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 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
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From the Guest Editor:                                

What Canst Thou Say?

Several years ago I listened to many people’s experiences 
of God and wrote about them in a book called Dancing 

with God through the Storm. As I listened to those stories, 
what I heard was that many people experienced God in a 
real and direct way as a child. What they also told me was 
that they did not talk about it because they did not feel safe 
to do so. I did not expect that. 

This got me thinking about the children I see. What is 
their experience of God? I did a little experiment and asked 
ten children: Who is God? Who is Jesus? And draw me a 
picture of something in your story. Well, sure enough, there 
it was, exactly what I had heard from the adults looking back 
on their childhood experiences. Garnet told me that she talks 
to God a lot; and God talks to her a lot. And she discovered 
that “God is really busy.” 

When she told people at her church, they told her that 
was crazy; and when she told her mom, her mom told her 
not to talk about that. But she wanted to tell me and I was 
honored; and I was happy to tell her that there are others 
out there who would also love to hear her story of talking 
with God. For a moment, a very sad child beamed. Garnet 
had learning and emotional difficulties. I could not help but 
wonder if there was a connection between not being able 
to talk about her most precious relationship with the divine 
and her difficulties. I don’t know the answer yet. But I am 
wanting to listen to people’s stories of their mystical experi-
ences as a child.

When we sent out an invitation for people to write 
about their spiritual experiences as children, many people 
responded with beautiful stories. Many themes emerged 
repeatedly. Some children take in simple and powerful les-
sons for life from the most ordinary experiences and feel 
the largeness, wonder, and awe in it. Many children expe-
rience the divine in nature, what has been called “nature 
mysticism.” Some experience the divine in more traditional 

Christianity and the Bible, what has been called “passion-
ate mysticism.” And others experience God in doing good 
works, and that has been called “ethical mysticism.” Some 
experiences came up over and over: near death experiences, 
abuse and trauma leading to out-of-the-ordinary, but power-
ful, spiritual experiences, such as re-living past lives. Sadly, 
many of these children did not feel safe to talk about their 
experiences. They are telling us now that the experiences 
transformed their lives. They are also telling us what they 
needed at that time; I hope we can listen and learn.

We received so many amazing stories that we could not 
print them all. Some were too long to fit but cutting them 
seemed so wrong. So, we are sprinkling enticing quotes 
from some of the others throughout this issue and publishing 
them in their entirety in the web version so that we do not 
deprive you, the readers, the large blessings that we have 
received in reading them <whatcanstthousay.org/extras/
WCTS-Nov-2012>. 

I am so blessed by these stories and I hope and pray that 
you will be too. Thank you to the authors and to the WCTS 
editorial staff for their amazing support in putting together 
this issue. I am so grateful!!! 

I have worked as a school psychologist for many 
years now and still wonder what the impact is on a child’s 
functioning when they are not supported to share their 
spiritual life. I believe my deepest calling now is to write 
about children’s spiritual lives. If you did not write for us 
and still would like to send me a story, please feel free to 
do so <jenelam@aol.com>. We are also doing a research 
survey through the American Center for the Integration of 
Transformative Spiritual Experiences (ACISTE). If you 
would like to participate, here is the link: <surveymonkey.
com/s/ACISTECHLDN>. I really hope some of you can 
participate; we need your information.

Jennifer Elam, Guest Editor
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 A Little Child 
Shall Lead Them

 (Isaiah 11:6)
Diann Herzog

I have worked with young children 
for over forty years. I was led to this 

work specifically because of mystical 
experiences I’ve had since childhood. 
When I was four years old, my cousins 
and I were playing in an empty shed on 
our country property, jumping up and 
down on a loose floor board, not know-
ing there was a nest of bumble bees 
under the floor. Suddenly the bees were 
pouring out of their nest and stinging 
me all over, but not one of my cousins 
got stung. I ran screaming toward the 
house and dropped unconscious before 
I got there. 

I don’t remember anything else till 
I was being brought back to life in an 
emergency room. I remember clearly 
being sad and angry at having to return 
to my body; the place I had been was 
so wonderful, the feeling of being 
there so beyond words to describe. It 
was warm and full of beautiful light, 
and I was absolutely filled with loving 
kindness. I had a sense of recognition, 
that somehow I had known this place 
before, and I wanted with all my being 
to stay there. I had this feeling again 
much later in my life, when I was wres-
tling intensely with a spiritual question. 
Mary appeared at the foot of my bed, 
bringing me back to that sense of all-
powerful loving kindness.

That experience of death and life 
changed me forever. I came back know-
ing things that I didn’t understand. I 
began to feel extreme compassion for 
all forms of life. I remember wandering 
around our large yard, touching plants 
and feeling their presence, not merely 
seeing them. I once pulled a milkweed 
pod off the stalk and the white sap 
began to flow out. I was immediately 
sorrowful that I had injured the plant 
and that its life was pouring out, so I 

picked some leaves from lower down 
on the stalk and wrapped them around 
the wound. I knew somehow that the 
plant was comforted and would heal. 
I understood that the plant and I were 
in relationship; in a child’s mind, we 
were friends.

I was blessed to be growing up far 
out in the country surrounded by fields 
and woods. I believe the freedom and 
safety of being alone outdoors was 
instructive. The Spirit could guide me 
and teach me without interference or 
obstruction. I was open to the marvels 
and fullness of life. I came upon a 
nest of baby mice while exploring one 
day. I had rolled over a container and 
there they were, tiny, pink, and hair-
less, about the size of lima beans. In 
that discovery I realized the fragility, 
beauty and sanctity of all life—when 
I was five years old. 

I ran to get my mother to show her 
this marvelous thing I had found. She 
was less than enthusiastic but didn’t 
say anything, just smiled. She allowed 
my wonder without comment. I think 
we have become overly talkative with 
children, explaining, educating at 
every possible opportunity. We intrude 
on their experiences of life and on their 
spirits. We can so easily drown out the 
lessons of the Spirit with our chatter. 

Being a companion in the spirit to a 
child, sharing their wonder without 
constantly trying to be their leader, is 
helpful to a child’s awareness of their 
own spirit.

As I got older I became very aware 
of the conditions of other people and 
animals. I didn’t think it at all out of 
the ordinary to know what others were 
thinking and feeling. It was an extreme 
form of compassion that I felt in my 
body and spirit. It would have been a 
torture and could have crushed me, if 
not for my constant companion, who 
I believe to be Christ. 

I could not understand that other 
people were not aware of those things 
with which I was in touch. I felt dif-
ferent and didn’t know why. I didn’t 
fit in at school from the beginning and 
hated being there. My teachers called 
me a daydreamer, and they were so 
right. I was often overwhelmed by 
the thoughts and feelings of everyone 
around me and because I was listen-
ing with my inner ear to spirit, I often 
missed what was being taught. 

I don’t think my parents ever 
realized how changed I was after the 
near death experience, or if they did 
notice they never spoke of it. But my 
behaviors were observable and became 
part of my family identity. My mother 
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understood my sensitivity in some mea-
sure and shielded me from intensely 
emotional situations. 

As I got older I often acted out of 
compassion. My mother has often said 
that I collect people and that I have 
always taken up for the underdog. Being 
able to sense the conditions of others has 
been extremely valuable in working with 
young children, being able to understand 
without words what is needed. I’ve been 
able to affirm and comfort the spirits of 
children through my own experience.

When I was around eight years old, I 
began leaving my body at night. I never 
told anyone about it at the time, but I 
wish I had been able to talk to someone 
who could have explained what was 
happening or at least let me know that 
I was safe. And while I looked forward 
to flying, the dropping back down into 
my body was dreadful.

My grandmother made sure I 
attended church with her, and she knew 
without our ever discussing it that I was 
having spiritual experiences. I suspect 
she also had mystical experiences, 
and used them to deepen her personal 
spiritual life. I didn’t find out until after 
I joined the Religious Society of Friends, 
that she had been a Quaker too. Instead 
of teaching me about religion, she mod-
eled an enlightened life. I felt her light 
and love as a child, and I don’t remember 
her ever once saying she loved me or that 
God loved me or that Jesus lives. But I 
knew all these things from her through 
Spirit. I was blessed and nourished 
by her, because she could see me and 
honored my spirit, and I’m sure she has 
prayed for me all my life.

These mystical experiences have 
totally shaped my life’s work, both as 
a Montessori teacher and as a Quaker. I 
started college with the intent of earning 
a teaching degree, but after two years I 
knew that I was so at odds with tradi-
tional teaching methods that I dropped 
out. Without a spiritual mentor, I was 
lost and drifting. When my son was 

two and a half years old, I took him to 
a Montessori school and immediately 
felt at home there. I soon became an 
assistant at that school and realized I had 
found a way to use my own childhood 
mystical experiences in affirming and 
respecting the spirits of the children I 
worked with. Over the years, children 
have shared some of their mystical expe-
riences with me. They are as profound 
as any experiences the saints ever had. 
This leads me to believe that we are sur-
rounded by saints daily, if we could only 
recognize them. If we lived a tradition 
of Christian mysticism, that is, Christ 
living in us and showing us who we are 
from the inside, that we could train up or 
at least sanction the rising generations of 
mystics. We could be bringing spiritual 
enlightenment into the world more fully 
and consistently. Many of our children 
are having mystical experiences, but few 
are recognized and honored, and it is to 
the loss not only of the individual child, 
but to all of life. If we are ever to bring 
the kingdom of God to Earth, we must 
attend to this shortfall.

Here are some things children have 
said to me:

“Ms. Diann, you are the only one 
who knows my true destiny.” —A four-
year-old girl. 

“I am going to marry a woman who 
comes out of the jungle, riding an ele-
phant.” —A two-year-old boy, who had 
never seen a Disney movie or cartoons.

“Look at those rainbows around the 
trees!” —My youngest son at age eight.

“Let me help you.” —A four-year-
old girl who, without being told, knew I 
had a headache and put her hands on me 
and got rid of the pain. She also made the 
statement another time, “I have healing 
in my hands.” 

“What’s wrong with your eyes?” 
—An autistic boy, who diagnosed an 
eye problem. 

“Don’t be sad that Bobby (my 
brother) died. He’s right here.” —A 
five-year-old friend.

“Will you hold my heart for me 
while I’m sad?” —A three-year-old boy.

“Uncle Ronald is in the corner of 
my ceiling. He’s protecting me.” (After 
Uncle Ronald had died.)

Diann Herzog is a member and former clerk 
of Fall Creek Friends, Pendleton, Indiana, 
where she worships in a meetinghouse 
almost 150 years old. Her first visit to the 
meeting was made out of purely secular 
curiosity. Learning that the meeting was in 
the process of laying itself down, she was 
Led to revive it.

Opening Oneself to God 
Tom Paxson

... I found a secluded place in a small meadow...There I erected a 
covering akin to a tent fly. I had found a decrepit old wooden chest 
somewhere and placed within it the Bible my parents had given me 
and a few other things I valued, now long forgotten. I would slip out 
to this tent, or “tabernacle,” as I thought of it, for mourning (after my 
mother’s death), for solace, and for communion with God. ... Some 
time during my junior high or early high school years I seriously 
considered that God might not exist and that, even should God exist, 
there could be no rational proof of this. ...The agnostic questions 
have become moot. The experience of a lifetime in relationship with 
the Divine robs those questions of interest. ... <whatcanstthousay.
org/extras/WCTS-Nov-2012/>
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My Mystical 
Beginning

James Baker

My mother must have been scared 
out of her wits. We never talked 

about it, and she’s long gone. I’ve 
never talked about it. It was too sacred. 
And too real. It’s still sacred and viv-
idly real. I must have been about two 
years old, for my only sibling was born 
later, when I was three.

I consider the experience to be 
the first of what I have come to call 
my four near-death experiences. 
These were not the classical tunnel 
and light kind—but were pivotal and 
life-changing for me. The most recent 
one was only two months ago, when I 
apparently collapsed head first down 
the basement stairs, finding myself 
injured and in bed. But the first experi-
ence is still vivid over 80 years later.

It was before I had words. I think 
I must have been sick, perhaps with a 
high fever. It’s my first dream memory. 
I don’t remember any content to 
the dream. What I remember—and 
cherish—was the heavenly peace as 
I floated up into the place where my 
dreams came from. It felt like I had 
returned to my real home. I knew I was 
loved with an all encompassing Love 

that was the source of my mother’s 
deep love for me. I don’t know how 
long I stayed in the place where my 
dreams came from. I wish now I had 
discussed it with my mother. I know 
that if I had had a fever, it was resolved; 
for eventually I floated back to my bed 
and went on with my life.

What I do know is that first expe-
rience was the beginning of my inner 
assurance that no matter what happens 
to me, there is a much larger Whole of 
which I am an integral part, and this 
Whole loves with a fierce, gentle Love 
that is utterly dependable. How can I 
begin to describe it?

My earliest conscious memory is 
of our family visiting friends—also 
when I was very little. As usual, after 
dinner I became sleepy and was placed 
on the hosts’ big double bed, where I 
fell fast asleep. Much later, Dad came 
in and picked up me in his arms to go 
home. I didn’t know where we were, 
but I knew I would wake up in my 
own bed. That inner knowing was like 
the total security of the dream-place I 
floated into … completely trustworthy 
and dependable. That knowing has 
never left.

James Baker is a Friend away from his 
beloved Downers Grove Meeting, Illinois, 
and now always holds onto stair handrails. 
(“I have to do my part.”)

Everything is Illuminated 
John Surr

...The focus of this issue, “Children’s Mystical Spirituality”, seems 
to connote the kind of experience that transcends ordinary 
living. I witnessed three kinds of these experiences among my 
three daughters: a vivid imagination that allowed one to try 
(unsuccessfully, but still thinking it would work) to move things from 
a distance with her fingers, like “My Favorite Martian” did; another 
daughter’s focus on and attraction to synchronicities; and a third 
daughter’s unsolicited statement that she had once been an old 
Chinese man. ... <whatcanstthousay.org/extras/WCTS-Nov-2012> 

Breaking Ice
Alicia Adams

I am walking to school the back way 
through our neighbor’s wheat field. 

I’ve missed the bus for the third time 
this week. I couldn’t tell my mother. 
She’d warned me this might happen if 
I didn’t quit telling my dreams to my 
younger brothers and sister instead of 
eating my breakfast. My father leaves 
early for work in our family’s car. My 
mother is taking care of the younger 
children. It’s up to me to get to school 
on time, if I can. It takes too long to go 
by the road. It’s not safe, either.

Last time I missed the bus, I 
walked by the road. A man stopped his 
car and insisted I ride with him. “I can’t 
ride with strangers,” I told him. “I’m 
not a stranger,” he replied. “I know 
your teacher. She’d be upset with me 
if I let you walk beside this road. It’s 
not safe.”

I didn’t feel good about going 
with him. I felt funny inside. “Get in,” 
he said. “It’s cold outside and you’re 
shivering. We’ll be at your school in a 
few minutes.” Reluctantly I climbed 
into his car.

He was right. It wasn’t safe going 
to school by the road. I was late, too.

The snow is melting, but it’s still 
deeper than my boots. Now my shoes 
are wet! I stop and look around. Is 
there a way to walk where the snow 
isn’t so deep? 

The sun breaks through the morn-
ing haze. I stand in the middle of a sea 
of diamond sparkles! I’m entranced. 
Slowly I walk forward, shielding my 
eyes with my mittened hand. I crunch 
through the ice crust and into the soft 
snow underneath with every step.

A small stream of water crosses 
my path. I don’t remember any stream 
here! Can I cross it? One place looks 
likely. I walk upstream to where the 
dark stream of water narrows. A shelf 
of ice extends over the water from the 
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Alicia Adams’ First Book
Alicia Adams has just published her first book, 
First Light: Flight from Fear. This is Book One 
of her trilogy. It will be reviewed in a future 
issue of What Canst Thou Say? It is available 
from <newlightshift@gmail.com> and major 
booksellers like Amazon.com.

Night Errand 
Sirrka Barbour

... Early in the morning on November 30, 1939, the Soviet Union 
attacked my home province Karelia in southeastern Finland…One 
night downstairs, the deep silence was suddenly broken by a loud 
bang at the front door… Little by little the darkness gave way to 
an extraordinary luminosity, with the unbroken snow twinkling like 
fields of diamonds and the velvety sky above sparkling in splendor. 
Only the huge North Star lent a point of stability to the swimming 
panorama. “Look, it’s walking with us,” I muttered to Bertta, pointing 
to the moon. And truly, the bulging glowing cheeks of the moonface 
beamed directly down at us, lighting the way. ...<whatcanstthousay.
org/extras/WCTS-Nov-2012>.

Heavenly Love 
Irradiating

Heather Herbert

One particular childhood experi-
ence has been a foundation for 

my whole life. At the time, we were 
living on my grandmother’s farm in 
the country, without access to suburban 
church or Sunday School. Both my 
grandmother and mother were women 
of faith, and the old Alexander’s and 
Sankey’s hymns were sung around 
the house. Back in the 30’s everyone, 
in the country anyway, sang around 
the house and garden, regardless of 
skill! When an occasional travelling 
preacher came by, he (always a he) 
was welcome to hold a service in 
Gran’s lounge for anyone who wished 
to join us.

One morning, somewhere between 
my sixth and eighth year, Mother was 
kneading bread at the kitchen bench, 
and chiding me about something. 
What I remember was walking out 
the kitchen door, thinking to myself 
“God understands” (wherever that 
came from!) and going on past the 
mulberry tree and the woodheap, and 
sitting myself down on the grass out-
side the gate. It was a typical halcyon 
tableland day, but that morning I could 
feel beneficence raining down on me. 
How long I sat there soaking it up I 
don’t know, but after awhile my mother 
called me inside from such strange 
behavior. 

I didn’t talk at all about what I had 
experienced, but when hymns or other 
sources mentioned ‘showers of bless-
ing’ I knew what they meant. I remem-
ber hearing a preacher going on about 
the dangers of hell, and thinking, “He 
doesn’t know what he’s talking about.” 
I had a deep experience of a beneficent 
universe, which has illuminated the 
rest of my journey. Decades later, in 
a Progoff workshop we were encour-
aged to make mantras crystallizing 

other side. Is it thick enough to hold 
me? I bend down to look at the edge 
of the ice.

Under the ice is a whole world! A 
world of crystal icicles sparkling blue-
white and bright with flashing light. Is 
that movement? Excited, I lie on my 
stomach to see into the intricate world 
under the ice shelf.

When I finally get to school, I 
am very late. My first grade teacher 
is upset with me. Not because I am 
late, she tells me, but because I am so 
wet and cold. She dries me as best as 
she can and stands me in front of the 
register.

“You’re soaked through!” she 
exclaims.” Even your skirt is wet and it 
was covered by your coat! Look! Your 

legs are bright red! Your shoes look 
as though you walked through water! 
What happened to you?”

I am mute. I know she wouldn’t 
believe me. When I tell my mother 
what is happening to me at night, she 
says, “Bad girl! Making up such stories 
about your father!”

Grownups never believe the magic 
I experience or the bad things that 
happen to me. I won’t tell anyone what 
happened. They’d spoil it!

I danced in the ice cave with the 
fairies.

Alicia Adams is a member of Berkeley 
Friends Meeting, California; most recently, 
however, she has lived in Mimbres, New 
Mexico. 
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“moments of connectedness.” Mine for 
this one was Heavenly love irradiating.

I was close to my grandmother, 
and when she was thought to be dying, 
my younger brother and I were sent to 
stay with family friends while mem-
bers of our extended family used our 
bedroom. One day this friend had taken 
us children gathering delicious rainfor-
est raspberries. As we returned home, 
the phone was ringing. As Mabel went 
to answer the phone I was standing at 
the top of the stairs looking down at 
the creek and a flowering peach tree. 
I knew without needing to be told that 
Gran had died—and everything around 
me seemed to have lost a coating and to 
be glowing from inside out. I remem-
ber having to take the smile off my 
face as Mabel came out weeping—you 
have to be sad when someone dies. I 
was eleven.

Once again: You don’t try to tell 
people—they’ll think you’re imagin-
ing things. Later, in Green Dolphin 
Country and in one of Jane Roberts’ 
books I read the same experience 
described in different settings. It is 
so valuable to have an experience 
confirmed by the experience of others. 
Mantra – Inner glory shining forth.

I would have been sixteen or sev-
enteen, half a state away, when on a 
weekend away from boarding school, 
my non-churchgoing father came to 
church with me. It turned out that the 
preacher that day was a well-known 
evangelist, and this was a service 
calling people to make ‘decisions for 
Christ’. I didn’t regard myself as par-
ticularly religious—beauty and truth 
were what mattered then. 

It was just after World War II, 
and I had recited Matthew Arnold’s 
Dover Beach at a school concert with 
teenage appreciation. I was observing 
this service and preacher with objec-
tive interest—I had heard about these 
services, but was not feeling moved. 
We were sitting in a pew that faced 

the base of a U-shaped aisle. Some 
way through the final hymn, I found 
myself half-way up the aisle, walking 
to the side because there was someone 
no-one else would see beside me. I 
hadn’t made any ‘decision’, but was 
there nonetheless.    
Mantra – Led by one who knows my 
path.

Back at my seat, Dad made no 
comment, and I didn’t to him. Back at 
school, someone sneered because the 
preacher had referred to that decision 
in some other church.

It would have been some decades 
before I shared any of these experi-
ences, but their outcome was a very 
satisfying participation in Student  
Christian Movement at University—
which at that stage in Australia invited 

those who were interested ‘to test with 
their lives the truth of Christ’s way of 
life’—and an ongoing participation in 
some kind of church life ever since. 

Over the years I seem to have col-
lected people who have had similar 
unusual experiences. We are a privi-
leged group, and sadly such experi-
ences are not transferable to those who 
have not been so lucky. I was delighted 
with Judy Lumb’s quote from Howard 
Brinton, saying mystics are those 
who believe their own experiences, 
whether in contrast to or confirmation 
of handed-down dogma.

I needed a philosophy, psychology, 
world-view that could accommodate 
these experiences, and others that 
followed in later years. I found the 
Transpersonal Centre and its courses 

and workshops around Jung and post-
Jungian psychologists illuminating, 
as well as Jane Roberts’ Seth books 
and other channeled material. In a 
dream group emanating from the 
Transpersonal Centre, one of our mem-
bers with a facility for altered states 
of consciousness began channeling 
someone who introduced himself as 
Athan, who talked with us regularly 
until the channeler and others became 
preoccupied with other things. Today, 
in a ‘mystics and psychics’ support 
group I belong to, someone channels 
some very valuable material

It seems to me that these folk, on 
either side of the border between this 
world and the other, who are gifted to 
converse across it, are not necessarily 
all-wise or all-knowing. Their chan-
neled conversations are well worthy of 
respect, consideration and comparison, 
as with the messages on which all 
religions and denominations seem to 
be based. Rupert Sheldrake, in The 
Physics of Angels, comments that there 
is ‘a cacophany of channeling’ going 
on. There is also a great awareness of 
past life memories happening. To me 
it seems that the often-maligned New 
Age movement is just the outcome 
of people trying to systematize their 
experience.

It is invaluable to have the oppor-
tunities for sharing numinous expe-
riences—or any other deep experi-
ences—that Quakers and others offer. 
To listen another’s soul into a condi-
tion of disclosure and discovery may 
be almost the greatest service that 
any human being ever performs for 
another. (Douglas Steere).

I feel the Other Side, however it 
is organized, way beyond our possible 
comprehension, is pulling out all stops 
to wake us up and rescue humankind 
from our self-made crises. I also 
believe that is natural, because the 
whole universe, including our capacity 
for error and evil, is the physicalization 

I knew without needing to be 
told that Gran had died—and 
everything around me seemed 
to have lost a coating and to be 
glowing from inside out.
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Tell Us Your Stories!
What Canst Thou Say is a worship-sharing group in print. WCTS has 
a vision—we want to tell the world that God is much more various and 
wonderful than our skeptical culture allows. We hope to help Friends be 
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–The Editorial Team: Mariellen Gilpin, Judy Lumb, and Michael Resman

of that reality, or as Sally McFague 
calls it, “The Body of God.” No 
wonder that body wants to heal itself 
of its boils and cancers and necroses.

Thank-you, Godness, for those 
tastes of your beneficence from such 
an early age. They have helped fulfill 
a wish I read recently:
May God’s love fill your whole life—
May it fall softly in quiet moments 

that bring you peace;
May it sparkle everywhere as you 

share its hope and beauty.
May it warm every corner of your 

world.
Jennifer Elam challenges me to 

be more alert to spiritual experience/
awareness among my grandchildren—
and other people’s grandchildren—to 
help them own and be nourished by 
those experiences, and bring them to 
fruition.

Heather Herbert is not at all psychic, but 
certainly a mystic by Howard Brinton’s 
definition. She has been encouraging 
mystics and psychics among Australian 
Quakers to come out and expect to be 
accepted, as gays have. She attended 
Brisbane Meeting in Queensland in 
1983; in the nineties she attended Blue 
Mountains Meeting in New South Wales, 
and since 2000, Canberra Meeting.

Meeting God In 
A Honeysuckle 

Patch
Dalton Roberts

From my earliest days, I had a desire 
to know God. Not the God I heard 

about in church, but a God who was 
Love. A lot of what I heard in church 
turned me off. I couldn’t see God 
punishing anyone eternally or send-
ing floods, or telling people to stone 
someone. The God I wanted to know 
was the one I saw calm the storm the 
night Mama prayed for me. I wanted 
to meet the one who shined at me in 
her eyes.

We had an evangelist called Uncle 
Bud Robinson who came about once a 
year to hold a revival. He was tongue-
tied, but he sent out waves of love and 
humor when he talked. My sister, June, 
and I loved him. He talked about Jesus 
like he was his dearest and closest 
friend, and I think He was. Uncle Bud 
wrote a little booklet titled “A Pitcher 
of Cream” dedicated to a Jersey Cow. 
How can you not love a preacher like 
that?

Some evangelists who came spe-
cialized in terrifying people, as if you 
could scare people into the Kingdom 
of Love. I remember at altar call when 
Uncle Bud preached, people would 
swarm toward the altar at the end of 
his sermons, wanting to meet the dear 
Jesus that Uncle Bud had been talking 
about. I left the Nazarene Church when 
I got grown, but I will forever thank 
God for Uncle Bud. 

I came to know God when Uncle 
Bud talked. And I came to know Him 
in a big growth of honeysuckle vines in 
the back of our property. When I was 
a young boy, I’d follow a rabbit trail 
back into the center of the vines and 
talk to God. I’m not saying God per-
formed some kind of a miracle before 
my eyes to convince me He was real, 
but He did something much greater. 
He spoke Love to me. He became 
so real to me I felt I could reach out 
and touch him. He warmed my heart 
over and over and that is the greatest 
miracle of all.

When I’d ask Him to help me be 
more kind and loving, He would do it. 
When I’d ask Him to give me strength, 
He’d do it. When there was turmoil in 
my family, I asked Him to help and 
He would. I came to know Him as 
“the Friend that sticketh closer than a 
brother” and many years later I wrote a 
song by that title. It’s one of my songs 
that never fails to move me because 
it’s all about the Friend I met in my 
honeysuckle cathedral.

Jesus said, “Unless you become 
as a little child, you can in no wise 
enter the Kingdom of Heaven.” Some 
preacher might tell you that you have 
entered the Kingdom of Heaven, but 
I‘ll stick with the words of Jesus. Jesus 
was real smart. He was referring to 
a little child being trusting and open 
to the Truth. His heart is tender. He 
soaks up God like the dry earth soaks 
up a warm spring rain. l do understand 
that verse because I experienced it for 
myself when I was too young to let a 
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wheel barrow load of questions make 
me doubt.

I remember a story about a little 
boy who ran in the house and told his 
mother he saw a lion in the yard. She 
told him to go to his room and ask the 
Lord to forgive him for telling a fib. 
When he came out she asked, “Did you 
tell the Lord you are sorry?” He said, 
“Yes, and He said it was OK because 
He thought it was a lion when he first 
saw it.” If you want sweet laughs and 
to gain spiritual insights, ask children 
to talk about God. Some of it may be 
funny but it will also contain beauty 
that is untarnished by our adult filters.

No one except my mother ever 
asked me to describe my feelings and 
experiences about God. She always 
took the time to listen. She told of her 
experiences with God when she was 
a little girl and would go down to her 
spring and talk with God. She, too, 
felt it was one of the sources of her 
spiritual life. She likened the spring 
that bubbled up on their property to 
her inner spring that is deep inside all 
of us. She even told me one time that 
she didn’t remember being born again, 
because she had always felt she and 
God were very close because of their 
talks beside the spring.

If we encouraged our children to 
enter into direct communication with 
God, maybe we would not have to 
preach to convert them. God would 
convert them. If children are converted 
in a honeysuckle cathedral, they are 
likely to begin a conversation with God 

that will continue the rest of their life.
I have had many agnostic and 

atheistic friends. They marvel at my 
simple feelings about God. The God I 
met listening to Uncle Bud and in my 
honeysuckle cathedral has been very 
real and satisfying to me all my life. I 
find that every day I live, this Friend is 
more real to me, and has anchored my 
life. Through all of my challenges and 
hard times, this Friend has remained 
inside, counseling and communing 
with me.

I cannot help believing in the 
Baptist doctrine of eternal security. 
Every time I have lost my way, He has 
come for me and carried me back to 
His fold on His shoulder. Believe me or 
not, I must testify to His faithfulness.

Dalton Roberts is a singer, songwriter, 
columnist and former County Executive 
in Chattanooga, Tennessee. He enjoys 
Quaker and Unity services, and often 
performs in nursing homes and for 
other community groups. Reprinted with 
permission.

Lessons of the 
Spirit from the 
Earth Winds

Katharine Jacobsen

Childhood? Yes, certainly, but with 
lifetime impact. “Mystical?” Yes, 

if the word is taken to mean the living 
connection between the tangible, 
physical world and Something beyond.  

Created for a Divine Purpose  
Zarinea Zolivear

... As a child, I intuitively “knew” that fairies, leperchauns, elves, 
divas, unicorns, mermaids, and spirits existed… It would have 
helped if my parents had been open to allowing me my “fantasies”… 
as a teacher, I was able to be very sensitive to children’s feelings 
and imaginations. ...

“Experience?” Yes, but not one experi-
ence, many. But let me begin at the 
beginning.

My father was forty-four when I 
was born, the first of his three daugh-
ters. At the top of a list of things for 
which he was admired by many who 
lived on our small Wisconsin lake, 
“Uncle Elmer” was considered a 
remarkable sailboat skipper. He could 
anticipate the wind and position his 
boat accordingly, ready to get the 
most out of every gust. In the sailors’ 
vernacular, he knew how “to climb 
the wind”. Climbing the wind is how 
a sailboat reaches its destination as 
quickly and surely as possible.

Because he could anticipate wind 
changes, a continuing reality on inland 
lakes not far from the prairies, my 
dad was a legendary competitor in the 
weekend sailing races on our lake and 
beyond. “Watch what’s happening like 
a cat ready to pounce” he would tell his 
crew at strategic times such as crossing 
the starting line to windward of other 
boats and rounding the buoys with only 
inches to spare. His sailboat, the “Me 
Too,” finished first in the races more 
often than not.

The year I became old enough 
to race a beginners’ racing boat with 
a crew member of whatever age 
and experience was called for, my 
birthday in May was blessed by a 
third-hand, wooden Cub Boat called 
the “Lollypop,” and at race time each 
Saturday morning, my father scrunched 
his not slender, midlife frame into the 
front of the cockpit, where he could 
hold the jib sheet, watch for on-coming 
breezes and other boats, and coach….
in a carefully controlled, modular tone. 
Only I knew when he was frustrated.

When I was old enough to skip a 
more challenging form of inland lake 
scow, with crew members of my own 
choosing, my father scrutinized my 
every move from a respectable distance. 
But there was a painstaking debriefing 
on the home pier after every single race. 
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Why had I changed tack suddenly in the 
middle of a relatively steady and prom-
ising breeze? If my answer sounded 
strategic, related to another boat or a 
guess about a wind change, I was o.k. 
Mistakes were for learning. The prob-
lem was…. I often simply didn’t know 
why I did what I did.

Dad and I were in perfect agree-
ment about my basic condition. We 
both loved sailing. The feel of a 
slender, graceful scow with as much 
sail as could be handled safely, slic-
ing through the waves, responding to 
the shifts and impulses of midwestern 
winds, brought immense joy to us both. 
We were one in the sheer pleasure of it. 
But for me, focusing on the breeze, the 
water, and the whole process of danc-
ing with the wind, was enough. I had 
no will to compete with other sailors 
and other boats. My father knew this 
and respected it.

What I can now see with clarity 
is that there was/is a profound spiri-
tual dimension to sailing, to what my 
father and I experienced together. He 
knew this but wisely let it happen 
without specific comment. In recent 
years, as I have finally awakened to 
the profound reality, movement and 
reciprocity of the Holy Spirit, I recog-
nize that the winds of earth and water 
have a very similar mystery, rhythm, 
and pattern. Has it been easier for me 
to await, allow, accept and attend to 
the Motion of Love and its joys and 
sorrows because of those early sailing 
experiences ?

The answer is yes. Let me try to 
explain why by sharing the fundamen-
tal lessons I learned in my dance with 
the earth winds.

Number one:  I have no control of 
the wind.  As Jesus told Nicodemus, 
the earth winds blow where and as they 
will. They fluctuate, change, disappear. 
But, sooner or later, they return. They 
can be trusted. 

So it is, Nicodemus learned too, 
with the winds of the Spirit. (John 3:8)

Number two: There is a moment, 
just prior to the emergence of a new 
wind, when the sailor, who trusts, intu-
its when, where and even how the new 
breeze will be. There are intimations, 
hints, an inner knowing which come 
from somewhere, something. It might 
be a touch of air against the cheek, a 
quality of smell or sound, a slight ruf-
fling of the water beyond the boat. But 
in that brief time of inner and outward 
sensing, there is a guiding, a “still, 
small voice” which can be trusted.

So it is with the winds of the Spirit.
Number three: The guiding is an 

invitation to a dance. If we are able to 
respond, we will be blessed because 
we will be further taught and helped, 
and maybe, just maybe, we’ll have a 
taste of co-creativity within the Motion 
of Love. 

But response is not easy. First we 
must release all personal concerns, 
goals, expectations, illusions. Second, 
we must accept what comes including 
a timetable not of our own making or 

liking. Third, we must attend to what 
comes, stretching ourselves in any 
number of new ways, and never forget-
ting to give thanks.

In conclusion, in sharing my story 
of lessons about God learned in a sail-
boat, I am affirming that the natural 
world abounds in Loving Guidance. 
There are lessons in a garden, forest, 
alpine meadow, sunrise – particularly 
as the rhythm of life and death unfolds. 
Love surrounds and enfolds us all. 
Love is also within all of creation.

It is One Love, moving, guiding, 
dancing with us. Greet it in expectancy 
and joy. Joy will bless you in return.

The lessons of the Spirit from the 
Earth Winds are the four A’s—Await, 
Allow, Accept and Attend, treasures 
from Julian of Norwich which came 
to me via writings from members of 
the Order of Julian. 

Katharine Jacobsen and her husband 
Ken were formerly directors of Pendle 
Hill. They currently are living in Delavan, 
Wisconsin, where they have a poustinia 
to which Midwestern Friends in need of 
spiritual direction frequently retreat.
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May 2013
Meaning from Despair
Editor: Anne Scherer with 
Mike Resman 
I cry aloud to God; and he hears 
me. Psalm 77:1-2. In times of 
great despair, we reach out from 
this place of darkness to the 
Light. What is it about the human 
condition that keeps us searching 
for solace, reaching out, “crying 
to God”? What we do with this 
cry can create meaning or keep 
us in darkness. Tell us when and 
how meaning has been created 
from your despair. Is there a 
difference between prayer that 
creates meaning and one that digs 
us deeper?

Deadline: February 15, 2013

August 2013 
Literature as Revelation
Guest Editor: Bill Mueller with 
Judy Lumb 
Has the Bible, or any other kind of 
literature, ever brought you face-to-
face with the human condition, the 
Great Spirit (Living God), an inef-
fable sense of beauty, or a sense of 
union with everything in creation? 
How was this revelation different 
from other kinds? Did this experience 
change your life? Was the change 
temporary, permanent, or both? What 
spiritual literature most speaks to 
your condition, and why? Share your 
stories, and the passages that changed 
you, with our readers. 

Deadline: May 15, 2013 

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 call 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 
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