
Pam Ferguson 

I have been surprised by life. I never thought I would live to be this 
old. And I never expected life to be so full of experiences and 
blessings. I’ve seen the pygmies dance, awakened to the Muslim call 
to prayer, and been to the source of the Nile. I’ve gathered sea-
shells on Zanzibar Island, seen the whirling dervishes in Khartoum, 
and heard the explosion of a land mine. I’ve smelled incense from 
sandalwood, frankincense, and myrrh; and I’ve smelled open sew-
ers, burning trash, rotting flesh, drying fish, and camel dung. 

After nine years in Southern Sudan and Uganda, I wondered how my 
husband (Ron) and I would adjust to life in eastern Indiana as co-
pastors of a Quaker meeting. I never expected life here to be as full 
of experiences and blessings. To be able to spend our days investing 
in a faith community committed to making a difference in Winches-
ter, in Indiana, in the United States, and in the world, is a gift. I 
believe I have the best job in the world. 

(Devotionals this week are excerpts from the Conversation Café at 
www.barclaypress.com.) 
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Sunday 
June 17 Earth Hour Was God’s Hour 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 22:27-31 
Seventy-five years ago, in March of 1933, my grandparents 
became Christians in a revival service. It was such an impor-
tant day and event that my grandfather remembered every-
thing about the day, from the men (Ed Harmon and Fred 
Baker) who met him at the altar and prayed for him, to the 
feeling he had when he got up to go home.  

Several years later, probably when that feeling began to 
fade, my grandfather told me the story of coming home from 
work one day feeling like things in his life weren’t right;  
weren’t as good as he thought they should be. He walked 
outside to the clothesline to be alone and he started to pray. 
He remembered every moment of that day also. He told me he 
hung his arms over the clothesline and poured out his heart to 
God. Even in his last months of life, when I reminded him of 
that day, he would show me how he stood there talking to 
God. In those moments he told God that he would take every-
thing and anything that God could give him. He wasn’t  
exactly sure what happened, but he said from that day on, his 
life changed. He did more than just meet Christ; he had an 
encounter with the Living God who changed his heart and 
motivation for life. 

I wish I had a whole lifetime with my grandfather, to sit 
and listen for God’s voice, to experience God’s presence and 
healing. The fact is these would be like the luxury of non-stop 
electricity. They would become so commonplace that I would 
take them for granted. 

SONG: Lead Me, O My Savior, Lead Me 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: “While a pilgrim and a 

stranger, be thou still my faithful guide.” 
—Pam Ferguson 
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Monday 
June 18 It’s Time for a New Diet 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 63 
Our faith community is doing a few things that give me an 
opportunity to do something to meet the needs within our 
community. One is our monthly Food Pantry Sunday. Several 
years ago a concerned friend spoke up in meeting about the 
power of one. If each person would bring just one food item 
just once a month, our church could generate an extra 1,200-
1,400 food items per year for the food pantry. The power of 
that challenge has generated much more than 1,200 items for 
the pantry. I rarely see anyone bring just one food item. I am 
blessed at the consistent, sacrificial giving each month to 
those in need. There are many within our church who know 
they are going to be absent for Food Pantry Sunday and will 
make an extra trip to the church to make sure their food gets 
put into the food pantry box. 

I decided it was time for a new diet. It is time that my 
grocery cart is a witness to what I believe is important to God, 
to all God’s children and to God’s planet. I am trying to place 
more real food in my cart; food items with very little process-
ing or packaging. Organic food is expensive, but I can buy at 
least one thing organic from my grocery list. I am looking for 
ways to buy real food locally. I am making more of my own 
bread. And I have a choice of where my meat is grown, where 
it is processed, and who handles it. I am more serious about 
meatless Mondays and purposely plan meatless meals during 
the week. I am planting fewer flowers and more vegetables 
this spring in my back yard. And maybe I’ll actually break my 
bad habit of checking out other people’s grocery carts by 
paying more attention to what goes into mine. 

SONG: Savior, Source of Every Blessing 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: “Fill my soul with sacred 

pleasure while I sing redeeming love.” 
—Pam Ferguson 
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Tuesday 
June 19 Does It Really Make a Difference? 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 144:12-15 
Often it feels my life revolves around a small piece of earth 
across the street from my home. About seven years ago, our 
meeting planted the first Compassion Garden in a strip of land 
between the parking lots of the Presbyterian Church and our 
Friends meeting house. It started as a project to help the youth 
of our meeting raise money to support a Compassion child in 
Africa and ended up becoming an institution in our neighbor-
hood and small city. 

The Compassion Garden reminded me this year the real 
work in my life needs to be spent on building good soil and a 
healthy foundation. It always amazed me the poor clay soil 
wouldn’t grow vegetables, but would produce a healthy crop 
of weeds. Something will grow from the soil of our lives and 
we have a choice in what we plant and nurture. I am thankful 
for the faithfulness of Lowell and Josephine Thornburg—their 
lives nurtured and grew a generation of people who knew God 
and who walk with Christ.  

I hope the good soil across the street and the hard work 
by so many makes a difference for our Compassion child in 
Uganda. I know a good foundation made a difference in the 
man I’ve been married to for thirty-two years. I want my rela-
tionship with Christ, my marriage, my ministry, and my care 
for the earth (and the little patch of it across the street) to 
make a difference someday to someone. But really, that isn’t 
my purpose on earth. My call isn’t to make a difference, but to 
be faithful, to love God, and to put my faith into practice. And 
that makes sense. 

SONG: Breathe on Us, Lord of Life 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: “Til all this earthly part of us 

glows with thy fire divine.” 
—Pam Ferguson 
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Wednesday 
June 20 Six Funerals and a Wedding 

BIBLE READING: Proverbs 8:1-10 
Last fall in a six week period we had six funerals and a wed-
ding in our faith community. It was a difficult time for the 
meeting. Many of those who died were active in worship and 
were good friends. Their loss was painful and stunning to our 
meeting. Those six friends collectively represented over 300 
years of marriage (one had never married), and all of them 
lived through the Depression. It was difficult in the midst of 
mourning to celebrate a wedding, but the witness of those 
long marriages gave us reason to bless and encourage a young 
couple at their wedding celebration. In the months since the 
funerals and the wedding, I’ve thought a lot about life, tradi-
tions, and rituals in our American culture. 

More than once I’ve heard my Depression era friends say 
they hope our nation never goes through another depression 
ever again. And yet, I wonder if this current economic situa-
tion isn’t such a bad thing. If difficult economic times teach 
me to be a better, more compassionate human being; if reces-
sions and depressions teach me to be more careful with 
money, to make my life simpler; if they teach me to nurture 
and cherish relationships and our earth; if economic uncer-
tainties cause me to lean on my faith community and to be a 
vital participant in providing service, ministry, and help to 
others who are struggling, then maybe these aren’t such diffi-
cult days after all. 

SONG: Love Divine, All Loves Excelling 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: “Finish, then, thy new creation; 

pure and spotless, let us be.” 
—Pam Ferguson 
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Thursday 
June 21 If God Wills 

BIBLE READING: Luke 5:12-13 
One of the things I miss from my years in Sudan is hearing the 
word Inshallah many times every day. It means “God willing” 
or “if God wills” and was used to punctuate references to the 
future or anything you would hope to do. While I struggle at 
times with the theology of Inshallah, I came to appreciate the 
reminder many times each day that life isn’t always what we 
plan. Tomorrow is never a given, and life can change in the 
twinkling of an eye. 

A few days ago, another Friend, a few years older than I, 
had her life change in the twinkling of an eye. She was con-
cerned when her husband didn’t get up at his normal time to 
get ready to teach history in our local high school. When she 
went to wake him, she discovered he had died in his sleep. 
Plans for retirement, to enjoy their grandchildren together, 
and to spend many more years in friendship and love changed 
in that moment. Inshallah: if God wills. As I prayed for this 
Friend all week, I am reminded of the gift of tomorrow. 

I can let tomorrow consume today. And yet I believe the 
essence of life is the presence and experience of God here and 
now. Tomorrow is only Inshallah. In the light of how easily 
life can change in the twinkling of an eye, I am drawn to make 
Inshallah more a part of my Winchester life. Life is always a 
balancing act of living for today and preparing for tomorrow. I 
want Inshallah to remind me when I spend too much time and 
energy preparing and working for tomorrow that I can lose 
today. Today is the gift I’ve been given, and tomorrow is noth-
ing but grace. 

SONG: Yesterday, Today, Forever 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: “All may change, but Jesus 

never! Glory to his name.” 
—Pam Ferguson 
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Friday 
June 22 A Quaker Limbo 

BIBLE READING: 1 Kings 15:11 
I am really, really tired of campaign commercials. I lived in 
Africa for two U.S. presidential elections, and trust me: being 
in the middle of Africa without a television was a great way to 
spend an election year! There ought to be a law. 

Seeing all the yard signs around our county does at 
times create a desire to declare my intentions for who I would 
like to see as my president. There are a few people close to me 
that actually know, and most probably assume they know, but 
I try to be careful about overt comments for my preference for 
president in this election. It just doesn’t feel right for someone 
in my position to advertise political preferences.  

Last night during the soup and prayer supper in our 
home, a Friend asked for prayer for this election. She carries a 
deep burden for our nation’s leaders, has been outspoken 
about her wishes for president, and very faithful about writing 
letters to her legislators with her concerns. But her prayer 
request was for the people of our nation to do what is right, 
not what she desires. That is a good way to pray these days. 

Since our Catholic friends did away with limbo, I plan 
to adopt a Quaker Limbo: a place of preparation for my heart, 
soul, and life to become ready to tackle the work ahead of me 
in our nation today. To learn how to speak truth to power 
through how I live, through how I vote, and through what I 
communicate. A Quaker Limbo can be a place to focus on the 
presence of God in my life and in my world and to seek how 
to put my faith into practice. I think this limbo might be a 
very good place after all. 

SONG: When I Survey Life’s Varied Scene 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: “Lord, teach me to adore thy 

hand from whence my comforts flow.” 
—Pam Ferguson 



103 

Saturday 
June 23 An Economic Crisis? 

BIBLE READING: Galatians 6:9-10 
In these days of economic crisis and concern, particularly at 
Christmas, I’ve heard people in the media talk about giving 
gifts that do not last. They encourage people to spend less on 
“stuff” and think about giving gifts that will not end up in our 
landfills. While our gift of bread to our friends is meant not to 
last, I’ve discovered that my real hope and prayer is that it 
does last. Just as the gift Stan and Cathy gave us so long ago. 

Stan and Cathy’s gift of time, energy, friendship, and 
spiritual nurture during those six years together in Kansas 
made an incredible difference in our lives. They nurtured a 
tradition for us that reached into hundreds of homes in Kan-
sas, Idaho, Sudan, Uganda, and Indiana. Across the miles and 
the years, I still feel connected to them in a special way. I 
thank God for their lives, ministry, and influence on us.  

As I watch the secular world try to cope with economic 
difficulties and try to rephrase this Christmas season away 
from the materialism and consumerism that has for so long 
dominated this season, I believe this economic crisis can 
become an opportunity. An opportunity for a consumer-
oriented society to reconnect the Christmas season with God’s 
spirit and God’s gift to our world—the Christ child born in 
Bethlehem 2000 years ago. An opportunity for our material 
minded culture to reconnect with our earth and the gift of sun 
and soil, toil and labor, and daily bread. An opportunity to 
nurture friendship and fellowship and to invest in spiritual 
nurture. An opportunity to encourage lifestyles that promote 
health. An opportunity to live lives full of meaning and pur-
pose in a world where people long to make a difference. 

SONG: I’ve Found a Friend, Oh, Such a Friend 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: “For I am his, and he is mine, 

forever and forever.” 
—Pam Ferguson 


