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Practicing Hospitality 

 

I attend Keystone Fellowship Meeting, a small 
meeting in south central Pennsylvania, and my 
meeting is affiliated with Ohio Yearly Meeting 
(Conservative) in Barnesville, Ohio.  Besides the 
fact that some of us are plain (or simply dressed), 
one of the more visually noticeable things about 
our meeting is that we don’t always meet in a 
meeting house.  We could if we wanted to, and 
we do meet there once a month.  The rest of the 
time we worship in each other’s homes, like some 
early Friends did. Worshiping and fellowshipping 
in homes is also the practice of our spiritual and 
geographic neighbors, the Old Order Amish. 
 
Hosting meeting can be a bit of an undertaking.  
It requires planning, since our meeting for 
worship is always followed by a sit-down meal.  
When my family prepares for this, the work starts 
a week in advance with menu-planning and 
grocery shopping.  Hosting also most often means 
cleaning. We put away books; my mother clears 
her papers off the dining room table; I vacuum; 
my father rearranges the furniture to 
accommodate meeting members in the living 
room.  We get out the plates and flatware and set 
them on the counter.  
 
There are only 10-15 of us in our meeting, and 
cooking is not usually a monumental task.  I 
enjoy cooking and love preparing meals, and I 
look forward to when meeting is held at our 
house.  I love sitting in worship while the smell of 
our meal wafts out of the kitchen into the living 
room, especially when I have helped to make it.  
Some Friends might offer vocal ministry during 
meeting, but I offer food afterwards.  I like to 
think the love and joy I had while preparing it 
makes the food really special. 
 
Once our meeting hosted a gathering of 
Conservative Friends, and we prepared meals for 
sixty or so Friends, three times a day, for almost a 
whole weekend.  That was a deeply spiritual 
experience.  It was a lot of work, but it was 

meaningful to make food for Friends who so 
deeply wanted to visit and worship with each 
other.  Food was a medium through which this 
could happen, and so preparing food was service I 
offered deeply from my heart. 
 
Practicing hospitality is a meeting-wide spiritual 
discipline for Keystone Meeting.  Because we 
live at a distance from each other (for some of us, 
it is a two-hour drive to get to meeting, depending 
on where members are located), we regularly 
spend a few hours with each other when we meet.  
Worship and sharing a meal are very important 
aspects of our time together, and they do require 
time and energy, but going to each other’s homes 
deepens the fellowship.  For example, one of the 
families in our meeting is hosting three high 
school-age students from Korea.  These guys like 
to play and tease, and they consider it great fun to 
untie the apron strings of the women who help in 
the kitchen.  My mother usually laughs and teases 
them right back.  I enjoy singing with them at the 
piano, and I think their energy and playfulness 
add spark to our fellowship. 
 
Holding meeting in homes means that we are 
inevitably involved in each other’s lives, and 
sometimes personal concerns become corporate 
meeting concerns. . After my grandmother died, I 
moved back home from graduate school and from 
living in another state. My sister came home from 
college, and our family couldn’t host meeting 
because our house was full of belongings.  Other 
meeting members graciously offered to host 
instead.  One family even let me store my 
furniture in their garage for the summer.  Most of 
the meeting came to my grandmother’s memorial 
service, too. 
 
I don’t know what the practice of hospitality 
means to other Keystone Meeting members 
personally, but I do know what it means for me.  
Besides the opportunities for creative expression 
and heartfelt service, I find the practice 
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Scheduled Meetings for Worship 
(For worship at OYM monthly meetings see www.ohioyearlymeeting.org) 

 

Meeting Location 
Contact 
Person 

Contact 
Information 

Meeting 
Schedule 

Athens Christian 
Christian Friends 
Meeting 

140 Alexandras 
Ave., GR 11471, 
Athens, Greece 

Themistoklis 
Papaioannou 

info@christianquaker.net 
Tel.302106453392/mobile 
306932258757 
http://christianquaker.net/ 

Weekly 
First Days,  5:00 PM 
Bible Study 4th Days 
5:30 PM 

Capitol Hill Friends Washington, DC Micah Bales 316-210-6224 
micahbales@gmail.com 
capitolhillfriends.wordpress.com 

2nd & 4th Fourth Days 
Meal 6 PM,  
Worship 7:30 PM 

Caprock Friends  
Christian Fellowship 

33rd & Elgin 
Lubbock, Texas 

Michael  
Hatfield 

www.texasfriends.org 
michael@texasfriends.org 

Weekly 
First Days, 6:00 PM 

Chattahoochee Friends 
Worship Group 

Norcross, GA 
(Atlanta suburb) 

Scott King 770-315-9478 
http://peachtree.quaker.org 
a_lang@bellsouth.net 

Weekly 
First Days, 10:00 AM 

Denver Conservative 
Friends Worship Group 

Denver, 
Colorado 

Isabel 
Penraeth 

303-200-0626 
a@quakerjane.com 

Monthly 
Fourth 4th Days 

Foothills Friends 
Worship Group 

Greenville,  
South Carolina 

Don Shabkie dshabkie@gmail.com 
http://greenvillequakers.com/ 

Weekly 
First Days, 1:00 PM 

Friends Gathering 
in Jesus Christ 

Evanston, 
Illinois (near 
Chicago) 

Mike 
Conover 

773-252-3773 
MBConover@aol.com 

2nd, 4th Seventh Days 
AM; 3rd Day Evening 

Friends in Christ Harrisville, 
Michigan 

Kimberly 
Anne Makela 

plainquakers@gmail.com 
www.plainquakers.org 

Twice a month/1st & 
3rd First Days, 10:00 
AM 

Goshen Meeting Scone, Scotland Paul 
Thompson 

UK # 01738 620688; Bookseeker 
@blueyonder.co.uk 

Twice a month/1st & 
3rd First Days 

Greenwich Friends London, England Simon 
Watson 

Simonw@quaker.org.uk 
 

Weekly / First Days 

One in Christ  15th St. Meeting 
House, NYC 

Brian 
Doherty 

212-279-6200 
bdoherty1969@mac.com 

Monthly / 2nd Fourth 
Day, 7 p.m. 

Richland/Ashland 
Friends 

Loudonville, 
Ohio 

Scott Savage 419-368-9419 
(leave message) 

Monthly / 2nd First 
Day 

Ripley Christian 
Quakers 

Ripley, 
Derbyshire, UK 

Mike 
Wakefield 

UK # 01773-541424 
Rcquakers@lomaxes.me.uk 

Weekly 
First Days, 10:30 AM 

Salisbury Friends  
Worship Group 

Salisbury, 
Maryland 

Kye Parsons 410-749-8221 
kyeparsons@hotmail.com 

Weekly 
First Days, 1:30 PM 

 Little Falls, 
New York 

Geoff 
Gilmore 

315-823-0616 
Geoff@gsgilmore.com 

Monthly 
3rd Fifth Day 

 
 

Financial Contributions Appreciated 
 

The Conservative Friend is financed through 
contributions from readers, with help from OYM.  
Small donations for TCF, as well as larger ones, are 
gratefully accepted.  Please make checks (postal orders 
for donations outside US) to “The Conservative Friend” 
and send them to Elvina Krekler, 1187 State Hwy 250, 

Adena, OH  43901.  The value of a subscription is 
$10/year.  Any excess over $10 that a person 
contributes for a given year’s subscription is probably 
tax deductible, because TCF is a publication of Ohio 
Yearly Meeting. 
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Practicing Hospitality 
(continued from Page one) 

 

of hospitality is really a discipline of making 
room, of opening to something much greater than 
I am.  In the Scriptures, I read about Christ 
wanting to be within us and to engage us in 
fellowship: “Behold, I stand at the door and 
knock; if anyone hear my voice and open the 
door, I will come in to him and will sup with him, 
and he with me” (Rev. 3:20).  As I help my 
parents tidy the house and move the furniture for 
worship, I am also preparing myself for a time of 
deeper fellowship with Christ.  I sometimes find 
it helpful for me to avoid books or movies on the 
day of meeting.  I also feel strongly about 
preparing spiritual space so the rest of Keystone 
Meeting can come into an atmosphere that is 
calm and conducive to listening.  I want Christ to 
feel at home among us.  When I sense in my heart 
during meeting for worship that Christ can sit 
down and eat with me, that is a deep fellowship I 
would never trade for anything.   
 
One day during the summer, meeting was held in 

the county east of us.  It took my family an hour 
to drive there. We arrived, and our hosts were 
busy arranging chairs for a backyard meeting for 
worship.  “We’ve got an extra chair,” one host 
said.  “Is there anyone else coming?”   

 
“Elijah,” my sister and I said at exactly the same 
time, thinking of the Jewish practice of keeping 
an empty chair at the table during Passover. There 
were a few chuckles. 
 
 One thoughtful Friend said quietly, “If Elijah 
comes, I will be happy to give him my seat,” and 
then we settled into silence.  The food in the 
kitchen waited; behind us, the picnic table waited; 
and so did Christ, who had found the empty chair. 
 

Eileen’s article originally appeared in Spirit 
Rising: Young Quaker Voices Speak, published 
by Quakers Uniting in Publications and Friends 

General Conference, 2010.  
 

 
Upcoming Event:  “A Closer Walk with Thee,” a gathering of Christ-Centered Friends 

to be held at Powell House in Old Chatham, New York from 9/2-5/2011.  Organized by a group of Friends 
with a concern to help Friends from the northeastern U.S. have fellowship and join together in waiting 
worship, we desire simply to stand with Jesus Christ at an open door, where He offers His light and love. 
For more information contact Herb Lape, Planning Committee Clerk: lapeherb@gmail.com. To register for 
this or any Powell House conference, go to http://powellhouse.org/. 

 
 

 
The Conservative Friend is published four times a year under the care of the Wider Fellowship of Conservative Friends Committee 
of Ohio Yearly Meeting of Friends, Barnesville, Ohio  43713.  For more information about OYM, visit www.ohioyearlymeeting.org 
 
 Editor –     Raye Hodgson, 9 Newsom Rd, Oxford, CT 06478   amigaraye@gmail.com 
 Treasurer –    Elvina Krekler, 1187 State Hwy 250, Adena, OH  43901 
 WFCF Committee Convener –  Nancy Hawkins, 5190 Kirk Rd, Columbiana, OH  44408 
 
The editor welcomes articles for publication, those written recently as well as excerpts from earlier Friends’ writings.  
Subscriptions are funded through readers’ contributions and an appropriation from OYM. 
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A Dream - A Path for Communication 
 

“Oh God, thou art my God, I seek thee, 
my soul thirsts for thee; 
my flesh faints for thee, 

as in a dry and weary land where no water is.” 
Psalm 63:1 

 
The scorched sands of the desert reflected the 
tireless sunshine into the depth of the blue 
heavens.  Nothing moved except for the tiny arms 
and legs of the abandoned baby at the side of the 
road.  There was no sound . . . not a whimper or a 
cry.  Then a mass of feathery flakes began to rain 
down.  Not one would land upon the infant to 
cover her or to protect her.  Yet, they floated 
down in torrents.  Upon close inspection each 
feather appeared to be some sort of paper 
currency . . . money from the sky like an offering 
of cruel death rather than life. 
 
In the late 1970’s I experienced such a dream that 
I believe to have come from the Lord.  At the 
time of this experience my spiritual and 
psychological health were not the best.  I was 
living in a very affluent neighborhood.  I seldom 
attended any community of faith and prayed very 
little if at all.  Life had become very difficult for 
my family and me. Based on the nature of the 
crisis, legal counsel advised me to seek adequate 
financial reparation.  It was a frightening, 
confusing time for us.  I was directed to a local 
church counseling center where there were 
Christian therapists.  It was during that time that I 
experienced the dream described above.  The 
counselors encouraged me to carefully consider 
what God was telling me.  It did not take a 
spiritual giant to see that the message clearly was 
about the inadequacy of worldly things to answer 
the deep inner needs that I had at that time.  
Where then did I turn?  I continued to pay close 
attention to my dreams but there was no second 
dream in answer to my query. 
 
It became clear to me that legal advice alone was 
not going to clothe me or lead me from the depths 
of my fear, confusion and sadness.  It also 

became clear that I must take some responsibility 
for my own life or I would, indeed, die.   
 
Prayer became part of my life.  The “door” upon 
which the living Christ is always knocking 
became real and I opened it!  I reached out to my 
sister, my parents and Christian friends and was 
able to come to a satisfactory resolution of the 
matter which had caused my family such pain.  
This was very hard to do, but there was not the 
sense of helplessness and abandonment as when I 
had no spiritual guidance.  The decision to accept 
God’s leading and to lean on His strength was 
vital to my physical and spiritual life. 
 
My sister sent a key to her home, a symbolic coin 
and urged me to “come home.”  After a bit I did.  
I came home to family and eventually found my 
way to Friends and friends.  Most importantly, I 
found the meaning of the verses in Psalm 23 
which read: 
 
Even though I walk through the valley of the 
shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for thou art 
with me, thy rod and thy staff, they comfort me.  
Thou preparest a table before me in the presence 
of my enemies; thou anointest my head with oil, 
my cup overflows. Surely goodness and mercy 
shall follow me all the days of my life, and I shall 
dwell in the house of the Lord forever.” 
 
There is truly no home like His sheepfold and we 
choose to accept and depend on Christ.  I believe 
that it does often take very difficult work and 
great trust to go forward in God’s leading.  Jesus 
led some of his disciples away from their worldly 
work to a spiritual path.  Surely it happens with 
us today as well.  Each of our paths is probably 
unique.  I am grateful for the understanding that 
dreams have been paths of communication for my 
soul’s sake. 
 

Faye Chapman is a member of Rockingham 
Monthly Meeting of Ohio Yearly Meeting.
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Continued on Page six 

A Dream - A Wish That Your Heart Makes, and Sometimes More 
 

“A dream is a wish your heart makes.”  
Cinderella sang that to me back in 1950, when I 
was a boy.  Enchanted, I started trying to recall 
dreams to see what I was wishing for.  Not much 
luck, as I remember. 
 
Ten years later I was reading about dreams in 
college psych texts – how we symbolize problems 
in them and sometimes work out solutions in our 
sleep.  Again, lots of efforts to recall dreams.  But 
again, not much luck. 
 
Now sixty years after Cinderella, I find that I’m 
good at recalling dreams.  Maybe it’s my 
Parkinsonism, or maybe the meds for it, but I’m 
getting vivid dreams, live and in color, and 
remembering many, too.  And these days, 
sometimes the dreams relate to Scripture reading 
done the evening before.  And some mornings I 
find I’ve been given a gift:  clear recall of a 
dream based on Scripture, and a new insight, too. 
 
That happened recently.  You’ll know the 
Scripture at once, but what moved me deeply 
were the extras my dream had added to it.  At 
first I took this as a blessed gift to me alone, but 
not so.  After sharing it in the silence of meeting, 
I know the dream is for my sisters and brothers, 
too.  Here it is. 
 
I’m in a maze of windowless corridors of arched 
brick, all of them dim and dry.  Just where this is 
and why I’m there are unknown.  From 
somewhere at a distance, I hear distinct knocking.  
What relief!  Perhaps it’s someone to lead me 
out! 
 
I’m here!  Come in!  I shout, my voice echoing in 
other empty hallways.  “Come in!”  But it comes 
to me that, though I’ve never seen it, I know that 
the distant door, wherever it is, is locked from the 
inside.  If there is to be rescue, I must find that 
door.  I must open it. 
 
The knock, firm and insistent, itself echoes down 
the gloomy corridors, and as I approach, I hear a 

voice, too.  But both knocking and voice are 
muffled, and no wonder!  For as I turn a last 
corner, I clearly see the heavy wooden door, at 
the far end of a long corridor.  But that corridor is 
packed with rubbish, piled halfway to its arched 
ceiling.  Bulky items and small ones lie 
haphazardly together, and some things are almost 
obscured under another kind of mess:  thousands 
of sheets of crumpled white paper. 
 
My heart sinks.  No way to answer that knocking 
and those muffled words unless I dig a path 
through all that debris.  With some disgust, I 
begin – and at once I begin to recognize items.  
The first is a crab net from my boyhood, its bent 
metal hoop still strung with dry-rotted knotted 
twine.  And half tangled through it, a fishing rod 
with a minnow-shaped spoon hiding its hook.  
That first pickerel, eighteen inches long!  I 
remember parading up the street with it hanging 
from a stringer, stopping at each house to collect 
adults’ praise. 
 
I wade over near a broken chair with an 
overturned typewriter on its seat, then stop 
because something has snagged my legs.  That 
Underwood recalls a newspaper photo from sixty 
years ago, a dark-eyed, sharp-faced little boy 
sitting at the machine, peering from under an 
editor’s visor.  The headline above reads, “Boy’s 
‘Takey Avenue Times’ makes bow.”  How I’d 
loved it when classmates handed me cut-out 
copies of that photo and write-up, even if only 
because their mothers had insisted.  Somehow 
that made it even better. 
 
And what was that, tangling my ankles?  I 
reached down and freed them from a moldy black 
cassock, buttons all the way down the front.  I’d 
worn one, with a white linen surplice, for several 
years as an altar boy, surely impressing the 
worshipers with my piety and starched finery.  
“You say your Latin responses as if you 
understand them,” a priest once said.  “I do, 
Father, “ I answered, eyes down.  And I did, 
unlike most of the boys who gabbled mindlessly  
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Continued on Page seven 

A Dream - A Wish That Your Heart Makes, and Sometimes More 
 (continued from Page five)

 
through the words.  That priest was impressed by 
me, but of course, so was I. 
 
The firm knocking continues, but now I am 
getting uneasy.  For I realize now Who is out 
there. 
 
“I’m coming!”  I shout.  “Please don’t go away!”  
My heart sinks at the mountains of trash still 
ahead, but I push on, wading through the paper. 
 
I bend to pick up a crumpled sheet and 
recognized a page from a short story I’d tried to 
write in my ‘twenties.  I was a Catholic monk 
back then, as I was for thirteen years, and I was 
sure I’d bring the world to its knees through my 
fiction. 
 
So that’s what all the paper is!  Crumpled, 
discarded sheets from short stories, poems, novels 
started but never finished.  Reams and reams of 
typing paper, crumpled a sheet at a time across 
sixty years.  Some stuff did survive and get 
published.  How I delighted in that, and in 
autographing books! 
 
Now I stumble again, bark my shins against a 
metal post leaning across my path.  “Ow!”  I yell 
and drag the shaft free.  At its top is a handsome 
metal sign:  “Reserved for Vice President for 
Academic Affairs.”  How I’d loved to drive into 
my parking place, always empty for me, stop the 
car and let that sign speak to me!  The walk into 
the administrative building, the climb to the 
second floor, respectful secretaries greeting me 
all the way. 
 
And then the carpeted office, my desk lamp 
already turned on for me, my assistant handing 
me the day’s sheaf of letters and papers.  I glance 
around.  There was a desk plate, too, with my 
name and title.  It must be here, somewhere under 
all this other junk. 
 
For something else is now coming to me besides 

what Presence is beyond that distant door.  All 
this stuff, this clutter, is the accumulated junk of 
my life.  All of it, in some way, served as mirrors 
in which I’d admired myself, through which I’d 
shamelessly wasted time and love.  I feel myself 
blush deeply as I push on – to confront the 
biggest obstacle of all. 
 
It is my administrator’s desk, with my academic 
gown and colors wadded up on one corner.  That 
desk is huge, mahogany, and surely beyond my 
strength to move alone.  I give it a shove, then 
another; it doesn’t budge.  Now I’m panting, 
feeling desperate.  I call out toward that locked 
door.  “Hey, please don’t leave!  I’m alone in 
here, and I can’t do this alone!” 
 
But then I’m not alone.  Even as I speak, I sense 
someone beside me.  He’s a man of shorter 
stature but broad-shouldered.  Black haired and 
bearded, he’s dressed in a workman’s tunic.  I 
don’t dare turn to see him fully, but he leans into 
the heavy desk, and I do, too.  It begins to move.  
We pause to breathe, each with hand on the desk, 
each panting, and I dare to turn toward him.  I 
want to say with Thomas, “My Lord and my 
God!” but He’s smiling with a gentle warmth that 
chokes my voice.  And now he bends down and 
picks up something from just beyond the desk.  
It’s my academic cap, my handsome mortarboard 
with its tassel of braided gold threads.  The 
perfect cap to doff in salute after I’d read all the 
names and diplomas were in hands.  How they’d 
cheer! 
 
But now my savior, friend and brother looks at 
the odd headgear quizzically, and then at me a 
raised eyebrow.  Then he takes the cap (which 
had always been stored in its own padded box) by 
its edge like a Frisbee – and he sails it down the 
corridor’s length.  It bounces off the heavy door 
and falls out of sight.  Emmanuel grins at me, 
then laughs out loud.  I do, too, tears salty in the 
corners of my mouth. 
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A Dream - A Wish That Your Heart Makes, and Sometimes More 
 (continued from Page six)

  

We lean side by side and put shoulders to the 
desk.  It rolls aside like a stone from a tomb’s 
mouth.  Not far beyond us, the door’s bolt slides 
open and the door swings inward.  And the 
fullness of His radiance floods the corridor, 
suddenly empty of everything except me. When I 
awake in bed, all of it is gone but the salty taste of 
tears. 

Now, perhaps it was just an old dodderer’s 
dream, fueled by a failing brain and lots of pills 
and capsules.  So, take it as you will.  For it’s 
yours now, too. 
 

Jim Atwell 
is a Friend from New York.

 
 

Ohio Yearly Meeting Clerk’s Letter to Conservative Friends 
First Month, 2011 

 
Dear Friends: 
 
Greetings to you all in the love and grace of 
Christ Jesus! 
 
The Lord has brought some things to pass lately 
that seemed to be of general interest, so I asked 
Raye if she had space to run a “clerk’s letter” in 
this issue.  
 
Keystone Fellowship Monthly Meeting, where I 
am a member, has started the process of 
recognizing gifts. This month, David Eley and 
Chip Thomas were recorded as ministers 
following approval by Stillwater QM. They bring 
the number of recorded ministers in Ohio YM to 
14. Actually it is not rare to have two people 
recorded in the same year – it has happened six 
times since I was born (in case thee thinks that I 
am young), and eight of the current fourteen were 
recorded in the same year as someone else.  
 
Randy Giffen said at Ohio YM in 2006, “We 
need to pray for the anointing of the ministry in 
our meetings.” We also need to pray for the 
continued growth of our currently recognized 
ministers and pray for the Lord to continue to 
raise up gifts in others. We need to be mindful 

about needs that David and Chip might have as 
they find their way in their recognitions. As an 
aside, we should be praying for all of our 
members – whether their gifts or callings have 
been recognized or not. Christ Jesus has so much 
for each of us to experience, but too often we are 
so busy with our own things that we miss the 
better things that He has for us! 
 
Keystone Fellowship MM also has recognized 
Steve Geyer and David Eley as Elders. It has 
been a joy to see both Steve and David grow in 
this particular gift, and as above, we should keep 
them in prayer for their continued growth in the 
Lord’s service. They both bring a lot to our 
meeting.  
 
Rich Sidwell has announced that he is retiring 
from serving as Head of School at Olney. He has 
ably led the school during a period of growth in 
attendance and renovation of many buildings. 
Rich has done an outstanding job and will be hard 
to replace (like Nirmal at the Walton!). 
 
Two things have started to materialize for the 
bicentennial of Ohio Yearly Meeting  (2012-
2013). The first is a booklet on Ohio YM’s 
history. The booklet could be considered an  
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Ohio Yearly Meeting Clerk’s Letter to Conservative Friends 
(continued from Page seven)

illustrated companion to Bill Taber’s history of 
the YM – it is not intended to replace his book. I 
plan to use photos and maps to help tell the story 
of how Ohio Friends have served the Lord since 
our first meeting was founded (which was in 
1782). It is less expensive to print illustrations 
today than it was in the 1980s, and I think that the 
booklet will have some interest. 
 
The second bicentennial project is a historic 
website: www.quaker-chronicle.info. This site is 
still in its early stages and needs lots more time 
than I have had available. I have started posting 
historic tidbits that I have come across during my 
time in Ohio YM, which is now 20 years! I have 
posted two historic memorials already and hope 
to eventually have all our memorials (we have 
around 100) posted by our bicentennial.  
 
Myrtle Bailey mentioned to me at yearly meeting 
in 2009 that we should either do memorials for 
everyone or else not do them at all. Bill Cope said 
something similar about 50 years ago and started 
the process of writing short memorials for each 
member at Middleton who died. The website will 
make it possible for thee to contribute 
information on any person, which over time will 
be the same as writing memorials for all of our 
members.  
 
Some of you may know that Ohio YM has a lot of 
information on historic members. In the mid-
1800s, one of our members was responsible for a 
“Book of Testimonies.” There are many 
memorials for members in this forgotten book. 
Then around 1900, one of our members named 
Joseph E. Meyers wrote several short biographies 
of Friends of his day, recording many instructive 
details. For example, he wrote that 

Robert Milhouse, a minister at Pennsville, was 
noted during his day for speaking to most items 
of business on the yearly meeting floor. Meyers 
noted that at the time, ministers did not 
participate a lot in business decisions, limiting 
themselves primarily to prayer and other spiritual 
matters.  
 
For the website, I am very concerned about the 
safety of information. Some people make a living 
by finding out information about living people 
through websites and finding ways to steal their 
money. I do not want this to happen to thee. For 
the website, only a limited amount of information 
will be posted about living people.  
 
Does thee have any photographs thee can share 
with me? I would be delighted to scan them in for 
use either in the book or website. I don’t need to 
keep original photos. Also please don’t be bashful 
– I don’t know who has what, so please let me 
know what thee has. Perhaps I can let Friends 
know when I will be around – this will allow thee 
to bring thy photos, get them scanned, tell me 
about who is in the photo, and then thee can take 
thy photos back home. These two projects will 
help collect things that will enhance the collection 
in the Heritage Room.  
 
These two small historic projects are interesting 
things to do because of our 200th anniversary, but 
they do not replace our primary focus on listening 
to Christ Jesus for direction in our daily lives. 
Thee needs to be faithful to what the Lord is 
asking of thee today.  

 
Seth Hinshaw is a member of Keystone 

Fellowship in Pennsylvania, and can be reached 
by e-mail at sethhinshaw@yahoo.com

 As obedient children, let yourselves be pulled into a way of life shaped by God’s 
life, a life energetic and blazing with holiness.    
        From 1 Peter, Chapter 1, The Message
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Continued on Page ten 

The Word of God, Jesus Christ, Was Born and Lived on Earth 

In him was life and the life was the light of 
human beings.  The true light still shines in the 
darkness to enlighten every human being.1   
 
Because of his Love for the World2, God, having 
spoken in times past by prophets3 chose to speak 
through his beloved Son and calls us to listen to 
him4.  So the law and the prophets were until 
John and since then the good news of the 
Kingdom is proclaimed5.  The Law came through 
Moses, grace and truth came through Jesus 
Christ6.  Jesus came that we might have life, have 
it more abundantly7 and know the new and living 
way God had planned8. 
 
John preached repentance for forgiveness of sins, 
that living a life that befits repentance is more 
important than one’s ancestry and that God can 
raise up, from the stones, children of Abraham9. 
Jesus too, called people to repentance for the 
kingdom of heaven is at hand10. 
 
Jesus came because he was sent by God the 
Father’s Love11, to bring good news to the poor, 
to bind up the broken-hearted, to set at liberty 
those who have been crushed12.  He calls people 
to see that love is to be the motivation of our 
lives.  He calls us to love others13 as he loves us – 
as he, in turn, had been loved by God the 
Father14.  Jesus taught this so that his Joy should 
be in us and our joy be full15. 
 
He taught that reconciliation with God may be 
immediate – like for the thief on the cross16.  A 
 
1 John 1:1-9, Philippians 2:5-8 
2 John 3:16 
3 Hebrews 1:1-2 
4 Mark 9:7 
5 Luke 16:16 
6 John 1:17  
7 John 10:10 
8 Hebrews 10:20 
9 Luke 3:8 
10 Matthew 4:17  
11 John 15:9, John 3:16 
12 Luke 4:18-19 
13 John 15:12, 1 John 4:16-21 and 4:7-11 

basis for thankfulness17 but not a basis for pride18.  
Ongoing relationship is dependent on right 
actions19 and attitudes towards our fellow human 
beings. 
 
Jesus set an example of forgiving20 and He taught 
forgiveness as conditional on forgiving others 
too.21 He stressed the importance of helping those 
who are least able to help themselves.22 
 
Jesus did not speak on his own authority but as 
the Father taught him23 No one has seen God; the 
24only son who is in the bosom of the Father has 
made him known.   Several times Jesus took the 
accepted norms of his day and instead of 
supporting them said “But I say unto you25. 
 
Jesus flowed with the Love of God, and called 
people into that flow.26 He did not allow people 
to be content with justifying themselves,27 by 
loving only those that loved back in return28, but 
showed that one’s neighbour is anyone in need,29 
he calls us to love our enemies30, bless those who 
make life difficult for us and to do good to those 
who hate us.  He exposed the hypocrisy of the 
leaders of his day31 and called for servant 
leadership32 who would freely give as they 
 
 
14 John 15:9 
15 John 15:11 
16 Luke 23:43 
17 Matthew 9:2, Luke 7:37 
18 Luke 17:10, Ephesians 2:1-10 
19 Note Matthew 18:5-6 may also be translated “gives 
offence to” 
20 Luke 23:34 
21 Matthew 6:15 18:23-35 
22 Matthew 25:31-end, James 1:26-27, Luke 16:1-9 
23 John 8:28 
24 John 1:18 
25 Matthew 5 & 6, Luke 6, John 4:19-24  
26 John 15:9 & 12 
27 Luke 10:29, 1 John 2:9 
28 Matthew 5:46-48 
29 Luke 10:30-37 
30 Luke 6:27-35 
31 Matthew 23:13-36 
32 Matthew 23:1-13  
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The Word of God, Jesus Christ, Was Born and Lived on Earth 

(continued from Page nine) 
 

 
had received33.  He was not surprised to be 
persecuted, for he saw that “If he had not come 
and spoken to them they would not have sin; but 
now they had no excuse for their sin”34 
 
Jesus, the Word, the true light, came to his own 
home, but his own people received him not, but to 
all who received him, who believed in his name 
he gave power to become the children of God35.  
There is an opportunity to be born anew 36of God, 
and become a new creation in Jesus Christ. 37 
 
Jesus promised that the Father would send the 
Holy Spirit in his name to teach and bring to 
remembrance what Jesus said 38the Spirit of truth  
 
 
 
33 Matthew 10:8 
34 John 15:22 
35 John 1:11-12 note cleansing promised 1 John 1:9 
36 John 3:7 
37 2 Corinthians 5:17 
38 John14:26 
 
 
 
 
 

to guide into all truth. 39  Jesus promised that the 
heavenly Father would give the Holy Spirit to 
those who ask him.40 The fruits of the Spirit are 
love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, 
faithfulness, gentleness, self-control. 41 
 
Let us run with perseverance the race that is set 
before us, looking unto Jesus the author and 
perfecter of our faith who for the joy that was set 
before him endured the cross42 . . . he is seated at 
the right hand of God43 and intercedes for us.44 
“Why”, Jesus continues to ask, “do you call me 
Lord, Lord, and not do what I tell you45”? 
 

Charles B. Lamb of County Tipperary, Ireland 
 
 
 
 
39 John 16:13 
40 Luke 11:9-13, 1 John 4:9-16 
41 Galatians 5:22-23 
42 Hebrews 12:1-2 
43 Mark 14:62, Luke 22:69, Mark 16:19, Acts 2:33 
     5:31 7:55-56, Romans 8:34, Ephesians 1:20,   
     Colossians 3:1; Hebrews 1:3 8:1 10:12 12:2,  
     1 Peter 3:22 
44 Romans 8:34 
45 Luke 6:46

 
 

 
Sit in solitary silence with God. Listen to thy Inward Teacher and learn to hear what thee is being 

guided to do. Quakerism is an experiential religion, built on the belief that we can each of us 
experience God directly, discern God's will for us directly, and use God's strength to do as he 
wishes. Prayer is our link with God, and it is fundamental to any pursuit of the Life and the Way. 
 

From Practical Advice for Those Seeking Quakers 
Isabel Penraeth, www.quakerjane.com 
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Times of Blessings 

I know all of us have had experiences when we 
think back at what happened to us and we realize 
that our prayers were answered. There was 
Divine help given to us.  This has happened to me 
different times. 

One time was at the time of my father’s death.  I 
was fourteen years old.  I did not feel grown up 
and secure then.  I felt going to his funeral would 
be the hardest thing I had ever had to do.  I felt I 
would be so emotional and upset.  However, my 
father had talked to me about prayer, and I was 
very aware of the faith our family believed 
in.  But this was my first time of real need to face 
a hard situation.   It was also my first real 
experience of receiving the extra strength I 
needed.  The night before, I spent time in prayer 
asking for strength to face the day and to be 
strong.  When it was funeral time I was pleased 
with the way I felt.  I could accept what I had to 
accept.  I was helped. 

Another time was when I was nineteen years 
old.   As a graduation present from Olney  I was 
given a round-trip ticket  to go to Monteverde, 
Costa Rica to visit my Uncle and Aunt (she was 
the Mother in my life), and my brother and 
sister-in-law.   My childhood girlfriend, 
Caroline Stanley, was invited to go to see her 
Grandparents, Aunts and Uncles in Monteverde, 
too.  So we planned to meet and travel 
together.  That we did.  As it turned out Caroline 
was in no hurry to come back to the U. S.  I had 
reasons to come back sooner than she did.  I did 
not look forward to travelling alone.  But I knew I 
would have to do it.  I prayed I would be given a 
safe trip. 

I flew from San Jose to New Orleans.  As we 
were nearing New Orleans I asked the airline 
stewardesses, “Where do I get the limousine, and 
do you know how close it will get me to the bus 

station?”   They said, “You know what?  We 
drive right past the bus station to get to our 
apartment.  You may ride with us.  We will let 
you off there.”  Was I ever pleased and 
thankful!  That is just what they did.  I went into 
the station.  The bus I wanted was loading for 
Mobile, Alabama.  I got my ticket and got right 
on. 

At Mobile I had a two hour wait before a bus 
would go to Fairhope.  So I was seated waiting, 
when a friendly lady came to sit by me.  We 
visited about what we were doing and where we 
were going.  I told her I was going to Fairhope to 
see another brother.  She said she was going to 
Fairhope, also.  Then she said she was waiting for 
her family to come by to take her.  Next she 
asked if I would like to ride with them.  She told 
me they would leave me at the Fairhope bus 
station.  I said I would appreciate that.  So it was 
another most generous gift to be again helped to 
reach my destination.  It all went so well.  Such 
kind, helpful people were placed in my path.  I 
have always remembered that trip home from 
Costa Rica.  It has made me know a loving caring 
God watches over us.  How can I be thankful 
enough? 

There have been other times throughout my life 
when I have been cared for, and my children and 
husband have been, too. Praise be to our loving 
God and Jesus Christ. 

What ready help our Father gives 
To struggling saints below! 
He sends His heavenly messengers 
His power and grace to show.  

– D. DeHaan 
 

Sara Kirk is a member of  
Short Creek Monthly Meeting, OYM 
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The Essential Jesus 

 
In this day and age we often hear people speaking of Jesus, often mentioning His 

Biblical teachings as well as His desire to provide eternal life for folks who have demonstrated 
a willingness to follow Him.  And that is good. 

Unfortunately we have not recognized that He is alive and present in the midst of His 
people - and we are His people when we are willing to listen to that ever-present voice within 
us.  Yes, Jesus, the glorious Son of God, is preaching to us as vividly as He taught His 
disciples. 

When we listen and obey that prophetic voice, He takes away our propensity to indulge 
in violence or psychological oppression.  Rather, our great Savior implores us to love our 
adversaries to such an extent that they too will be encouraged to recognize the power of God. 

Thus Jesus gathers us as a people prepared not only to listen but also to obey.  And 
when a community is ready to receive His love, Jesus prevails on us to love each other as well 
as the Holy One. 

Then in relating to Christ, we, through His power, are led to serve our fellow humans 
under the direction of God.  When we become a people of the Most High, Jesus is here.  Let us 
recognize that we need to let Him rule our lives. 

 
Arthur Berk is a member of Fifteenth Street Meeting, New York Yearly Meeting, and 

an affiliate member of Rockingham Meeting, Ohio Yearly Meeting 


