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THE SPIRITUAL 
CONNECTION       
Portland Spiritualist Church                   

December 2019 

From the Desk 

Well, it’s Thanksgiving evening and I’ve rolled off the couch 

long enough to get a few thoughts down before the pie and ice 

cream. I allow myself one food coma per year. 

We’re now heading into the seasons of Christmas, Hanukah, 

Kwanzaa, and many other celebrations that occur this time of 

year. What they are and what they’re called really isn’t 

important to me. As far as I can see they’re all celebrations 

about the change of the season from Autumn to Winter, the 

coming new year, and are only different because of the group 

that founded them. What they all need to be is a time for 

reflection about how we’re living our lives and how we’re 

treating others around us.  

Now I’ve never been a great one for material things. I’m not 

saying that I’d refuse a big screen TV if you offered it, but I’d 

much rather you shook my hand and wished me the best for the 

upcoming year. I can get my own TV. TV’s break and are 

thrown away anyway. True fellowship will last forever.  

Somewhere down the line I picked up the phrase: “You’ve got 

to have an attitude for gratitude!” I think that I heard it from 

Earl Wallace, so let’s blame him. But it’s true. We’ve just gone 

by the season of “thanksgiving”, but were we truly thankful? 

Did we realize despite all the things we have to complain about, 

we had a meal in a warm place? We didn’t have to worry about 

mortar shells busting through our roof. Were we grateful that 
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we had a roof to be under? Were we grateful that the water that came out of our tap was safe to 

drink? I could go on, but it would sound like I’m trying to guilt you all in some way. 

It’s not guilt that we should be feeling. We should be feeling gratitude for all the great things we have 

worked for and that have been given to us. Part of this gratitude is in the sharing of fellowship for all 

the other travelers on this planet, human, animal or plant. Part of this gratitude is passing on some of 

the great things that we have earned and have been given. A donation to a worthy cause is part of 

gratitude. Working in a food kitchen or pantry is a part of sharing gratitude. And we will all find that 

the more we share, the more that we’ll reap. Natural Law is immutable in that! 

So, when your food coma recedes, take some time to contemplate and express your gratitude.  

My Dad would say to me when I would be in one of my whiney phases: “No matter how far down 

you think you are, there’s always somebody that’s got it worse. Be glad for what you have.” 

Be glad my friends. Share a dollar, a smile, or a helping hand. Everything that we put out, good or 

bad, comes back to us multiplied. Let’s work on the good.  

Mike Carter / President 

____________________________________________________________ 

A Few Things to Remember 

                          ____________________________________________________________________________________   

Editor: We are looking for an individual to be the editor of the “Spiritual Connection”. The editor 

should be versed in Windows 10 and willing to seek out information for the newsletter. If you are 

interested, please contact Mike Carter. 

Submissions: We’re always looking for new material to put into the newsletter. If you have items 

that you think will be interesting in a newsletter, you can submit them to the new editor or for the 

time being to Mike at retrac55@peoplepc.com  

Community Outreach: As part of our community outreach for the Holidays, the Board has decided 

to take donations to help out a family here in the Portland, Westbrook area. We are working with 

Westbrook Community Services and will be presenting a deserving family with a gift card(s) for at 

least $200 before Christmas Day. Your generous donations would be a great help to get us to our 

goal. There is a cash donation jar at the church or a donation can be mailed to: 

 Portland Spiritualist Church / Box 6551 / Portland ME. 04102. 
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 Inspire    Pot Luck Lunch 

Please join us on December 13th 

for our annual Pot Luck. There 

will be no morning service on 

that day. Fellowship will begin 

at 11:00 AM and the meal will 

begin at Noon. Please feel free to 

bring a dish and be prepared to 

take something home. It’s a great 

time to celebrate the season. 

Everyone’s welcome.  

 

 

 

Classes, Services and Events 

Sunday Services 10:30AM 

December 1st / All Healing Service 

December 8th / Diane Whiton / Portland 

Spiritualist Church 

December 15th / Pot Luck Lunch / 11:00AM 

Fellowship/ Dinner Served 12:00 / NO 

SUNDAY SERVICE 

December 22nd / Rev. Beth Carter CH, CM / 

Portland Spiritualist Church 

December 29th / Inga Olsen MPI / Portland 

Spiritualist Church 

 

 

Friday Classes 7:30PM 

December 6th / Message Circle / Portland 

Spiritualist Church Mediums 

December 13th / Meditation & Mediumship / 

Lance Cyr 

December 20th / Mini Readings / 15 min. 

reading for $15 

December 27th / Class on speaking in front of 

your peers. / Rev. Beth Carter CH, CM 

 

KEY: CM-Certified Medium / MPI-Morris Pratt Institute 

Student / Rev.- Reverend / NST- National Spiritualist 

Teacher / CH- Commissioned Healer / LM-Licentiate Minister 

/ M-Missionary                                                                                           
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Board of the Portland Spiritualist Church 

 
President: Mike Carter (207) 797-2039 Vice President: Lance Cyr (207) 831-4929 

Secretary: Sallie Chase /Treasurer: Lauren Nelson 
Directors: Inga Olsen / Harvey McCarthy / Joann Sica 
Our Pastor: Rev. Beth Carter CH,CM – (207) 797-2039 

Next Board Meeting Date: August 21st @ 7:00 PM 
Church Web-site: www.portlandspiritualistchurch.org 

e-mail: info@portlandspiritualistchurch.org 

The Portland Spiritualist Church 
would like to extend its best 
wishes and energies as we go into 
this Holiday Season. We wish to 
send out a Merry Christmas, Happy 
Hanukkah, Happy Kwanzaa, and 
blessings to all who celebrate 
during this time of year.  

 

 

Movement Concepts 

There will be a new time and new name for Joao Bordallo’s Monday 
class. “Movement Concepts” will be presented at 5:30 PM and go until 
6:30. It is still the same easy exercises and meditations that help 
everyone relax and raise their spiritual level.  

Please join us for Movement Concepts on Monday afternoons. 

All presentations are made for comparative, informational, and educational purposes and may not reflect 
the teachings of the National Spiritualist Association of Curches 
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The Seed in the Mud 
 
Once upon a time there was a seed buried in the mud. It was in dark blackness. It was cold and wet. It 
shivered. It was just plain no fun. It was icky. It was dirty. It was muddy. It was mucky. It was stuck in 
the mud. How it got there is a little 3 sentence story. One nice breezy Fall day, it had fallen on the 
ground. Then it rained a little. And a deer came along and stepped on it and pushed it deep in the mud. 
Life just wasn't fair. It was all alone. If only it had fallen like the other seeds in the grass, or on the log 
over there, or at least not been stepped on. But what the little seed did not see was: 

 the mouse that ate the seeds in the grass 

 and the bird that ate the seeds on the log 

 and the chipmunk that gathered the seeds on the ground to store and eat all winter long. 

 
It couldn't see this because it was stuck in the mud. It didn't know how lucky it was. 
 
Now besides being squished tight in the mud, it was also locked in its shell. It tried to get out of its terrible 
predicament, but the Fall days got shorter and shorter. It got colder and colder too. It had no strength to 
get out of its shell. The mud was frozen solid, the deep snow covered it. It went through a terribly cold 
and dark winter. 
   Finally, after what seemed forever, slowly the days grew a little longer, a little warmer. The seed had 
work to do. It began to grow. 
   The water in the mud had softened its shell. Still, how hard it was to get out of its shell! It had to exert 
energy like never before. It struggled and struggled. Finally, it broke free. 
   Then it used more energy to go not up, but down, struggling to send a tiny little root through that 
compacted mud -- that terribly icky place. It needed something to tightly hold on to, because........ 
...now it had to struggle yet again with great effort to send a tiny little shoot to the light above -- through 
all that icky mud. Finally, it was free. It reached the warm sunlight. 
   You would think its troubles were over. Not so fast. In a whole year it grew only a few inches, while the 
other plants grew by leaps and bounds, as if to mock the little seed. Every fall it lost its leaves. In winter it 
barely survived, covered with snow. And as it got a little taller, it had to go through windstorms and 
blizzards. 
   But one thing was peculiar. Even while it slowly grew up to the sunny blue sky, it never forgot its 
roots. It had the wisdom to keep growing its roots deeper and deeper in the mud. 
   In fact, it used every wind storm, every blizzard, every shaking, every vibration to wiggle its roots 
deeper and deeper into the black icky mud. 
   It knew the importance of a solid foundation, because it always remembered where it came from, how it 
had been protected and helped by the mud. 
   The years rolled on, and the seasons too. Each summer it so slowly but surely grew. Each winter it 
became a little tougher and stronger. It had little joys and little sorrows throughout its life like all of us do. 
   Then came the fiercest of all storms. The wind blew so violently this way and that. Trees all around were 
dashed to the ground, broken, uprooted, a jangled mess. 
   After the devastation, the sun shone once again. To be sure, it didn't look so pretty, some leaves were 
missing, in fact, quite a few, but that would soon be remedied. 
   Because it hadn't forgotten its roots as a seed in the mud, it stood there in all its glory. It had become 
the mighty oak tree. 
 
___________________________________ 
          Stories by Paul Berchtold 
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