
 

Roles We Play in our Life 

As I sat down to write the message for this month’s topic, it brought about a lot of different feel-
ings as I reflect back on all the different roles I’ve had in my life time.  Some of you may not 
know, but I was previously married at a young age in a long term relationship which brought 
about my two daughters who are now in the in their early 30s.  This was one of the first signifi-
cant roles I had in life as being a father of two daughters who depended on me for everything 
until a certain age.  Once they reached adulthood, that role changed.  Later in life, I went from 
being a married man with two daughters to being a single divorced straight man who could no 
longer hide behind the mask of being gay.  As I shed one of my roles from being a straight mar-
ried man to being a single openly gay man, I found I was able to be more honest with myself, 
my family, friends and colleagues.  That gave me some life enriching experiences and insights 
which I’m grateful to have.   

As I reflect back, I must admit the last 20 years of my life have been the absolute greatest years 
I can remember in a long time.  I took on a new role when I married the man of my dreams Oc-
tober 19, 2019 (10-19-19) and I now have the role of being a gay married man who is also a 
primary care-giver to my aging Mother in Law who lives with us full time.  The moments of con-
nection and shared enjoyment with my husband, our blended families and friends have been the 
most enriching life experience I remember.  My spirituality has taken me down a couple different 
paths, none of which resulted in me having a defining role until I came to SLC Franklin 5 years 
ago.  My role as being a member of the board of directors as vice president and then president 
for this amazing group of people has enlightened and strengthened me in many different ways.  
Being able to form connections with the people at SLC Franklin has given me a sense of com-
munity and identification which has enriched my overall well being.   While playing these roles, it 
has given me a sense of family and allowed my personal resilience to be interwoven with the 
resilience of all the other wonderful like-minded people at SLC Franklin.  It is from this web of 
relationships and connection with others I have been able to draw my strength and further my 
spirituality.  It has also given me insight into my commitments, responsibilities as well as my pri-
orities. 

   Serving on the board of directors for the last two terms has enriched my life 
in so many ways.  Though I’m no longer going to play the role as a board 
member after our 2020 annual meeting, my role will become being an active 
member who will continue to help in any way needed.  I’m eternally grateful 
for this wonderful experience of being a board member and I know and trust 
each of you will continue to support all the new in-coming board members 
who will be changing their roles from active member to board member.  

 With Gratitude & A Happy Heart~~Doug VanOrsdalll, President 
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Until we are able to safely see one an-
other face to face, we are grateful that 
many speakers have allowed us to 
share links to their online spiritual 
presentations.  These are scheduled 
below along with the online link to ac-
cess it.  This way you can watch, and 
rewatch, any time you like!  Just click 
on the link and enjoy! 

 

UPCOMING SPEAKERS 
 

Sunday, August 2 

Rev. Kathleen Rahling does a really fine 

job sharing at Wayfarer’s Unity.  You will 

enjoy her talk on “The Zen Mask, the Pa-

per Bag and the Tree.”  Please go to 

https://wayfarersunity.org/wayfarers-

unity-sunday-talks.html and see May 31, 

2020. 

Sunday, August 9 

Rev. Dr. Katherine R.B. Greysen is one of 

our favorite speakers, and highly prized in 

Centers around WNC.  She combines in-

sightful wisdom with an underlying clever  

 

                

wit.  I know you will enjoy her talk on “Deci-

sion Making.”  Please go to 

https://youtu.be/M1ROmf3HZq8 .  

 

Sunday, August 16 

This is our ANNUAL MEMBERSHIP 

MEETING!  This year we will have a virtual 

meeting which will be open to everyone.  

Anyone may participate, but only members 

may vote.  We have some very important 

issues to discuss and decide on.  It will be 

interesting I know!  Four new board mem-

bers will be installed.  A link for this meeting 

will be emailed to everyone about a week 

prior to the meeting, so stay tuned! 

 

Sunday, August 23 

Dr. Nancy Booth is speaking from Wash-

ington Metaphysical Church. in Washington, 

D.C..  I really loved her talk on “How to 

Build a Relationship with God: It’s an In-

side Job.”  Please go to 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=eNxD

cDzjJd8.   

Sunday, August 30 

Dr. Katie Davis gives a talk very much 

needed in the times we’re experiencing.  

This is the transformation of heart we seek.  

Enjoy her sharing on “Do Justice, Love 

Mercy, and Walk Humbly.”  Go to 

https://wayfarersunity.org/wayfarers-

unity-sunday-talks.html and see July 19, 

2020. 
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The Roles and Phases of our Lives 



Below are stories shared from some of our board members and administration staff.  I 
hope they help you get to know us better. 

 

 Nancy Cottrell, Board Member 
When I was 17 I awakened from a coma and near death experi-

ence wondering what all the fuss was about. My childhood memo-

ries up to junior high school had been erased. Events after that 

were bits of colorless information without any emotions attached. I 

didn't know it at the time, but I would come to realize that for the 

rest of my life all my long term memories would over time fade and 

disappear. First the associated feelings go, then the event itself 

dissolves. The only information filling my distant time line comes 

third hand from friends and family or journaling. 

 

So at 17, I learned my first four important life lessons. There is no such thing as death, the past 

has no power over me, wear a mask and keep my mouth shut, and if it’s important long term, 

WRITE IT DOWN. 

 

Graduating from college smack in the middle of the 60s and marrying at 22, the duly dutiful, 

peace keeping, problem solving daughter of my early years did a 180 and launched herself into 

the world of sex, drugs and rock and roll…hippie heaven and the NJ surfing scene. Free at last, 

or so I thought. Alas, my conservative upbringing triumphed, and I was so not a free spirit. Mind 

altering drugs? The buzz from two glasses of wine made me ill. I didn't even like colorful cloth-

ing. I drove all the way to Woodstock and LEFT an hour later…you get the picture. Life lesson 

phase 2: For me radical change is better accomplished in baby steps.  

 

So I walked away from my marriage, a job I adored (reporter/photographer) and all that sand in 

my shoes…and 180'd again straight into Yuppie-ville without looking back. New husband, two 

adorable elementary school children (his, not mine), upwardly mobile in the Boston sub-

urbs…the role my parents had apparently been conditioning me for from birth. Candlelight din-

ners, sailing on the Sound, and yet another job I loved (being paid to read books). Nirvana? Far 

from. Gourmet cook, acclaimed hostess, Episcopal churchwoman extraordinaire… more like 

one of the Stepford wives. 

 

Being widowed at 33 eight years later came as a much needed reality check. I was seriously 

flunking life. The children stayed in Germany with their mom. My ever so tastefully decorated, 

heavily mortgaged, 1795 colonial nest in Connecticut was EMPTY, and so was my life. My boss 

hit on me (interior decorator phase), my late husband's friends hit on me…my heretofore well 

behaved dog bit the mailman. 

 



It was time to step back, take stock and figure out what wasn’t working for me. But first I needed 

to put to rest the lingering sense of failure that if I had just tried harder, I could have made my 

first marriage work. And so I tracked down my former husband with whom I had had no contact 

for 10 years to make sure I wasn't responsible for making his life a mess. Finding we were both 

free of encumbrances and that our core friendship had endured—we took off on a year-long 

camping odyssey around the country while we contemplated the endless possibilities of what 

was next. 

 

It was serendipitous that early in that 1979 journey we discovered North Carolina, and on the 

way back answered the mountains beckoning call. The entire area energized our creative sides, 

and the next 40 years were spent making stained glass windows from Maine to Florida. 

 

In my fifties, life intervened in the form of family need. Twenty years of balancing career and 

care giving ensued redefining my life yet again. Being a caregiver taught me love, compassion, 

endless patience and living in the moment.  Non-family members were forever asking me how 

can you do this year after year? Since we get to shape our own internal narrative, there was no 

place in my dialogue for why me, poor me pity parties. I simply chose to never go there. Per-

haps that is my most significant life lesson to date. Life is exactly how I choose to spin it. Robert 

Akers recently said something that so resonated with me. Everything that happens in life is just 

information. We control the emotional conversation about that information. We can choose love 

over hate, light over darkness, compassion over judgment… 

 

The most uplifting aspect about this convoluted journey to age 77 is the way the universe has 

my back and how the right information, opportunities, or people inevitably appear at precisely 

the moment I need them. Being embraced by the Spiritual Light Center family almost three 

years ago is my favorite example. 

 

 

Barbara Vitale, Board Member 
My life, like many, has been a balance between mo-

ments of joy, amazement, excitement, pain and grief. 

My first memories were of being born. I was on the oth-

er side, aware of the life I had chosen, why I had cho-

sen it, and what I had volunteered to do. I was ready to 

leap. As I moved down the birth channel it felt like all 

my knowing was being squeezed out. I felt fear and the 

sensation that I was dying. As I was birthed I came out screaming. Years later, after ex-

periencing three near death experiences, I came to believe that birth was death and dy-

ing was birth. On one of the near death journeys I went to a place where there was 

nothing but love. I did not want to come back to my life on earth. As a child I experi-

enced lots of trauma. My mother was an alcoholic and schizophrenic. She was also my 

greatest teacher. When you are locked in closets you learn out of body travel. She gave 



me the gift of being able to see into other worlds. She gave me the gift of strength. My 

dad was gone most of the time.  

When I was 6 years old we moved back to live with my grandma. I could not write my 

name nor read. I did not read until I was in 5th grade. I have compassion for anyone who 

has been bullied. My grandma said, “You will read when God is done teaching you the 

other things he wants you to learn.” Once I learned to read I read everything I could get 

my hands on. My grandma was my angel. She taught me to talk to the plants, see the 

fairy folk, heal others, and understand that we are all one. She also taught me traditional 

Celtic ways.  

During these years we were poor. Although I went to an upscale public school, I can 

remember starting school with the top of my shoes cut outs my toes wouldn’t blister. If I 

was lucky to get a new pair of shoes they were two sizes to big with cotton stuffed in the 

toes so that I could wear them for two years. Most of my clothes were made from print-

ed feed sacks or hand me downs. The other children did not want to be my friend. As I 

entered high school, I thought, “I will show them.”  I studied hard, became a cheer lead-

er, home coming queen, and made everyone feel special, but I was not happy.  

Right out of high school I got married. I had married someone just like my mother. We 

had two children. Both have gone home. Eighteen years later I found the courage to 

walk away.  A few years later I met my present husband and soul mate. I had my de-

gree and became a teacher of special students. I taught for 20 years. I took what I was 

teaching and wrote two books. I was lucky they sold well. I was invited to train teachers 

on Native American reservations. That is when I met the man I call Grandpa. He was a 

medicine man and trained me for several years. Through ceremony I became Lakota 

and have walked that way since 1978.  

Although I had been very involved in the metaphysical aspects of belief, it was not until I 

began to travel the world meeting indigenous elders that I really began to understand 

the many possibilities and dimensions of life. I am still peeling the onion and learning. 

Each day is a new experience and challenge. Each day Spirit teaches me more about 

love and non-judgment. I am remembering who I am. 

 

Bill Groves, SLC Administrator 

As I look back over the (so far) 68 years of my life I see 

three very distinct phases of my life.  These were quite 

clearly meant to help me grow in different ways and stretch 

out in different directions.  I’ll do my best to describe them. 

The first forty years of my life I spent trying to learn who I am 

as a spiritual person.  At the time the only way I had to do that was through a religion.  



For as long as I can remember I’ve been strangely, deeply spiritual, and as a kid I felt 

compelled to put a label on it.  I was raised in Oklahoma City and until I was 16 I went to 

the Church of Christ with my father’s mother and sister.  It was quite judgmental and by 

the time I was 16 I had to get out and seek something kinder and more spiritual.  One 

day I went to sit in a Catholic church and clearly felt the vibrant presence of Holiness in 

that empty sanctuary.  My mother had been seeking spiritual transformation as well, and 

this led us both to be baptized during the Easter Vigil at St. James Catholic Church in 

OKC.  The priest there, Fr. Greiner, was a wonderful man who kindly took my mother 

and me under his wing.  I had found a home, however temporary.   

I was young, naïve, and soon became restless.  A senior in high school in 1969 and in 

my gut I knew I needed to experience life in ways my religion would not allow.  I had to 

shed the cloak of a “good boy” and go stark raving wild.  I remember lying in my bed 

one night and with tears in my eyes I asked God to forgive me for not believing in him 

anymore.  The Divine smiled back and set me free to spend three crazy years of drugs, 

sex, and rock ‘n roll.  What a time! 

Having become saturated with this lifestyle it became clear to me how shallow it was.  I 

was aware I’d never lost my faith and needed a profound way to express it.  An oppor-

tunity came along quickly when I encountered a group of very unorthodox but funda-

mentalist Christians called The Children of God who lived communally in a number of 

places around the world.  To my parent’s horror I gave up all my worldly possessions 

and spent the next two years hitchhiking all over from Canada to Mexico.  While spend-

ing a year wandering all over Mexico I came to clearly see the hypocrisy of this group, 

and came back home to OKC.  I was, however, blessed with a crash course in scripture 

study and learned conversational Spanish, which I never forgot. 

I was still yearning for a profound way to express my faith.  After some “wrestling with 

an angel” I decided the fullest way I could do that was to become a Catholic priest.  I 

visited a vocation director and was whisked off to St. Meinrad Seminary in southern In-

diana where I earned a degree in psychology, then off to St. Francis Seminary in Mil-

waukee for four years to get a Master of Divinity.  I was extremely fortunate that this 

was during a very liberal window in the Catholic Church, so my education was as much 

spiritual as it was religious.  The next ten years I spent as a parish priest in the Diocese 

of Pueblo, CO.  The last five years of that was a profound experience living as the priest 

on the Southern Ute Indian Reservation in the tiny town of Ignacio, CO.  I’d been in 

mostly Hispanic parishes previously, but here I encountered the unique spirituality of the 

southwestern Native American culture.  I swallowed it whole, participating in all their 

ceremonies, including sweat lodge at least once a week.  This gave my spirit a whole 

new way to stretch out and grow.  It was beautiful!   However, I found another way to 

stretch out on the reservation, and that was with hallucinogenics, pot, and alcohol.     



After five years I completely crashed and burned.  The bishop discovered the issue and 

I landed in treatment in Atlanta. 

There I realized I had to suck it up and take full responsibility for myself and my behav-

ior, to stop enabling myself and everyone else.  The spirituality of AA/NA is quite based 

in New Thought.  It was at this point I realized I’d gone as far as I could as a priest.  I left 

that vocation and entered a new one, putting on my second hat as a licensed addictions 

counselor.  Although I remained a Catholic, my spirituality rapidly progressed as I em-

braced a new way of seeing myself and others in the Universe.  I worked as both a 

counselor and a chaplain for twenty years helping others (and myself) work through lev-

els of denial and claim personal responsibility for our lives.   

As my faith stretched into new vistas I became ever more distressed seeing the Catholic 

Church becoming more and more conservative and walled off in its theological fortress.  

It was obvious to me Catholicism had taken a terribly wrong turn by electing the cold 

and dreadfully conservative Pope Benedict.  I soon could no longer tolerate what I was 

seeing and quit attending services entirely.  Again, I was blindly reaching out for some-

thing new, a complete break from small town Cushing, OK.  Nearly every summer I’d 

come to Western North Carolina to beat the heat at Joyce Kilmer Memorial Forest.  In 

the summer of 2011 I met some fellow campers who convinced me I could afford to 

move to this area, which became an absolute obsession.  I transferred my license to 

North Carolina, found a counseling job in Franklin, bought a house, sold my home in 

Cushing, OK, quit my private practice, packed it all up and headed to Appalachia!   

When I got to the NC border I called to say I was almost there and was greeted with the 

horrifying message that the State had just canceled all the programs I was going to run!  

It was mid-winter, January 15th, my 60th birthday.  What a gift.  All I could do was reno-

vate the house I’d bought and if I couldn’t find a job, sell it and go somewhere else.  By 

spring 2012 the house was beautifully complete and I started going to a nifty new place 

called the Spiritual Light Center.  Within a few months the Of-

fice Manager left and at the Annual Membership meet-

ing it was explained to me why I’d actually come to 

these mountains.  Continuing counseling was just a 

ruse.  I actually came to further build my spirituality 

with the needed help of a new spiritual family.  I put 

on my third hat as Administrator of this wonderful 

Spiritual Light Center, and I have not turned 

back.  I believe you know the rest of the story. 

 

 



Pam Keyser, Board Member 

I’ve had 118 jobs. I started working at age 14, by picking peas 

for 10 cents a bushel. I’d pick them, get paid, and have to hand 

over half my earnings to the aunt who’d gotten me the job and 

driven me there. I counted the ones I only lasted 2 days at be-

fore I snuck out their back door or window because I was too 

afraid of them to tell them I quit. One was a restaurant with an 

angry short-order cook; the second was a land-sales development company. The su-

pervisor of that office gave all of us girl’s big wet kisses throughout the day. In mid-

week, he handed us all a $10 bill as incentive. Whoever typed up the most contracts 

would get a special surprise from him. At lunch, I used his $10 for a taxi home, called 

and left a message to tell him thanks for the ride and I quit. (Thank you, Goddess for 

Women’s lib.) 

When I married and we had kids, we moved a lot. I decided Tim would have the career, 

and I’d have jobs wherever we went, so I could be more available to our kids. For me, it 

was a moral decision. I’d seen folks who had two careers going, and they did well, but 

their kids didn’t. 

One of my favorite jobs was being a rodeo rider in a stationary rodeo. Loved riding! 

Loved the crowds and the excitement. The second was at a hospital in an upscale 

planned community in Maryland. I started out as an admitting clerk. But soon, folks from 

everywhere started asking me to come to their office, desk, or counter whenever they 

had a troublesome person. I had a knack for talking to them. Eventually, after admin-

istration called me in for one of their angry customers, they gave me the title: “Human 

Rights Advocator,” an office and anyone who had problems came to my desk. I had 

memorable encounters. First, was a man who was told not to empty his bladder before 

getting an outpatient test. He was so uncomfortable and grumpy. He refused to go to 

admitting. He just wanted the test and the bathroom. So, I went with him to his test, 

asked him the form questions, got his signature, and got out just as he was running to 

the bathroom. The second time was a man whose wife was having a miscarriage. They 

wanted to do a D & C to make sure all tissue was gone. He ranted, saying it was an 

abortion. He came to my office, and we talked. I let him carry on. Eventually, I realized 

he thought a D & C was a hysterectomy, and they wanted more children. I called anoth-

er GYN surgeon to talk to him. He understood, calmed down, and sent me flowers the 

next day. 

Just to name a few of my jobs (I’m a writer so all were rich fodder): Migrant worker pick-

ing strawberries in California/telephone operator many times/Queue stand-in-line per-



son (wealthy didn’t want to stand in line) paid well/Desk Clerk many places/Baby ostrich 

babysitter/secretary/office manager/house sitter/Credit Union Supervi-

sor/Banks/Hospitals. That’s just a few. 



Rhonda Murphy, Financial Secretary  

My first job during high school and college was as a grocery 

store cashier. During college, I also held positions in the deli 

and bakery departments. Making the donuts was probably 

one of my most enjoyable jobs. 

Since college, my jobs have all been in offices. I’ve been a 

secretary, customer service rep, copy editor, computer operator, manager of information 

systems, desktop publisher, all-around office person, and publishing manager. I’ve done 

bookkeeping, payroll, calculating profit/loss for direct mail campaigns, maintained mail-

ing lists with millions of names, planned kitchen cabinet layouts, calculated the number 

of shingles needed for a roof (algebra has its uses), designed business cards, wrote 

manuals, edited books and other literature,  photographed products, and created and 

maintained websites. I became proficient in spreadsheets, several word processors, 

Photoshop, Powerpoint, and several desktop publishing programs. 

I was very fortunate to start working at a time when computers were just coming into 

use in business. Because I worked for small companies, I always had the opportunity to 

learn to use them on the job, with the help of a few adult education classes to get me 

started. 

 

As a volunteer, I’ve been responsible for newsletters for the Cowee community, Macon 

Users Group, and Mountain Light Network. I’ve also been on the boards of the 

Unitaritan Universalist Fellowship of Franklin, Macon Users Group, and Spiritual Light 

Center. When I retired 3 years ago, I started teaching line dancing at the Carpenter 

Community Building, and have taken watercolor painting classes at our senior center. 

 

One of my favorite things to do is travel. My most frequent travelling companion is my 

Mom, and we’ve been to England, France, Germany, Belgium, The Netherlands, Italy 

and Egypt together. I’ve also been to Maya ruins in Mexico, Guatemala, and Honduras. 

This summer, I had booked a trip to Wales organized by Aluna Joy, but that’s been can-

celled. And Mom & I were thinking about going to Croatia this fall, but that will wait for 

another year! 



The Four Stages of Life  by Mark Manson 

Mimicry  Stage One, a person is wholly dependent on other 

people’s actions and approval to be happy. This is a very difficult 
strategy because other people are unpredictable and unreliable. 

Self-Discovery Stage Two, one becomes reliant on oneself, but still in need of ex-

ternal success to be happy — making money, accolades, victory, conquests, etc. These 
are more controllable than other people, but they are still mostly unpredictable and can 
be empty in the long-run. 

Commitment Stage Three one clings to a handful of relationships and endeavors 

that proved resilient and worthwhile through Stage Two. These are a steady and more 
stable foundation for growth.  

Legacy Stage Four requires we hold on to what we’ve already accomplished as long 

as possible, and continue to develop as an independent being in relationship with Spirit.    



Gardening Corner   Making Great Soil   by Sue Ditch 

Tuck In Tea 
 Many shade loving perennials such as hostas, bleeding heart, azaleas and  rhododen-
dron love a rich acid soil. Make them happy by saving tea bags and working the bags 
into the soil when your planting or mulching around these plants. 
Just toss wet tea bags into a paper bag, where they'll dry out. Keep them on hand to put 
in planting holes. The tea will add organic matter while slightly acidifying the soil. 
 
Pasta-bilities 
The next time you boil some pasta or potatoes, let the water cool and then use it to feed 
your favorite plants.  It contains small amounts of starch, organic matter, and other nu-
trients plants like 
 
 

Until we are able to safely hold in-person services at SLC, 
our only source of income are the generous donations you 
send us.  We now have a PayPal account to make that 

easier.  https://tinyurl.com/SLC-donate  This link takes you to a page where you can 

easily donate to SLC, either one time - or set up a recurring donation. You could also 
mail a contribution directly to us at Spiritual Light Center, 80 Heritage Hollow, Frank-
lin, NC  28734.  Your help is greatly appreciated! 

https://markmanson.net/emotions/how-to-be-happy-in-life
https://tinyurl.com/SLC-donate

