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SLC Board Chair

Our Board of Directors for the Spiritual Life Center is growing and
changing! First, I want to thank Janet Novins for her three-year term
as a Board member. While on the Board, Janet served on the
Spiritual Director Support Committee and contributed a tremendous
amount to our community while serving on the Board. Thank you,
Janet!

At our June 10th meeting, three new Board members will begin
their three-year terms. These members are Agnes Curry, Daniel Lee,
and Joseph Tobin. I encourage you to review their bios and
pictures on our website. We are looking forward to all the ways
these three new members will help us to grow, reflect, and move
forward as a Board as we serve our community of seekers.

As a member of the community, never hesitate to reach out to me
or any other member of the board. We are here to serve the
community and look forward to our upcoming year of 2021-2022. 

With gratitude,
Lisa Hudkins

 What's happening at
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Kelly Jane Cesar, an intern in the current internship,
and her partner CJ will be welcoming a baby into their
family this summer! Here Kelly Jane and CJ receive a
baby quilt made by all the members of the internship
class. 
Special thanks to Stephanie Brennan for the inspiration
to make this quilt and for being the one to stitch all the
contributions into a beautiful whole!

submitted by Andree Grafstein



Congratulations, Roberta Enofe, 
on your graduation May 21 from

Hartford Seminary. 
 

You worked hard to earn your
Master’s degree in Religious Studies
while at the same time fulfilling
requirements for the 1st year in

our Internship in Spiritual Direction. 
 

Kudos  to you! 
 

Your Spiritual Director 



The seed was ready to sprout.

It needed warmth from the sun,
fertile soil, and precious rain.

Like many trees, it could have
grown alone in a field. It could
have survived, but it may not
have thrived. The field would
have offered no protection from
the hot sun and the strong
winds.

Instead, the seed sprouted
among a community of trees in
an ancient forest. Some of the
trees had well established roots
and a grand canopy which
sheltered the sprout from strong
sun and wind while allowing it
room to grow. The wise trees
shared the ways of the ancient
forest and at night the little tree
could see the starlight sparkling
through the elegant canopy.  

The Unfolding: Reflections on
the First Year of Spiritual

Direction Training

by Nancy Janiszewski

continued on the next page... 



... continued from the previous page

And the little tree was not alone in its schoolhouse. The other saplings
encouraged the young tree in its growth and when the tender leaves
unfurled, the tree felt safe. The saplings did not say “your leaves are too
green, or too yellow, or too small or spotted.” They did not point out the
holes where a caterpillar had taken bites. Instead, when the tree spoke,
the other trees listened, and they held a sacred space for the little tree.
They did not have to say “you can trust me little tree” because trust was
the foundation of their growth.

Owls kept watch over the forest. They flew into the canopy and said “I’d
like to help. I’ll sit with a small tree and listen, and that small tree can tell
me what it’s like to grow up in this forest. I’ve lived in this forest for quite
some time and perhaps my words will help strengthen its trunk and
branches and make it feel more secure in its growth.” And so, the owls
visited the young trees. 

The unfolding happened gradually that year. The sapling grew stronger,
and its leaves turned the sunlight into energy. The tree canopy would
catch the rain and then gently release nourishing drops to the base of the
tree. Some days winds would blow through the forest; the little tree’s
branches would bend but would not break. 

 



Inspired by a little Woolley Bear Caterpillar hibernating under the
leaves in my garden. Lessons in trust, contemplation, being held by
the Divine and our interconnectedness to all that is. And when the
time was right he left my garden and continued on his journey to

eventually become the Isabella Tiger Moth: more lessons in trusting
our deep inner knowing. Knowing when to rest, when to speak, when

to move and when to be still in silence on this path of becoming a
Spiritual Companion was all reflected under the dry, brown leaves

and cold dirt of the earth. One small fuzzy caterpillar was waiting and
resting until he knew from a deep inner wisdom when to wake and 

start moving again towards the light.

The Hands of the Divine are Everywhere: A Meditation
in Wool Appliqué on the First Year of the Internship. 

by Stephanie Brennan



In my morning practice, I asked God again about my next job. What
would it be? Where, when, and how would I find it?
 
I went to the kitchen for something to eat and found an avocado.
The skin was hard to the touch — a clue that it was not yet ripe.
Not wanting to spend a lot of time finding something to eat, I
decided to cut it open anyway. A thin layer of the flesh was stuck to
the seed, confirming for me that the avocado was not ready yet.
 
I instantly realized that this was God's answer to my earlier
question. His answer was, "it is not time yet, be patient." I was in
awe, having seen God in the details of my avocado. God in all
things, all things in God.

The Lesson of an Avocado
 by Mandy Rahardjo



 
He traveled in a world unknown, a tongue twisting into one sound.

He was sold to slave owners, pushed out of his fold.
He could only make a life to please God.

He took a wife as he learned the native tongue.
Never forgetting where you once had come.

His dreams were guides to not only him alone.
The dreams were guides of fortune, fatal failure.

He once wore a colorful cloak with gold given to him by his faithful father.
A father who never once gave up hope that he would come home.

Time of treasure, time of tearing of pain.
Grain for the giants, Grain for the gout.

A kingship of favor, the boss of the known.
Plagues, famine, so many being alone.
Yet, Egypt was prepared for the fight.

It was the dream of the Pharaohs that brought safety to Egypt’s shores.
It was his brothers who brought gifts to pay for some food.

Hungry, tired, raw he saw his brothers in need.
All the rabid revenge he could unfold because of sins of old.

He said from his heart forgiveness, love.
This was forgiveness that flowed.

His father and youngest brother never known, he embraced with love.
God never left him in the times of hurt, brokenness, cold.

God was there guiding the dreams of this young man now old.
This Father of a tree called life.

by Valerie Miller

Joseph



My mind has a history of running in circles and not being quiet.

Before COVID hit us, I could not sit down for more than three minutes
for meditation. I thought this is stupid, it doesn’t work for me, why
bother.

However, once COVID befell us and I had to work remotely for over a
year, I slowly learned how to meditate. I had a lot of time in which to do
so. My workload, which normally involves working closely with people
all day, fell off dramatically. I had nothing to do but attend the
occasional Zoom meeting, go to the gym, and read novels. Believe
me, there are only so many novels you can read! I’m not a TV watcher,
so that wasn’t an option for me. I was always grateful for the job, it’s
just that it got very quiet.

My meditation started when I installed a meditation app on my phone.
The app has many types of lightly guided meditations, led by different
teachers. They are not very long either, about 11-12 minutes, so they
are easy to fit into a busy day (even though my days weren’t that
busy.)

by Kate Fennell

Reflections on
Meditations 
During COVID

continued on the next page



After about a week of doing daily meditation following my app, I noticed that
my mind was calmer. It had stopped racing, and it was able to let go of
things it had been holding on to. I have felt a difference in my daily outlook.

Another thing that has helped my mind be quiet is my recent study of
centering prayer. As far as I understand it, and I am just at the very
beginning of my understanding, centering prayer consists of saying a one-
syllable word such as God. Among other things, it also involves
surrendering to God. I am trying to do this throughout the day. For example,
I was just in a Starbucks, and found myself getting impatient. (This happens
to me a lot in Starbucks, I don’t know why. Maybe I should stop going
there!)

Anyway, I started to chant “God” to myself and found myself accepting the
wait and everyone around me.

These are two things that have helped my mind calm down. I am sure they
will help when I return to work full time next week.

 
 

continued from the previous page



Oh, How I Love Clouds!
 

Ah -- Here’s a great cumulous
Towering o’er the lake

Crowned in golden sunset light.
Gentle is its watch over the water.

 
But slowly it divides

Like a pairing Amoeba -
New grey-white personalities

Quietly drifting apart on their own
Paths of whispy destiny.

 
A sky-meter away

Hovering about the lakeside hills,
A vast grey and white Cumulous

Guards the lakeshore town
Holding still on a 

Windless breeze-less evening.
 

Soon or in time unknown,
My cloud will vanish in the night.

Replaced come morn
By expansive stellar blue

Sky.

by Roger L. Brown

Oh, How I Love Clouds!



 
 

Oh. How I love clouds!
 

The magical water cycle
Proclaimed skyward in black and white
When lyrical photons come dashing in 

From Mother Sun to Daughter Ocean and Sister Lake.
 

Who in their zillions rain upon the waters,
Thence energizing 

Water molecules trapped to be free
To rise as vapor formed and free,

A cloud to be
 

Friends in the air
As cloud vapor
Condenses into

Water heavy dark storm clouds which
 

Rain down
Life-giving water that

Fills lakes, rivers, streams and oceans
 

And so the eternal cycle
Repeats

The forever blessing of
Life-giving water

 
Oh. How I love clouds!.

 
 

... continued



With a loud piercing song
He broadcasts my arrival

 a stranger, a guest?
 

Without pretense
He inspects my actions

 friend or foe?
 

Circling sentry
Spokesman for the forest
He sounds the warning

 you are in our home!
 

I am warned.

“For me to be a saint means to be myself.”
Thomas Merton, 
New Seeds of Contemplation (p.31)

© 2020 Laurel Pepin

Saint Blue Jay



original harp prayer/meditation entitled 

 

 

 

 played on my Dusty Strings lever harp

Just Here
by Marcie Swift

click anywhere on this page to listen

https://drive.google.com/file/d/174Uh6RfTPHKSS95qTfnLlZoK3WSYMKlJ/view?usp=sharing
https://drive.google.com/file/d/174Uh6RfTPHKSS95qTfnLlZoK3WSYMKlJ/view?usp=sharing
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by Valerie Miller



by karrie kirchner

Vulnerability
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Thank you for tuning into
The Source from 

The Spiritual Life Center.
We are glad you are here!


