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The St., Clare Fellowship, Third Urder of The Society of Saint Francis,
meets monthly at S5t. Mark's Cathedral, Seattle, Washington. The members are
the Rev. John Francis Walker (Spiritual Uirector), Gloria Goller (Convener},
Ernest Adcock, Ella Maria Mora and her hushand, lale Hawley, and LCarole
Hoerauf (Secretary).

Last fall, on Uctober 3rd., we attended the life profession of Gloria
Goller as a Tertiary Sister in the Third Urder. The Rev. John Francis Walker
received Gloria inte the Urder during the morning communion service at her
home parish, 5t. Barnabas Episcopal Church, Bainbridge Island, Washington.

At the invitation of the Rt. Rev. Robert Hume Cochrane the Order of St.
Helena tecently opened a house in Seattle. Its chief purposes are to foster
a life of prayer, a deepening of Christ within each person, and hospitality.
Along with other religious groups we have made initial contact with the Urder
and have supported them financially.

Carole Hoerauf attended the play, "Saint Francis, Troubadour of God's
Peace," a dramatic presentation written  and performed by Leonardo Defilippis.
Through the play Defilippis shares 5t. Francis' conviction, conversion, and
cosecration of his life as well as well as his, the actor's, own great love
for Saint Francis. Defilippis is hoping to video-tape this production in the
future; it is excellent.

£lla Maria Mora and bDale Hawley recently visited Little Portion Friary
at Mount Sinai, New York, and were warmly welcomed. They shared with us
their impressions of the monastic setting, their stay at the Friary, and the
Franciscan experience of what we are all about.

At our meetings we not only participate in the Uffices of Noonday Prayer
and Holy Communion but also engage in fellowship and study. Discussions have
centered on the booklet, The Way of Saint francis, and the following topics:

Coming face to face with the "leper:" getting the demons
into the sunlight in order to see them and to put God's love
around them.

Stigmata Day: the day during which Saint Francis experienced
the love of Christ crucified in his heart and the revelation of
this experience in the form of marks on his flesh.

The taking of man's nature to the altar for healing, linking
psychology and theology together. '

Pure sensation through meditation and, as Christ did at all
times, perfect focussing of attention on what one is doing.
Christ asked his disciples to prepare themselves to "see," to be
in tune with what they saw, so that they would know precisely
what to do and then to have faith enocugh to do it.

Sharing of "The Episcopal Franciscans" and the "Franciscan
Times."

We are now studying Richard Foster's book, Lelebration of Uiscipline, Harper
and Row, 1978; it is excellent.

Fax et bonum,
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(Mrs.) Carole Hoerauf
Secretary









-- Pat Mahon, TSF -- Portland, Oregon

I trudged up the bank of grassy sand, a pleasant roar in my ears.
As I reached the crest, a chill wind met me. Then I saw it. "It's still there.
Thank you, Lord." I always greet the ocean thus.

I was at the Gearhart Episcopal Conference Center for a Poustinia. I Tooked
to the damp sand for the message I had left for my husband that morning. He was
in another building with our parish house group. There it was, still readable:
“Larry; 1 Q2 You. Pat." I wondered if he had seen it.

I had walked down to the beach in the morning, going north with the wind at
my back, in a light rain, jogging intermitently. I set a far-off sign post as
my goal. As I neared it, the rain grew heavy. I dashed on. 1 turned back, in
the face of a pelting rain, wondering what a 50-year-old arthritic was doing,
Jogging on the beach in this wedther. By the time I reached the camp buildings,
I was soaked to the skin.

I decided that that had been the "Get Soaked Expedition." I set out again
later. What would this expedition be? I turned south. If it rained again, it
would hit by back on my return trip. I was again in dry clothes, except for
soggy tennis shoes and coat.

As I walked, I thanked God for the weather, the ocean, the sandpipers and
the seagulls. I had picked up a sanddollar earlier and asked God if he would
direct me to another so I could have one for each of my granddaughters.

I prayed for the girls, for my son, for his ex-wife. 1 began to sing the
African hymn, "Kum Ba Yah" -- Come By Here -- but forgot the words, so I made
some up; "Someone loves you Lord, kum ba yah. That someone's me, my Lord, kum
ba yah. Someone's praying, Lord, kum ba yah. Oh, Lord, kum ba yah."

I saw it, sticking up from the sand, an unbroken sanddollar! I put it in my
pocket and walked on, praying, "Thank you, Lord; one for each girl. It would
be nice if I could find them a couple more. They've been through a rough time
and deserve anything they can get." I felt like Abraham, bargaining with God
over how many innocent people it would take to save Sodom. And there was
another, and another! -

As I walked, I found more and more until my pocket bulged. I decided that
this was "The Sanddollar Expedition."

Finally I turned back, thanking and praising God. The little sandpipers
were scurrying about, pausing to dig in the sand to eat. Seagulls swooped down
and settled just above the water. A Tlabrador retriever greeted me. I rubbed
his ears, delighting both of us. He ran on and found a dalmation to romp with.

[ thought I saw the path back, but when I plodded through the dry sand, I
couldn't find my note to Larry. I turned back, walking in the deep sand with
difficulty, thinking, "Isn't that the way it is when we follow the wrong path.
The way is hard, but we much turn back to God, looking for signs of Love."

I found the note and knew I had found the way. As I reached the road, [
walked briskly. My arms and shoulders ached from the heavy, damp coat and my
legs were tired; but most important, my pocket was heavy with sanddollars and

my heart was light with joy. God blesses us more than we ask. I had prayed for
a few sanddollars and found nine!

And I had anothereighteen hours, in the Poustinia, to praise the Lord.
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THESE THURBER-ESQUE people are members of THE NEW UMBRIAN FELLOWSHIP, San
Francisco. Isn't it a swell picture? It was done by Marge Salin.

The June meeting of the Fellowship featured a mass commemorating the Martyrs of
Uganda, with Br. Derek as celebrant. (See him in the picture?) He gave a
homily on the Martyrs, with.response in depth from the group. 22 people were
there. Sister Sandra was there too and spoke about the weekend vigil and
conference of the Episcopal Peace Fellowship at Grace Cathedral, San Francisco.
It was Tlargely a Franciscan event.

AT THE MAY MEETING of the Fellowship, just as Mary Ann was struggling to begin
a presentation on "work" (she was substituting for a suddenly i11 member, and
so wasn't prepared) two strangers wandered in to the meeting, looking for help.
(Talk about "show and tell!")

THEY HAD A WORK-WEEKEND at the Bishop's Ranch in January, living in community,
sharing the Offices and Eucharist with the brothers, painting cabins...and just
generally being together. --s0 writes Mary Ann Jackman

BOOK NOTE
Abbal Father! A Personal Catechism by Gerald 0'Mahony. (Crossroad, NY $9.95)
This serniptunally based caechism presents a summary of the Chnistian faith as it
15 unfolded through the insights shed on it by taking the wond "Abba" as the key
to 445 meaning. 1 have found this a refreshment and inspination.

+John-Charles SSF















(Comt frome purisia pogs)
who need the |ight of Franciscan love, so their ferrible despair can turn into
hope.

My ministry is many-faceted. |['ve learned day by day to turn seeming adversity
into God's hidden blessings. | now serve a three year term on a beoard which

ministers to God's dear pcor, and my former talents are used as | work with
another woman alcoholic.

| have many people | counsel; the acceptance of the young is especially grati-

fying. | accept no salary for these services. | tithe my money, time, and
talents.

| feel so blessed. | remember where | once was; called a derelict in my illness
of alcoholism. | have been restfored fo sanity, to dignity as a human being,

especially as a woman.

My yearning for love, once a personal one, has been filled by St. Francis and
the Third Order. My early yearnings for a cottage, roses around the door, and
the patter of little feet came in God's own good way and in His own time. 5St.
Francis and the Third Order supplied the Love. Now all men and women and crea-
tures are my brothers and sisters. | have the cottage, | have the roses and

my dear little dog companions have supplied the patter of little feet.

If by sharing this, | could console any soul in despair; if | could help any
alcoholic, drug user, or sinner in the darkness, | then would be grateful.

Procrastination has been called the thief of time. Hence today | decided to
share a bit of my Thanksgiving, Joy, lLove, Peace, and Brotherhood.

-=Your sister in Christ, Jean M. Sullivan
- 000 - '

A LOOK AT A BOOK

"Believing in God" by Miles Lowell Yates (Forward Pub. Co.412 Sycamore St.
Cincinnati, Ohio 45202. $1.65 + 75¢ postage)

These readings are supposed to be for the 40 days of Lent, but I don't really
see why. In fact, maybe they're too much of a treat for Lent! Brother John-
Charles, SSF has edited and revised this book, originally published in 1949.

It is set up with a topic for each week, such as God's Help, God's Will,
God's Secrets. Each day begins with a line from scripture. And then come Fr.
Yates's wonderful words and arresting word pictures. You'll find much here that
will stick in your mind. Here's a small example:

"The objects of Tlove's effort are never perfect, the setting for love's
effort is never perfect, our equipment for love's effort is never perfect. But
sometimes in the midst of this discouraging imperfection, patience may achieve
a perfect work, because the tranquil power of God is in it....'They also serve
who only stand and wait.' But the standing is important -- and praying, as we
wait. Else we are not really patient; we have merely given up.

For less than the price of a good sandwich, you can have 40 day's worth
of food for thought.

-=JM
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LOVE IS ALL
(A meditation by Barbara Kelly, TSF on Luke 16:1-18)

I am prompted to share with you some thoughts I have been having on the
"Parable of the Dishonest (Unjust) (Unworthy) (Wasteful) Steward.

What is your reaction to this story? Have you, as I have, heard from a
pulpit the interpretation that Jesus commended shady dealings under certain cir-
cumstances? or that churches must make friends with civic authorities in order to
obtain special privileges? One author writes it off as a joke.

To me, there is indeed great wit of the kind derived from surprising para-
doxes and juxtapositions; also "deep sea diving" of the sort we are not equipped
to follow all the way. But I believe this story needs to be considered in its
setting (Lk. 15:2), "This man receives sinners and eats with them."

Jesus, the "face of the Father", repeatedly speaks of divine love and the
will of God for this love to saturate and guide our lives. The Pharisees and scribes,
however, lived by regulation, by judgment, eventually by despisal and neglect of
other people. To them a sinner was a thief of God's righteousness and must be pun-
ished and if necessary, ousted from the synagogue. To Jesus, sinners are like the
needy poor into whom love must be poured lavishly.

At first, the religious listeners may have identified with the "master",
but in no time it became clear that they were actually represented by the steward
himself. They had been entrusted with responsibility for guarding the treasure of
God's revelations of love and forgiveness and for administering from this treasure
for the comfort of all. But they were "wasting" God's wealth, investing it in Taws
and "traditions of the elders" whose net effect was to snuff out love and stir up
the spirit of resentment and rebellion.

The steward of the parable, however, ended up doing somewhat of his Lord's
will when he reduced the debts of several who owed large amounts. He did not al-
together forgive them, as God desires us to do, but he at least forgave them part-
way. And Tlo! the master is not angered by this further depletion of his funds.
Isn't it eye-catching (or ear-grabbing) to the Pharisees that "throwing money away"
Tike that pleases the master? Jesus knew they loved money and understood its uses
very well. Although the steward had a selfish motive for reducing debts ( so that
he would have a means of surviving after losing his job) his master overlooked that
and praised him for having begun at last to do the right thing. Tax collectors and
sinners, Jesus enjoyed telling the scribes and Pharisees, will enter Heaven before
you. Will they welcome you or will they close the door?

Thus we find co-ordination with the steward's orientation; all of us, must
forgive sinners freely and pour out on them the Tove God has entrusted to us (re-
membering, as in another parable, we are forgiven greatly). And when we die we will
find our home with them, in Heaven, where their penitent spirit, their humility
and their childlike simplicity has already brought them.

In the world's terms, the steward had looked after himself very well. He had
also inadvertently looked after his master's business interests by transforming
moribund debts into viable ones. Although the Pharisees relaxed legal requirements
when it suited them to do so, thus gaining "friends" of a sort, they made fun of the
Lord's teachings because they loved money (v.14). This preposterous story showed
them how far Jesus was from the reality they knew. But doesn't it prove out in our
own lives? Living in the world as we tertiaries do, we are sometimes beset by
exigencies of very worldy affairs. Do we assert God's primacy by maintaining our
offices, meditations, prayers and our caring deeds for others? For we'cannot
serve both God and mammon" (v.13c) and "what is exalted among men is an abomination
in the sight of God" (v. 15b).

In fact, the dominant relationship of Israel to God until the time of Jesus
was expressed in terms of laws; and even they, like money, can become centers of

our attention, belittling God. Jesus might have said, (cont. bottom of next page)
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