MY SPIRITUAL JOURNEY-Revised and edited August 25, 2011
I have always had a strong spiritual need.  As a child of four or five, I looked for it to be met in church.  Often my mother would be home with my younger brother, but my father was an usher so I begged to stay for church after Sunday School.  My best friend, my first Judy B., and I sat on the front row of the balcony.  We wanted to participate, to sing the hymns, but we couldn't read.  I was glad for the Offertory because the hymn was always the same, the Doxology.  Judy and I would stand straight and proudly sing very loud.
It is hard to imagine a child begging to go to church, but I perceived that the spiritual content was in the real, adult church and was anxious to experience it.  I wanted to be grown up; I wanted to be good; I wanted to be in touch with God.  

It was the First Congregational Church in Charles City, Iowa.  When I was twelve I went to the confirmation class and memorized the things required, but I was disappointed.  I couldn't believe just because they told me to believe.  I wanted to feel something.  I loved the 23rd Psalm and I Corinthians 13, but I stumbled over the Apostle's Creed.  I loved the biblical history, but I wasn't sure I believed that Jesus was God.  I decided to read the Bible myself to see what I felt, to go straight to the source. I started in Genesis and read straight through, a couple of chapters a night.  I wrote the dates in that Bible.  It must have been a New Year's Resolution because I finished Genesis January 31, 1956.  It took me a year and a half to get all the way through skipping all the "begats" and laws.

My big problem was whether Jesus was really God on earth.  I had no trouble embracing the things Jesus taught, especially "love your enemy."  But I did have trouble with the parable of the prodigal son, the message of which, for me, was "you have to be bad to be good."  I identified with the son who never strayed because I had always tried very hard to be good.  I didn't think I could take the chance of straying just to be welcomed back.  It just didn't make sense, so I assumed it was wrong - a dumb story.

At the same time our youth group visited a Jewish youth group.   Our small town was not big enough to have a Jewish synagogue, so we had to drive to Mason City, 35 miles away.  In those days that felt like a major pilgrimage.  I seriously considered becoming Jewish.  Then all I would have to worry about is whether there is a God.  If there had been a Jewish group in my town, I feel certain that I would have given them a try, but it was impossible for me, at 12 years old to make that journey by myself.  Besides, I thought my parents would be horrified at the idea, so I never mentioned it.

I became involved with the church youth group, Pilgrim Fellowship, and went to a church camp a couple of years later.  We had morning devotions and were supposed to go out and sit somewhere quietly.  I finally felt the closeness to God that I sought.  I remember singing the hymns to myself and understanding the words for the first time.

The most important contribution of church camp to my spiritual development was the social action content, making the connection between faith and action.  My staid congregational church had never made that connection for me.  I am a child of the 50's and in small town Iowa I was bored.  The year was 1959 and the adult leaders decided to expose us (isolated, protected Iowans) to the issues of the civil rights struggle.  The whole week was a role play of a conflict when two Black children tried to enroll in a previously all white school.  Everyone was assigned a role when they arrived and, during certain parts of the day, the rolw play was acted out, made up as we went along.  It was extraordinarily effective, though at times chaotic and out of control.  

I was assigned to the Jewish youth group.  Our leader was a Jewish Rabbi who began by indoctrinating us into life as a faithful Jew in a predominately Christian society.  He told us how we had gotten off on the wrong foot in school because our teachers had scheduled (probably deliberately) the first tests to fall on the Jewish new year in late September when we would be absent.  We were not allowed to make up the tests and so received lower grades than we deserved.  I was very angry.  The position our group took in the larger conflict was one of support for the Black students because we identified with the position of being a victim of discrimination.  The entire role play spilled over into all the activities, with demonstrations at mealtimes and even some minor vandalism.  It was amazing how easily folks fell into their roles and played out the emotions involved.  I believe it was much more effective than the leaders ever expected, so much so that it bordered on being dangerous.

For me, the combination of faith and social action was just right.  I went on to become very active in statewide church youth activities.  It was my best social interaction.  It got me beyond my boring little town and provided some content for social interaction.

I was a loyal choir member, participating fully in children's and junior choirs, but was especially proud to be a part of the adult choir when I was in high school.  I went to practice every Wednesday and sang every Sunday.  It never conflicted with any other activities because Wednesday was church night in our town and nothing else was ever scheduled for that night.  I believe I felt like I was somehow participating in the spirit when I wore the robe and walked down the aisle behind the minister.  The most spiritual event for me was Maundy Thursday.  We always had a candlelight service in which the candles were gradually extinguished to symbolize the crucifixion.  The choir sang "Now the Day is Over", which we had to have memorized, for we had to sing it in the dark.  

Now the day is over; night is drawing nigh.

Shadows of the evening steal across the sky.

After a period of silence, the most potent and longest I ever remember in my congregational days, they gradually turned up a light behind a stained glass window behind the organ pipes, out of sight of the choir.  It raised a wonderful blue glow over the entire sanctuary, while the choir sang the last verse:

When the morning wakens; then shall I arise.

Pure and fresh and sinless, in Thy Holy eyes.

After I went to college, I arrived home for Spring vacation in time for Maundy Thursday, but not for choir practice, so I was in the congregation, instead of in the choir loft.  When they turned up the light, I could see the stained glass window, which I didn't like.  It completely ruined the effect for me.  I needed the mystical blue glow.

Another important event in my spiritual development was analytical geometry.  Despite all my loyal church attendance, I still wasn't sure what I believed.  I was looking for proof, for experience, and could not just accept what I was told.  I got my proof in asymptotes.  I could prove mathematically that, though a curve might approach a straight line, the asymptote, it would never reach it.  The distance became infinitesimally small.  To me, God was infinity, magic but real, and I could prove the existence of infinity.       GOD = ∞
My senior year in high school I was the President of my church's youth group and a leader in Rainbow Girls, a pseudo-religious group sponsored by Masons.  In both I had an opportunity to preach.  I remember nothing else except how much I enjoyed writing and giving the sermon.  I was very disillusioned with the adult congregation which I felt to be hypocritical.  I felt that Jesus's admonition to "love your enemy" required an heroic lifestyle and I saw only materialistic folks protecting their accumulated belongings.  I suppose my sermon probably reflected those feelings.  

I briefly considered becoming a minister, but I was firmly committed to a medical career.  I was greatly influenced by Tom Dooley, the medical missionary in southeast Asia.  I read all of his books.  I had a missionary bent, but wanted to do something fundamentally useful, to improve peoples' lives, not just preach.  I couldn't imagine going around telling people what to believe, especially since I had so much trouble accepting what I was taught in confirmation class. I had no interest in Asia, but I was always focused on Africa. At that time the African countries were gaining independence, beginning with Ghana. I read whatever books I could find about Africa. 

The first real crisis of my life came during my Senior year of high school.  The Congregational denomination was developing a merger with the Evangelical and Reformed denomination to form the United Church of Christ. One of the things that had puzzled me was how Jesus' followers could have gotten divided up into different denominations.  How could you fight with your fellow Christians when you were admonished to love even your enemies. I learned of the plans for the United Church of Christ in one of the statewide youth meetings.  It was set up so that other churches might also be able to join in the future, reversing the breakup into denominations.  I was very enthusiastic about it and brought home all the information.

Little had been said about the merger in our church because there were many opposed, a group of long-standing congregationalists who traced their ancestry back to the Mayflower. My father was chairman of the church Board of Trustees and I was president of the youth group. I conveyed my enthusiasm about the merger to my parents and our youth group studied it.  My father invited a few of the more liberal leaders of the church over to our house on a Sunday evening and explained the merger plan, complete with visual aids.  My father is an engineer and very thorough.  He had made diagrams on poster board which described all the aspects of the merger proposal.  Each of those people had a similar meeting in their homes and so the information about the merger spread through the congregation.  Later this process was labeled as "communistic" (each one teach one, cell meetings) by the conservative faction which we called the "7th generation congregationalists."  

The whole thing erupted into a terrible battle.  Each time it looked like there was progress toward a resolution, someone would raise a technicality.  Finally, a committee of the six attorneys in the congregation set down a lengthy process with a sequence of votes each requiring a two-thirds majority to be called 60 days ahead of time so that all members were adequately informed.  

Since the congregational business meetings were held on Sunday evenings, the regular time for our youth meetings, we often attended as a group and discussed the meeting before and after. We all were given the right to vote when we were confirmed. As I was leaving one such meeting, in which the two-thirds majority had been reached by only one vote, I overheard one of the conservative members say something about my family running everything and how the future of the church was being decided by twelve year olds.  The implication was that my father was controlling everything and even using me to control the youth.

I was greatly disillusioned by the whole thing.  How could people follow Jesus and then fight within their own congregation?  I felt responsible for the whole thing because I was the enthusiastic one who brought home all the information about the merger from the statewide youth meeting.  It was not my father controlling me, but the two of us working together, informing people so that they could make their own decisions.

One day in the midst of all this I started crying and couldn't stop. I called it a nervous breakdown and stayed in bed for two weeks.  The only thing I did during that time was go to church, but that was a mistake, because it only upset me more.  We had no mental health professionals in my town.  My family doctor prescribed vitamins and rest.  My teachers were all very tolerant and my mother handled everything, typing my papers, getting assignments, and protecting me from further upsets.  Eventually, I came out of it and began to function again.

I had a similar disillusionment with church in college which also resulted in illness.  I was involved in a college youth group. The new campus minister came from southern California, Catalina Island, with an alternative life style that I only came to understand later when we, too, lived in California.  But at the time I was a prudish Midwesterner and offended when alcohol was involved in youth group activities.  I was more offended by his attitude toward worship.  He often made disparaging remarks that caused us not to have worship at all.  I was highly disappointed because I really needed it.

This time the issues in my illness were not so clearly related to the church, but it was a factor. Multiply stresses in my life combined and manifested as a stomach ulcer.  I gradually recovered as I learned how not to worry. 

Alan and I were married and, after two years in a Masters programs, we moved to California.  My spiritual experiences in California were not connected with church, but with discoveries of alternative life styles and nature.  We still looked toward church organization and campus ministry as a spiritual source and attended Sunday services in the memorial chapel on campus.  It is a large, gilded, even gaudy structure with many statues, frescoes, and stained glass windows. I never felt comfortable there; I felt crowded and confused.  The services were always interesting but often more intellectual than spiritual.  We began to spend our weekends exploring the wonders of nature that California has to offer and that felt more spiritual to me.  Sitting beside the roaring Pacific Ocean felt more like communing with God than did sitting in that massive tribute to human excess.  

On Easter Sunday we dressed up and went to the sunrise service on top of one of the mountains on the San Francisco peninsula.  Our plan for the day was to take pictures of people, first hippies in Golden Gate Park and then rich folks on Nob Hill.  But we never made it to Nob Hill.  We were drawn into scene in a meadow in Golden Gate Park where there were timpani drums playing, Hari Krishna dancers, and a low chant over the whole crowd.  Everyone was playing with each other's children and dogs.  We had expected hostility because our only association with that lifestyle was what we read in the papers about the dirty, lazy hippies.  Instead, despite our Sunday best dress, we were accepted and even felt loved.  It was one of the most intensely spiritual experiences of my life.  I felt "born again."

Those were the years (1966-69) of Vietnam, Black Power, the environment and women's liberation.  It was an intensely political time long on social action and short on contemplation.  I had just discovered the problems of the world and felt very urgently that they must be solved immediately.  During that time we were also quite busy with our own personal issues.  We both earned Ph.D degrees, had two sons, and managed Alan's chronic illness.  Our source of strength through it all was nature, the ocean, the redwoods, the mountains, the desert.

When we moved to Atlanta in 1969, we found that social action, which had its own independent life in California, was accomplished through the churches in the South.  It was a year after the assassination of Martin Luther King, Jr., and we got involved in a Presbyterian Church (NDPC) that had responded quite appropriately with a three-month congregational exchange with a Black church.  I had some difficulties, however, when I was expected to do some evangelizing in the neighborhood.  There were also some troubling theological points, such as predestination.  Still, this church was open to innovation and had a history of a strong social action commitment, so I ignored those things that bothered me.

We began working with the youth group who decided they wanted to study some "off-beat" religions in the summer of 1971.  They chose the fundamentalist Church of God and Quakers.  One of the group had a neighbor who was a Quaker, so they invited her father to speak to the group before we visited the Quaker meeting.  I was quite surprised to find our speaker to be someone I knew through professional and environmental organizations.  

I had admired Friends, especially the American Friends Service Committee that had a boat delivering medical supplies to North Vietnam.  I thought that was one of the few examples of truly "loving your enemy."  However, I assumed that Friends were one of those religious sects that one had to be born into.  When Perry explained that there are both birthright and convinced Friends, I became very excited.  Maybe there was a religious organization I could embrace whole heartedly after all.  I was anxious for him to finish talking so I could ask the crucial question, "how does one become a convinced Friend?"  He explained that one writes a letter which is considered by Minister and Council and then you are interviewed.  At that moment I knew I would really enjoy writing that letter one day.  

I was fascinated with the silent meeting for worship.  Once we visited the Friends Meeting, I could no longer attend NDPC worship services.  There was too much noise.  I longed for the silence of the Friends meeting.  Unfortunately, my husband did not feel the same.  In fact he was quite threatened by my desire to align myself with these "peculiar" people.  He said different religions is the first sign of the break-up of the family. If he mentioned going to church, I asked him to leave me off at Quaker House on the way.  The result was that we just didn't go to church.  I occasionally went to Meeting, but not often enough to upset Alan.  

We reverted again to nature.  Instead of the roaring Pacific Ocean, I had rushing north Georgia mountain streams and gorgeous waterfalls as background for my reveries.
One summer I took our jeep to New Mexico for a mini-sabbatical. It was the first time in my life I had been alone.  It was glorious! I went camping every weekend in a different area.  Not only did I worship in the beautiful mountains and deserts of New Mexico, I renewed an old interest, Native American spirituality.  When I was 12 years old, my family had taken a western trip and I was fascinated with the Indian ruins at Bandelier National Monument in New Mexico and with the Black Hills in South Dakota.  I never really thought of it as an interest because it was not an intellectual one, but a spiritual attraction.  I spent several weekends in Bandelier that summer, back-packed in to see the Stone Lions, ancient sculptures, and cave paintings, and visited the Santa Clara pueblo.  For several years we had been contributing to Save the Children and were assigned a boy in that pueblo.  I visited alone and then took my two sons when they joined me later in the summer.  I was a little disappointed to find the Native Americans living in the modern world, hoping to sell their jewelry to pay for their new stereo.  I don't know why I expected an ancient spiritual experience!

When I left for New Mexico that summer, I felt that my marriage relationship was very strong, but I was wrong.  We were coming apart at the seams and we did not even know it!  One year later we separated and began the divorce process.  While the issue of my wanting to be a Friend was never discussed in our mediation sessions, I believe it was symptomatic of our incompatibility - my need to act upon my beliefs and Alan's concern that my actions would reflect upon him.  I felt very guilty about my desire to be involved with Friends, so I only attended irregularly and never involved my two sons.  Then one Sunday in November of 1979, at the beginning of the Iran hostage crisis, my feeling of impending war changed all that.  I woke up knowing that from now on, I would go to meeting every Sunday.  I needed the support for whatever actions I might be lead to take.  I told my sons, then aged 10 and 11, that this was very important to me.  I asked them to go with me for a full month and then to make their own decisions. The first Sunday was pot luck and they had such a good time that they announced immediately after that they would be involved, too.  They were impressed with the way the adults treated them as real people.

My friendship with my second Judy B. began when my husband and I separated. We had known each other through professional contacts and always said we should get together but never did until I needed to get out of a commitment that Alan and I had made to a land trust, but that I could not manage on my own.  Judy carried my message to the next meeting of the land trust and continued to support me through the difficult days of separation and divorce.  She introduced me to a meditation system that changed my life.  My sister had made attempts to get me involved in Transcendental Meditation years before, but I resisted because there was so much that I had to take on faith.  It reminded me of the confirmation class.  Judy's system was pure self-hypnosis, with no mumbo-jumbo attached.  She lent me a book and I began to practice both on my own and with Judy during lunch.

Immediately I began to get results that I could feel.  In addition to the obvious calming and centering effects, I had funny little physical signals that something was happening - twitching toes, colorful images, etc.  For the next ten years, until I moved to Belize, Judy and I, along with several other Quaker neighbors, explored many spiritual mechanisms now popular in "new age" circles.  We had an early morning (6 AM) meditation at one of our homes.

For many years I had been keeping a journal.  It started as a survival mechanism soon after we moved to Georgia. I began to write my dreams in my journal and interpret them. I found it to be a very powerful mechanism for relating to my Higher Self, making decisions, and understanding the issues of my life.  I developed a vocabulary with my subconscious.  If I interpreted a symbol in a certain way, it would continue to get used in that way.  If I was musing on some dilemma in my journal writing, the next dream might address that issue, sometimes giving a direct answer to a question, though usually an unexpected one.

    These explorations were completely consistent with involvement in Atlanta Friends Meeting and I found myself drawn more and more into the life of the Meeting.  There were many aspects of Friends that "spoke to my condition."  I read in the preface to Howard Brinton's Friends for Three Hundred Years about the similarities between mysticism and science, that both depend upon experience rather than the dogma presented by some authority figure.  For the first time, I understood my spiritual side and my scientific side were not in conflict, but were one and the same.  I now know that I am a mystic; that what I sought as a child was a real experience of God.  Friends' emphasis upon experience ("knowing experimentally", as George Fox says) and following one's own leadings was what I looked for in the confirmation class.  Responding to my aversion to evangelism, I was assured that, at least in the Friends General Conference branch of Friends, there is none.  

Among Friends there is an integrity that I admire, the extent to which one goes to act upon one's beliefs, the heroic life style I feel is required by Jesus' admonition to "love your enemy".  This translates into a commitment to social action which suits me.  

The first time I ever spoke in meeting was on Christmas morning.  After a long, romantic message about a visit to Bethlehem, I was reminded of the contrast to my own visit to Bethlehem.  I had been quite disillusioned and yet amused.  It was certainly not something one would say in a meeting for worship, but I could not sit still.  I resisted and resisted until finally I could resist no longer, so I told the story: 

“They told us that the church had been built around 300 A.D. by a Spanish queen whose assignment was to find the exact spot where Jesus was born.  Originally it had high, arched doorways, but they had been filled in with cement because local "infidels" were riding through on horseback and vandalizing the church.  Now one must stoop get through the 4-foot opening.  Once inside we were taken down to the basement where there was a silver star on the floor on the exact spot where Jesus was born.  Our guide told us there used to be a gold star but someone stole it.  It was as if I could hear God laughing...”
The last statement just came out of me; it was not in my mind before I spoke.  Later, when I described to Maria Ladd the experience of not being able to sit still until I spoke, she said, "didn't you know, Judy, that is the `quaking'!"

In 1980 I went on sabbatical to New York City.  My sons were living with their father for that year, so I was alone again.  The first Saturday I woke up alone in New York, I had some ideas forming in my mind.  I realized I was writing my letter requesting membership in Atlanta Friends Meeting.  It was a day I had foreseen nine years before, when I first learned of convinced Friends through the NDPC youth group.  

The next phase of my life, after returning from my sabbatical, was extremely hectic.  My sons were in their teenage years and my career was progressing.  My meditation routine and the support of the F/friends and the Meeting kept me going through the frequent crises for several years.
But a year before my sons graduated from high school I got sick.  It was February 26th, 8:15 am and I was already at work. It started as a bad flu that didn’t go away for 13 years. Since the symptoms were not alarming, but associated with those of short-term viral illnesses, I didn't take it seriously at first. But as time went on and I got no better, the doctor told me to stay in bed until the fever went away and my sons went to stay with their father for the summer. Atlanta Friends organized my meals and someone delivered me a dinner every night for three or four months. My sons returned and they did all the cooking and housework. Once my sons graduated from high school and had their own plans, I went to Belize for a couple of months for a complete rest, expecting to recover and return to my active life. 
That didn’t happen for another 11 years, but I developed a life within my limitations based upon desktop publishing from my hammock.
In addition to wonderful environmental work, Belize is enriched by a number of different cultures functioning side by side while maintaining their individual integrity.  Each of these cultures, the Spanish-Mayan (Mestizo), Mayan, Creole, and Garifuna (an AmeriIndian-African combination) has its own unique spirituality.  One can also feel the spirit of the ancient Maya in the ruins.  

I was healed 13 years after I got sick at a traditional Garifuna ceremony. I didn’t go asking to be healed because I knew that if one didn’t get well in the first two years, recovery from chronic fatigue syndrome was unlikely. I had accepted my condition and was living an interesting life within my limitations. It all started when I published a book in Garifuna and in English that was the writing of a Garifuna woman. As a result I got invited a year in advance to a dugu, a Garifuna week-long ceremony that is part Thanksgiving and a really extended family reunion where ancestors also participate, kind of like Santa Ria in Cuba, that some call “voodoo.” I thought of this as an interesting, once in a lifetime experience, but as an outside observer. By the end of that experience I learned that there is no such thing as an outside observer, that one is a participant whether intended or not. I was also led one step at a time during that experience to organize a workshop that resulted in a group of indigenous people organizing to manage an adjacent national park. I was sick and kept saying that I couldn’t do that, but the next step would then occur to me. I have come to understand that my healing was in payment for my acting on that leading. I believe that it was only because I was open spiritually in the context of the dugu that I even recognized the leading.
Then, two years later I was invited to another dugu. I got four invitations: in person, on the phone, via email, and then from a spirit who was being channeled by a woman who didn’t even speak English. He had been killed in an accident when he was 18 years old. He was thanking me for some help I had given to a friend for another event and then said, “now I think you need my help and if you will allow me, I would like to help you.” 
The healing happened even before the ceremony started. I had dragged myself to Barranco, a Garifuna village the southernmost on the coast of Belize. I had been there three days, but I had only been in my hammock. A family was bringing me food. I heard the women were going to clean the temple on Thursday at 4 o’clock in preparation for the dugu to start on Sunday. I could see the temple from my hammock, the other side of a gulley. I thought maybe there was something I could do sitting down and at least I could see people, so I dragged myself over there. I walked into the temple and there were bottles to pick up, sweeping to be done and then sand to spread over the dirt floor. An hour and a half later I was still on my feet. The women knew me and my limitations, so they were quite surprised. That night there was a practice. When the drumming started, my friend said, “come on, Judy, we’re going to dance.” I didn’t think I could but I did. I danced that whole week and when I got back to Caye Caulker where I live, people didn’t recognize me, the change was so dramatic. That was August 6th, 1998. I was sick for 13 years and now I have been well for 13 years, but it still feels like a miracle to even stand and talk at the same time.
I always knew that faith healing was possible, but I didn’t think I had enough faith in anything: in Jesus, in the AMA medical system, or in alternative medical systems. I have always been too much of a skeptic. I didn’t know how to get it. But as a Quaker and a mystic, I believe in my experience. And my experience of that first dugu was so profound that I was opened up to accept a faith healing.

This past July I attended my 13th dugu. I go back to Barranco often to say thanks and have leased a house there. I am a part of that community. This November two colleagues from the village and I are launching a major book that is a land study for that village.
Following leadings has been an important theme of my spiritual journey. One day in early 2006 I was thinking of a trip to the U.S. a few months in the future and thought I might three books along that were relevant to a potential future issue of Quaker Eco-Bulletin (QEB) that the editorial team had discussed writing ourselves. Suddenly I got this strong message, “Read it NOW.” I knew that was about Mary Coelo’s book, Awakening Universe, Emerging Personhood: The Power of Contemplation in an Evolving Universe. I had other plans, but I dropped everything and read her book straight through. I skimmed the other two by Wendell Berry and Joanna Macey as I already knew their basic messages. When I finished reading, I wrote without editing and sent a draft to the QEB editorial team. Others on the team contributed. Keith Helmuth had already written a couple of articles that were included. We (Keith Helmuth, Judy Lumb, Sandra Lewis, and Barbara Day) edited and we published ”Changing World View and Friends Testimonies” in July 2006 <quakerearthcare.org/ Publications/QuakerEcoBulletin/QEBArchive/QEB-PDF/QEB6-4-Eco-theology.pdf>. Once I sent that first draft to the editorial team, I had a marvelous sense of inner peace that lasted for several months. This is supposed to be one of the signs of a true leading. 
I have always made the major decisions of my life intuitively. I only applied to one college and for one job. I haven’t called it praying for guidance, but that is what it is. I just get a strong message, a leading, and I act on it.

The most recent is a leading to go to Africa. It came about last December at the Climate Change summit COP-16 in Cancun. I knew the next one was in Durban, South Africa, this December, but never considered going. Then suddenly I knew I was to go. I had been thinking I would like to go to the World Conference of Friends in Kenya in April, 2012. I realized that if I ever got to Africa, I would want to stay some months to learn about life there. December 2011 to April 2012 seemed the right amount of time and fits within my commitments in Belize. I contacted the African Great Lakes Initiative (AGLI http://www.aglifpt.org/) to volunteer from January through March. AGLI asks their volunteers to raise funds for their project, so as I write this, I am in the midst of that fund-raising at Atlanta Friends Meeting.
Judith Rae Morrell Lumb
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