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From Editors:
Having a disability, or loving someone who does, can have a profound effect on one’s spiritual 
journey. We may question God. We may feel “broken.” We may feel left out of our traditional faith 
communities. In our daily struggles, we may draw closer to God. Some have even asserted that 
if the disabled are created in the image of God, then perhaps God too struggles with disability.
From the wonderful material submitted, a theme arose. We describe that theme as “Opportunities 
for Grace.” If we are open, our experiences with disability can serve as steps on our spiritual path. 
We invite readers to read these stories, and the ones in the print version of this issue, and to 
ask yourself how open your own life and community are to such opportunities for grace.

Guest Editor Faith Paulsen with WCTS Editorial Staff 

Although I was diagnosed with multiple sclerosis (MS) 
about six years ago, I have never truly felt disabled. 

Instead, I have given thanks to divine spirit, because this has 
been an opportunity to grow, learn, and stretch my spiritual 
development.

In addition to MS, I have some brain damage that has 
affected the part of the brain that controls directions and 
math. This has always frustrated me, but I have accepted 
this as gracefully as possible. However, I live where one 
doesn’t move hardly at all without the freeway, so it can be 
mighty confusing.

Also, I was diagnosed with a mental disorder fifteen 
years ago. This illness is controlled without drugs, as I 
cannot tolerate any that have been prescribed. I manage by 
controlling my stress, keeping very busy, exercising, medi-
tating and praying, eating right, and participating in a very 
rewarding volunteer job.

All of this has taught me to be more compassionate 
towards others who have disabilities. Every disability or 

sickness, or ‘abnormality’ is sent as a learning tool in order to 
spiritually advance. Therefore, when I relax in divine mind, 
I begin to accept what is, and try to learn the lesson at hand

The good news is that my neurologist told me that for 
now the MS is in remission. The progression is slowed 
through diet, acupuncture, herbs, and right-minded thinking. 
The neurologist feels that the key is through diet. Despite 
the remission, I still have to take medication for the extreme 
muscle stiffness, which causes me a great deal of pain that 
plagues me daily.

However, I am eternally grateful for the gifts of the 
spirit. I pray to be worthy of what has been sent, so that my 
spiritual journey will be richly fulfilling.

Zarinea Zolivea is a retired metaphysical minister and educator. 
Presently, she tutors illiterate adults. She is a former attendee of 
Claremont, California Friends meeting. Due to distance, she is 
unable to attend, but continues her own spiritual practice.
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Can you hear me?   
I walk this path, for I am lost. 
I walk because I do not know who 

I am … my identity. 
I walk to find my way back home. 
I live with disabilities.   
Declared disabled, I cannot work 

at a job to bring in income to support 
myself. The ramifications of that will 
be felt soon enough. Society is not very 
accepting of those who are different 
in any way. Having a physical or an 
emotional disability is not an asset. 
I still shudder, remembering when I 
first heard the words that I had been 
declared disabled.   Humility

If you were to see me you might 
not even notice that I am wounded. 

It is subtle, worn on my skin 
beneath clothing and deep within …
hidden. 

I walk wounded amongst you. 

Anne Scherer attends Rochester Friends 
Meeting, Rochester, Minnesota. Anne is a 
writer, poet and an artist.

Walking Wounded
Anne Scherer   

I live with a disability.
My constant companion and re-

minder of how fragile, how very vul-
nerable, life is and how it can change 
at any given moment.  Grace 

In 2003 my humerus bone in 
my right arm was shattered by grand 
mal seizures—shattering not only 
my shoulder but also my sense of 
self-esteem, self-worth, and self-
confidence, in a very real sense “self”. 
Thrown into an identity crisis that 
impacted my personal and interper-
sonal life, changing my roles as a wife 
and a mother, and altering my ability 
to create art for the rest of my life. 
No longer am I able to work on large 
sheets of paper with sweeping motions 
of pencil or pastel, my work is now 
small … perhaps a reflection of the 
self as well. 

I lost much.   Surrender
In the ensuing years I have gotten 

in touch with what it means to have 
lost my abilitiy to create art, and how 
to gather the strength together to regain 
not only use of my right arm as an artist 
and writer, but to live independently. 
This sense of getting in touch with my 
strength, both physical and emotional, 
has been integral to my healing experi-
ence and has shown me that what was 
indeed so very painful has taught me 
to appreciate what I still have and can 
still do. Healing has taken place in 
stages through the years, by knowing 
not only my limitations but also how 
to adapt … this has not always been 
easy.  Acceptance

The Mind and the Spirit are very 
powerful. They can be forces that work 
together or wrestle with one another, 
wreaking havoc inside my body; cre-
ating inner turmoil—from fight/flight 
syndrome to disassociation and the 
full spectrum in between. Sometimes, 

I simply shut down. A time-out from 
the rest of the world that is racing 
around me. 

I sit in Silence … reading, writing, 
doing artwork and sometimes simply 
doing nothing at all. 

A life of leisure … no, for my mind 
races with thoughts, fears and anxiety 
as I sit at this moment in time alone 
in this space, which at times holds me 
hostage.

Like the trees that I draw with no 
roots, I too do not feel grounded …
physically, emotionally, and spiritually.

Like the trees reaching out towards 
the sky, I cry out to Spirit through 
drawing and the written word, for 
my voice for so many years has been 
hushed. …

 Society, family and friends grow 
weary of those who continually seek 
solace or comfort when the comfort 
does not seem to be able to come from 
within. 

Deaf ears … Blind eyes …
If the “problem” is not seen or 

heard, the collective “we” can pretend 
it does not exist. 
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Old Photos 
Janice Harrington

They never looked like their snapshots,
the days when they were young and jaunty,
with tapering calves and extraordinary hats
when someone’s box camera surprised them:
arms linked around another’s waist
or straddling a child on a lifted hip, caught
almost smiling or ankles-crossed before
the new Chevrolet or a red-brick bungalow.

You wouldn’t know that the hand-tinted smile
belonged to this wheel-chaired denizen
hunched in her housedress with a securely
buttoned sweater and putty-colored hose.

But sometimes, an aide would stay to comb
the snow of hair, grooming an old head
with smooth, unhurried strokes, the comb’s teeth
gentled downward, a meditation from brow to nape,
nape to shoulder, shoulder to back,
reveling in an old woman’s hair, yellow-white
as marrow or soap, carefully roping a plait,
winding its coil, and lifting the hair between open
palms like wings or reins or the folds of a letter.

A stranger’s fingers against an aging scalp,
a stranger who hefts a braid’s weight to weave
a ladder, or bell rope, or sounding line.

An aide twists and binds a scrim of hair,
her attention stayed by the shallow stroking
of a plastic comb, seduced by length
and touch and muted song: Shh. Shh.

Shh. The old woman indulges the gentle tugs,
the prickings of hairpins tucked into place, holding
her head still beneath the fingers’ reach, ignoring the old
photos, dusty snapshots on a nursing home dresser.

Janice N. Harrington, “Old Photos” was published in 2011 in The 
Hands of Strangers: Poems from the Nursing Home by Janice 
N. Harrington, reprinted with the permission of The Permissions 
Company, Inc. on behalf of BOA Editions Ltd. <boaeditions.org>.

Disabilities or Opportunities?
Stumbling Blocks or 
Stepping Stones?

James Baker

I once managed a woodworking shop for an organization, 
which in pre-political-correctness times, was called a 

workshop “for the retarded.” In another room, side-by-side 
with mine, a patient and good-natured woman supervised 
other mostly young people who filled small boxes of screws 
for a hardware company. They were meticulous. One day I 
accidentally flicked out one of my contact lenses into a huge 
pile of junked cardboard. I was told these folks had excellent 
visual skills. In a few moments one of them came to me with 
my contact lens!

It was one of the most enjoyable jobs I ever had. I would 
drive to work with a provision plan for the day in mind. But, 
by the end of the day, all my plans had been blown away as 
I dealt with moment-to-moment challenges. These people 
knew more about Reality than many whose minds and bodies 
function typically. For example:

 • The president of the association was a school 
superintendent. He supplied us with guitars for repair. 
Some had had their stems literally broken off the bodies. I 
got a great sense of satisfaction out of the fact that in our 
woodworking shop so-called “mentally retarded” people 
repaired musical instruments that so-called “normal” 
people had broken.

 • A young man, able to look after himself up to a point, but 
not able to live independently, was filling small boxes 
of screws. Looking out a window and seeing a man in a 
wheelchair, he remarked to no one in particular, “Don’t 
you feel sorry for people who have a problem?”

Years later, I was working on a construction site. One 
day during lunch in a restaurant, I overheard a man in the 
next booth say, “When you have a problem, you learn from 
it.” Because our welder knew the man and his life, I knew 
that one of his legs had had to be amputated. This man had 
modified his car, his home, and his life in such a way that he 
could do the things he wanted to do, with one leg, without 
asking for help. I realized he had grown mentally and spiri-
tually, because of solving his predicament, more than many 
people who unthinkingly have two good legs.

Liking much to work with my hands, I began to find 
more inner peace and satisfaction doing massage than making 
things for people who only wanted them cheap. One of my 
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clients was a friend, an artist, who 
had little money. She traded one of 
her paintings for each massage. Some 
people are quiet when being massaged. 
Others talk. She talked. Much. One 
day, after a flood of her talking she 
suddenly stopped and said, “It’s like 
you’re my psychiatrist!” She found 
release of her inner tensions by talking 
in a safe environment.

More years later, massage had led 
me to a mid-life career change. As a 
faculty member in our chiropractic 
research department I had a Spanish-
speaking woman patient who had been 
referred by her physician. She spoke no 
English and I spoke no Spanish, so her 
husband translated for us. 

Six years earlier the car in which 
she was riding was rear-ended by 
another car. At the time she was five 
months pregnant so she had no x-rays 
at the hospital, but had had unremit-
ting back pain ever since. Their three 
beautiful little children were quietly 
crowded in my office, too, and the 
oldest girl, six, was the one who had 
been inside her mother’s body when 
the accident happened.

I saw the woman on a Friday, 
and on Monday she was going to her 
lawyer who had told her, “We have no 
objective evidence that you have back 
pain.” However, her history of biome-
chanical motion during the injury, my 
battery of questionnaires, my exami-
nation, and the group of instrumented 
tests I administered demonstrated 
clear evidence of an internal spine 
injury, consistent with the manner 
of her auto injury, which had never 
been addressed. I was able to provide 
documentation of this in my report. I 
released her with instructions for her 
physician to address the problem.

I always tell the patient what I have 
found and what will be in my report. 
I conclude by asking, “Do you have 
any questions?” She spoke quickly to 
her husband, who translated for me, 
“Now that you have given me hope, 
will I have back pain all my life?” Her 
words, “now that you have given me 
hope,” still ring in my ears and heart. 
She had been told by a succession of 
doctors that it was all in her mind.

As I write this I have news that my 
sister-in-law, Sylvia, has just died in 

the hospital, from pneumonia. Many 
years ago when I was courting my 
wife-to-be and first went to her home, 
this woman was just a little girl. She 
was crawling sideways up some stairs. 
She had cerebral palsy. 

I thought, “This is going to be part 
of my life, too.” So it was. Sylvia’s 
challenges changed all our lives. She 
grew to be a woman who could walk 
—with difficulty, could feed and dress 
herself—with difficulty, but could not 
communicate easily. I was never able 
to properly understand her attempts 
at speech.

She was often frustrated too. 
When she became angry at her dif-
ficulties she could slam a door so hard 
it knocked the frame loose in the wall. 
Yet she could also be sweet. Sylvia’s 
parents loved her very much. Her 
father helped establish an organization 
where people with disabilities could be 
with others and have a meaningful life 
with friends—eventually helping to 
establish a home where they could be 
properly looked after as adults, when 
families could not.

Cerebral palsy has many forms, 
primarily affecting muscle control. 
When I was first at university there 
was a young man who had cerebral 
palsy. His balance was not affected, 
but he walked with great difficulty, and 
carried a briefcase. I found out that he 
was attending law school.

Each of us is faced with daily 
choices. How we choose mirrors our 
spiritual growth on our way back 
to God. Our challenges can become 
opportunities to grow, whether it’s to 
become stronger, or to learn to forgive, 
as God forgives us.

James Baker is a Friend Away from his 
beloved Downers Grove Friends Meeting, 
Illinois, and is still learning his own 
lessons.

Tell Us Your Stories!
What Canst Thou Say is a worship-sharing group in print. We 
welcome submissions of articles of 350-1500 words and artwork—
line drawings or artwork suitable for black and white reproduction. 
Please send your text submissions in Word or generic text format 
and artwork in high resolution jpeg files. Photocopied art and typed 
submissions are also accepted. Send via email to <mariellen.
gilpin@gmail.com>, or diskette or hard copy to WCTS, 818 W. 
Columbia, Champaign, IL 61820. 
All authors and artists retain copyright to their articles and artwork 
published in WCTS. WCTS retains the right to publish initially and 
also to reprint in WCTS anthologies. 
If you want to reprint an article from WCTS, please contact us 
for permission.
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I know he enjoyed those Bible 
readings. And while I was doing 
my best to minister to him, God 
was ministering to me through 
that Bible. Reading it in its 
entirety provided me with a new 
perspective that deeply enriched 
my faith walk. 

side, he stayed a profoundly kind and 
Christian brother.

 The only thing I ever heard him 
say about his own difficult circum-
stance was that he was grateful! Yes, 
grateful! Grateful that there was no 
physical pain, as none is associated 
with MS. He focused on the here and 
now, on what he could do, no matter 
the circumstance, and held fast to his 
faith in God.

 I began to oversee his care at 

this point, for the next decade or so, 
as our parents were aging and began 
to need care themselves. I attended 
his quality of care meetings. I visited 
each week both to chat with him, and 
to determine the kind of care he was 
receiving. I gathered him up for all the 
various family birthdays and holidays, 
helping him make the arduous move 
from wheelchair to car to dinner table 
and back again. In rain, snow and sun 
we did this routine for years.

 Over time, he moved from one 
rather bad facility, to a better one, and 
then finally to the best one possible. 
A caring pastoral counselor from the 
church I attended helped boost him into 
a much coveted brain and spinal cord 
injury unit. It was a newly built wing 
at the DuPage County Convalescent 
Center, where other MS patients of all 
ages came to live in larger, brightly 
painted rooms with their own dining 
hall. It was a most welcome change 

My sister was finishing high 
school, and I was finishing col-

lege when we heard the news. Samuel 
had awakened one more stayedning 
beside his wife, and found his entire 
left side was paralyzed. It happened 
so suddenly. And so it stayed the rest 
of his life. Multiple Sclerosis caused 
half of his body to be paralyzed, and 
eventually took his life.

 Samuel was my great big brother. 
He’d swiftly and easily moved through 
high school and into college, where he 
earned his MBA. He became presi-
dent of his fraternity. He taught at his 
university for several years, until he 
became the marketing research direc-
tor of a company in northern Indiana. 
He married a lovely young woman he 
met and fell in love with at college, and 
they had two fine children, a son and a 
daughter. Through church, he and his 
wife became foster parents. And as 
busy as he was, I think he even sang 
in his church choir!

 Sadly, his wife did not stay beside 
him. Like some 90 plus percent of 
spouses of MS patients, she divorced 
him. Just when he needed his family 
most, they were basically gone. His 
children would occasionally visit their 
father at my parents’ home, where 
Samuel came to stay. They would 
come to relate to another man as their 
father figure, as his wife remarried. 
Their visits would eventually cease.

 My brother Samuel would remain 
Samuel through it all. He never com-
plained. He stayed alert, and occasion-
ally gave amazing political observa-
tions, caring personal comments, and 
helpful advice. All those who took the 
time to sit and visit knew this about 
him and valued his input. Nurses fig-
ured this out and enjoyed his company. 
Even when he moved to a care facility 
after the stroke that impaired his good 

to be able to socialize with people his 
own age. It was a Godsend.

 At some point, knowing that he’d 
been an avid churchgoer, I started to 
read the One Year Bible to him. Each 
time I visited, I read several days’ 
worth of passages. As I had never 
read through the entire Bible, this was 
a journey for me as well. I became so 
interested in it, I started to read ahead. 
It became the first time that I would 
read it cover to cover!

 While we loved visiting with one 
another, just sitting and talking, some-
times eating lunch, or catching a bit of 
sun on the patio, I know he enjoyed 
those Bible readings. And while I 
was doing my best to minister to him, 
God was ministering to me through 
that Bible. Reading it in its entirety 
provided me with a new perspective 
that deeply enriched my faith walk. So 
very much so, that I would eventually 
attend and graduate from seminary 
with a Masterʼs in Divinity!

 When my brother finally passed 
away, from complications due to the 
MS, he never knew that I would go 
on to seminary. He would never know 
that I was one more person touched by 
his faith. Like that young nurse who 
told me they would always hand the 
microphone over to Samuel during 
the Sunday service at the care facility, 
“because he knew the words to all the 
hymns by heart!” What a wonderful 
brother and follower of Christ to have 
known. How I still miss him!

Nina Kadera has attended the Downers 
Grove Meeting in Illinois. Her spiritual 
practice has consisted of maintaining and 
relying on a personal relationship with 
God in Christ during long, rigorous years 
of graduate seminary education, even 
as she took care of her dear mother and 
friend, Emily, with Alzheimer’s.

I Miss Him Still
Nina Kadera
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Grace In An 
Unexpected Form

Anne Comiskey

I didn’t know I had a disability. I had 
no obvious reason to believe I had 

one. I could do everything I needed 
to do physically; I was smart and did 
all right in school. This is how it is 
sometimes when you have an invisible 
disability. 

I have attention deficit-hyperactiv-
ity disorder (ADHD)—primarily inat-
tentive type. This condition, as a friend 
of mine put it, is in its infancy with 
regard to our knowledge of how to 
work with it, especially with women. 
Women with ADHD often don’t have 
the hyperactivity associated with it.  In 
fact, often women with this condition 
are the opposite of hyperactive, and 
instead need to go slowly and do one 
thing at a time.

I thought it was my fault when 
I continually lost my jobs, most of 
which were fast-paced and involved 
a lot of multitasking. Finally in the 
summer of 1987, I was called into the 
supervisor’s office of the travel agency 
where I was working and informed that 
if I didn’t make needed improvements 
in two weeks, I was going to be let go. 
I was at the end of my rope, and had 
no idea what to do. 

That was the beginning of my 
spiritual journey, that I have never 
regretted taking. I began praying, read-
ing the Bible, reading any self-help 
books I could get my hands on. Those 
last two weeks I spent a half an hour 
before and after work just working on 
things I thought would help me be a 
better travel agent. I practiced typing, 
studied geography and read travel 
brochures. 

The day I was dismissed I heard 
a gentle Voice inside of me say, “Go 
to school.”  That Voice has guided me 

through these last 25 years and She has 
never let me down. 

The beginning of my spiritual 
journey was blissful. I loved school. I 
found I got high on learning. I found 
my passion, or should I say passions, 
for I have many of them. I found 
kindred spirits and made friends with 
people who really resonated with me, 
which for the most part was a new 
experience for me. It was nice to feel 
completely accepted. I learned so 
much spiritually. At that time I had 
not been diagnosed with ADHD, but I 
remember thinking that my slowness 
was my guardian angel, because it 
steered me away from a path that was 
not meant for me and opened the doors 
and windows to the abundance of the 
life Godde* so wants us to enjoy. 

My spiritual journey has had its 
times of trial and sorrow, as anyone’s 
does. ADHD has oftentimes been in 
the middle of it. Three years after my 
diagnosis, I had come to realize that 
many people didn’t understand or 
believe me when I spoke of having 
strong difficulties doing things that 
others found so simple. People took 
concentrating, doing and organizing 
things efficiently and managing time 
so much for granted that they couldn’t 
even begin to imagine the havoc it can 
bring in your day-to-day life when 
those things do not come easily. It’s 
hard being misunderstood or disbe-
lieved. It can feel so isolating—on top 
of the anxiety of feeling out of control 
of my life. 

In 1998, I was praying to Jesus 
about this anxiety and Christ’s response 
was that my ADHD is my sacred path 
and to trust that, “there are lessons for 
you here.” Then I felt Him say, “I Am 
the Vine, you are the branch. Trust in 
Me and you will never be lost. This 

Discovering God as Companion
Now available as an E-Book

In 2007 the WCTS team published Discovering God as Companion, an 
anthology of the first ten years of publishing the meeting for worship 

in print, What Canst Thou Say? In the past five years, over 600 books 
have been sold. We are happy to announce that Discovering God as 
Companion is now available as an e-book for Kindles, Nooks, Ipads, 
and other such devices.

“Discovering God As Companion underlines the power of ‘we’ sustained 
by the Religious Society of Friends for more than 350 years. Contributing 
Friends and companions of God have drawn so close to the Source of Love 
that Light streams through their written words into the world. Through 
the testimonies of these writers, readers can glimpse contemplative 
witness as one mark of the whole Quaker community.” 

—Judith Favor’s review in Friends Journal 
Discovering God as Companion: Real Life Stories from What Canst 
Thou Say? Mariellen Gilpin, Editor, 2007. Published by Authorhouse. 
Kindle Edition available from <amazon.com>, Book Nook Edition availble 
from <barnesandnoble.com> Paperback available from FGC Bookstore 
<quakerbooks.org> (800) 966-4556 

* I learned the spelling of “Godde” from a book 
by Edwina Gately called A Warm Moist Salty 
God. She found out that a group of nuns from 
New Zealand used this spelling to illustrate that 
the Higher Power is not limited to either male or 
female gender.
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is about surrender. It is a gentler yet 
challenging path. Take courage. If 
you are lost, I will find you. This path 
requires a deeper trust in Me. It is a 
path where you have less control than 
most. You need to rely even more on 
Me. The lessons of this path will give 
you an abundant wealth of spirit. Trust 
Me … your limitations are the narrow 
path. It will keep you from paths that 
are not spiritual.”

ADHD has taught me so much 
about being a human being. It has 
tempered me. I have learned to be 
more compassionate toward others, 
especially those who are frequently 
misunderstood and judged, because 
I’ve had those experiences repeatedly. 
I have grown in patience, knowing that 
if I want others to be patient with me, 
it’s important that I be patient with 
those struggling around me. Humility 
has been and continues to be a constant 
teacher, reminding me that we are not 
what we do but what we are given, and 
when any of us accomplish anything, 
it is through the Grace of Godde more 
than through our own efforts.

ADD has taught me to move 
beyond appearances. When someone is 
judged for whatever reason, I’m more 
inclined to wonder what is going on 
that people don’t understand. What is 
it that people don’t see? I wonder about 
the background of that person, whether 
they might have an invisible disability, 
or maybe something emotional that 
may severely impair their ability to 
respond better at the time. I ask these 
things not to condone behavior that 
needs working on. We tend to forget 
that.

Human love is conditional. All 
of us discover this after a while, but 
when you have an invisible disability 
you learn it sooner. People can grow 
impatient with me as I struggle to learn 
something. They think I’m not trying 
when I really am. Fortunately, I came 
from a good home and although some 

of those misunderstandings occurred, 
I don’t recall being hounded for not 
doing things fast enough. As long as 
my parents saw me working at some-
thing, they accepted the pace I needed 
to learn. I was blessed by that.  

I became a target at school because 
I didn’t pick up on social cues as 
quickly as others might. I learned from 
the impatience and disapproval that I 
was not okay. Again, it is a message 
that we all hear at times, but with an 
invisible disability, this can happen 
with much more frequency and be 
more acute, especially if you don’t 
understand what’s going on or don’t 
know you even have a disability.

The blessing behind ADD is that 
it helped me have an open heart. It 
provides me with challenges to forgive 
when others want to judge because 
they don’t understand. It stretches me 
to be resourceful and find ways to get 
by when money is tight because of 
job loss, or having a lower paying job. 
Many of the higher paying jobs have 
organizational demands that I don’t 
know how to meet. ADHD keeps me 
resilient and teaches me to persevere. 

The latest lesson I am learning is 
not to try my hardest for others, but to 
try my hardest for Godde and myself. 
It has always been a struggle for me 
not to try to explain or to try to get 
people to understand my ADHD who 
don’t want to listen, especially if it is 
someone I love. It is hard to bear that 
because of the lack of understanding 
of ADHD, some people whom I love 
think of me as a disappointment. But 
then I think I’m not the only one who 
hurts like that, and in that pain, I am 
invited to have a deeper self-accep-
tance, a sense of my own worth, and an 
appreciation of my accomplishments 
that people may overlook. I am invited 
to know that who I am in Godde’s eyes 
is far more important than what other 
people might think, no matter who 
those people are. I look forward to 
tasting the freedom and fearlessness 
of knowing it is simply what Godde 
thinks that matters.  

Anne Comiskey was brought up Catholic 
and became Quaker in 2001. She attends 
Clear Creek Meeting, McNabb, Il;inois. 
She is also a member of the Native 
American Fellowship Dayspring Church 
and lives in Peoria Heights, Illinois. 
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August 2012
Unity
Editor: Judy Lumb 

The glory which thou gavest me I 
have given to them, that they may 
be one, as we are one; I in them and 
thou in me, may they be perfectly one. 
John 17:22-23. Whether it is a sense 
of unity during Friends’ business 
process, unity with all of life, a sense 
of the emails during a committee's 
deliberations, or the experience of 
God's presence and power, unity is a 
concept important to Friends. When, 
where, how, and with whom or what, 
were you filled with a sense of unity? 
Share your stories of unity with our 
readers.

Deadline: June 15, 2012

November 2012 
Children’s Mystical Spirituality
Guest Editor: Jennifer Elam 
with Mike Resman 
A little child shall lead them (Isaiah 
11:6). Did you have a mystical 
experience when you were a child? 
Did you share your experience with 
others, and did those others honor 
your experience, or discount it? Did 
the mystical experience itself cause 
you difficulty? Did the response 
of others give you difficulty? How 
might you have been dealt with in 
ways that would have been more 
helpful? Have you helped a child 
with their mystical experiences? 
Share your stories of mysticism in 
childhood with our readers. 

Deadline: August 15, 2012 

February 2013
Prophecy
Editor: Margery Post Abbott 
with Judy Lumb
And afterward, I will pour out my 
Spirit on all people. Your sons and 
daughters will prophesy, your old 
men will dream dreams, your young 
men will see visions. (Joel 2:28 NIV)
Have you ever experienced what 
you might name a “prophetic” vision 
(auditory, visual or otherwise)? What 
makes you name it as prophetic? 
How does it feel or seem different 
from other mystical experiences? 
How did you know it was a true 
vision? What did it lead you to do 
or say and what response did you 
receive?

Deadline: November 15, 2012 


