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In our oldest scripture God is portrayed as saying, “Let 
there be Light!” And God said, “It is good.” John’s gospel 
puts it like this: “The Word was with God, and through that 
Word God created all things.” After each different form of  
life on the earth is created, God says “It is good.” 

We can take comfort in these words because if  God 
created us we belong to God; nothing can separate us from 
God’s love. Based on this, I have been considering what I call 
the “3-Ls” of  life: Light, Love, and one more.

Our scientists have been searching into smaller and 
smaller parts of  creation, only to discover that the tiniest 
pieces of  stuff  are surrounded by — guess what? — LIGHT!  
But, we may ask, what is it that holds everything together? 
May “electromagnetism” be the scientific equivalent of  
LOVE? We are told that God is Love. What is this Love but 
the glue — the gravity, the electromagnetic attraction — that 
binds us all as One? If  so, we can affirm that all creatures — 
of  air, of  water, of  earth — are ours to love, simply because 
we are bound to each one of  our family members of  God’s 
creation.  

 Where there is no love, darkness and heaviness creep 
in. Love is the first principle, and Love is Light. Sisters and 
brothers, let your light shine in love, whether you are active 
or confined to your chair or bed, whether you are able to give 
of  yourself  or need to receive help from others. Rejoice that 
God made you exactly to do and be whatever, wherever, and 
whoever you are!  — absurd, mysterious, or unfathomable 
though this may appear to be!

So, then, we may understand that the structure of  our 
life here is made of  Light and Love. But that may be only 
the barest minimum, like an empty frame without a picture, 
or like a cup that wants filling. What shall we fill it with? 
How about something that makes us fully human? Now, I’ve 
read that we are the only creature who laughs. I don’t know 
if  that is really so, but I do say that for us, LAUGHING is 

what enhances our pleasure in playing, in enjoyment, in being 
happy. 

I heard that in India a wise man has started a whole string 
of  “Laughing Clubs” where people gather and laugh their way 
into physical and mental health. Plenty of  wise teachers have 
tried to convince us that we were put on earth to be happy, 
so let us follow their advice and decide to be happy or at least 
content. Let us Laugh as we experience what we may call 
the absurdity of  what happens to us, living in Love and 
Light.

THE “3-L” MYSTERY OF LIFE — Connie Kimos
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South, north, the cars pour forth.  
Seems like everybody’s got somewhere to go – 
Turn left —  yes, a few turn left. 
(I only wish a few more people would lean left.)

East, West, that’s what’s left. 
Nearly everybody’s headed for home for rest. 
The horns keep honkin’ and the hands keep wavin’ 
In peace and love.

North, south, by word of mouth 
Everybody knows that we stand for love, 
— Yes, LOVE, love your neighbor now —  
There’s never been a better time to love your neighbor.

East, west, love the rest. 
Lovin’ everybody is the way that’s best! 
The horns keep honkin’ and the hands keep wavin’ 
In peace and love.

CELEBRATING JIM LAMB — Dell Gossett

I’ve always felt it cheapens a 
column to begin with a joke. Here’s 
mine… 

There was a terrible flood and 
Sven was left sitting atop his house 
while the waters raged below him. 
Soon, a neighbor rowed by and 
invited Sven into his boat in order 
to row to safety. But Sven only 
smiled and said, “Thanks but no I’ll 
wait for the Lord to save me.”  A 
little while later the fire department 
extended a huge crane to just a few 
feet from Sven and urged him to 
climb on. Again, Sven demurred, 
calling out to the firemen below: 
“Don’t worry about me. God will 
provide!”  Finally, the Coast Guard, 
at considerable expense, sent one 
of  their helicopters out to rescue 
Sven and, once more, Sven declined, 
utterly convinced that all he needed 
to do was trust in God.

Not too long after, the flood 
engulfed all of  the house and Sven 
along with it. When Sven arrived 
at the Pearly Gates he chastised St. 
Peter for God’s reneging on the deal. 
“All my life,” Sven complained, “I’ve 
been told to trust in the Lord and 
He will rescue me from all harm and 
now I discover it was all a fairy tale.”  
“What are you talking about?” cried 
Peter. God sent a boat, a firetruck 

and a helicopter to save you and you 
ignored them all!”

Today’s premise: Sometimes 
the holy and the sacred can be 
found in the most ordinary of  
ways. I’ve never had a traditional 
mystical experience. I’ve met many 
folk who have, however. They 
describe, sometimes in great detail, 
their encounter with angels or the 
dearly beloved … either dead or 

alive. Many have been convinced 
that God spoke to them in a clear, 
unmistakable voice and counseled 
them on one matter or another. I’ve 
had none of  that. I know it would 
varnish my credentials with some 
if  I had, but I haven’t. So I’ve been 
forced to search for the divine in 
other ways.

If  you’re anything like me, I 
suspect there have been times in 
your life when, upon retrospection, 
you’ve realized something sacred 
had occurred. Perhaps it was BIG 
— the birth of  a child  — or slightly 
smaller — a mountain vista. Might 
it have been an act of  compassion 

or an honest conversation?  With a 
little time, we discover the treasure 
inherent in such events and vow to 
be more open to their possibilities in 
the future. The sacred voices are not 
rare in our days — but sometimes 
they go unrecognized.

I’ve found quieting down each 
day serves as a valuable platform 
for listening for the sacred voices. 
Whether just sitting still or actively 
meditating, the practice of  silence 
in the midst of  our busy routines 
provides the opportunity, over and 
over again, for holy encounters. 

Philosopher Søren Kierkegaard 
wrote, “Prayer doesn’t mean to listen 
to oneself  speaking. Prayer involves 
becoming silent and being silent and 
waiting until God is heard.”

Tawdry as an opening joke may 
be, a closing one is probably even 
worse:

Every ten years, the monks in the 
monastery are allowed to break their 
vow of  silence to speak two words. 
Ten years go by and it’s one monk’s 
first chance. He thinks for a second 
before saying, “Food bad.” Ten years 
later, he says, “Bed hard.” It’s the big 
day, a decade later. He gives the head 
monk a long stare and says, “I quit.” 
“I’m not surprised,” the head monk 
says. “You’ve been complaining ever 
since you got here.”

I’VE ALWAYS FELT… — Rich Mayfield

{sung at a celebration for Jim on March 24, 2019}
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Some of  you may be traveling to Asia this year 
and would like some travel tips. I have lived in two 
Asian countries and visited more over a span of  47 
years. I have never met a toilet I couldn’t overcome, 
but there have been some close calls. Prior experience 
is always helpful and growing up in rural America with 
no electricity or running water does immunize one to 
conditions in other countries.  

My first encounter with an 
Asian toilet occurred about two 
hours after setting foot in Asia for 
the first time: Korea in January of  
1953. My buddies and I had just 
disembarked from a troop ship 
and were put on a train traveling at 
night to move us closer to the front 
lines. When I announced to my 
seat mates that I really had to go, 
the only response I received was, 
“Lotsa luck.” The first challenge 
was to find the toilet. My nose 
guided me to a small compartment. 
There was no stool, only a slit in the floor. The frigid 
updraft was enough to freeze my plumbing for the 
duration of  the Korean winter.

That was the worst toilet experience of  my 13 
months in Korea. It could only get better. The outfit I 
joined had a crude homemade outhouse, a three-holer. 
It kept you out of  the snow and rain and served its 
purpose. That outhouse met an unkind fate on July 15, 
1953. One 500-pound bomb took out the outhouse. A 
date to be remembered in infamy 

Ten years later I returned to Asia with a wife and 
daughter as an Agricultural Missionary in Thailand. 
Because of  my earlier experiences I thought I knew 
what to expect in toilets and bathrooms, but the cultural 
rules were different. In Japan the mixing of  sexes in 
restrooms and public bathhouses was commonplace. In 
Thailand it was unheard of. Even all men together, or all 
women together will never completely disrobe to take 
a bath. In a place where there are showers for several 
people, such as at a school, there will be separate shower 
stalls. 

In Thailand I again encountered the Asian squat 
toilet. This time I was not surprised. In fact, Thais 

consider the Western sit-down toilet to be unclean. They 
don’t like to sit bare-bottomed on a seat where other 
bare-bottomed people have sat. First class hotels in 
Thailand all have western type toilets to accommodate 
western tourists, but those who venture out of  their 
hotels are sure to experience the Asian squat toilet. 
Some have had an experience they will never forget.

At one time my wife, Dee, 
and I accompanied a group from 
Thailand to visit some rural 
development projects in western 
China. People from the Provincial 
Livestock Department of  Sichuan 
Province took us around to the 
various projects in that province. 
It was a great experience, but 
we did not stay in first class 
accommodations. We were on a 
very limited budget so stayed in 
cheap hotels and guest houses.

Sometimes when we were 
being driven around the countryside to visit a village 
project we would need to stop and use the local toilet 
facilities. We would sooner have gone behind a bush 
somewhere, but that was not allowed. All human and 
animal waste is collected in rural China to be put on 
the fields and gardens as fertilizer. Therefore, we were 
always taken to a public toilet. Usually this was a row of  
brick or wood stalls right out in the open. No roof  and 
no door. A door was not needed anyway, as the walls 
were only about three feet high. Even when squatting 
your head would stick up above the walls. You could 
chat with your neighbors in adjoining stalls if  you 
wanted to. Not knowing the language, we were spared 
that possibility. Well, like they say, travel does expose you 
to new experiences.

Going to the toilet is a very human experience. It’s 
one of  those things that everyone does but doesn’t 
talk about much. It is not surprising to find different 
customs and habits around the world, so the best 
approach really is to just follow the local customs. 

That can be educational!

ASIAN TOILETS YOU MAY MEET— Rupert Nelson
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If  the arts are truly a window into the soul of  an 
era or culture, then it would do well for advocates of  
diversity to look carefully at major exhibitions of  artists 
of  color in Los Angeles in the past year or so. Last 
year, the LA Museum of  Contemporary Art devoted 
an entire show to the works of  Kerry James Marshal. 
His large-scale oils of  
black families in settings, 
occupations and leisure 
activities usually identified 
with white families are 
a poignant reminder of  
the subtle but sharply 
demarcated and anxiety-
laden racial divisions in our 
culture. 

I recently received a gift 
of  an art book which the 
library committee thought 
would be more appropriate 
for the Petterson Museum, 
and I wanted to make sure 
Pilgrim Place residents 
knew it is available there. 
The book, Charles White: 
a Retrospective (ed. S. K. 
Oehler, E. Adler: Yale 
University Press, 2019) 
was produced by the Art 
Institute of  Chicago and 
the Los Angeles County 

Museum of  Art as a companion to a special exhibition 
here in Los Angeles ending on June 9, 2019.

 If  you’re thinking of  going— or even if  you aren’t 
– it would be worthwhile to spend some time at least 
scanning the numerous full-color plates of  the artist’s 
work. The accompanying essays reflect on White’s 

work as artist and activist. 
His work highlights Black 
contributions in every aspect 
of  American life, from 
rural farm to city street. His 
portraits of  magnificent 
Black women led one 
essayist to describe him as 
a feminist. His large-scale 
murals,“The Contribution 
of  the Negro to Democracy 
in America,” and “Struggle 
for Liberation” are filled 
with vitality, poignancy, 
and irony. A feature article 
in Ebony magazine (1967) 
described Charles White as 
“portrayer of  black dignity.” 
Because White (1918-1979) 
was teacher and mentor to 
so many other Los Angeles 
artists, his influence is 
pervasive in LA even today. 
Reflect and enjoy! 

A WINDOW ONTO THE SOUL — Maggie Hover

A thousand resurrections are 
happ’ning every day,  

in courage and with patience where 
people walk the way.

They recognize the Savior 
in breaking of  the bread,  

and cry out: Christ is risen,  
although we thought him dead.

There is a rising in us,  
a lifting of  the soul, 

 a journey never ending,  
until in God we’re whole.

Death cannot break our spirit,  
nor pain destroy like knife. 

With God behind, before us,  
we live a transformed life.

The garden tomb is empty,  
the hilltop cross is gone; 
Life’s many crucifixions  
will end in early morn.

There is a rising in us,  
a lifting of  the soul, 

A journey never ending,  
until in God we’re whole.

A THOUSAND RESURRECTIONS — Pat Patterson

[These lyrics were set to music by Connie Kimos. They are often sung at our weekly Eucharist during Easter season]

From the editor:  
Look at the variety on these four pages! Because Reflections is not ‘dated,’ we can publish things you wrote months, 
even years ago. Email to me: jandmdenham@gmail.com in .docx or .doc format.  
The residents of Pilgrim Place thank you. — John Denham


