nine taps trying to collect the sap as it headed 

back up into the tree.  I collected gallons of sap but 

when I boiled it down there was not a lot left… 

about one quart.  I probably should have boiled it 

down further but what remained had a light sweet 

taste, so I stopped. 

Ideally one should  tap Sugar Maples but those 

trees, which are dominant in the north, do not 

grow well in our warmer climate.  Here we need to  

look for Red Maples to tap.  Sap from Red Maples 

contain a lower percentage of sugar, only 1 to 2%, 

as compared to 4% for Sugar Maples.  Eighty                           

gallons of sap from Red Maples will produce one 

gallon of syrup.  I did not have nearly eighty gallons 

of sap and did not boil it down that far before I was 

satisfied with the end result. 

Since then, I have scouted along the edge of the 

woods looking for some Red Maples.  I’ve found 

four large trees that will allow for two taps each 

next spring.  They are capable of giving a gallon of 

sap in ideal sap weather.  I’ll order a few more taps 

for next year and be ready to go by early February. 

Long term, I’m planning on ordering and planting 

a grove of Red Maples this fall.  Although realisti-

cally I’ll never tap them, as they need to have a        

diameter of at least ten inches for tapping, hopeful-

ly some future generation will follow me. 

The government has given us another round of 

stimulus checks to help ignite the economy.  

Whereas both Carol and I qualify to receive them, I 

just received the first check for $600 but Carol’s 

has not come yet.  My $600 was partially given to 

causes within the community.  Now I’ve been                

considering what other uses I want to support with this 

money.  My needs and wants are minimal and covered 

by my social security so I’m fortunate to be able to help 

others.  My main guideline is that I want to give the 

funds to a cause that will benefit the community.  I’ve 

decided a definite portion is gong to the local fire                       

department.  I’m also going to make a donation to the 

Nazarene Church’s food bank.  I’ve taken my extra eggs 

and produce there and I’m always impressed by their 

commitment to help feed those in need in the commu-

nity.  Then there is a new church attempting  to open in 

the Lincoln Village.  They are cleaning out an old small 

brick building that has sat empty for the last ten years 

and has steadily deteriorated.  Prior to that it had served 

as a Mennonite Church, a charter school and another 

unaffiliated church.  Way back when, I don’t know what 

it may have been.  To me having a church to serve the 

local community is a real plus and I’m sure my small 

donation will help reach that goal.  As of now, I’m still 

looking for other parts of the community I can help 

with a donation. 

With West Grove Meeting only gathering twice a 

month for worship, I have been attending another 

Quaker Meeting on the alternate Sundays.  This other 

Meeting has been gathering on a regular basis through 

most of the covid outbreak. To me, attending Meeting 

on a regular basis is one of the corner stones of the 

Quaker faith.  With mask wearing and spacing, no prob-

lems ever arose.  Everyone during the epidemic has                      

individually decided what is safe and how to avoid                 

coming in contact with others who unknowingly may 

have the virus.  For me, I no longer see friends I once 

had because of their refusal to wear masks.  I no longer 

will go into stores where the employees do not wear 

masks regardless of whether or not they may be vaccinat-

ed.  Yet I can’t help but think how safe the West Grove 

Meeting room is especially with all the spacing available.  

My disappointment is that others do not share the need 

I have to attend Meeting.  

     Paul 



Black Bean Burgers 
 
Ingredients 
1 - 14 oz. can Black beans, drained, rinsed, and patted dry 
½ Tbsp Olive oil 
⅓ cup Red bell pepper, minced 
½ cup Onion, minced 
1 Garlic clove, pressed 
¾ tsp Cumin 
½ tsp Chili powder 
¼ tsp Garlic powder 
⅛ tsp Paprika 
¼ cup Panko bread crumbs 
¼ cup Feta cheese 
1 large egg (can replace with about 2-3 Tbsp Sweet potato, cooked & mashed) 
1 ½ Tbsp BBQ Sauce or Ketchup 
Pinch salt & pepper 
 
Directions 

1. Preheat oven to 325°F . 
2. Spread beans evenly onto a lined baking sheet and bake for 15 minutes until slightly dried out. 
3. In a medium skillet, heat olive oil and saute onion and pepper over medium heat until peppers 

and onions are soft, about 5-6 minutes. Add garlic and cook another 30 seconds. 
4. Turn mixture onto a paper towel lined plate and blot some of the moisture from the vegetables. 
5. In a food processor, combine the vegetable mixture with the cumin, chili powder, garlic powder, 

smoked paprika, bread crumbs, cheese, egg, BBQ or ketchup, salt, and pepper. Pulse everything 
together, then add the dried black beans. Pulse the mixture again, leaving some larger chunks of 
beans. 

6. Form into patties– about 1/3 cup of mixture in each. 
7. To bake: Place patties on a parchment paper lined baking sheet and bake at 375°F for 10 minutes 

on each side, 20 minutes total. 
8. To grill: Place patties on greased aluminum foil and grill 8 minutes on each side. Heat temperature 

is personal preference as all grills differ. Generally, black bean burgers should grill on medium-high 
heat about 350°F–400°F. 

9. Serve with your favorite toppings. Store leftovers in the refrigerator for up to 5 days. 
 

From Molly’ S kitchen to ours . . . 

I only drink coffee on days that begin with ”T”:  

Tuesday and Thursday. 

Today and tomorrow.  

Thaturday and Thunday. 



Back in the day. . .  

I became a farmer when Mr. K gave us Roses V.K. 
Victoria K. (aka Vikki) in acknowledgement of my 
having learned to milk by hand on those morn-
ings when he was indisposed and his herd of six 
needed to be milked.  Before Mr. K. moved his 
herd, Vikki gave birth to Jennifer K. Flowers and 
thus begins the story of our herd which began 
with these two registered Jersey  cows. 

Growing up as a suburban princess, I did not 
have a clue about the lives of cows.  The fact that 
a cow needed to have a baby every year for there 
to be milk in my ‘frig never crossed my mind.  
Fortunately for me, LaVerne Dougherty DVM 
had his office (Crest View Animal Clinic) just 
down the road on Route 896.   He was very      
generous with his knowledge and love of all                         
animals, great and small, and very patient and 
good humored with a novice farmer.  

Since Vikki had calved shortly before becoming 
‘mine’, I started farm life with a daily supply of 
fresh milk (which was transformed into butter, 
buttermilk, ice cream and a few attempts at 
cheese) and those weekly trips in my VW Bug to 
Longeneckers Cheese House with the excess milk.  
Jennifer had been born in February and a couple 
of months after that Dr. Dougherty asked if I had 
considered how I was to get Vikki bred.  
What?????  Why??? 

Since we did not have a resident bull, Dougherty 
recommended that I get in touch with ‘Stumpy’, 
Mr. Stump, the local A.I. guy. (Back in the 70’s 
A.I. meant artificial insemination, not artificial 
intelligence!).  Mr. Stump arrived with black bind-
er in hand and wanted to discuss my breeding 
plan.  While I allowed as how there was not ‘a 
plan’, he asked the most important question, “Do 
you want to grow your dairy herd?”.  After an    
emphatic ‘No’, (milking one cow twice a day was 
about all I could handle), we decided to look at 
the beef rather than dairy offerings and settled on 
an inexpensive Black Angus bull. Nine months 
later, ‘George’ was born.                                                                                

In the intervening months, we had expanded our herd to 
include two pregnant Black Angus mothers: Ferdy 
(Ferdinand) and Gerty (Gertrude).  Of their babies, one 
was a girl, the other a boy… and thus was born our farm 
motto: ‘breed the girls and eat the boys’.  When my                       
parents would come to the farm for dinner, as we sat 
around the table, my father would ask, “So, who are we 
having for dinner tonight?” and we would share stories of 
the antics of our herd. 

Over the years, when the herd of mostly pure bred Black 
Angus grew to number sixteen it became difficult to tell 
them apart, so Richard (my now ex-husband) decided we 
needed to put number tags in their ears. Mmmmmm.  
Somehow, we got them in the barn, managed to block 
the entrances/exits and tag all but one.  The last one was 
a brindle so it would have been easy enough to tell him 
apart from the others, but Richard said “No, he needs to 
be tagged too”.  I was told to hang on to and brace 
against the pipe gate that was propped across one of the 
entrances/exits.  As the now enraged steer charged                    
toward the gate, Richard yelled for me to “Stand your 
ground!”  I held onto the gate but ducked down as the 
steer leaped over the four foot gate and sailed over my 
head.  This was during the time when OJ Simpson was 
leaping over luggage in the American Tourister commer-
cials, so of course, the untagged steer became known as 
OJ. 
 
After their first calves were born, we could not get Ferdy 
to conceive again.  She finally ended up as beef (the best 
and sweetest I have ever eaten) in our freezer and the 
butcher told us the reason we couldn’t get her bred was 
because there was too much fat around her ovaries.    
Marbled beef at its very best! 
 
Gerty on the other hand, was the consummate mother.  
She regularly dropped a baby (one time, quite literally: I 
was watching her from the kitchen window and was 
astounded to see her baby plop out onto the ground as 
she walked.  She turned around to sniff and lick it as if 
to say, “Oh! Hi little one! Where did you come from?”. 
As the herd grew and the girls had their babies, Gerty 
would gather all of the babies together and babysit while 
the other mothers went off to graze.  She had a special 
‘song’ that she only sang when the babies were quite 
new—maybe for the first two or three weeks.  It was my 
delight to sit in the grass and listen as she murmured to 
the babies napping in the sun . 



   Just for Giggles . . 

So technically, 

Moses was the 

first man to 

download files 

from the cloud 

using a tablet. 

Life is a small gap                                        

between                                                       

birth and death.                                   

So in this gap                                                    

be happy                                                           

and try to make others happy.  

Enjoy every moment of life. 



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: TERREWODE Reintegration                            
Program for Obstetric Fistula Survivors  
 
Location: Uganda 
 
Grant Amount: $30,000 
 
Grantee Website: terrewode.com/ 
 
Areas of Impact: Gender Equality, Health 
 
Mission of Terrewode 
TERREWODE’s mission is to build community ca-
pacity to eliminate obstetric fistula and systematically 
empower women and girls to meaningfully partici-
pate in the development process.  
 
Project Summary 
The goal of the project is to provide the comprehen-
sive care women need to fully heal from the trauma 
of obstetric fistula and successfully reintegrate into 
communities. This includes psychosocial counseling 
(including family and marital counseling), health, 
nutrition, and safe motherhood education, family 
planning education and services, and social reinte-
gration support.  
 
Why We Love This Project 
Terrewode addresses the social consequences of fis-
tula: the discrimination, stigma, shaming, social iso-
lation, high rates of divorce, and abandonment. Eco-
nomically, women with fistula are pushed deeper 

into poverty as they experience workforce discrimina-
tion and increased costs for health and hygiene 
needs. The reintegration program that follows surgi-
cal repair allows new beginnings, a restoration of dig-
nity and purpose, confidence, and leadership. Educat-
ing the community on the risk factors for obstetric 
fistula is gradually creating cultural shifts and improv-
ing overall maternal health in Uganda.  

Magic all Around Us 
 

I seek new levels of awareness                                                
of the meaning of the commonplace. 

 
It is easy for me to take things for granted and to deal 
with them without sensitiveness.   
When have you noticed the color in the sky?  
When have you looked at the shape and place of a 
tree?  
What about the light in the eyes of your friend when 
he smiles?   
The gracious manner that your child has in meeting                     
people at the door?   
The moving insight and the power of the words of a 
hymn, the music of which you enjoy?   
The way the cut in your finger healed, leaving                       
scarcely a trace of the opening?  
The spontaneous response which overcomes you 
when you are face to face with some poignant human 
need?   
The times when deep within our heart you whisper a 
thank you to Life, to God or, as you may say,                          
to the Fates! 
 

There’s magic all around us. 
In the rocks and trees,                                                                

and in the minds of men, 
Deep hidden springs of magic. 
He who strikes the rock aright,                                                        
may find them where he will. 

 
      Meditations of the Heart 
            Howard Thurman 

http://terrewode.com/
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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 

a.m. 

Frog Jumping Day 

No Socks 
Day! 

May Day 

World Otter 
Day 

My Loom 
 

The weavings of life. 
Warp and Weft . . . 

At right angles; 
Threads intertwined. 

 
          John Parsons 

Cinco de 
Mayo 

 

National 
Memo Day 

 

Meeting for 

Worship 

10:00 a.m. 

Mothers’ Day 

Memorial 

Day 

International 

Migratory 

Bird Day 

International 

Museum Day 

Scavenger 

Hunt Day 

Teacher Appreciation Week    3rd—7th 

May is Creative Beginnings Month!!! 



The End 

Now,                                                                           

every time I witness a 

strong person,                                      

I want to know:                                                        

What darkness                                                           

did you conquer                                  

in your story?                          

Mountains                                                                  

do not rise without 

earthquakes. 

Katherine Mackenett 

If someone is 

speaking to 

you in a                          

foreign accent, 

they are smart 

enough to 

know two           

languages                   

and were 

brave enough 

to do their job 

in their                            

second. 

 

Sometimes you 

have to let go                             

of the picture of 

what you 

thought life 

would be like                                                  

and learn to 

find joy                                                        

in the story you 

are actually 

living. 

Rachel Marie Martin 

There are high chances                               

that your point of view                                                             

is not the only one possible! 

                                            Carl Sagan 
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