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What canst thou say?
You will say, Christ saith this, and the apostles say this: but what canst thou say? Art thou a child of Light and 
hast thou walked in the Light, and what thou speakest, is it inwardly from God?                          —George Fox

DISCOVERING GOD AS COMPANION
by Allison Randall

There is a Spiritual that goes, “Lord, don’t move the moun-
tain, but give me the strength to climb. Please don’t move that 
stumbling block, but give me the strength to go around it.” Five 
years ago an episode of sexual abuse destroyed my personal 
belief system and my life as it had been. During the five years 
since, I have sung this Spiritual often, alone, as prayer, but with 
these words: “Lord, please move the mountain, or give me the 
strength to climb. If you don’t move the stumbling block, give 
me the strength to go around it.”

The mountain, the stumbling block, is the heap of residue 
left from the abuse: fear that comes on me suddenly, triggered 
by something that reminds my body of the abuse and leaves 
me with strange results: fear of men, fear of sex, shaking and 
stuttering, inability to focus my thoughts, which are firing off 
in every direction at a rapid speed, an inability to read. . . . and 
much more. These episodes of fear happen less and less fre-
quently—now maybe once every two months, and now don’t 
last more than a day, but every time they return, I long for the 
Me that used to be.

As I work my way around the stumbling blocks, I feel that 
God is working around them too, with me. Soon after the abuse 
I was having a dreadful time remembering anything. I was leav-
ing things all over the place, forgetting where I put everything. 
The fine man who is now my husband said at the time, when I 
complained about having to run back into my apartment to get 
something I’d forgotten, “You didn’t forget, you remembered,” 
emphasizing the positive. And I found myself trying hard to do 
this all the time—turn things around so that I could appreciate 
the flip side.

I knew now experientially that God was not Protector, 
but I had come to know God more strongly, deeply, as 
Companion—Companion who sometimes even took on the 

face of Christ—who had not previously played a part in my 
religious beliefs. When I found myself unable to sit quietly in 
private meditation as I had done for years, I discovered private 
singing, and found that the appropriate hymns and spirituals 
would frequently present themselves to me, and singing out 
loud alone became wonderfully healing prayer. When I could 
not pray in my accustomed silence without words, I discovered 
out-loud prayer with words, and when I could not pray out loud 
with words, I discovered throwing myself on the ground in 
despairing, pleading prayer with wordless sounds. Workarounds 
to be sure, God’s workarounds.

Soon after the abuse one of my brothers got me a simple-
to-use camera, through which I could choose to see only a small 
part of the world at a time—small enough that I could deal with. 
Through the lens I could have complete control over what I saw, 
and make it as big or small as I wanted. Each picture I snapped 
was a prayer of gratitude—for being able to take the picture, 
for this small amount of control I needed so much to exercise 
in my life, for the beauty of whatever I was taking a picture of: 
the snow at the base of a tree, tree shadows across green grass, 
the pattern of barn boards around a barn window.

As I moved the camera, watching the pictures change as I 
looked through its lens, finding beauty in collapsing barns and 
broken windows, I began to accept the loveliness of shadows 
on rocks and trees or reflections in bodies of water, shadows 
and reflections in my own life echoed in my heart.

As I discovered each photograph with my lens and was 
awed by its beauty (beauty that constantly existed all around 
me—I had just to take up my camera and look!) my heart 
leapt in awe at the abundance of beauty in Creation. Each shot 
became a prayer, flowing easily, springing spontaneously from 
my overflowing and needy heart: “Thank you, God, for this 
myriad of wonder” . . .

From the Editor:
Some problems don’t go away no matter how hard we pray. But we can stop praying for a cure and start praying for help 
listening to God’s guidance. Then we open ourselves for God’s creative powers to work a new life in us—a life in which our 
weakness becomes a Gift, which we give back to God and other people. Our writers have blessed us by generously sharing 
their struggles, and the marvelous workarounds God has provided. Blessings on them, and on us who read their stories.

Mariellen O. Gilpin, Editor for this issue
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“for this incredible cloud formation” . . . “for these unbe-
lievable colors” . . . “for the impermanence of delicate fern 
shadows on a solid, seemingly permanent rock.” And so this 
taking of photographs was helping me heal and helping me 
feel more strongly again the presence, the wonder, of God. And 
through it God was teaching me about impermanence, teaching 
me not only to accept it but to see incredible beauty in it.

As I looked at my finished photographs, they gave me 
much joy. And when I shared them with others, they were very 
enthusiastic. I have now had two shows of my photographs, and 
when I put up the shows, I included a piece of writing with it, 
telling how the camera and these photographs are helping me 
heal from abuse. I know this has been of help to others because 
they tell me so.

Soon after the abuse, in a little shop, in a basket full of 
handcarved wooden angels from Nigeria, I found an angel with 
a knothole where his heart should have been. Because it was 
the man I had loved most who had abused me, I frequently felt 
a hole where my heart had abused me, I frequently felt a hole 
where my heart had been. I cried out with empathy and delight 
at this tiny wooden Wounded Healer, who has hung on my wall 
ever since, reminding me that I might still be of use to God.

I do not feel that my weakness has given much back to 
other people yet besides through my photography. It has with 
individual women who have been abused: I am able now to 
understand them much better than I did before my own abuse. 
When they are manifesting some of the same symptoms I have, 
I know what they need and how best to help them. I empathize 
with their feelings and frustrations and anger. I have discovered 
that there are plenty of people in the world who have suffered 
in other ways: from physical but nonsexual abuse, or from 
mental abuse, leaving them with some of the problems I now 
have. Those people, too, I am now much better able to be with 
in a meaningful and helpful way.

Until the time of the abuse, I had many male friends. Having 
grown up with three brothers and no sisters I had always found 
males more comfortable to be around: I had found them to have 
much less pretense than women, and to be far more straightfor-
ward and honest, which I liked. After the abuse I was fearful 
of men: they all seemed potentially dangerous. This threw me 
into the company of women, or into solitude. I have learned 
much from being thrown into both those places. In the company 
of women who have been abused I have found great solace 
and empathy, understanding, and incredibly strong bonds. In 
solitude I have been able to go further and further into God’s 
and my personal relationship, having hours and hours every 
day where it’s just God and me together. That’s been good too.

And in those times alone and with women, God has made 
it clear to me that He has eventual work for me to do concern-
ing abused women. I don’t yet know what, but am trusting that 
the next step toward that work is still being prepared for it, and 
that more healing needs to take place within me before I am 
strong enough to work with other abused women without being 
thrown back into a place of fear myself. But I know that I will 
be given ministry in that area. God has made that clear to me. 
And when that ministry begins, I bet it will feel that God has 
come full circle working through the abuse with me.Ω
Allison Randall is a member of Keene Worship Group, NH. 
She attempts to be aware as much as possible of the ways God 
might be working in her life, and to be grateful.
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LIKE AS THE NIGHT FOLLOWS THE DAY
by Christine O’Brien

I found out I had Lupus when I was twenty-five. I had 
already been sick for some time and had become disabled by 
the various illnesses that have come and gone since then. On 
the way home from the doctor’s office the day he told me I had 
Lupus, Mama said that I must find what I most wanted to do 
with my life and no matter what anyone else said, do it. I fooled 
that doctor and lived on well past the year of life he predicted 
I might hope to live.

Having death always sitting on my left shoulder has often 
kept me true to my path by helping me to think anew as my 
abilities and energies ebb and flow. It is a bit like Truth being 
continuously revealed in my body. I sometimes think of it as 
surfing. I am standing tall on my imaginary surfboard, the blue 
sky above, the wind in my hair, taking the waves as they come.

Like as the night follows the day
So misfortune is the shadow of joy
Karma bestowing her lots
With both hands.

I found this piece of wisdom somewhere years ago, and it has 
helped me in my journey. Many things—maybe all things—
have within them the opportunity of being both a blessing and 
a burden. Because of my disability I am not able to have a 
regular job. That has given me the time to devote what energies 
I have to things such as clerking my meeting for twenty-four 
years, a post I retired from this month. Or working on Circus 
McGurkis: The People’s Fair, which I have been organizing in 
our community for thirty-one years. I am a recorded minister 
of our meeting.

Also because of my disability Friends in meeting and other 
friends raised the money to buy my home for me and have 
helped to care for me financially and, in recent years, physically. 
The joy in serving my meeting and having so many to love and 
to love me has been one of the largest blessings of my life.

Another help is learning and relearning to take off the 
cloak of ego and put on the cloak of immortality. This is 
required in clerk- ing so as to become 
a vessel for Spirit. It helps me find joy 
in spite of suf- fering—often joy 
in what is  not me—like clouds or 
colors—and yet mine because I take 
such joy in them. I am reminded it is 
not all about me.

When I need to, I lie in bed and 
stare into the trees. The view of the trees from my bed saves 
me time and time again from destructive thoughts or the urge 
to get up and do when I need to not do. I often think of the 
twenty-third Psalm, especially “he makes me lie down in green 
pastures, He leads me beside still waters; he restores my soul.” 
Or Psalm 139:

Whither shall I go from thy Spirit?
Or whither shall I flee from thy presence?
If I take the wings of the morning
And dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea,
Even there thy hand shall lead me,
And thy right hand shall hold me.
Our Quaker heritage of holding each other up with a tender 

hand, love given and received, serenity, joy—without these I 
would not have lived to experience them now.Ω
Christine O’Brien is a member of St. Petersburg Meeting and 
has a web site: lizardhall.org.

THE GIFT THAT FOLLOWS SURRENDER
by David Blair

Five years ago I ended an affair and began a painful 
process of getting to know myself, and then of recreating my 
marriage. The process goes on: though not painful any more, it 
remains challenging and surprising. I have learned, and continue 
to learn, so much about my humanity, the dark sides as well as 
the light within. I’ll share a few stories about moments when 
my greater knowledge of my weakness became a gift to others, 
as well as to myself.

I teach English as a Second Language. I was working one 
day four years ago with an eighth grade Cambodian student 
who had come from gang life in Lowell, MA. He was in his 
own way replaying the terrible civil war and genocide that has 
so deeply affected his parents’ generation, and through them, 
his own. This boy’s life experience was so far from mine that a 
few years before, I’d have found no way to connect to him. Yet 
now I knew the part of myself that could treat another person as 
nothing—literally annihilate him or her. I didn’t feel so much 
difference between myself and this eighth grader.

As we talked about the Monkey King, Hanuman, in the 
epic tale, the Ramayana, he said to me: “Sometimes I know the 
good monkey in me, sometimes the bad one.” I was stunned 
by the way he said this. For that moment, we were two souls 
hanging out together. There was no gap between us. We truly 
understood each other, and it was a precious moment for us both.

Two years ago and again last year I helped to facilitate 
dialogue groups between Serbs and Muslims in Bosnia; also 
Serbs and Albanians in Kosovo. I saw people in the “victim” 
group desperately wanting to have their suffering acknowl-
edged; people in the “perpetrator” group trying desperately to 
justify and defend their people, to cite past historic grievances 
rather than accept their share of current responsibility for evil 
deeds—lest they become an “evil person”.

I was able to hold both positions in compassion, as I’d 
been in both. I knew how healing it would be for all if the 
“perpetrators” could acknowledge and even express sorrow for
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One step taken in surrender is worth 
more than an ocean journey without it.

Meister Eckhardt

the suffering their people had caused others, but I knew I could 
not force this moment. And, as we facilitators helped to hold a 
safe space for the group, some miracles of healing did happen, 
a transformation did begin. I would never have been able to 
hold the space for this process had I not been through my own 
personal dark night and seen in myself all the characters who 
sat in the circle.

In the last three years my wife has been through her own 
dark night, not only the trauma of my affair but then she plunged 
deep into a terrifying depression—
her companion for many years, 
but never so difficult as three years 
ago. One day we sat in the sun on 
our porch, the day as beautiful as I 
could ask for. I looked at her and saw 
her face contorted in pain. I turned 
away—how could she feel so terrible 
on such a perfect day?!

In that moment, I knew that my turning away from her 
brought me true suffering. Before there was pain, but now there 
was suffering. As I had learned not to turn way from myself, as 
God never turned away from me, I found it within myself to be 
with her no matter what came. I prayed constantly for her healing 
and accepted that the healing might not come in the way I hoped. 
My own experience of helplessness and then of wondrous love 
surrounding me gave me the strength and the faith to love her 
in a way I never had or could have before.

At this time I felt a deep longing to apologize to the man 
whose wife I had slept with. I wanted to write him a letter, but 
something didn’t feel right. The part of me that still held on to 
memories, and wanted not only to apologize but to be friendly 
with them, was too present. The letter could not have been clean 
as it must be, though the intention to express my remorse was. 
I tried to bargain with God, promising to give up something 
important to me if only I could write the letter. The answer was 
clear: no.

One night I knelt on the road by the marsh below my house. 
I put my head on the pavement and cried, and told this man 
how sorry I was, and I felt the energy of the apology flowing 
out the top of my head. I’d never felt anything like this before 
(and haven’t since!). I got up and knew that somehow it was 
complete. Within two weeks a most unexpected event brought 
me face to face with him, and I was able to make it even more 
complete. This moment was a gift to both of us, a healing I could 
never have engineered myself. This experience of my weakness, 
and the letting go of my desire, allowed me to feel the power of 
intention—without form, spoken or written—and then to receive 
the miraculous and unexpected gift that can follow surrender.

Three months ago I found myself in a rage against my wife. 
I did not vent it at her full force, but she knew I was really angry. 
I prayed for help, and I quickly found that my anger connected 
back to my rage at my father for leaving my mother, brother and 
me. It had to do with not being consulted about something really 
important to me, not being included, not being valued—Linda’s 
action had triggered all these old hurts. I was shocked to find 
these places still raw, as I’d looked at them deeply four years ago 
and experienced a profound healing with my father.

I realized then that the pain I felt 
was true and so was the healing. For the 
first time I understood what it means for 
pain, or trauma, to enter the cells and 
tissues of my body, so that it can persist 
and be triggered even when forgiveness 
has been given and received. I pray that 
God may in time heal those tissues too, 

and I know that if I carry this pain the rest of my life, it is a 
beautiful gift to me, for it helps me to be with others who carry 
pain. The next time I sit with a group of war survivors, or with 
a friend who is deeply hurt, I will have a larger space to hold 
them in because of what is not yet healed in me.Ω

David Blair lives with his wife Linda in rural New 
Hampshire and teaches in the public schools. Between 1985 and 
1993 his family lived in China, the Philippines and Vietnam. 
The inner journey of the last years has taken him to even more 
amazing places.

TURNING FROM FEAR TOWARD GRATITUDE
by Alexander Levering Kern

Sitting on my front porch among the trees in a summer 
dusk, still but for the inevitable distractions of power tools in the 
background, some openings occur. These come in the context 
of an anxious evening, talking with my younger brother about 
our lives and fears. Each of us entertains passionate dreams and 
follows crazy callings with a measure of joy and hope, yet we 
are entering our thirties and married life and must now finesse 
the responsibilities of raising small cats and dogs and, one day, 
children.

We accept the inevitable: nonfiction writing, ministry, 
and teaching are hardly the (materially) rewarding professions 
we imagined as children. These are not the high status gigs our 
affluent peers have found. Moreover, the American dream of 
upward mobility through home ownership and the expectation 
of middle class security seem remote possibilities for us as we
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ponder the oppressive cost of housing and the clouds of eco-
nomic recession.

Fear and anxiety stalk me at moments when I forget the 
call. Anger momentarily insinuates itself as I bemoan the seem-
ingly limited remunerative ministry opportunities available 
to unprogrammed Quakers with Masters of Divinity degrees. 
Absurd doubt shadows me as I wonder whether I even could 
have made it pursuing other professions. Self-pity and ego assert 
themselves as I ruminate on the virtuous, self-sacrificial, volun-
tarily ‘poor,’ solidarity-with-the-oppressed path I have chosen!

And then, yes then, in an instant I find myself smiling and 
laughing at my pride-full, attached self as I remember the words 
of Jesus: “Why worry about the morrow, tomorrow has worries 
of its own. Look at the birds of the air, they neither reap nor 
sow, yet even Solomon in all his glory was not dressed so fine 
as one of these.”

In this place of remembering, I find a tearful, contented 
joy. My life is not my own. All is a gift, and I am a debtor in 
love with the Giver, alive in God’s grace! How can I fear? Yea, 
whom shall I fear? Once again, I surrender to the Shepherd, 
who playfully reduces me from errant, outsized moose, cow, 
or goat to the sheep I was created, that I may walk once more 
in his path, lie down in his green pastures, drink from his still 
waters. As my ego fever abates, I remember Julian of Norwich’s 
words of hope and comfort: “All shall be well, and all manner 
of things shall be well.”

Sitting in stillness as scarlet 
stretches across the sky, I recognize in 
the silent depths that I am not alone. 
Indeed, as one mystic wrote, the farther 
I proceed along the spoke of a wheel, 
the closer I am to God’s hub and to 
all those traveling along other spokes. 
This is one way to envision Martin 
Luther King’s beloved community: 

the invisible threads of mutuality that bind us all in the single 
garment of destiny. It is also one way of imagining what scrip-
ture calls the communion of saints and the cloud of witnesses 
who have gone before, but are never gone from our memory 
and our loving.

In touching down to that place of interrelatedness, I dis-
cover the truth of one of the great teachings of Francis and Clare 
of Asissi, shared by mystics and ascetics down through the ages. 
This gift speaks powerfully to my experience. When we have 
nothing, all is gift. In the face of real or perceived privation, 
God offers abundance. Entering deeply into God’s creation in 
wonder and awe, I discover myself once more as part of this 
wondrous creation, freed from fear in the recognition that in 
this moment God’s provision is all in all. Quite simply, I learn 
once more from the Inward Teacher that God loves us in a way I 

can neither explain nor repay. Creation quietly sings God’s love 
song, and all I can say is “Thank you! Alleluia! and amen!”Ω
©Alexander Levering Kern. Alex is a member of Cambridge 
meeting, MA. He has been drawn to the study of religious expe-
rience in medieval and Quaker writings, the African American 
church tradition, poetry, ecumenical contexts, and service 
learning immersions in Israel/Palestine, Japan, Honduras, 
and Southern Africa.

DO UNTO OTHERS
by Carolyn W Treadway

For the past five years, I have been privileged to be pasto-
ral psychotherapist for “Mary,” a hard-working, caring, single 
woman now in her fifties. Our process together has been pro-
found and also at times profoundly difficult. I have described 
Mary’s journey of rage, angst, self-loathing, suicide attempts, 
recovery, and transformation in my chapter, “The Journey 
Home,” and in the concluding chapter of Out of The Silence: 
Quaker Perspectives on Pastoral Care and Counseling (J. Bill 
Ratliff, editor, Pendle Hill Publications, 2001). This article 
continues the story of Mary’s journey home—home to herself, 
home to being truly a part of her community and God’s world.

Mary had a difficult early life. The middle child of three 
born to alcoholic, abusive parents, Mary was always the sensi-
tive one. Perhaps she was born an “old soul.” She felt everything 
keenly, but had no outlet for her feelings, and very little support, 
guidance, or nurture. She grew up tough, reflecting the chaotic 
and sometimes brutal environment all around her. Her inherent 
gentleness and compassion were not called forth, yet remained 
inside her as vulnerability and incredible pain.

Again and again over her lifetime, her family and the world 
mistreated her and destroyed her hope and her ability to trust. 
Her anger increased and her sense of her own worth remained 
in the cellar. An incident of intense rage toward her extended 
family during a holiday dinner, in which Mary splattered the 
turkey all over the festive table, frightened her (and her family) 
and precipitated her entry into therapy with me.

Mary had been in therapy many times over the years. But 
from the start, this time was different. Perhaps this time it was 
God’s timing. From the start, we somehow connected and 
wrestled deeply with the myriad issues of her present, past, and 
future, especially with her pattern of self-abusive acting out in 
order to get attention, the attention fading away as the crisis 
diminished, and her rage only increasing.

A dramatic incident occurred several years into therapy 
when, acting out of her old self-destructive pattern, Mary 
attempted suicide in my office by swallowing a bottle full of 
pills in one giant gulp. I accompanied Mary to the emergency 
room for stomach pumping and her admission to psychiatric 
intensive care.
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While in the ER, Mary told me she would not leave the 
hospital alive; she would definitely find some way to kill herself 
while there, and I most certainly would not see her alive again. 
I believed her. She was cold, unreachable, and determined—
and she had wanted to die for many years. My instantaneous 
response to her announcement was to cry. A woman I cared 
deeply about was saying goodbye, albeit cruelly, and I was 
taking her seriously, and grieving. I knew the limits of my 
ability to help her, and we were past them.

My tears continued to flow during much of the time we 
remained in the ER, as I continued advocating for her life and 
for God to help her make a different choice. They flowed as I 
told her I definitely did not want her to die at her own hand, but 
if she was going to die I was not going to abandon her, I was 
going to love her and believe in her right up to the very end.

As it turned out, my spontaneous tears helped to save 
Mary’s life. They were transformative for her. She could not 
believe anyone cared enough about her to cry over her at all. 
Nobody ever had. Nobody ever would. Nor would anybody 
ever really care about her. But now, somebody did. My tears 
reached her at a level my words could not. I cared, Mary had 
made a connection, after all. She did matter to someone, to me. 
These slowly dawning realizations changed Mary’s view of 
herself and her world. Gradually, they changed her life. Many 
times since then, Mary has talked of this time in the ER and of 
my tears which “started to change everything” for her. To this 
day, I believe those tears were the expression of God’s love for 
Mary. I was only the channel, the vessel.

A couple years passed, during which Mary grew calmer, 
stronger, clearer, and happier. Her brother-in-law—one of the 
people who had earned her rage at that holiday dinner—became 
more and more ill with complications from diabetes. As John 
declined, Mary became increasingly appreciative of and loving 
toward him—often for very good reason—she became much 
more accepting of him. John was unaware, but Mary was not. 
She saw him struggling with his own life journey, just as she 
had struggled so long with her own. Her compassion for him 
grew and grew.

In a wondrous workaround for one who had recently 
devalued her own life so much, she longed to help John live 
his remaining life to the fullest. Beyond this, Mary wanted to 
help John with his dying. She wanted to be with him, loving and 
believing in him right up until the very end. Very deliberately 
she sought to “do unto him” as she had experienced me “doing 
unto her” in the emergency room. She remembered vividly, and 
used her own experience—in a marvelous workaround—toward 
the healing of John, even in his dying.

Mary had a special talk with John in which she advocated 
for his life and for him to take better care of himself. They 
expressed appreciation and caring for each other, and she told 
him she would be with him as he became sicker. Only a few 
days later, John peacefully died in his sleep. Mary was very 

upset she had not been with him at the time of his passing. I 
thought she was with him in spirit, and that he knew she really 
was present for him all the way to the very end.

Mary gave the eulogy at John’s funeral. She talked of 
missing her fishing buddy, of his love of his family, and of his 
incredible persistence in getting through many hard times. She 
learned from his life, and he from hers, for with her heart and 
her actions in his last days, she lived out doing unto him as she 
always had wished he (and others) would do unto her. This, to 
me, is another marvelous workaround from God. Ω

Carolyn Wilbur Treadway is a pastoral counselor and family 
therapist in private practice in Normal, Illinois. She is married to 
Roy Treadway. A lifelong Quaker, her spiritual practice includes 
frequent trips into nature with her camera and an open heart.

W O R K I N G  A R O U N D  FA I T H - C R U S H I N G 
EXPERIENCES
by Dalton Roberts

Soon after I became a Christian in my teens, I was play-
ing a yard game at my girlfriend’s home. Her mother had been 
severely ill for months and had wasted down to 70-80 pounds. 
I don’t recall the exact diagnosis but everyone was saying she 
was terminal.

She sent someone out to get me and when I walked in her 
bedroom, I was shocked at the sight before my eyes. She was 
just skin and bones. Her eyes were sunk back in her head and 
she had the color of death.

She said, “Dalton, the Lord just told me if you’d pray for 
me, I would be healed.” I was stunned. I had never prayed in 
public and had certainly never laid hands on the sick and prayed. 
But I knelt by her bed and took her hand, or laid my hand on 
her forehead—I just don’t remember—and I stumbled my way 
through a prayer.

She came up out of the bed and began to praise God. The 
family all came inside and she told them she was healed because 
I had prayed for her. If I had a photo of  my face at the moment 
it would reflect complete amazement.
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Sure enough, she was healed. She was in church the next 
Sunday and within a few weeks had gained weight and taken 
on the glow of a healthy person. Some said I must surely have 
the gift of healing.

A few years later, I was asked to go and pray for a baby 
with leukemia. The baby was the first child of a sweet young 
couple and was clearly the apple of their eyes.

I asked if they believed the child could be healed and they 
said they did. I took the precious child in my arms and walked 
the floor, praying with all my heart for a healing. But a couple 
of weeks later, the child died.

I cannot describe what this did to my spirit. I had felt so 
certain that the entire room was full of the Spirit of God when 
I walked the floor with that baby in my arms. I believed the 
child was healed.

I went into a shell. I felt abandoned by God. I felt embar-
rassed. I wondered if I could ever look those young parents in 
the eye. How could God allow that baby to die? If an elderly 
woman could be literally snatched from the jaws of death, why 
not a beautiful little baby?

I was not helped by watching TV healers. They just popped 
people on the forehead and they all fell back, then rose to say 
they were healed. And I couldn’t even heal one little case of 
leukemia.

With a crushed faith, I staggered along living a life of joy-
less routine. I went to church and did all the Christian things, 
but inside that baby was still dying in my arms.

Sometimes I am saved from despair by my faith but I have 
been saved more often by my sanity. As great as faith can be, 
reason can be a more certain savior. Common sense can take 
us to common denominators that help solve a problem we have 
scratched all over two big blackboards.

I asked myself, “Are all persons receiving prayer healed? 
Do even those with the gift of healing always heal? Is there any 
way to guarantee healing to anyone?”

The answer to all my questions was a clear and definite 
“No.” We need nothing but simple reasoning and observational 
powers to know these truths.

To give up on God because this Universe is structured a 
certain way, full of mysteries, unanswered questions and keen 
disappointments, is to assume God knows less about universe-
making than we know.

Frankly, I don’t understand the presence of pain in a God-
created universe but I do know there have been times when 
pain has raised my compassion from the dead, and I know there 
have been times when God has healed my pain, physical and 
emotional. Yes, it is a mystery but out of the mystery I have 
snatched some meaning. I have learned to use pain to expand 
my soul, to deepen my love, and even to touch people in ways 
that enable them to find healing.

There are a lot more broken hearts in the world than there 
are heart attacks. And I know I have been healed of a broken 
heart by something as simple as a good, long, loving hug from 
someone brimful of caring love.

If George Fox were here today to say, “You say the church 
says this about Christ and the Bible says that about Him, but 
what canst thou say?” I would say, “Brother George, what I can 
say is that I know Him. I know when I visit the sick, imprisoned 
or grieving, He goes with me and His presence is sometimes 
so real I have the witness of those I visit that it helps heal their 
loneliness, pain and grief. I have the witness of my own spirit 
that He is real. So real that there are times when He is the most 
real thing in the world to me, the most meaningful reality in 
this life I am living.”

I cannot say why the elderly lady was healed and the baby 
died. But the fact that anyone anywhere is healed in body, mind 
or spirit, proves healing is a reality. And I know most of the 
healings in my own life have come from being visited, touched, 
hugged, or just listened to by someone with the love of Jesus 
Christ in their heart.

God has helped me work around these jagged questions by 
giving me some answers via meaningful experiences. There are 
things I don’t know, but thank God, there are things I do know. 
And the sweetest reality is that I am still learning. Ω
Dalton Roberts is the author of two books, a songwriter, musi-
cian, and columnist for the Chattanooga Times Free Press. He 
enjoys Quaker worship and Unity services..
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indian hill
we live on top

delaware lackawanna and
western tracks
bottom

day

we wave to engineers
they wave back

night

train roars uphill
whoo whoo whoo

ruined

declension
they are ruined
we are ruined
i am ruined

you are right to shun us
the ruined

we are dangerous

feelings
dangerous
damned right

stick to words
mind
safer

do not open that blue door

despair

rage

we want to run
kill
die
dead children yes

we hear a speech
childrens law

women and children
go through the system
criminal justice system

criminal yes
justice no

conclusion 
they are ruined

i too have been put on trains
holding little brother’s hand
heads exploding
mother waving goodbye

we reach the door of that house
brother and i
do not want to open it
blue door

years later
dear man helps me walk 
through that door

house

living room
dining room
hall
bedroom
bath
sink
tub

white tiles

shaking
moaning
grunting

whimpering
soaked with sweat

an animal
you are an animal Katie

but ruined
hell no

they are not ruined
we are not ruined
i am not ruined
you are not ruined

i am healing
we are healing

you are ruined
you who say the word
ruined

leaders

you who label
revictimize us

you who hear the word
ruined

followers

deaf

hear no evil
see no evil
speak no evil

you who wave

children smaller
smaller

whoo whoo whooΩ

Kate S. Ahmadi lives on Woodcock 
Mountain, where she attempts to live 
the simple life.

ruined
by Kate Ahmadi
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CHANGING IN EXTRAORDINARY WAYS
by Susan Clarke

Last year was when the transformation of my inner life 
noticeably took place. On the 28th December 2001 I arrived 
in Columbia, Missouri to study for a master’s degree in music 
education. I was 41 years old, a successful woman, popular with 
friends and colleagues, and generally considered a together kind 
of person. I left behind my two children aged 5 and 9 in the care 
of their father and my job in the hands of trusted colleagues in 
Australia. The years before my Missouri sojourn had been chal-
lenging and difficult. I had separated from my second husband 
and children’s father in 1999. Shortly afterwards my mother, 
with whom I had many unresolved issues, was diagnosed with 
multiple myeloma, and died on November 17th, 2001.

Despite the excitement and anticipation of traveling to the 
US to study for twelve months, I knew that I was taking the 
shadow of past hurts with me, most of which originated in my 
childhood. A friend loaned me a word to describe the way I felt 
about myself—a brivet, ten pounds of shit in a five-pound bag. 
The image of a bag overflowing with excrement to the extent 
that other people could see it, and smell it and risked touching 
it if they came too close, haunted me for several weeks because 
it described my deepest fears.

The brivet encapsulated my core beliefs about myself, 
scripts left imprinted by the perpetrators of abuse, the scripts I 
couldn’t leave behind. For example, it wasn’t too hard to leave 
my children because I believed that I was a terrible mother 
and they were better off without me. They might miss me for a 
short time, but their dad is so much better with them, they’d be 
fine. People around me reinforced my core beliefs with com-
ments like “How could you leave your children?” (“Because 
I’m such a bad mother”), and my mother’s “You’ll lose your 
children forever.”

I think some of us work very hard at life. It never seemed 
easy, and I have always wanted to know how to make things 
better so that it wasn’t so hard to be me. It’s a script that lasts 
for eternity. “When I’ve fixed this . . . When I’ve lost weight . . 
. When I meet the right man . . . When I work out how to love/
be loved . . . When I’m a better parent . . .” I was all set to work 
just as hard in Missouri. I lived alone and had lots of time to 
write, to think, and to be. I really had no expectations except 
that I would learn, but I got so much more than I bargained for.

I had lots of solitude and I loved it. I did miss my friends 
and my family, but mostly I was grateful for the opportunity 
to be myself with only the label of “Australian grad student” 
attached. I could be entirely myself, but the truly liberating 
part of that was that I had the time and space to explore and 
choose who “my self” was, and that was an amazing thing that 
unfolded unconsciously over the twelve months—and of course 
is still unfolding since my return. I didn’t have my usual escape 
routes when I was unhappy or depressed. I read poetry, listened 

to new music, wrote, and drew pictures, and found myself able 
to use colours in my drawings for the first time in my adult life.

I loved studying. After a lifetime of “Susan could do better” 
and an inner belief that I was lazy, I discovered passion for 
learning and reveled in the blissful opportunity to be buried in 
it. I also received tremendous acknowledgment for my work 
and felt respected and admired for it, which was a wonderful 
feeling. Australians suffer from a condition known as the “tall 
poppy syndrome” and cut down anyone who is successful, 
while Americans celebrate success—a trait I learned to love 
and admire.

Without my family and my job, I had a social life and some 
wonderful friendships. These were friendships built on mutual 
liking and experiences, not on need. I can’t explain it any other 
way, except that we loved each other’s company and had a rare 
old time having fun. It was probably years since I’d had so much 
fun and it was as though I was given that impossible second 
chance to relive my youth with the hindsight of my middle age 
and without the encumbrance of my past. It was still there, but 
its grip on me diminished over the months, and in October there 
was a night when I could actually declare it finished.

Through my friends I experienced complete acceptance, 
warts and all, without judgment, and seeing myself through 
their eyes led me to be kinder to myself, and ultimately to let 
go of the brivet to be the happiest I have ever been in my life. 
You know, I can’t really explain to you what happened. I can 
only describe what unfolded as one of God’s marvelous work-
arounds. I think back on my time, read my journals, see where 
I was and where I am now and marvel at the miracle, which I 
accept with love and gratitude.

Returning to Australia was extremely difficult. I was look-
ing forward to being with my children again, but I was afraid 
that I wouldn’t be happy at home and that all the wonderful 
things I’d gained would drift away when I resumed my old life, 
and for a time it appeared that would be the case. It was difficult 
for all of us. My kids and their dad had settled into a lifestyle of 
least resistance, comfort eating, watching TV, with very little 
activity. They were all very overweight and the house was filthy.

At first I was angry and at a loss as to how to deal with 
the situation, but over a number of weeks began to  see what 
was really there. Simon and the children had given me the 
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opportunity to go away—it was an act of incredible generosity 
and it had been an extraordinarily difficult and painful challenge 
for them all—I began to feel gratitude; years of pain and anger 
dissipated. I was upset at first because I thought my children 
didn’t really need me and that I was going to be as bad a parent 
as I believed I was before I left, but I saw how much my chil-
dren loved me and had missed me, and saw that I was as good 
a parent as I could be. Just seeing that made me gentler, more 
patient and loving, “nicer and funner” my 
children said.

I got back to work and was over-
whelmed with the immensity of my job. 
For several weeks I was depressed and 
realized that I had poured myself into 
my job to avoid my personal issues and 
my family and that I neither wanted nor could sustain what I 
had created. I was irritable and resentful of my colleagues but 
realized that they had taken on the monster of my job while I 
was away, with cheerfulness and love. Gratitude hit me again, 
allowing me to see their incredible gifts instead of their faults. 
I took a long, hard look at my job and saw how I had created it 
and how I could remake it to serve who I’d become instead of 
who I was before I left. I have learned to say no without guilt, 
to prioritize in favour of myself and my family, and to accept 
responsibility for myself. I have let go of my need to be a victim.

I wonder if I had listened to my fears, and the fears of 
others, whether my life would have undergone these marvelous 
changes. A silly question because of course I’ll never know, but 
I can’t help but think that it was all made possible because I 
took a risk and let go of the need to try so hard, finding myself 
in the process. I believe in spiritual serendipity, living open to 
the possibility that miracles can happen and that dreams can 
come true in the most unexpected ways. God is always there 
answering our prayers, but not necessarily in the ways that we 
expect. Ω
Susan Clarke is a music teacher in Brisbane, Australia. She 
explores her spirituality through contemplation, solitude, writ-
ing, and listening.

Where deer are
The top two tender leaves off my plant
Many leaves now grow.

Judy  Brophy

UNLIMITED POSSIBILITIES
by Linda Theresa

When I became disabled and prayers for healing hadn’t 
manifested, I prayed for help living the life given no matter 
how restricted it might be. I prayed: Dear God, please let me 
know how I should use this little energy I have. Shall I continue 
to take a class? Or should I use the energy I would have used 

on class to write or teach or run a support 
group? The decision and acceptance of 
my limitations felt sad, even devastating.

With this prayer on my lips, I fell into 
a trusting, hopeful sleep. When I awoke I 
knew everything I’d ever done over what 
seemed like lifetimes and everything 
I would do in the future. Although my 

memory was hazy, I knew the lists were incredibly long.
I laugh now as I remember the lists were laid out in the 

manner that I used to outline the development of multifaceted, 
large-scale computer systems. God speaks whatever language 
we are best able to understand! In my project plans, major tasks 
were broken into subcomponents, and milestones pointed to the 
completion of an important phase. The milestones let us know 
we were on track with all parties concerned.

Even though I’d seen the entire development of this project 
I call “myself,” only two items on the project completion task 
list came into clear focus so that they were remembered after 
the dream. They were what I had just accomplished and what 
I would accomplish next.

The completed task in the oversized capital letters of a 
milestone read: LINDA OPENS HEART. The task yet to com-
plete used the name I had changed my name to the year before. 
As the smallest subcomponent, this task was written in small 
print, suggesting that it was very minor. In a two-year, twelve-
person effort, such a task may have taken from an hour, if it 
were crucial and easy, to a few weeks for one programmer. The 
connotation for me was that the task was very, very easy and 
quite straightforward compared to a milestone which involved 
hundreds of people and thousands of hours. To my surprise it 
read: Linda Theresa laughs at fear.

At first huge relief and joy spread like honey into the 
corners of my mind. This was a task I could do no matter the 
circumstances. I was free to pursue anything and it could all be 
used as fruit for the pie. Then a thought came to me: in order to 
learn to laugh at fear, much fear would be sent my way.

But, then, I pictured the letters of the two tasks. They 
were chiseled in granite! My dreams are filled with puns like 
“granted” and “granite.”

Are our lives ruled by destiny as this dream would suggest? 
I’ve had many insights during meditation and prayer, where I’ve 
seen how everything that has happened in my life has been a 
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perfect unfolding. Yet, I find it unsettling to view life as if we 
had no free choice.

Ironically, a friend of mine, who was deep in prayer asking 
to know his future, saw his life as a tree. Each decision he made 
cast him into unlimited possibilities. Every now and then, he 
remembers that the current phase of his life was shown to 
him as an option: his choices cast him into sickness or health, 
accident or luck.

I discovered that my friend’s experience and mine were 
quite compatible. In fact, I’ve learned a process that has helped 
me every time I’ve felt torn between two opposites, even if the 
opposites were two different modes of behavior between my 
spouse and me.

When I felt troubled over whether free will or destiny ruled 
my life, I used this process, which has helped me for many 
years: I imagined that I was a person who believed in free will, 
but didn’t like the idea that our lives might be destined. I listed 
all the feelings that person might feel if he were to embrace a 
new worldview. An example might be the apathy of knowing 
your choices didn’t matter because what was going to be, was 
going to be no matter what.

After I’d listed at least a half dozen feelings, I switched 
and took the opposite point of view, pretending to be a staunch 
believer in destiny or fate. How would it feel to let go of that 
opinion and embrace the opposite? An example would be a feel-
ing of insecurity that God was not in charge and there was no 
grand master plan. I spent a few days going deeper and deeper 
into the feelings on both sides by asking why that imagined 
person might feel that way.

Whenever I’ve done this exercise, no matter what polarity 
has been causing stress to me, I’ve noticed that both viewpoints 
contain the same root feeling. Core feelings are very powerful. 
Once I see the root or roots, I sit with them and wait.

Sitting with basic feelings such as insecurity or unlov-
ableness may not be easy and may take quite a while, but the 
rewards are well worth it. In the end, one always arrives at the 
virtue or quality which transcends the opposites. Sometimes I 
can name the transcendence, such as when sitting with Victim 
and Abuser led me to the direct experience of Compassion, but 
other times, such as with Destiny and Free Will, the unifying 
quality is unnamable and indescribable.

I often try this process on issues that bother me. It’s very 
good for knowing unlimited possibilities. The birthing process 
to laugh at fear is now five years underway. I continue to be 
awestruck by unimagined possibilities every time I go to God 
when I think I’m in a jam. Ω Linda Theresa lives in Alamosa, 
Colorado. She would like to become a member of the Society 
of Friends, but doesn’t know how since she’s housebound and 
100 miles from the nearest meeting.

LIKING MY SHADOW
by Carol Roth

Have you ever felt enveloped by God’s Love and Light? I 
have. Time after time, I have been granted life-altering experi-
ences with influx after influx of the knowledge that God loves 
me. Incredible Light-filled events have connected me to the 
Source in ways that allow me to know with certainty that God 
Is. I have tried to incorporate these powerful soul-bursts from 
God into my daily life.

Unfortunately, for me, that also meant trying desperately 
to make myself over into what I thought I should be. I had this 
conviction inside that I had to change myself in order to be 
deserving of such wondrous gifts. Child abuse and rape had left 
their mark on me and convinced the little child in me that I had 
to be good, to be perfect in order to be loved.

Decades of life spent struggling to gain a sense of self-
worth, of never feeling equal to anyone else, was more deeply 
ingrained in me than I knew, and thus began the battle of The 
Gifts versus the Reluctant Receiver. God would save my butt 
and I would wonder why for I had so many flaws. God would 
bless me with miracles and I would squirm for didn’t someone 
else better than me deserve such gifts? It went on and on. Why 
was God spending so much time loving me when I could not 
find my own self lovable at all?

Then this past year, something changed inside. First of all, 
I was ill physically and that weakened me. I became aware of 
the toll the constant self-criticism was taking on my body, on 
my spirit, and how the hard, hard work of trying to change into 
a better person was actually wearing me out. I stopped looking 
at my faults and started seeing that I had attributes instead. Most 
of all, I stopped yearning to be like others around me who had 
always seemed to be more enlightened, more spiritual than I 
was. I gave up seeking approval from them and from myself 
also. I just started living each day becoming more and more 
aware that I exist as I am. I wanted to feel a deeper connection 
to the human being that I am instead of always trying to rise 
above my humanness to be something I thought I should be.

Where has this shift come from? Was this God working in 
me? If so, how was God involved in this process? I wondered 
about these two questions, for what was occurring in me was 
totally different than anything else I had experienced before. 
There were no soul-bursts going on. There were no incredible 
Light-filled events flooding me, no awesome miracles to relate. 
Instead of these things, there was just this quiet, thoughtful, 
daily walk (a very human walk) toward self-acceptance of who 
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I am. I am still undergoing that learning process and it involves 
awareness of the totality of my personality. I find myself more 
forgiving of my weaknesses and also beginning to enjoy the 
truth that I have many strengths. I no longer beat myself up when 
I make mistakes. I just simply try to do better the next time.

I think I am beginning to comprehend that I had cluttered 
up my soul with such self-judgment that there was no room for 
anything positive to occur. The noise I had created, with all my 
criticism of what I perceived were my many grievous faults, 
prohibited me from hearing any praise from others, let alone 
hearing the quiet assurance from God that I am lovable just as 
I am. Once I stopped trying so desperately to change myself, I 
could empty myself of self-hatred. That freed up space so that 
learning to love myself could take place in my soul.

I am so aware that this is a new stage in my earth journey. 
There are no signposts for me to find my way. There is no 
map I can borrow from anyone else that will give me clear-cut 
directions to my destination, which I now know is the center 
of my very own self. I may get lost at times, meander off the 
path. There may be times ahead when I could find myself in 
dark woods instead of bright sunlight, but that doesn’t frighten 
or concern me, for all my past experiences have shown me that 
I am never, ever alone.

And this time as I walk down the paths ahead, I also have 
a companion. It is my shadow that accompanies me. It is out 
now instead of being hidden inside. It is in full view and I see 
that it is not horrible at all. It casts a sharp, amazing reflection 
and I find myself curious, eager to learn more about this side 
of myself that I once so abhorred. Me and my shadow…what 
a journey this will be.Ω
Carol Roth is a poet, a writer, and a person on a journey to 
reach the center of her soul.

AND MY CUP RUNNETH OVER
by Kat Griffith

“Here we go again,” I thought, as I heard Savannah coming 
down the stairs. I braced myself for our morning encounter, 
forced a cheerful tone into my voice, and said, “How are you 
today, honey?”

As expected, she responded with a snarl, followed by a 
tantrum. My initial attempts to be loving, patient and compas-
sionate soon gave way to rage at her intransigent surliness, and 
I banished her from the kitchen. While she sobbed in the living 
room, I fought back tears as I washed the dishes.

What was going on? Why did mornings start out like this? 
What was I doing wrong? How was it that we had managed so 
perfectly to reproduce the typical morning scene of my child-
hood, when every conscious intention on my part was to do 
different, to do better? I had wanted to be a parent more than 

anything else in the world; I had waited a long time for it, and 
finally I had my chance—and here we were starting off our day 
with this toxic brew of hurt and anger whose origins I simply 
could not fathom.

I am sitting in a therapist’s office, trying to understand 
the interaction that has 
poisoned our mornings 
for months. The thera-
pist has just asked me 
what, at the moment 
when Savannah comes 
down, I really want. I am 
startled to realize that I 
have an intense, almost 
overwhelming yearning 
for someone to take care 
of me, to make me a cup 
of tea, to hold me on their lap. Suddenly I have a vision of myself 
as a small child, actually a miniature version of the adult me, in 
a bathrobe and holding a cup of tea, sitting on…no, there is no 
lap. The lap I want to be sitting on simply doesn’t exist.

The image of me suspended in air above the hoped-for but 
nonexistent lap is so bleak I can hardly stand it. This horrible 
vision haunts me for 36 hours. I think they are the worst 36 
hours of my life.

It seems clear that my own unmet needs make it impossible 
for me to meet the needs of my morning-cranky child. She sets 
me off because she reminds me of how I was at the age of five, 
and she reminds me of what I didn’t get. My rage isn’t really 
at her, it is rage at my parents. And it seems that there is no 
resolving that rage.

I think, how can I give what I didn’t get? How can I offer 
loving nurturance to my children if I didn’t receive it myself? 
My cup is empty. I don’t have it in me to meet their needs. Am 
I even fit to be a parent?

Thirty-six hours after the talk with the therapist, I am sitting 
in the living room at dawn, doing my daily spiritual practice. I am 
crying and praying, asking God to rescue me from my darkness 
and make me the mother I want to be. Suddenly, I look to the 
other end of the couch and I see myself, a child-sized version 
again, in my bathrobe and holding a cup of tea. I am sitting on 
a lap, only it isn’t exactly a lap, it’s a brilliant white light. I real-
ize that I feel held, I feel warm, I feel supported and embraced.

And when all my hopes in men were gone, so that I 
had nothing outwardly to help me, nor could tell what to 
do, then, Oh then, I heard a voice which said, ‘There is 
one, even Christ Jesus, that can speak to thy condition,’ 
and when I heard it my heart did leap for joy.George Fox

The vision is so real I can touch it. I realize that I am liter-
ally sitting “in the Light,” on the Light, held by the Light. And I
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am filled with the realization that it doesn’t matter at all what 
happened in my childhood. God’s love now is enough for me. 
The love I give my children doesn’t have to originate in my 
limited being, it comes from God, and can flow through me to 
my children and whomever else is in my life. My ability to love 
my family doesn’t depend on my wholeness. It is not limited 
by my brokenness. It is limited only by my acceptance, or lack 
of it, of God’s love.

I write about the experience in only a few sentences in my 
journal, and yet it is utterly life-changing. I can’t explain exactly 
how or why, but within two weeks the morning tantrums are 
over. Completely. I suspect that nothing originating in my will 
or conscious intention could have achieved this. My attempts 
to squeeze more (insincere) compassion, and (false) patience 
out of myself were demonstrably unsuccessful. In the end, the 
only thing that worked was for me to be so desperate, so desti-
tute of hope, so empty of faith in myself, that there was room 
in my heart for God.

I think I understand now what it is to be born again. And 
I think I must be the luckiest mom in the world to have had a 
tantrum-prone five-year-old, because it was Savannah’s tan-
trums that led the way out of my darkness and into God’s light.Ω
Kat Griffith is a member of Ripon Worship Group, WI. Savannah 
is now 8, Bjorn is 5, and they are homeschooling. Mornings 
are almost always cuddly and cheerful. Kat is working on a 
longer article—perhaps to be a book?—about homeschooling 
as a spiritual discipline.

EARLHAM COLLEGE CENTER
FOR QUAKER THOUGHT AND
PRACTICE OFFERS SUPPORT
TO WHAT CANST THOU SAY

 The Center for Quaker Thought and Practice 
at Earlham College has offered to serve as subscrip-
tion manager for WCTS. Outgoing Center Director 
Patrick Nugent saw our plea for help. The Center for 
Quaker Thought and Practice is established to increase 
the spiritual grounding of undergraduate education and 
to strengthen ties between Earlham and the Quaker 
community.

 For the next three years, Earlham College 
students under the supervision of the Center staff will 
manage WCTS’s computer records. We look forward to 
discovering additional ways of collaborating, including 
the possibility of a conference on the topics of interest 
to WCTS readers.

 As we worked out the details of the arrangement 
with the staff of the Center, we discovered that four of 
the eight of us who work on WCTS have Earlham ties 
(three are graduates of Earlham College ’63, ’64 and 
’69; one studied at Earlham School of Religion in the 
’90s). Just as our spiritual lives were fed by Earlham, 
we hope we can now be part of encouraging the spiritual 

development of another generation of Quaker leaders.
WCTS continues to be a worship sharing group in 

print which is edited and managed by its readers. All 
editorial and policy matters are still in the care of your 
team of volunteers. We are deeply grateful to the Center 
for Quaker Thought and Practice for freeing us to give 
our time and attention to our editorial duties.

No doubt there will be some wrinkles to iron out 
as we find the easiest and smoothest way to maintain 
communication among WCTS, the Center at Earlham, 
and you our readers. Please bear with us when there is a 
mistake. If you run into a glitch, write to us and tell us 
about it (WCTS@mail.com) so we can improve. And, 
as always, please hold WCTS in the light that it might 
continue to deepen our lives in the Spirit.



14 August 2002What Canst Thou Say? 

What Canst Thou Say?
c/o Amy Perry
6180 N. Ralston
Indianapolis, IN 46220

Address Service Requested

In This Issue:
God’s Marvelous 
Workarounds

Please write for WCTS
What Canst Thou Say is a worship sharing group in 

print. Its richness comes from the generous sharing of 
readers with one another. Articles of 350 to 1500 words 
can be submitted by e-mail to pmcbee@juno.com. By 
submitting electronically you save your volunteer edi-
tors the work of retyping your manuscript. If you cannot 
send by e-mail please send a disk, in Microsoft Word 
or generic text format, or your paper copy to Patricia 
McBee, 3208 Hamilton St., Philadelphia, PA 19104. 
Thanks!

UPCOMING ISSUES
PRAYER METAPHORS: November 2002
EDITOR: KATHY TAPP

Sometimes an experience in our past becomes a living 
metaphor in our prayer life. Thus, a young mother remembers 
floating safely through rapids on an inner tube and finds the 
courage to go with the flow through the hazards of raising 
young children. Life experiences can become metaphors draw-
ing us closer to God. What was your prayer metaphor—how 
did it arise, and how has it helped you? What metaphors have 
you been given, what were the circumstances giving rise to the 
metaphors, how have the metaphors changed your relationship 
to God? 
Deadline: Sept. 15.

DEATH AND DYING: February 2003
EDITOR: KATHY TAPP

In the presence of death one can be opened to the sacred 
and find oneself standing, awestruck, on holy ground. How 
have you experienced the movement of the Spirit when being 
present at the death of a loved one or a stranger, when facing 
the inevitability of your own death, or reflecting on the cycles 
of living and dying? Has your prayer and contemplation or a 
mystical experience yielded transcendent insight into the nature 
of death? In this issue we hope to stand on holy ground together 
looking through the gateway through which we all pass. 
Deadline: Nov. 15.

BIRTH AND REBIRTH: May 2003
EDITOR: MARIELLEN GILPIN

The miracle of birth renews us again and again—a spiritual 
rebirth, the birth of a child, the start of a new year, the blos-
soming of spring. How has an experience of birth or rebirth 
connected you with God, brought mystical insights, or rewarded 
you with awareness? We welcome your personal experiences 
and receive them in the spirit of worshipful sharing. 
Deadline: Feb. 15.


