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Chi Lamda Epsilon is one of 
first chapters to be Cer tified. 
By Michelle Thomas 
 
After Jane Ellen and Marcia completed their trial run 
on certifying each other’s chapter, CLE became one of 
the next chapters to undergo the certification process. 
Since I had already known what was required I was 90 
percent ready and within a couple of days I had 
everything completed. If you are organized, then it 

will be a completely painless process, if not then your 
going to have problems. I am happy to say that on 
March 6th 2005 I received notice from Marcia our 
Certification Officer, that we had met the criteria and 
are hereby certified. 

 
 
                                                                  
 

 
  
 
 
 
I know this newsletter is a little late and 
kind of short, but since Cheryl had to 
resign as Newsletter Editor, I have been 
scrambling to put  
this in print. Our March  
meeting had a dinner theme 
of St Patrick’s with Corned 
Beef and Cabbage, it was so 
delicious. The program for 
the night was “Feminine 
Movements” , the video 
kept everyone’s attention 
and was very well done. 
 
Don’ t forget due’s are due in April….. 
 
Michelle Thomas 
Chair, CLE Board of Directors 
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An Excerpt from Our Passion for Justice: Images of Power, Sexuality and Liberation.  
                                         Carter Heywood, Pilgrim Press, 1984. 
 

We are not automatic lovers of self, others, world, or God.  Love does not just happen.  

We are not love machines, puppets on the strings of a deity called “ love.”    

Love is a choice—not simply, or necessarily, a rational choice, but rather a willingness to 

be present to others without pretense or guile. Love is a conversion to humanity—

a willingness to participate with others in the healing of a broken world and broken 

lives.   

Love is the choice to experience life as a member of the human family, a partner in the 

dance of life, rather than as an alien in the world or as a deity above the world, 

aloof and apart from human flesh. 
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By Robin Morgan 

 

She stands at the intersection, waiting to stride across in that inimitable way of hers, 

shoulder bag banging against one hip, head high, her hair promiscuous to the wind. 

Or sits at the typewriter, inconspicuous as any other woman, writing messages to the 

universe, which will get her in trouble with the boss. 

No past, no future, flickers like a clue in all those chance encounters that accumulate a 

life. 

See her ride the subway.   

See her warm the leftovers for her supper. 

See her feed her dog. 

And can you see what vision fires its shape in her sleep’s kiln, what passion, irony, and 

wit, what love, what courage are disguised in all her daily movements? 

 

Ordinary is a word that has no meaning. 

 

Her life is a fine piece of Japanese pottery in the Shibui style, so created that to see the 

cup’s exterior is to be privy only to its dull sienna clay and to the flavored warmth 

with which you choose to fill it. 

But drained of all your preconceptions you may discover the bowl inside—a high-glazed 

hyacinth blue that rushes to your heart and there remains, like an indelible message 

you remember from a fortune told in tea leaves once, like a wet jasmine flower 

that you can never rinse away.  


