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Gumbo 
~ The Grail Connection ~ 

 
 

September 2007 
 

  
 

YOUNG WOMEN OF THE AMERICAS INTERNATIONAL MEETING 
~ Heather “Teagan” Blackburn ~ 

 
Valle de Angeles, north of Tegucigalpa, Honduras 
Sunday July 15 – Sat. July 21 
 
U.S. Participants:  Teagan Blackburn, Angelica Contreras, Sharon Joslyn, Jenna 

Messier, Grisel Velez 
 
For a week this July, thirty young women from 6 countries, either of the Grail or 
friends of the Grail, met near Tegucigalpa, Honduras to share their stories and 
strategies as women navigating through a world of 21st century globalization.  
"Young women" are defined as women between the ages of 15-30, but also 
includes women who are young at heart!  Five women attended from the U.S., all 
from the NYC region.  We would like to see Grail women and friends from other 
areas of the country get involved for future meetings. 
 
Some of us arrived a few days before the meeting and had the chance to see a bit 
of Tegucigalpa, others were very engaged in putting the final touches on the plans 
for the week's worth of meeting ahead of us.  We stayed at the Loyola Center in 
the middle of Tegucigalpa.  On Saturday we moved to the Tres Rosas Center, a 
convent and Catholic University less than an hour north of the city near a pueblo 
called Valle de Angeles. 
 
The meeting was in Spanish and Portugues, with no formal translation but much 
work going on in small groups to make sure that we were all understanding each 
other.  Every morning was started with a ritual celebration.  We defined what our 
expectations for this meeting were as countries and then as a group.  We started 
the week by introducing ourselves and some background about our countries, and 
specifically what issues are faced by young women in Brasil, Canada, Honduras, 
Mexico, Paraguay, and the U.S.  We began to share some of our methodologies 
and dynamics for working with young women around these issues, and presented 
reviews of our regional country meetings, which were held over the last two years. 
 
Together we defined what the strengths, weaknesses, obstacles, and threats are 
in our work.  Small groups presented their ideas about what makes a good 
facilitator, what tools help young women to solidify a group, and tips for planning 
and facilitating meetings.  Wednesday was spent visiting local social services 
groups that help improve the lives of children and women in the region.  We 
watched a film about human trafficking which was very eye-opening and affected 
many of us deeply.

continued next page 
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Teagan Blackburn and Lilia Fernández Ventura 

 
 
 

On Thursday we debriefed our visits to the 
projects and then began to look at our 
issues from a local to global scale using 
Conjunctural Analysis.  We were led 
through a beautiful Cosmic Walk ritual 
where we reflected on what each of our 
contribution may be to society and to 
history in making the world a better place.  
We learned to listen deeply, pinpoint our 
problems, synthesize them, and present 
possible suggestion and solutions. 

 
We began to summarize what our communal focus should be and discussed what our 
next steps will be as country groups and as an international group.  Many of us would 
like to better define what "solidarity" really means for us and what kind of solidarity is 
needed.  We spent some time reflecting on what we thought we learned that we could 
return to apply to our work.  Each of us took turns taking notes in each of the three 
languages, which we will send out soon and a small group focused on the production of 
a manual which will serve as a resource for those organizing future meetings. 
 
I believe one important next step is a Skill Share, 
which we started at the end of the meeting where 
each person expresses what talents, abilities, and 
knowledge they have to offer and also what types of 
resources like this they would like more of.  We will 
be sharing more of the results of the meeting in the 
next 2-3 months, including a NYC Metro fundraising 
event to help cover the cost of the meeting, where 
we will present what was accomplished.  We look 
forward to sharing more about our trip and our 
meeting with many of you soon! 
 
Muchas gracias por todo de tu interes y tu apoyo! 
 
  

 

YWOA, continued 

En solidaridad, 
 

Heather "Teagan" Blackburn  
917.254.7708; teaganblackburn@gmail.com 
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MUSINGS ON THE SPIRITUALITY FORUM IN PORTUGAL 
~ Carol Siemering ~ 

 
Bleary eyed, arriving at 3:30 in the AM our time the day before the Forum began, Bonnie 
Laura and I staggered through the airport looking to see if there was anyone there to meet 
us.  Seeing no one, Laura went to purchase a phone card and on her way back ran into one 
of the Portuguese Grail women who pointed out a booth that was as big as a circus tent (well, 
maybe not quite that big, but equal to the Hertz and Avis booths) with Graal Spititualidade on 
it.  It was the beginning of our experience of the incredible Portuguese hospitality which 
continued throughout the Forum!  We went to the beautiful Grail Centre in Lisbon where we 
were feted with food, drink and a blown-up air mattress!  After a quick nap we visited with 
other women who came in from Mexico, the Netherlands, Africa, and Italy as well as Mary 
Gene and Deirdre. 
 
Then we were off to the Conference Centre in Palmela where the Forum was held.  It was a 
bright and airy place run by sisters, with lovely grounds, a meeting room complete with a 
translation booth for simultaneous translating.  We all had headphones that we would use 
depending whether the speaker was speaking in Portuguese or English.  The translation was 
done by phenomenal Portuguese Grail women.  There was an open courtyard where we 
would have our “teas” (although there was always a longer line for the espressos and coffee) 
and some of our prayers and our party.  There were three chapels, smaller meeting rooms 
and two dining rooms where we were treated to wonderful crusty bread dropped off by the 
baker every morning to go with our coffee and heated milk, soup and salad with each lunch 
and dinner and an entrée on top of that.  I will say that it seemed that the notion of 
“vegetarian” translated to “no meat” and since fish was served frequently, it was a challenge 
to some of the true vegetarians as the sisters did their best upon hearing the distinction, once 
serving white beans, potatoes and cauliflower as their vegetarian meal.  One of the dining 
rooms was in silence for lunch and I must say there was a lot of shaking shoulders as folks 
tried to suppress their laughter as we saw Bonnie’s face as that was put before her. 
 
The webpage is incomparable in terms of conveying the details of the seven days.  The 
papers delivered are available there.  {http://grailspiritualityforum.org}  Marian Schwab put the 
summaries of the days on the Grail listserv.  So I will just outline each day and encourage 
you to visit the website where there not only are the texts, but videos, photos and more.  For 
those of you who haven’t explored this already I will tempt you by listing each day’s topic.  
 

Day 1 Cultural Changes and Spiritual Challenges 
Day 2 Voice of Younger Women in the Grail and what their search is about 
Day 3 Exploring Mysticism and Prophecy 
Day 4 Elaboration of Suffering/Human Wholeness/Justice/Solidarity 
Day 5 Reflections on the Eucharist and Early Christian Communities 
Day 6 Eco-Spirituality 
Day 7 Reflection on the week 

 
Bonnie and I would “practice her spiritual practice” by “walking the earth” for a half an hour 
before breakfast eventually finding a path to an endless row of old windmills where you could 
see the valleys below on either side and the castle on the hill across.  Maria Carlos would 
begin our days together lighting of one of seven globed candles connected in a spiral.  She 
would then reflect on one of the Beatitudes whose themes exemplified the day’s topic.  We 

continued next page 
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Agape Table 

would them have forty-five minutes of silent prayer as we sat in the meeting room or strolled 
the grounds.  
 

Along with all the deep and wonderful scholarly and 
meditative presentations we were exposed to during 
the week, the younger Portuguese women brought 
us two very touching experiences on the second 
day.  The first was the sharing of their Taize prayer 
with its haunting, repetitive music and the second, 
the Agape that evening.  If I were to think of the 
Heavenly Feast, now I have the perfect image for 
it—a feast of bread, of wine, olives, cheeses, fruit, 
soup, garlands of vines and grapes for the eyes, the 
beauty of the people present, a feast of words from 
Fr. van Ginneken and Maria de Lourdes, the sound 
of singing.  In addition to this beautiful Feast, we had 
other moments of gathering together in the evening 
for prayer including a Catholic Eucharist and a 
Swedish Lutheran Holy Communion. 

 
On our day exploring mysticism we made a bus pilgrimage with Ticha as our unparalleled 
tour guide, to Arrabida Mountain where Sufis and monks alike had prayed in its beauty.  We 
made an unexpected stop at the ocean on the way where we poured out onto the beach and 
some of us frolicked into the waters fully dressed in our colors of many nations much to the 
curiosity of the beachgoers some of whom who weren’t much dressed at all (topless is 
perfectly acceptable there). 
 
Another “moving experience” we had was with Caresse out in another grassy courtyard as 
she led us in variations of an exercise where we were to randomly (and without them knowing 
it) choose any two people and attempt to stay at all time equal distance from each.  The 
challenge was—each of them had chosen two people.  We were a swarming, intersecting 
mass as we learned with our bodies how everything affects everything as part of our 
experience of eco-spirituality.  
 
But for me I must say as absolutely wonderful as all the above was, it was connecting and 
sharing with the amazing women who were there, “hearing their stories,” telling my story, that 
was the highlight of the Forum.  After each talk we would gather in small groups; sometimes  
random, sometimes geographic, sometimes by 
years in the Grail.  Here we would speak of such 
things as suffering, the mystical etc on the deepest, 
personal level.  And sharing would happen as well 
at the dinner table, on walks, during tea time.  
Sometimes tears were shared. Often laughter.  The 
last day ended in a party where each country 
shared its culture; doing skits, singing, dancing 
inviting all to join in.  
 
The Forum was an extraordinary experience; a 
gift, a bouquet and a banquet! 

Spirituality Forum, continued 

Taize Prayer
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NEWS FROM GRAIL SISTERS AROUND THE WORLD 
 

~ compiled by Marian Schwab ~ 
 
 

 Baidy Mendoza (Philippines) via Teresa Wilson 
Baidy is offering three-day, Clay Workshops for Life Deepening and 
Development at MaryRidge Tagaytay, a place of renewal and healing in the 
rainforest.  Meanwhile, she is preparing for her annual Christmas festival of clay 
products: Advent wreaths, Christmas crib sets, angels, bells, Three Kings and 
Madonnas.    

 
 Josette Kersters (Belgian: the Netherlands) via Marian Schwab 

Because Josette worked for many years with Cardinal Willebrands at the Vatican 
before leaving Rome 11 years ago, she is now helping a group promoting his 
writings and ideas, especially in preparation for a 2009 celebration of the 100th 
anniversary of his birth.  Although retired, Josette is still working with Jeanette 
Loanzon on the Grail’s International Assistance Fund, and continues (for the time 
being) compiling international news for Intergraal. 

 
 Anna Pilon (Papua New Guinea) via Marian Schwab 

Still in Port Moresby after her long illness, Anna is now at least out of the hospital 
and planning to return home to Manus Island in November or December, after 
completing rehab sessions at the hospital.  She connected with Ruth Crowe and 
the other Australians who came for the summer formation program held in PNG.   

 
 Edeltruda Msoffe (Tanzania) via Fran Martin 

A joyful note from Edeltruda, after months of treatment at Kisekibaha for 
treatment of a serious infection: “At last, I am at Rau again.  God is great!  
Please pass my love to everybody and many greetings from Grail members here 
at Rau and Kisekibaha.” Volunteers are coming to Rau for short periods – from 
USA, Europe and Canada – to teach English “to the small ones” (about 80 in pre-
school).  “They really do well with our kids: we are happy.” 

 
 
 

NOTE:  If you would like to correspond with a Grail member elsewhere in the world, or if 
you have news, please contact Marian Schwab at schwab_m@bellsouth.net. 
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MEMORIES AND MEMOIRS: A CREATIVE WRITING WORKSHOP 
Philadelphia Grail Program 

 
A program was sponsored by the Philadelphia Grail on Sunday, August 12, 2007 for three 
hours at the home of Helen Adler.  It was facilitated by Jeanne Heiberg MFA, a gifted artist 
and writer.  Jeanne knew we were beginners at Memoir writing.  She defined MEMOIR from 
the dictionary as “a personal narrative or essay written in the PROCESS of DISCOVERY for 
the writer.  It draws the reader into the process.” 
 
Jeanne has produced Creative Writing exercises and processes since 1995.  She is adept 
at drawing us into techniques and processes for clearing writer’s block.  Memories of times 
past; colors and inner meditations; use of sense of smell as a most vital method of stirring 
old memories; these led into personal writing of one important incident in our lives.  Jeanne 
sets an interesting and encouraging atmosphere.  We plunged into our memories. 
 
Reading aloud to our group, nine of us, from as far away as Manhattan and Baltimore, were 
moved by our stories.  A Memoir can be short or long; of sad or happy memories by writer’s 
selection.  We all wrote on one event that brought CHANGE to our lives.  Memoir writing is 
freeing; the memory is often of great meaning to the writer delving into an event. 
 
Jeanne invited us to send a few memoir samples to GUMBO.  Here they are!  We hope 
your Grail Group may hold a Creative Writing Program and benefit as much as we did. 
 
Helen Adler for The Philadelphia Grail 
 
______________________________________________________________________ 
 

FREE-WRITE: ‘SMELL’ 
 

I learned what the word ‘mouthwatering’ meant at an early age: that automatic inflow of 
salivary anticipation that immediately follows the first sensual delight: inhaling the aroma of 
some tantalizingly delicious food. 

Every Saturday, my father would cook lunch for himself… a feast of some variety of 
Mexican food.  My mother, distinctly not enamored of this ethnic fare, NEVER cooked it.  
But my Texan, bi-lingual, border-raised Dad longed for it.  And so once a week, he indulged 
his passion. 

I was the only one of six siblings whose taste buds woke up at the scents of cumin, chilies, 
cilantro, bubbling cheeses, refritos, corn, has a marina, or any combination of these 
ingredients.  I hovered nearby, hoping for even a small portion of such exotic food: tamales, 
tostadas, chilies rellenos.  But there was one delicacy I never learned the name of, and the 
scent memory of it haunts me.  It was probably some variety of quesadilla; I have clear 
memories of bubbling cheese, a tomato salsa, and tortillas.  It was my favorite dish. 

My Dad died when I was eleven: I didn’t get the chance to ask him any of life’s important 
questions, including the ingredients of this elusive feast.  I have never replicated the recipe, 
nor have I ever found that precise food in any restaurant or food store.  Once, catching a 
whiff of this longed-for treat, I sniffed around a neighborhood for half an hour before my 
husband dragged me off, fearing a trespass charge.  I still search for pieces of a lost 
childhood, this, among them. 
 

~ Sharon Browning ~

continued next page
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SMELL 
 

 
 

 
 

continued next page

Memoirs, continued 

It was a quiet, a long ago Christmas Eve, the lights were 
twinkling on the fresh cut Christmas tree.  All the older family 
members were in the kitchen talking and sipping tea, while 
we younger children played in the living room around the 
magical tree.  In our family, religion was important - the 
smells of the tree filled the house, tickling our senses - 
inspiring us to put on a Christmas play.  With curtains for 
veils, a few props and the Holy Family figures, a few of us - 
put on our ‘masterpiece.’  My parents, sisters and brothers 
had a good laugh.  Many years later, our grandchildren come 
to decorate the Christmas tree for us each year.  I can still 
feel the joy as the little ones play with the Crèche figures 
under the tree, while the lingering smell of the fresh cut tree 
fills our room. ~ Alexa Kane ~ 

Fresh Basil 
 

Working in the garden – sun, 
warm, digging, planting with 
friends (Heddie comes to 
mind). Water & weeding – 
harvesting the mature basil and 
vegetables – cooking with my 
sister Alexa. Remembering 
mom & how she used spices in 
cooking – tasting & adjusting 
seasonings. Tomatoes & basil 
and pasta. Wonderful Italian 
cooking. Memories of 
childhood – family meals – 
chaos – discussions – good 
home made foods.  Fred 
dislikes mushrooms – Marie 
our gourmet cook likes to 
experiment with ingredients. 
Theresa – myself – more 
traditional – less 
adventuresome with foods. 
Garlic – strong memories of 
heavy use of garlic. I love garlic 
& basil & tomatoes together. 

~ Theresa Czerwinski ~ 

Vanilla, the Deceptive Flavoring 
 

The Old-fashioned kitchen is a very warm and inviting all-
purpose room.  A gas stove in the far corner has an oven 
that needs a lighted match to ignite the pilot and burners in 
order to set the dial at 350 degrees.  In the center of the 
room is our wooden table used both for dining and as a work 
surface for all the cooking and baking.  Today my sister, 
Nancy, and I are going to mix cookies from scratch, a fun 
activity we both look forward to doing and then of course 
baking and eating.  I am 4 years older and I am the boss.  
Sifting the dry ingredients together gives the brown table a 
speckled look.  The beaten egg and milk add a few drips to 
the table’s surface.  The recipe calls for vanilla, a flavoring 
scent I especially enjoy.  While passing the small bottle by 
my sister’s nose, she also agrees with much enthusiasm of 
its unique full-bodied aroma.  We are having such a happy 
time, which is not always the case in our joint endeavors as 
sisters.  All is mixed, the cookie sheet is ready for the oven 
and in 12 minutes, we will begin to enjoy that sweet aroma of 
our bakery.  This is the joy of cooking.  During this 12 minute 
baking time, I decide to make more fun for us.  Vanilla is 
such a pleasant aroma.  I am going to convince Nancy that 
the taste is equally fine, a discovery I made previously.  With 
anticipation she readily agrees to taste a teaspoon of it.  
Having a smug look on my face, I watched as she gulped, 
coughed and with a mighty right gave me a push off the 
chair.  The grimace of anger on her face and the laughter on 
mine changed our lovely morning of togetherness into a 
feuding time, which even a fresh-baked cookie could not 
assuage.  Oh, that innocent, volatile and deceptive scent of 
vanilla, or do I mean taste. 

~ Kass Dymecki ~ 

Hot summer day in our garden. 
 

I, a child, swinging slowly – 
smell of the thick rope rough in 
my small hands – roses 
everywhere – Dad with a 
shears trimming the fading 
ones – sounds of my mother 
preparing dinner in the summer 
kitchen – the clip-clip of the 
shears – rattle of dishes – 
scent of roses – I am happy, 
contented, loving. Knowing 
nothing but this peace that 
flowed through me like a 
Beethoven symphony – living 
in the now, trusting that all will 
be well forever. 

~ Marion Bergan ~ 
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FREE-WRITE: ‘CHANGE’ 

 

 
 
 
 

 

continued next page 

Memoirs, continued 

Walking along the Wissahickon – shadows 
and dappled sunlight – spring, and all is 
bright green, so alive.  Earth pulsing with 
summer possibility – And we two walk silently 
– birds singing and swooping to touch the 
rippling stream – A heavy heart skipping in 
me – almost breathless – searching for a 
loving word – a glance at his dear face – the 
boy grown – the tousled blond curls gone – a 
man now – deserving to be told – my instinct 
still protecting his heart – plunging in – “They 
may not be able to fix this” – his reassuring 
smile – he becomes the comforter now – I 
am the child – “It doesn’t matter, one way or 
the other – I’m not afraid to die.”  And we 
walked on in sad silence, our footsteps 
crunching on the gravel pathway. 

~ Marion Bergan ~ 

A change of attitude…didn’t I 
always realize (and hear) that you 
cannot change others, only 
yourself!  So much of life – 
wasting time – never conscious of 
trying to make “that person” feel 
things my way.  At times, I must 
have known it, but lately, suddenly 
realize that I had to be the one 
that had to re-arrange my attitude 
and allow another to be “himself.”  
Without knowing what was 
happening, I now realize that it 
‘works’- I’m much happier NOW!  
Thanks be to God. 

~ Alexa Kane ~ 

I walked slowly down the long hospital corridor with my three teen-aged children, all of us 
still in shock and disbelief, each step taking us permanently and forever away from the life 
we had known, away from the still form of my husband, Jim, who had suddenly, 
inexplicably, collapsed and died a few hours before.  One of the kindly nurses of this 
ordeal approached me.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “We can’t get the wedding ring off of his 
finger.  We have a special tool.  Shall I cut the ring off?”  I nodded numbly. 
 

A few minutes later, she returned, held out her hand and dropped Jim’s now-severed ring 
into my palm.  “Soft gold,” I thought.  “Like Jim.  Soft gold.”  I had the conscious thought 
that this, THIS moment was one of the hardest of my life.  I was amazed that I was still on 
my feet, breathing, feeling this exquisite pain. 
 

For the next few months, I wore the ring behind my own band, a constant reminder of the 
upheaval in my life, a visible sign of rupture and loss.  And then, one night, I had a dream, 
or really, more a strong impression.  I awoke in deep darkness with a sense of wild joy and 
exhilaration, my heart thumping against my ribs.  I knew beyond any doubt, that my heart 
was alive in Jim’s heart, that Jim’s heart lives in God’s heart, and that God’s heart is the 
loving energy that fuels the entire universe. 
 

 
 

I have a friend who is a metal sculptor.  Upon hearing the dream, he proposed the welding 
of a new ring:  Jim’s broken circle wrapped around mine.  I wear it now as a cosmic sign of 
God’s universal, omnipresent, and unfathomable love.  The symbol of my loss has been 
transformed, as have I. 
 

~ Sharon Browning ~ 
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CHANGE 
 
CHANGE YOUR THINKING – CHANGE YOUR LIFE 
 
Retirement 
 
Working every day – lots of responsibility – lack of time – always busy or worrying. 
Longing for time and space – retirement will be so good – so many things I want to have 
time for – reading – travel – visiting – cooking more – genealogy with Alexa – clean out 
my cluttered house. 
 
At last the day comes – they want me to stay – but I am intent – I want and need my 
time & space. 
 
Alas – one-year later – new responsibilities – new commitments – child care for grand 
children (a pleasure of course) but where does the time go?  Family illness, child care, 
social responsibilities…still no time for leisure, for travel, for reading or visiting or 
genealogy…the house is still cluttered (maybe even more than before). 
 
Maybe this is good to be so busy – maybe I would be bored or lonely if I had nothing to 
do but watch TV. 

~ Theresa Czerwinski ~ 
 
 

PHILADELPHIA CREATIVE WRITING WORKSHOP 

Left to right – standing: Kass Dymecki, Helen Adler, Connie Pohl, 
Marion Bergan, Viana Muller, Sharon Browning, 

Front: Theresa Czerwinski, Jeanne Heiberg, Alexa Kane. 
Missing in Photo is Darryl - who took the picture. 

Memoirs, continued 
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THE GRAILVILLE DEMOCRATIC DISCERNMENT PROCESS - VIEW FROM THE DIASPORA 
~ Trina Paulus ~ 

 
We, the very involved diaspora, scattered in the East, far and middle west, the north and south, 
have been coming together with Grailville locals in an intense collaboration.  We have been 
meeting on wonderful conference calls - about 20 of us each time to think together about 
Grailville's future.  We are trying to listen to each other deeply and feel there is so much to deal 
with and to learn. 

You all know that a comprehensive Grailville plan is in the making and the related but separate 
decision about selling land to the Ecovillage will be coming up for a vote.  How soon I do not know.  
At the special 2005 GA we voted that Grail members will need to vote on such big decisions. 

A self-chosen group is working that these decisions are the best we can come to.  And we are 
working hard!  Paying attention and attempting to understand all points of view can feel like one is 
on a fast moving roller coaster.  In the midst of the ups and downs I have then to harness and 
attempt to word my own best thinking to share.  This is honestly taking most of my own waking 
hours.  I figure it is, “Speak now or forever hold your peace.”  And for me, Grailville is worth 
working for!  Grailville with its land, history, water, is the gift we have been given for this present 
time.  Grailville, more than any other place we have, allows us to be fully engaged in one of the 
essential works of the coming times, developing loving community on sustainable sites and Going 
Local while holding a global vision.  So very Grail.  Right!  And we have an added gift, that hard-
to-identify spiritual heritage; so we can become yet more deeply that Center for Spirituality and 
Sustainability we voted to affirm at that special General Assembly.  This seems so naturally to be 
our Grailville task. 

So what is this far flung Grailville processing group doing?  Besides maps and emails flying daily, 
we have had 1-hour conference calls, 4 of them!  These have been so helpful to put a human 
voice into our process.  We all seem to agree that Grailville is precious and needs some new 
thinking.  We all seem to want something we call Ecovillage, and agree it is important to re-inhabit 
Grailville.  But we are still discussing how best to realize this desire.  We are not all of one mind 
about how to proceed. 

Recently, the Vivian Llambi design firm, hired by Grailville and working intensely during these 
past several months, gave their dream perspective for the way Grailville could look.  It is just her 
vision at this point, which in my opinion, might be possible if we win several lotteries. 

But something else wonderful has also happened!  Feels providential in the midst of our intense 
thinking!  A Permaculture Practicum was just held at Grailville.  Our land was the laboratory for 24 
highly motivated persons finishing their Permaculture training!  During a recent conference call 
(August 30), we were treated to enthusiastic responses from the many local Grail people who 
heard the 3 hour reports at the end their design laboratory.  Groups dealt with questions such as: 
What would a new retreat center look like? Where located? Which of the two Ecovillage sites 
examined appear to be better, looking at infrastructure connections, water, solar, wind potential, 
access to the Hub, etc.? 

Our discussion about the Ecovillage has been partly on the level of discerning the best place, but 
even more about the wisdom of selling land at all, even to a group we affirm.  Several other plans 
were discussed.  One came from Grail members who were in the Advisory Group, suggesting a 
Land Trust.  I wrote a Sustainable Residency proposal that is neither Land Trust nor sale; 
ownership of land and buildings remain with Grailville and nothing passes into private hands.  My 
own vision of an Ecovillage still prefers not selling land, but we are moving toward consensus in 
trust.  Special thanks to the staff, council, and all of the far flung Grail members who are making 
this amazing process possible, with great giving of time and energy! 

To view the latest map: http://www.grailville.org/images/pictures/DiagrammaticSitePlan.pdf  
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POEMS BY KATE TWOHY … 
 

A HEARTLAND OF WISH OR WORRY 
 
A community, too far flung, too unengaged 
Negotiating in common, in private, in ambivalence 
Who can see the future? Who will be without regret? 
In desiring closure to one plan, deaf to another's 
Presumption of honor, but no clear consensus. 
 
Finally, for the sacred bond, for hope to go on 
Lady Honor must govern all dreams. 
Honor requires that all be heard. 
Honor requires private misgivings to be said 
Lady Honor will stay the force of mistrust 
Lady Honor, be our muse. 

 
From Kate, who honors all dreams, presumes the way will be found, but can envision 

that more courage, involvement of the movement and reexamination 
of different options might get us to the goal we seek. 

 
 
 
 
 

STATUE 
 
That angle of the head  
Yearning, extended neck  
Head thrust to its very limits  
To focus on the child’s face  
Strength and muscle to reassure  
Groaning gaze to be a sign,  
“I know your needs”  
 
Fragile child, upraised face  
Smallness bound to strength  
The lamb between the legs of steel  
 
My holy unimaginable God  
Might I picture You so?  

 
Inspired by Trina’s statue of Abraham as I passed 
the gazebo all week [during the National Meeting] 

~ Kate 
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WHY PROTECT LOUISIANA? 
~ Marian Schwab ~ 

 
Should the title of this article be “Louisiana’s People Need Your Help!” I wondered, or 
something more strident, like “If You Know What’s Good for You…” 
The flurry of national news reports at the end of August, commemorating the second 
anniversary of the Hurricanes Katrina and Rita, showed clearly that the physical and 
mental suffering from the hurricanes is not over.  Many people are still struggling to 
recover.  Theresa (Dardar) just left to buy 250-feet of electrical wire for a family still 
trying to get back into their house – their wire the gift of an older Grail member who 
continues to send us monthly donations to help with recovery. 
Despite the excellent coverage on National Public Radio and other news outlets, what 
was missing was reporting of the cause of the tremendous destruction, and what has to 
be done to prevent even worse from happening.  For that, the people of Louisiana need 
the help of those of you in the rest of the country.  And what those of you living 
elsewhere might not realize is how much of your own self-interest is tied up in the 
protection of the Louisiana Gulf Coast. 
Susan Sarandon narrated “Washing Away: Losing Louisiana,” shown this past week on 
many PBS stations around the country.  That documentary featured three sections of 
the Louisiana coast: in the east, the New Orleans area; to the west, Cameron and 
Delcambre, just south of where the “Lafayette Grail people” live; and between the two, 
places like Raceland and Larose in Lafourche Parish – which is exactly where we live.  
Katrina’s eye came ashore to the east of us – in fact, to the east of New Orleans.  Rita’s 
eye hit to the west of us, almost on the Texas border.  Yet in between was tremendous 
destruction.  Why?  It wasn’t just the size and force of those storms.  This area has 
experienced storms that bad before without suffering such incredible damage.  What’s 
different today is that the wetlands that protected the coast in the past are no longer 
there to protect us. 
It’s not that people here have built on land they shouldn’t have, like in some other areas 
of the country.  Here, people have lived on this incredibly beautiful and bountiful land for 
centuries – without this level of vulnerability – pursuing a distinctive, Cajun way of life 
that exists nowhere else on earth.  In the past, people could weather hurricane damage 
and go on with life. 
Now their entire infrastructure is threatened: highways, pipelines, and everything 
needed to make it even possible for people to live here.  Because of coastal erosion, 
the marshlands have eroded away.  And it was those wetlands that protected the 
people, the wildlife, the crops and cattle.  Those wetlands are a rapidly degrading 
system. 
The real possibility of gasoline costing $6.00 or $8.00 a gallon probably startled non-
Louisianians who watched the “Losing Louisiana” documentary.  People in the rest of 
the country usually don’t realize how dependent they are on the refining done here, and 
how dependent the national treasury is on Louisiana oil and gas revenue. 
The IRS is, of course, the largest source of income for the national treasury; but oil and 
gas revenue is second.  And of the $7.5 billion sent to the federal government annually, 
$5.5 billion comes not from Texas but from Louisiana. 

continued next page 
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Why does this matter?  Because if the paths of those two hurricanes in the summer of 
2005 had been just a little different – if Katrina had veered 50 miles to the west, and 
Rita to the east – they would have converged on this area and Port Fourchon at the 
mouth of Bayou Lafourche – the largest refining operation in the country.  If “the 
Fourchon” had been thrown out of commission and production interrupted even 
temporarily, the entire US economy would have been thrown into immediate recession. 
There are Congressional representatives outside Louisiana who understand why 
protecting Louisiana’s coastline is a national issue.  Maxine Waters of California is one 
of them.  She is among those fighting for the passage of the Water Resource 
Development Act now before Congress, despite the threat of a veto from the President. 
That Act would finally give Louisiana the money it needs for coastal restoration – for 
harvesting the sediment discharged off the end of the continental shelf, and for multiple 
other projects to put the wetlands back into place so they can protect the Gulf Coast.   
(The day after the “Losing Louisiana” broadcast, I drove down past the Fourchon to 
Grand Isle, the island outpost of the diocese of Houma-Thibodaux.  LA Highway 1 is the 
single, two-lane road leading there through Lafourche Parish.  Instead of driving on an 
elevated roadway through wetlands, I drove for hours on a ribbon of highway barely 
above the water to the right and left.)   
The land here is eroding at a faster rate than anywhere else on the planet.  Yet it’s not 
too late.  Louisiana needs the help of all of you who live in other states.  Politicians who 
live here understand: it’s those in other states who don’t.   
Please contact your own Congressional representatives and push for their support of 
the Water Resource Development Act.  Urge them to get this Act untangled from Iraq 
military spending, if that’s the reason for the veto threat.  Please do whatever you can to 
help that Act get passed.   
However much everyone wants alternative fuels developed, no one wants gasoline to 
cost double its current price.  If that happens, the rest of the country will know for itself 
the suffering of Louisiana. 

 
 

 
 
 

UPDATE ON MEMBER GIVING 
 
 

TOTAL 2007 YEAR-TO-DATE DONATIONS/PLEDGES  =  $ 91,050 
(reflects donations to the National Office, Grailville and Cornwall) 
 
# OF MEMBERS GIVING/PLEDGED 

All member categories  =  116 of 241  (48%) 
Active & Wider Grail  =  101 of 199  (51%) 
Exploring Membership  =      3 of   22  (14%) 

Louisiana, continued 
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TWO WEBSITES 
~ Reviews by Trina Paulus ~ 

 
Two websites - both impact health, food and point to a culture in collapse - AH but they are 
such attractive statements that one can bear taking their information in.  Do look and read!  
 
“The Ethanol Scam” is a succinct article in the Rolling Stone Magazine.  Think you know 
about Ethanol?  Check this out! 
 
“Running the Numbers, An American Self-Portrait” is an art exhibit about BIG numbers.  
About the vast resources we Americans go through with scarcely a thought.  And it is 
amazingly beautiful and looks great on-line. 
 
 
THE ETHANOL SCAM: ONE OF AMERICA'S BIGGEST POLITICAL BOONDOGGLES  
Jeff Goodell  Posted Jul 24, 2007 1:36 PM  
Rolling Stone feature article: 

http://www.rollingstone.com/politics/story/15635751/the_ethanol_scam_one_of_americas
_biggest_political_boondoggles  

 
We see pictures of bright yellow corn advertised by the major scoundrel, ADM.  Whew!  
They claim using food and other organic matter to burn in our vehicles will save us from 
reliance on oil without changing our habits!  What a destructive, selfish myth!  For 
continued fertility - all organic matter needs to go back into the soil and all wise policy 
needs to see how this cycle can be maintained.  Corn is the worst biofuel stock, but none 
of this is really good.  Check this section from the article; it says it better than I can.  
 

. . . Chuck Grassley of Iowa, put it recently, ‘Everything about ethanol is good, good, 
good.’  
 
This is not just hype -- it's dangerous, delusional bullsh*t.  Ethanol doesn't burn cleaner 
than gasoline, nor is it cheaper.  Our current ethanol production represents only 3.5 
percent of our gasoline consumption -- yet it consumes twenty percent of the entire U.S. 
corn crop, causing the price of corn to double in the last two years and raising the threat 
of hunger in the Third World.  And the increasing acreage devoted to corn for ethanol 
means less land for other staple crops, giving farmers in South America an incentive to 
carve fields out of tropical forests that help to cool the planet and stave off global 
warming.  
 
So why bother?  Because the whole point of corn ethanol is not to solve America's 
energy crisis, but to generate one of the great political boondoggles of our time.  Corn is 
already the most subsidized crop in America, raking in a total of $51 billion in federal 
handouts between 1995 and 2005 -- twice as much as wheat subsidies and four times 
as much as soybeans.  Ethanol itself is propped up by hefty subsidies, including a fifty-
one-cent-per-gallon tax allowance for refiners.  And a study by the International Institute 
for Sustainable Development found that ethanol subsidies amount to as much as $1.38 
per gallon -- about half of ethanol's wholesale market price. . . .  

 
This illusion goes on.  This is tragic for us and the whole world wanting America to become 
the generous example of love! 

continued next page
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RUNNING THE NUMBERS: AN AMERICAN SELF-PORTRAIT  
Chris Jordan - Artist  
 
I have never been so moved by an art exhibit as seen on the Internet as I was by 
Running the Numbers on Chris Jordan’s website: http://www.chrisjordan.com/  
 

Running the Numbers is not about gambling or any of the other meanings this phrase 
might have.  It is a series of very large images showing what we use and throw away in 
this culture.  2 million plastic bottles in 5 minutes; nine million wooden ABC blocks, 
equal to the number of American children with no health insurance coverage in 2007; 
426,000 cell phones, equal to the number of cell phones retired in the US every day; 
29,569 handguns, equal to the number of gun-related deaths in 2004; 1.14 million 
brown paper supermarket bags, the number used in the US every hour; 60,000 plastic 
bags, the number used in the US every five seconds; 24,000 logos from the GMC 
Yukon Denali, equal to six weeks of sales of that model SUV in 2004; 2.3 million folded 
prison uniforms, equal to the number of Americans incarcerated in 2005.  And it is 
wonderfully displayed on the computer screen. 
 

I heard the artist, Chris Jordan, on the radio tell how he put these images together.  If I 
remember rightly, he said that to get the 2 million plastic bottles we use every 5 minutes 
he photographed 500 bottles on his driveway.  He messed them up a little and shot 
again, and again and again until he joined them using Photoshop into a group of about 
5000 in one image, then he joined the groups of 5000 together until he had 2 million. 
 

I looked this up on the Internet and saw his Images of other big numbers.  It staggers 
my soul to see 4 floor-to-ceiling panels showing the edges of 2.3 million folded orange 
prison uniforms equal to the 2.3 million in prison in this country in 2005.  This takes a 
whole high-ceilinged gallery wall! 
 

I made a special trip to New York for this exhibit on its last day there.  It is overwhelming 
to see this sort of thing.  Numbers I usually forget were burnt into my consciousness. 
 

Chris Jordan has made these unbearable numbers beautiful enough to look at, and as 
an artist and writer, I constantly am trying to find ways to make hard things bearable for 
people to take in, I wanted to congratulate him. 
 

I phoned the number given on the gallery website expecting to leave a message, but 
Chris himself answered.  We talked about the challenge of big numbers and thought 
how one could possibly depict a billion.  Maybe it would have to be banners running all 
thru Central Park, like Christo's orange banners last year. 
 

Chris had been a lawyer for a dozen years and felt he was not living his life fully, and 
began to do these poignant, revealing images of our culture.  Go Chris!!! 
 
 

 
QUEEN OF THE MONARCHS 

 
Trina, with butterflies, is featured in a front page article of the Monclair times: 

http://www.montclairtimes.com/page.php?page=15523 

Websites, continued 



 

 

 
COUNCIL MEMBERS VISIT NEW YORK 

 

 
 
 

Some Council members 
were able to visit with 
some of the New York 
Grail in the city after the 
June Council Meeting at 
Cornwall.  A good time 
was had by all at Emily's 
house in Brooklyn. 
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