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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

From the Editor:
	 When	 the	 topic	 for	 this	 issue	was	first	 suggested,	 I	
remembered	an	image	that	came	to	me	during	a	difficult	time	
of	my	life	when	powerful	old	grief	was	rising.	As	I	tossed	and	
turned	one	night,	wanting	desperately	to	fall	asleep,	the	image	of	
a	tadpole	flashed	through	my	mind.	Instinctively	I	latched	onto	
the	image,	hoping	that	I	might	be	able	to	unfasten	my	thoughts	
from	the	grief.	I	threw	the	word	out	like	a	lifeline.	Tadpole.	And	
suddenly	I	saw	a	golden	fish	creature	slipping	through	water,	
with	me	grabbing	its	tail	as	it	pulled	me	through	.	.	.	Water?	Air?	
Darkness?	I	relaxed,	let	it	lead	me	into	blessed	sleep.	Over	the	
next	few	days	I	kept	wondering—what	was	that	fish	symbol	
that	rescued	me	that	night	of	darkness?	It	seemed	suddenly	.	.	
.	spiritual.
	 Now,	many	years	later,	I	can	truly	appreciate	the	sig-
nificance	of	the	tadpole—symbol	of	transformation.	I	realize	
how	different	I	am	from	that	person	so	long	ago	who	was	just	
emerging	from	an	agnostic	viewpoint,	taking	first	tentative	steps	
into	faith	and	an	awareness	of	the	Divine,	and	being	led	there	
by	a	shiny	golden	fish	in	the	night.
	 It	was	 a	 privilege	 to	 read	 of	 others’	 prayer	 experi-
ences	and	spiritual	symbols.	Because	poetry	 is	 the	 language	
of	metaphor,	we	have	included	several	poems.	Images	sparkle	
like	jewels	through	this	issue.
  Kathy Tapp, Editor for this issue
A PEACE
by Kathryn Gordon

How we unmoor our images
from	the	continents	of	despair

(or how by grace they are un-
moored	for	us).	How	they

sing	then	and	seethe	us
a	new	shore,	a	peace

Kathryn Gordon is a long-time attender at Quaker meetings 
and a writer of poetry, fiction and narratives. To read more of 
her work, go to: www.gordonwork.com

A DREAM
by Wayne Swanger

	 In	my	lifetime	I	have	had	less	than	half	a	dozen	dreams	
as	vivid	and	meaningful	as	the	one	I	shall	describe	to	you.	I	
had	 attended	various	meetings	 for	worship	 less	 than	 a	 year	
when	I	had	this	dream.	My	experience	with	Friends’	worship	
and	literature	was	very	limited	at	the	time.	This	dream	served	
as	an	awakening.

	 In	the	dream	I	was	a	small	child	of	about	four	or	five.	
There	was	a	large	gathering	at	my	grandparents’	farmhouse.	
The	relatively	small	house	was	filled	with	adults	and	children	
as	it	often	was	on	various	holidays.	On	this	particular	occasion	
the	levels	of	activity	and	noise	were	unbearable	and	I	began	to	
cry.	No	one	noticed	my	discomfort.

	 I	scurried	past	the	cook	stove	to	the	narrow	stairway	
and	went	upstairs.	I	sat	on	the	metal-frame	bed	where	I	slept	
when	visiting	my	grandparents	for	a	week	or	two	each	summer.	
The	commotion	downstairs	did	not	slacken,	nor	did	I	feel	any	
relief.	I	sat	alone	and	sobbed.

	 It	was	some	time	before	I	noticed	the	faint	sound	of	
the	windup	clock	in	my	grandparents’	adjoining	bedroom.	At	
first	 I	heard	 it	 intermittently,	although	it	steadily	maintained	
its	cadence.	I	became	more	attentive	and	actively	sought	the	
sound	of	the	clock.	Through	my	efforts	I	was	able	to	focus	on	
the	sound	and	hear	the	clock’s	continuous	soft	ticking.	In	a	short	
while,	the	sound	of	the	clock	became	more	prominent,	although	
the	volume	had	not	increased.	The	din	and	commotion	from	
downstairs	did	not	abate,	yet	I	no	longer	was	aware	of	them.	I	
only	heard	the	sound	of	the	clock.	My	crying	stopped.	I	was	at	
peace.	I	smiled.

	 I	awoke,	sat	up	in	bed,	and	said,	“That	was	the	voice	
of	God.”	I	felt	the	same	peace	and	had	the	smile	on	my	face	
that	I	had	in	the	dream.	The	metaphor	was	obvious.

	 This	dream	was	an	epiphany.	It	validated	my	interest	
in	silent	worship.	I	understood	that	because	silent	worship	is	
unencumbered	by	well-intended	sermons,	repetitive	recitations,	
and	our	own	‘joyful	noises,’	it	enables	us	to	hear	the	comforting	
voice	of	God.	The	dream	provided	a	guide	for	silent	worship.	
The	voice	of	God	is	ever	present.	We	can	hear	it	and	be	com-
forted	regardless	of	our	states	of	mind	as	we	enter	meeting,	if	
we	are	attentive	and	actively	seek	it.
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Daily	life	occasionally	may	be	difficult	because	of	unbear-
able	levels	of	activity	and	commotion,	but	peace	is	available	by	
taking	the	time	to	seek	and	listen	to	the	voice	of	God.

Wayne	Swanger	attends	Oshkosh	Meeting	and	Winnebago	
Worship	Groups	 (Wisconsin).	 His	 recent	 introduction	 to	
Friends’	 literature	and	worship	has	made	him	aware	 that	he	
had	been	a	Quaker	for	much	of	his	life	but	had	not	realized	it.

ANNUNCIATION
by Judith Dordary

I	greet	you,	heart	of	light.
Before	the	dawn
Crinkles	the	clouds	to	gold	and	silver
you	brood,	white,	around
your	nodding	wick,	its	black	tip
tear-shaped,	pear-shaped,	ready
for	the	fruitful	match.

A	scratch,	the	bitter	heat
of	sulfur,	then
tip	to	tip,	you	take	the	dazzling
point,	you	sizzle,	hot.
My	hand	jumps	back,
my	finger	thinks	it	wants	to	smoke,
a	little,	just	to	taste

this	burning	fruit.	You	flare
and	twist	in	morning	wind	I	blow
into	your	face.	Oh,	lady,
bless	us,	white,	as	gold	and	silver
go	to	white	and	blue	and
day’s	light	burns	away
what	kept	us	dark.

Judith Cordary is a member of Beloit (Wisconsin) Meeting. 
She taught writing and literature and now lives in Longmont, 
Colorado.

HEART OF LIGHT
by Marcelle Martin
	 In	1992,	I	was	finding	it	hard	to	hear	God’s	voice,	and	
my	creativity	seemed	blocked.	I	began	praying	for	guidance.	
While	visiting	a	quilting	shop,	a	striking	wall	hanging	caught	
my	eye.	On	a	white	background,	quilted	pieces	of	blue	and	
maroon	fabrics	formed	a	star-shaped	mandala	that	looked	like	a	
stained	glass	window.	Black	ribbon	between	the	pieces	of	fabric	
suggested	the	dark	lines	of	lead	between	panes	of	colored	glass.	
I	stopped	in	my	tracks	to	gaze	at	the	wall	hanging	the	way	I	

had	once	gazed	at	two	stained	glass	rose	windows	I	had	seen	
years	before,	one	in	the	cathedral	of	Notre	Dame	in	Paris,	and	
the	other	at	Chartres.	The	subtle	light	shining	through	the	great	
windows	had	created	a	feeling	of	awe	and	a	sense	of	holiness.
	 In	the	days	after	seeing	the	wall	hanging	in	the	quilt	
shop,	a	similar	image	repeatedly	came	into	my	mind.	Unlike	
the	 dark	 quilt	 I’d	 seen,	 however,	 this	was	 a	 star-web	filled	
with	light.	The	image	seemed	pregnant	with	powerful	spiritual	
significance.	I	felt	I	wanted	to	put	the	image	on	my	chest,	the	
way	I	had	once	worn	an	oversized	red	shirt	covered	with	a	large	
spider	web	made	of	white	reflecting	tape,	to	attend	a	Halloween	
party	as	Spider	Woman.	The	web	was	the	same,	but	now	the	
spaces	between	the	white	lines	were	filled	with	bright	light.
	 The	image	I	saw	in	my	mind	was	compelling	in	the	
same	way	that	a	Time	magazine	cover	had	been	back	in	1987.	In	
that	year	I	had	been	living	on	a	diminishing	bit	of	savings	while	
writing	a	novel.	After	glimpsing	the	magazine	briefly	in	a	store	
window,	its	cover	image	of	an	exploding	star	had	shimmered	
in	my	mind	so	powerfully	that	I	had	spent	the	last	remaining	
dollars	I	had	then	to	buy	the	issue.	The	photo,	I	learned,	was	
of	 an	 exploding	 star,	 Supernova	1987A.	The	 accompanying	
article	explained	it	was	the	most	dramatic	supernova	in	centu-
ries,	visible	to	the	naked	human	eye,	mentioning	that	perhaps	
the	“star”	which	guided	the	wise	men	to	visit	the	infant	Jesus	
in	Bethlehem	had	been	a	supernova.	Intuitively	I	had	felt	that	
Supernova	1987A	was	the	herald	of	some	kind	of	important	
spiritual	birth	 in	our	 time.	The	photograph	of	 the	exploding	
star	went	up	on	my	wall	and	the	supernova	became	part	of	my	
novel.
	 Now,	in	the	radiant	star-web	glimmering	in	my	mind,	
several	images	converged:	the	cathedral	windows,	the	spider	
web	covering	my	chest,	the	exploding	star	heralding	a	spiritual	
birth.	Finally	I	understood	that	the	image	I	was	seeing	in	my	
mind	revealed	the	true	nature	of	my	heart:	a	center	radiating
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radiating	light.	I	needed	to	remember	that	truth	and	make	it	vis-
ible	for	others.	I	went	back	to	the	quilt	shop	to	buy	the	pattern	
for	the	wall	hanging,	then	searched	for	fabrics	that	would	look
like	fiery	light:	shades	of	yellow,	orange,	
gold,	red.	White	belonged	in	the	center.	I	
chose	shining	white	satin	to	make	lines	of	
light	radiating	from	the	center	of	the	star-
web	and	sewed	the	shining	supernova	onto	
a	black	 fabric	 sprinkled	with	 little	 gold	
stars.	For	the	border	of	the	wall	hanging,	
I	used	a	red	and	gold	flame-like	print	to	
represent	the	fires	of	Creation	I	had	once	
glimpsed	in	a	meditation.
	 As	 it	 happened,	my	housemate	
went	away	for	a	weekend	just	as	I	began	
collecting	materials.	I	had	several	blessed	
days	all	by	myself,	 in	 silence.	 I	 cut	 the	
fabric	into	pieces	and	covered	the	living	
room	floor	with	the	web	of	light,	trying	different	colors	until	I	
found	the	ones	that	felt	right.	Halfway	through,	I	found	myself	
unable	to	work	any	longer	on	the	fiery	star	quilt	until	I	brought	
home	some	blue	and	green	fabrics	to	make	a	second	wall	hang-
ing,	a	web	representing	water	and	earth.	It	provided	a	balance	
I	needed	while	working	with	the	fire	and	light.
	 As	I	sewed	together	 the	pieces	of	white	and	yellow	
and	gold,	connecting	them	with	rays	of	shining	white	satin,	I	
had	the	feeling	I	was	sewing	a	christening	dress	for	my	own	
baptism.	My	creative	energies	burned	brightly	and	finally	the	
quilt	was	finished	and	ready	to	hang	on	the	wall	of	my	living	
room,	a	reminder	to	myself	of	the	Light	and	Truth	at	the	core	
of	my	being.	The	wall	hanging	also	became	a	wordless	way	to	
share	with	others	something	about	who	I	really	am—who	we	
all	really	are—and	the	true	nature	of	reality:	the	divine	Light	
shimmering	at	the	core	of	everything.	For	several	years	after	
I	made	the	wall	hanging,	I	often	found	it	helpful	to	look	at	it	
when	I	began	my	prayers	or	meditation.
	 In	 the	years	 since	 then,	 the	 image	on	 that	 quilt	 has	
appeared	in	a	series	of	important	dreams.	In	the	first,	it	filled	
the	sky	surrounding	a	barefoot	pilgrim	who	walked	a	lonely	
path	with	nothing	to	support	her	but	the	faith	the	quilt	repre-
sented.	At	the	end	of	the	dream,	she	found	a	group	of	people	
with	whom	she	belonged	and	was	welcomed	into	their	circle.	
In	a	second	dream,	a	few	years	later,	the	star-web	image	again	
filled	the	sky.	This	dream	showed	me	that	my	tendencies	to	cling	
in	relationship	were	causing	me	to	turn	away	from	the	truth	
embodied	in	the	web	of	light.	The	quilt	didn’t	appear	again	in	
my	dreams	for	many	years,	during	which	time	the	actual	wall	
hanging	was	stained	by	water	damage	when	a	roof	leaked.	Then	
it	was	stashed	away	in	a	closet	for	years.
	 Those	 years	were	 simultaneous	with	 a	 dark	 night	
journey	for	me.	I	was	required	to	relinquish	much	that	I	was	
attached	to,	including	relationships,	jobs,	and	a	home.	These	
things	were	good	in	themselves,	but	my	attachment	to	them	was	

keeping	me	from	the	pilgrim	path	to	which	I	was	being	called.	
Progressively	stripped	of	these	I	often	felt	I	was	walking	in	the	
dark,	drawn	by	a	light	I	could	not	see	and	a	call	I	could	not	hear.	

Although	friends	were	puzzled	that	I	was	
now	doing	so	little	of	the	necessary	good	
work	in	the	world,	I	felt	less	and	less	able	
to	continue	such	activity,	drawn	instead	to	
a	very	subtle	and	humbling	inner	transfor-
mation,	a	purification	invisible	from	the	
outside.
	 For	years	it	seemed	I	was	becoming	
less	 effective	 and	 helpful	 in	 the	world,	
and	less	useful	to	God.	Often	I	seemed	to	
be	in	a	fog	and	was	tempted	to	despair.	In	
brief	glimpses	now	and	then,	however,	I	
was	shown	that	I	was	slowly	being	“made-
over”—particularly	my	heart—in	order	to	
be	capable	of	an	invisible	spiritual	kind	

of	labor.	To	be	available	for	this	work,	I	had	to	empty	more	
and	more	of	myself.	Only	to	the	extent	that	I	let	go	of	my	own	
desires	and	powers	and	giftedness,	along	with	my	pettiness	and	
wounds	and	fears,	could	I	be	made	useful	for	this	new	kind	of	
work,	which	some	might	call	contemplative	prayer,	or,	more	
simply,	contemplative	presence.	I	was	being	given	the	grace	to	
participate	in	the	immense	chain	of	souls,	incarnate	and	discar-
nate,	who	serve	as	channels	to	help	the	Light	of	God	permeate	
humanity	and	the	earth.
	 At	the	time	this	understanding	was	unfolding,	I	expe-
rienced	an	almost	blissful	peace	while	looking	at	bare	wooden	
floors;	 the	 peace	 seemed	 to	 be	 related	 to	 the	 cleanness,	 the	
emptiness,	 the	spaciousness	 I	 felt	 inside	and	which	 the	bare	
floors	reflected	back	to	me.	Now,	when	I	am	able	to	sit	quietly	
to	focus	on	the	eternal	openness	at	the	heart	of	everything,	I	
am	drawn	toward	the	empty,	open	place	at	the	center	of	myself,	
the	place	where	I	meet	the	most	subtle,	pure,	and	mysterious	
aspect	of	God	of	which	I	am	aware.
	 This	past	spring	I	pulled	the	star-web	quilt	out	of	the	
closet	and	decided	to	share	it	with	my	monthly	meeting	at	our	
annual	art	show.	A	member	of	the	meeting	helped	with	removing	
the	water	stains,	restoring	the	web	of	light	again	to	its	shining	
colors.	In	a	more	recent	dream,	I	saw	myself	as	a	pilgrim,	pur-
posefully	walking	on	the	road	again,	the	quilt	tucked	securely	
under	my	arm.

Marcelle Martin is a member of Chestnut Hill Friends meeting 
(PA). She has begun some new quilts.

You must give birth to your images. They are the 
future waiting to be born.

  Rainer Maria Rilke
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GATHERED MEETING
by Evan Richardson

My	mind	is	distracted.
Deep	in	a	puddle	of	thoughts

I	take	refuge	in	my	breath.
Here	I	can	safely	rest
as	my	body	takes	a	
gentle	ride	inward	and	outward,
inward	and	outward.

From	somewhere	a	light	shines
and	I	am	pulled	out	of	the	puddle.	
Some	force	binds	me	in	a	cloud.
Things	are	not	clear,
they	are	moving.

Suddenly	I	am	caught	up.
A	mighty	wind	carries	me
towards	the	sun.
I	feel	the	warmth.
I	feel	the	light.
I	am	held.

We	are	one	body.
We	are	complete.
We	are	whole,
wounds	and	all.

I	weep,
a soft rain of tears
for	the	comfort,
the	mercy	and	the	love
that	falls	around	us,
covering	our	meeting.

Evan is a member of Asheville (N.C.) Friends Meeting. She is 
not a poet, but open to the movement of spirit, which happened 
to come through her in the form of a poem one day after meeting 
for worship. She loves her husband, David Clements, and their 
children, Wesley and Lila.

Stars,	darkness,	a	lamp,	a	phantom,	dew,	a	bubble,	a	dream,	a	
flash	of	lightning	or	a	cloud;	thus	should	one	look	upon	the	world.
	 The	Diamond-Cutter	Sutra—Buddhist	text

SEEDLINGS
By Elspeth M. Colwell

	 To	the	north	lies	a	wondrous	wild	forty.	To	the	south	lies	
a	long,	heavily	wooded	pathway	leading	down	to	three	earth-
sheltered	houses	where	we	live.	It	takes	ten	to	fifteen	minutes	to	
hike	from	home	to	the	high	plateau.	Until	now	it	has	been	nine	
acres	of	thick	bromegrass	hedged	increasingly	with	blackberry	
bushes,	sumac	and	aspen.

	 Twice	a	year	our	taxes	have	been	reduced	by	an	agree-
ment	to	allow	the	Department	of	Natural	Resources	some	juris-
diction	over	our	forested	land.	This	spring	our	community	was	
approached	to	allow	the	nine	acres	to	be	planted	with	nursery	
seedlings.	The	DNR	would	supply	the	seedlings,	we	would	plant	
them	and	they	would	inspect.	Once	bills	were	paid,	a	small	hourly	
wage	and	a	schedule	of	work	hours	were	agreed	upon.

	 The	clearing	of	the	nine	acres	began.	Friends	spelled	
each	other	to	create	long	rows	about	three	feet	apart	through	the	
grass.	I	picked	up	seedlings	and	the	thirty-pound	pointed	spades	
at	the	forestry	office.	Soon,	anyone	with	a	free	hour	or	two	came	
to	help	carry	up	the	moist	red	oak,	white	cedar	and	white	spruce	
seedlings	to	be	tucked	into	the	soil.

	 The	routine	was:	dig,	plant	(close-up,	so	no	airholes),	
move	on	three	steps,	continue.	Some	workers	had	short	strides,	
others	 took	 four	 long	 strides.	 Some	 rows	 became	 ram-rod	
straight,	others	followed	the	curve	of	the	land.	Some	participants	
created	long	rows	of	one	variety,	others	preferred	mixing	cedar,	
spruce,	oak,	cedar,	spruce,	oak.	After	about	a	month,	all	three	
thousand	seedlings	were	planted.

	 As	we	 rested	 from	our	 labors,	 the	 spring	 rains	 came	
and	the	blessed	sun	shone.	In	between	our	precious	seedlings,	
dormant	wildflowers,	many	small	bushes	and	other	vegetations	
sprang	up.

	 Eventually,	discovery	time	arrived.	This	phase	required	a	
glove	or	two,	clippers,	a	bag	of	plastic	strips,	a	bottle	of	drinking	
water,	and	snacks.	Ready!	Three	steps	forward.	Stop.	Exultation!	
Yes,	a	visible	seedling!	Stoop.	Trim	away	the	“weeds”,	tie	on	a	
marker.	“May	the	Great	Spirit	give	you	what	you	need.”	Move	
on.	Nothing.	“Am	I	standing	on	you?	Little	one,	show	me.	Where	
are	you?”	Search.	Move	on.

	 The	joy	of	discovery	time	was	the	eager	anticipation	of	
the	find.	The	oaks	seemed	glad	to	be	recognized;	they	stood	out	
stiffly,	even	when	their	stems	were	bent.	The	cedars	that	thrived	
had	a	good	color,	spread	out	and	reached	up.	It	is	said	that	they	
have	a	sweet	taste	and	many	critters	like	to	eat	them.	Some	of	the
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spruce	rose	up	straight	and	jaunty;	others	were	tucked	down	
and	barely	made	a	showing.	They	all	received	special	attention.

	 The	 sight	 of	 a	 cluster	 of	 sumac	 crowding	one	 area	
caused	deep	dismay.	Trees	that	were	dormant	in	April	leafed	
into	full	foliage	across	many	paths,	blocking	any	hope	of	tracing	
seedlings.	Despite	these	frustrations,	I	was	charmed	to	be	able	
to	bend	over	those	seedlings	I	found.	I	watered	them	with	the	
perspiration	from	my	face,	as	I	trimmed,	tied	and	gloated	over	
their	achievement.

	 These	seedlings	help	establish	for	me	that	God	is	all	
there	is.	Recently	I	read	three	quotations	that	seem	to	fit	the	
metaphor	of	prayer	and	seedlings:

	 Work	as	if	you	don’t	need	the	money.
	 Plant	 nine	 acres,	write	 down	your	 hours	 (the	DNR	

reward	might	be	a	long	time	in	coming!)	Live	twenty	years	to	
see	development.

	 Dance	as	if	no	one	is	looking.
	 We	sowed	the	seed,	tramped	it	in,	some	seeds	among	

the	rocks,	others	among	the	thistles	and	some	in	the	good	soil.	
Birds	ate	some,	some	dried	up,	some	were	choked	by	weeds.

	 Love	as	if	you’ve	never	been	hurt.
	 Our	meeting	has	a	Prayer	List:	my	daughter	and	I	are	on	

it.	I	daily	support	those	whose	names	are	on	it.	I	have	come	to	
believe	the	sons	and	daughters	of	God	appearing	on	the	prayer	
list	are	my	seedlings.

	 For	those	whose	situation	is	critical:	with	chronic	ill-
ness,	in	surgery,	with	fractures,	the	mentally	ill,	my	response	
might	be,	“I	see	you	healthy,	whole	and	free.”	For	those	with	
addictions,	 those	who	 are	 incarcerated,	 the	 homeless,	my	
response	might	be,	“I	affirm	that	the	power	of	God	is	work-
ing	within	you	to	bring	about	the	best	possible	outcome.”	For	
those	deep	in	despair,	who	face	diminishments,	those	in	need	
of	guidance	and	support,	I	respond,	“My	sister,	my	brother,	as	
you	open	your	heart	to	receive,	peace	and	joy	I	offer	you	now.”

	 I	have	been	given	a	rich	gift	and	when	I	meet	someone	
from	the	Prayer	List,	the	seedling	glow	must	surely	come	into	
my	eyes.	Unbeknownst	to	them,	I	will	be	delighted	to	meet	them	
and	converse	with	them.	Settling	in	meditation,	my	seedling	F/
friends	appear	rooted	and	grounded,	nourished	in	the	Light.

Elspeth	Colwell	is	a	member	of	a	small	worship	group	in	
Wisconsin	that	meets	out	on	a	rocky	outcropping	(beyond	the	
Seedlings)	52	weeks	of	the	year.	They	dress	appropriately	to	the	
weather	and	spend	some	of	the	hour	in	Silent	Walking.

Illumination
by Kathy Tapp

In	the	humid	half	dark	of
	 				first	night
a	brief	pinpoint	of	light
					for	space	of	one	breath,
          then
	 	 					gone.

I	search	the	sky,
					stumble	through	dark	grasses,
glimpse	another	quick
	 	 		flash.

Where are you?

The	shadowy	field
              transforms
					to	a	sparking	realm—
bright energy points
										explode	everywhere,
														a	thousand	starry
																																				blinks.

							Presence.
Teasing,	comforting,	coaxing.
Firefly	God,
		You	are	everywhere,
																								Playing					tag.

 Blink on inside me.

Reprinted from Literature	of	Spirituality, published by Many 
Mountains	Moving, 2001. Kathy Tapp is a member of Beloit 
(Wisconsin) Meeting.

A GIFT DOUBLY GIVEN
by Mariellen Gilpin

	 For	 six	 years,	my	mental	 illness	made	 it	 necessary	
for	me	never	to	pray—when	I	prayed	I	hallucinated	bigtime.	
Those	were	hard,	hard	years,	but	the	night	I	decided	not	to	pray,	
I	decided	to	dedicate	to	God	everything	I	did	in	a	life	without	
prayer.	And	those	six	years	were	a	time	of	great	spiritual	growth,	
so	I	knew	I	had	made	the	right	decision.

	 In	November	of	1993,	I	was	startled	awake	one	night	
by	a	sensation	I	can	only	describe	as	being	like	an	adhesive	
bandage	tearing	off	my	abdomen.	Afterwards	there	was	a	sensa-
tion	of	energy	draining	out	of	my	abdomen.	I	didn’t	sense	the	
vent	as	dangerous,	but	I	was	very	surprised.	A	week	or	so	later	
I	mentioned	it	to	a	friend,	who	told	me	that	sometimes	when	
negativity	was	ready	to	leave,	it	would	leave	suddenly	like	that.



6 November 2002What Canst Thou Say? 

	 At	once	I	wondered	if	I	was	healed	of	my	illness.	There	
was	a	simple	and	reliable	 test—could	I	pray	without	having	
conversations	with	God?	If	I	didn’t	hear	God’s	voice	when	I	
prayed,	I’d	know	I	was	healed.	
I	 prayed—and	 hallucinated	 as	
usual.	 I	 wasn’t	 healed.	After	
that	 I	was	very	 cautious	 about	
administering	the	prayer-test.	I	
wanted	to	be	as	sane	as	possible.	
But	maybe	God	was	 going	 to	
heal	me.

	 A	 few	weeks	 later,	 it	
was	as	if	my	body	turned	into	a	
reverse	vacuum	cleaner,	and	little	packets	of	energy	streamed	
out	the	top	of	my	head.	I	felt	God	was	healing	me.	The	effect	
continued	two	days,	stopping	as	mysteriously	as	it	started.	That	
night,	as	 I	was	settling	down	 to	sleep,	 I	was	moved	 to	pray	
again.	“Jesus,	I	know	you	are	with	me	every	step	of	the	way	in	
this	life	without	prayer.	Life	is	rich	and	full,	and	I	am	growing	
in	the	Spirit.	I	know	that,	and	I	am	grateful.	I	know	I	have	to	
express	my	love	for	you	in	action,	and	I	work	hard	at	doing	my	
love	for	you.	But	one	of	the	pleasures	of	my	life	is	telling	my	
husband	I	love	him.	Please,	let	it	be	possible	for	me	to	tell	you	
I	love	you	without	hallucinating	because	of	it.”

	 I	hallucinated,	as	always,	but	I	also	knew	I	had	prayed	
in	the	Spirit.	God	gives	us	Spirit-led	prayers	sometimes	to	draw	
us	into	a	closer	walk	with	our	Creator.	That	prayer	was	given.	
I	believed	I	wouldn’t	have	been	given	that	prayer	unless	God	
was	promising	me	I	would	be	able	to	pray.	I	just	had	to	work	
very	hard	and	listen	for	God’s	guidance	with	all	my	heart.	The	
next	period	of	my	life	was	the	scariest	in	all	my	years	of	mental	
illness,	but	within	six	months	God	made	it	possible	for	me	to	
pray	again.	Nightly	I	give	thanks	for	the	gift	of	prayer,	doubly	
given—first,	 the	gift	given	 to	all	of	us,	 and	 second,	 the	gift	
returned	to	me.
Mariellen Gilpin is a member of the Urbana-Champaign 
(Illinois) meeting. She celebrates the many ways God has helped 
her deal with mental illness.

All things and all men, so to speak, call on use with 
small or loud voices. They want us to listen, they want 
us to understand their intrinsic claims, their justice of 
being. Buf we can give it to them only through the love 
that listens.

Paul Tillich, Love, Power and Justice

CRIES	FOR	HELP:
TWO	FORMS	OF	PRAYER	EXPERIENCE
by	James	Baker
 Many years ago, when daily visiting my mother in 
a small town hospital in central Alberta, Canada, I became 
aware of something that had been nagging at me each time 
I entered the hospital. One morning I stopped to focus on 
what was bothering me. I realized I was passing the newborn 
infants’ room where there was only one new baby alone. It 
was in its crib right inside the window and had been crying 
constantly.
 I stopped and thought, “Are you feeling lost in this 
new adventure? Am I the only one in this small town who 

understands the transition you are making from Light to 
an unfamiliar world?” I decided to stand by the window 
and focus on the baby, opening myself to let love flow 

through me to envelop the 
child. I did this for about 
a minute, feeling a distinct 
warmth of energy pulse 
through me to the baby.
 Suddenly  the  baby 
stopped crying, opened its 
eyes, and looked me full in 
the eyes for at least 30 sec-
onds. Then it closed its eyes 

and went to sleep. It never cried again during the times 
when I passed it. I don’t know who the child was, but I 
still feel a bond with that person, who is now nearly an 
adult.
          My second experience happened some years ago. 
I was pondering the daily Muslim call to prayer, and 
wondered what would be a similar call in our culture. 
I realized that a police/fire/ambulance siren can be an 
important call to prayer. In such situations, for all par-
ties, there is associated fear, anxiety, doubt, terror of the 
unknown. So now, whenever I hear a siren I hear a call 
to prayer for those involved, what has been called “The 
Prayer of Loving Indifference”—“Lord, You know me, 
You know them, You know the situation; do that Thou 
knowest to be needed.”
James Baker is a member of Downers Grove (Inninois) Meeting.

CONSTANT COMMENT
by Rosalie Grafe

	 After	a	long	day	at	work	I	was	
lying	 on	my	 couch	 at	 home	 dozing	
while	my	son	sat	at	his	computer	and	
my	husband	was	doing	e-mail	on	his	
laptop.	A	knock	came	at	the	front	door.	
The	Oregon	 rain	was	 pouring	 down	
outside	our	darkened	front	porch.	I	opened	the	door	to	see	the	
youth	director	from	my	son’s	church.	He	had	come	ostensibly	
to	visit	my	son,	but	really	to	see	me.	He	had	shared	some	of	his	
personal	story	in	brief	asides	and	I	had	come	to	care	for	him	
and	to	assist	him	more	frequently	with	his	education	plans.

	 I	 knew	 this	was	 a	 key	moment	 in	 our	 relationship.	
While	my	visitor	sat	on	the	floor	and	talked	to	my	fifteen-year-
old	about	games,	I	reached	into	the	kitchen	cabinet	for	a	teabag	
to	put	 in	 the	cup	of	microwaved	water.	 I	 realized	that	I	was	
trembling.	The	depth	of	the	three	hours	of	confiding	that	was	to	
follow	would	change	the	course	of	my	life.	I	was	to	become	an	
agent	of	Grace	for	David	and	in	the	process	of	bringing	Friends	
and	friends	and	all	my	resources	to	bear	in	helping	him,	the	dif-
ferences	in	my	life	pointed	to	another	truth.	He	had	become	an	
agent	of	Change	for	me.	From	this	moment	flowed	the	stream	
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that	has	rushed	me	into	my	strange	role	as	Quaker	Youth	Advisor	
to	the	Episcopal	Youth	Director	at	All	Saints	Episcopal	Church.
	 I	had	seen	David’s	ministry	in	action.	He	had	confessed	
his	Call	to	me.	I	am	his	Elder	and	shall	be	with	him	through	
the	process	of	recording	(ordination)	or	however	God	intends	
to	certify	his	ministry	among	his	people.	Meanwhile,	he	has	
become	part	of	my	chosen	family.	From	this	realization	came	
the	following	prose	poem:
My	hand	trembles	as	I	reach	into	the	cupboard	to	pull	out	a	
packet	of	tea.	How	were	my	bones	and	muscles	informed	that	
my	heart	was	fully	involved?	Moments	crystalize	perception,	
the	flash	of	understanding,	a	sudden	wash	of	light.	The	altera-
tion	is	in	one’s	personal	reality;	the	toggle	switch	of	change	is	
pressed	by	unnoted	circumstance	locked	in	long	before.	Now	
up	thrust	to	consciousness,	the	realization	rises	like	the	corner	
of	an	ice	cube	poking	the	surface	of	a	turbid	drink.	One	knows	
from	the	heart’s	record	what	is	below,	its	effect—not	a	chilling	
effect—far	 from	 it.	Warming,	 effervescing	 and	 light-giving,	
life-giving	electricity,	it	is	loosely	called	in	the	vernacular	of	
our	everyday	exchange:	love.
Rosalie V. Grafe is a member of Multnomah Meeting (NPYM) 
in Portland, OR and of QUIP. She is a writer and a graphic 
artist and is the wife of flutist Marc L. Grafe and the mother of 
high school sophomore Max.

Grant for the Study and Practice of Christian 
Mysticism
	 The	 overseers	 of	 the	 Elizabeth	Ann	Bogert	
Memorial	 Fund	make	 grants	 of	 up	 to	 $1,000.00.	
Proposals	 no	more	 than	 two	pages	 in	 length	 are	 due	
March	1,	2003.
	 Recent	 grants	 have	 been	 given	 for	 research	
exploring	religious	culture	of	the	late	medieval	period,	
publishing	of	a	book	on	Christian	mysticism,	presenta-
tion	at	a	confrence	on	research	into	18th century German 
women	mystics,	 and	 publicity	 for	 a	 dramatic	 perfor-
mance	about	English	mystic	Evelyn	Underhill.
	 For	 details	write	 to	Bogert	 Fund	 Secretary,	
4818	Warrington	Ave.,	Philadelphia	PA	19143	or	email	
vintdem@aol.com.

God	Is….
by	Diane	Barounis

The	breaths	we	breathe	each	day
Taking	in	and	giving	up—

The	Ocean	of	Light
Bearing	us	on	pregnant	waves—

The	one	true	voice	that	tells	us
I	will	never	leave	you—

The	opening	that	is	created
When the former path gives way—

The	strength	that	makes	possible
Every	broken-hearted	Yes—

The	beauty	that	imbues	all	that	is
Just	as	it	is—

The	love	that	remains	when	shattered	souls
Can	no	longer	bear	to	love—

In	the	searing
Cries of war—

In	the	holy	shadows
Of	prayers	unspoken—

In	every	uninhabitable
And	unloved	place—

In	death
And	through	death—

God	Is…
With	us	always
Amen.

Diane	Barounis	is	a	member	of	Evanstan	(Illinois)	Meeting	
and	a	clinical	social	worker.	She	 loves	poetry	and	envisions	
this	poem	as	a	prayer	that	calls	upon	a	variety	of	metaphors	to	
talk	about	God.

OF	WORMS	AND	WILDFLOWERS
by	Merry	Stanford
	 Almost	twenty	years	ago,	when	I	was	going	through	

a	traumatic	life	transition,	an	image	came	to	me	in	prayer	that	
gave	me	strength	to	bear	the	changes	of	the	moment	and	those	
to	come	in	later	years.	I	saw	myself	meditating	in	absolute	still-
ness	in	a	summer	meadow.	I	could	feel	a	lovely	breeze	brushing	
the	downy	hairs	on	my	cheek,	and	the	warmth	of	a	buttery	sun.	



8 November 2002What Canst Thou Say? 

In	the	stillness	I	could	hear	a	bee-buzzing	about.	I	could	even	
hear	 the	earthworms	deep	 in	 the	earth	below	me	doing	 their	
earthworm	chores.	My	being	was	full	with	a	sweet	contentment;	
I	was	home.	Meanwhile,	in	the	distant	background,	the	skyline	
of	the	city	of	my	life	collapsed	under	its	own	weight,	silently,	
into	great	clouds	of	dust.

	 The	metaphor	was	 apt	 to	 the	 situation.	My	 life	 did,	
indeed,	feel	like	it	was	collapsing	all	about	me.	But	I	did	not	
yet	hold	the	certainty	that	God	was	present	with	me	through	the	
collapse.	I	was	not	yet	sitting	in	the	stillness,	with	the	tumult	at	
the	periphery	of	my	awareness.	I	was	living,	rather	painfully,	
in	the	middle	of	the	tumult,	vainly	attempting	to	shore	up	the	
collapsing	walls	of	my	fortress.	The	image	brought	me	the	hope	
that	I	would	survive,	that	my	authentic	self	was	not	the	top-heavy	
construction	I	had	created,	and	that	the	Spirit	of	Life	was	juicily	
inviting	me	to	shift	my	attention	from	that	constructed	reality	
to	God’s	Reality.

	 I’ve	since	had	many	lopsided	life	constructions	collapse	
into	heaps	of	dust:	a	job,	financial	security,	status,	relationships,	
even	health.	At	those	times	I	experience,	once	again,	a	painful	
tug	at	the	heart	strings	for	the	familiar	things	that	I	have	used	to	
give	structure	to	my	life.	These	are	the	things	that	I	have	used	to	
tell	who	I	am,	or	what	I	can	do,	or	what	I’m	worth.	Even	after	
the	collapse	is	complete	I	have	been	known	to	be	obliviously	
busy	with	the	shoring	up,	unwilling	to	face	the	pain	of	losing	
what	I	thought	of	as	myself.

	 But	once	I’ve	come	to	my	senses,	once	I	begin	to	accept	
and	 feel	 the	 loss,	 I	 can	 also	begin	 to	 remember	 the	buzzing	
bee,	 the	earthworms,	 the	breeze,	and	my	experience	of	deep	
contentment	in	that	meadow	of	the	soul.	Then	I	can	remember	
to	pay	attention	to	what	is,	what	was,	and	what	always	will	be:	
the	abiding	presence	of	the	One	who	knows	me	and	sustains	
me,	who	abundantly	gives	me	all	that	I	need	to	be	content,	and	
who	doesn’t	seem	to	give	a	hoot	for	the	cityscape.

	 More	 recently	 I	was	 given	 a	 related	metaphor	 that	
taught	me	something	further	about	the	powerful	nature	of	this	
Reality.	While	walking	 the	 grounds	 surrounding	 the	 retreat	
center	where	I	was	staying,	I	found	a	neglected	sidewalk.	It	had	
apparently	once	led	to	a	building	that	had	been	torn	down	years	
go;	the	sidewalk	had	been	left	to	crumble.	Sections	of	the	walk	
were	entirely	overgrown	with	lovely	wild	grasses	and	colorful	
wildflowers.	In	fact,	the	only	way	I	could	tell	that	it	had	once	
been	a	sidewalk	were	the	few	sections	of	concrete	that	had	not	
yet	been	overgrown,	and	the	“shadow	line”	of	a	walk	that	could	
yet	be	seen	in	the	grasses.	Like	the	city	of	my	life,	the	sidewalk	
was	being	returned	to	the	earth.

	 Somehow,	in	spite	of	the	many	heaving	potholes	in	the	
road	that	we	have	to	contend	with	each	spring,	we	tend	to	think	
of	concrete	as	solid	and	enduring.	But	God	knows	better	and	is	
apparently	 content,	 barring	human	 interference,	 to	 allow	 it	 to	

find	its	way	back	to	dust	in	its	own	time.	God’s	power	is	not	
the	short-lived	power	of	concrete,	or	even	the	power	of	the	jack	
hammer	that	quickly	reduces	concrete	to	rubble.	God’s	power	is	
the	unhurried	and	profound	power	of	seedlings,	which,	through	
the	seasons,	and	with	the	help	of	rain,	snow,	and	sun,	break	up	
the	concrete	of	the	thoroughfare,	helping	it	on	its	journey	home	
to	the	earth.	God’s	power	is	the	persistent	striving	to	life	that	
endures	in	the	roots	of	wildflowers	and	grasses.	And	in	spite	of	
our	propensity	to	cling	to	the	realities	we	construct	for	ourselves,	
God	patiently	reminds	us	again	and	again	where	the	real	power	
is.
Merry Stanford is a member of Red Cedar Meeting in Lansing, 
Michigan. She tries to be attentive to the presence of the Spirit 
in the small and large events of her life, and is grateful to serve 
as a companion to people who are exploring their own spiritual 
landscapes.

TRANSFORMATION
An	 excerpt	 from	Pendle	Hill	 Pamphlet	 “Sink	Down	 to	 the	
Seed”	by	Charlotte	Fardelmann,	Pendle	Hill	Pamphlet	#283,	
1989,	pp.	17–21.

	 Things	began	to	build	up	for	me	during	the	two-week	
period	between	the	new	moon	and	the	full	moon.	Although	I	
was	attending	classes	and	taking	part	 in	community	(Pendle	
Hill),	 I	was	really	 living	 in	a	 landscape	deep	within	myself.	
Everything	that	happened	struck	me	as	symbolic	in	some	way	
.	.	.	During	this	period,	my	heart	had	a	lot	of	generalized	fear,	
yet	I	did	not	know	of	what	I	was	afraid	.	.	.

	 From	my	 room	I	could	hear	 the	 train	whistle	every	
hour	as	the	train	started	over	the	trestle	that	bridged	the	Crum	
Creek	hollow.	For	some	reason	that	whistle	and	the	rumbling	
of	the	train	on	the	trestle	scared	me	to	the	core	of	my	being.

	 None	of	this	made	sense	to	me.	I	talked	with	friends	
who	tried	to	comfort	me,	but	couldn’t	help	.	.	.	I	told	my	con-
sultant,	“I’m	okay;	I’m	just	going	crazy.”	She	suggested	I	might	
be	preparing	to	move	to	a	new	spiritual	level.	She	pointed	to	
“spiritual	initiations”	that	are	a	regular	part	of	the	spiritual	jour-
ney	of	Native	American	shamans	and	people	in	many	traditions.

	 .	.	.	At	some	point	I’d	had	enough.	I	decided	to	put	an	
end	to	this	fear;	I	would	go	out	and	face	my	monster.	I	would	
deal	with	it.	I	headed	towards	the	train	trestle.
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SUBSCRIPTION FORM.
Please	send	this	form	to:	WCTS,	c/o	Amy	Perry,	6180	
N.	Ralston,	Indianapolis,	IN	46220.

Enclosed	is	my	check	to	What	Canst	Thou	Say?
______	$8	for	a	one	year	subscription
______	$15	for	a	two	year	subscription
______	$30	for	a	complete	set	of	back	issues

Enclosed	is	a	contribution	of	$	_______

I	cannot	afford	$8.	Enclosed	is	_______.	Please	keep	
me	on	the	mailing	list.

Name______________________________________

Address____________________________________

City,	State,	zip_______________________________

	 The	moon	was	low	and	the	night	black	as	I	walked	
down	to	the	trestle.	I	knew	there	was	a	little	platform	halfway	
across	where	I	could	stand	in	safety.	No	train	was	in	sight,	so	I	
walked	out	to	the	platform,	reciting,	“The	Lord	is	my	Shepherd”	
all	the	way.

	 It	was	the	twilight	hour	just	before	the	dawn;	misty	and	
magical.	The	outlines	of	trees	were	muted,	the	autumn	leaves	
made	patches	of	pale	orange,	red,	and	brown.	The	moon	was	
setting	on	one	horizon;	 the	sun	about	 to	rise	from	the	other.	
Waiting	for	the	train	I	sang	the	verses	of	“Amazing	Grace”	over	
and	over.

	 Finally	I	spotted	the	train	light	at	Wallingford	Station.	
As	it	approached	I	leaned	back	and	grasped	the	railing	behind	
me,	singing,	“Alleluia,	Alleluia,	Alleluia,	Praise	God	.	.	.”	The	
noise	was	deafening	and	the	Light	became	brighter	and	brighter	
as	the	train	approached.	I	knew	my	job	was	to	keep	my	eyes	
on	the	Light	and	not	flinch	or	turn	away.	This	took	enormous	
determination,	but	I	managed	to	“stare	down	the	Light”	until	
the	train	passed	me.	It	was	as	if	the	light	penetrated	my	being	
through	my	eyes	and	connected	with	a	light	deep	within	myself.	
In	that	holy	instant	I	was	transformed.

	 Looking	back,	after	several	years	of	consideration	and	
creative	work	around	these	images,	I	have	come	to	the	realiza-
tion	that	the	train	was	probably	a	symbol	for	me	of	the	power	
of	God	while	the	train	light	symbolized	the	Light	of	Christ,	the	
eternal	living	Christ.	At	that	holy	instant	nothing	changed	for	
me	on	the	deepest	level	of	reality	where	God	had	always	been	
and	will	always	be,	working	in	my	life.	What	changed	was	my	
recognition	and	acceptance	of	this	love	and	life	and	truth	and	
power	that	is	God	and	an	acknowledgment	that	I	would	forever	
after	live	my	life	out	of	that	recognition.

	 I	walked	the	rest	of	the	way	across	the	trestle	to	the	
other	side	of	the	hollow,	then	headed	down	to	the	creek	crossed	
the	fallen	log	and	returned	to	the	tracks	just	as	another	train	
came.	Standing	beside	it,	listening	to	the	whistle	and	the	rumble,	
I	had	no	fear.	My	mind	was	no	longer	in	that	deeply-inward	
state.	While	I	was	exhausted	and	spent	the	day	in	bed,	it	was	
clear	to	me	that	the	initiation	was	over.	I	had	crossed	over	to	a	
new	country;	a	new	Charlotte	was	born.

The moment one gives close attention to anything, even a 
blade of grass, it becomes a mysterious, awesome, indescrib-
ably magnificent world in itself.

	 	 Henry	Miller

Invitation for Guest Editors

	 Is	there	a	topic	dear	to	your	heart	that	you	would	like	to	
see	in	WCTS?	Would	you	like	to	be	part	of	the	WCTS	editorial	
team	for	one	issue?

	 The	WCTS	team	is	looking	for	help	with	at	least	one	
issue	per	year.	Linda	Caldwell	Lee	has	resigned	as	an	editor	to	
give	her	full	attention	to	a	writing	project.	That	leaves	a	hole	in	
our	rotation.	We’re	thinking	that	one	of	you	reading	this	issue	
might	be	just	the	person	to	bring	your	interests	and	talents	to	
an	issue	of	WCTS.

	 WCTS	 is	 an	 all-volunteer	 operation	 from	 soliciting	
manuscripts	 to	sticking	the	address	 label	and	stamp	on	your	
copy.	Won’t	you	join	us	in	keeping	WCTS	vital?

	 For	more	 information,	 e-mail	Mariellen	Gilpin	 at	
m-gilpin@uiuc.edu.

THANKS LINDA!
	 The	WCTS	team	wants	to	thank	Linda	Caldwell	Lee,	

who	has	been	part	of	the	editorial	team	for	the	past	three	years.	
We	are	pleased	 that	Linda	will	be	continuing	 to	support	 the	
editorial	team	as	a	researcher	and	proofreader.
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UPCOMING ISSUES

DEATH	AND	DYING:	February	2003
EDITOR:	PATRICIA	McBEE
	 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.

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	editors	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!

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

Address Service Requested

In This Issue:

Spiritual Metaphors

BIRTH	AND	REBIRTH:	May	2013
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	
blossoming	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.


