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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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Letting Go and Experiencing God Within                                               Allison Randall

What Canst Thou Say?

From the Editor:
All of us have experienced holding on and 
letting go. Sometimes with joy, at other times 
with pain and sorrow. Here are stories of all that, 
bathed in the Spirit.  And there are more stories  
in the web version at <www.whatcanstthousay.
org/archives/>, also bathed in the Spirit.

—Michael Resman

Less than two weeks had passed since my then-husband 
had sexually abused me and I had fled, traumatized, 

from our home. He had already been busy telling people he 
hadn’t done anything wrong, that I must have had a psychotic 
break (which looks nothing like trauma), that I had “run off.” 
Terrified of him at this point, I had temporarily moved in 
with a woman in our Meeting.

I was alone in the living room of the house where I was 
sheltered. I was sitting on the couch meditating, when I was 
hurled to the floor. I found myself lying on my stomach, my 
forehead on the rug. I then had what I will call a vision, for 
lack of a better term. I think of a vision as something you 
just see. This, I lived. It felt completely real. It happened to 
me. I did not merely see it. I felt it; I experienced it.

I was in the posture I have just described. My husband 
was in front of me, looked down at me and kicked me in the 
face, then turned from me and began walking away from me 
into darkness. I grabbed onto his pants leg in desperation, 
clinging to him desperately, not wanting him to leave me. He 
kept walking away from me. I was crying, pleading. Then, as 
I was being dragged along behind him, I felt my desperation 
slowly leave me, dissipate, as though it were leaking out my 
fingers, until it was gone as I let go of his pants leg, and I 
felt compete relief. Peace washed over me.

Then one by one my four children were in front of me and 
each turned away from me, walking into the black distance. 
And as each of them turned from me I felt desperate, loving 
them so much, wanting them so much, grabbing onto their 
pants legs in agony at the thought of their leaving me. And 
again, as they walked away I felt my desperation gradually 
leaving me as my grip on them loosened, until again I felt 
complete peace.

The scenario was repeated with my whole Meeting, who 
turned away from me and walked away from me in a group. 

And again my desolation, my desperate need, my intense 
suffering turned into peace as I let go of them, too.

This was repeated again and again, with my house being 
taken away from me, my Yearly Meeting, my friends, my 
neighbors, all my possessions, my clothing, even my voice. 
And each time, as I let go my grasp on whatever beloved 
thing was leaving, my despair turned into peace.

Finally everything was gone. There was nothing left. 
Nothing left even of me, except a tiny seed in the center of 
my chest. It was yellow-gold, and minuscule. But in its tini-
ness it was miraculously huge. Vast. Bigger than anything 
you can imagine, a great vastness contained in this minute 
seed deep in the center of my chest. And I knew I had been 
whittled down to my core. Down to my essence. I knew 
this seed was God. “Is this enough?” I asked. “Is this all 
there is?” And yes, it was. God was all there was, and God 
was enough.

Allison Randall lives in Temple, NH and is a member of Keene 
Friends Meeting in Keene, NH.  She travels in the ministry 
for FGC, leading workshops and retreats on topics related 
to Deepening the Spirit in Meeting for Worship (including an 
intergenerational workshop), prayer, and daily spiritual practice. 
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What Canst Thou Say? (WCTS) 
is an independent publication 
coperatively produced by Friends 
with an interest in mystical 
experience and contemplative 
practice. It is published in August, 
November, February, and May. 
The editorial and production 
team is Lissa Field, Mariellen 
Gilpin, Richard Himmer, Judy 
Lumb, Grayce Mesner, Rhonda 
P fa l t zg ra f f -Car l son ,  M ike 
Resman, Earl Smith, and Eleanor 
Warnock. 
Tell us your stories! WCTS is a 
worship-sharing group in print. 
We hope to help Friends be 
tender and open to the Spirit. 
Articles that best communicate 
to our readers focus on specific 
events and are written in the first 
person. We welcome submissions 
of articles less than 1500 words 
and artwork suitable for black and 
white reproduction. 
Please send your text sub-
missions 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 <wctseditors@gmail.com> 
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 to reprint in WCTS 
anthologies. If you want to reprint 
an article from WCTS, please 
contact us for permission. We 
will make every effort to contact 
the author. If that is not possible, 
we may grant permission and ask 
that a copy be sent to the Meeting 
last attended by the author.
Subscriptions are $10 for one year, 
$18 for two years. Back issues are 
$1.50 each, $15 for a partial set 
(Issues 1-20, 21-40, 41-60, 61-80), 
and $60 for a complete set to the 
current issue. Email subscriptions 
are $5 per year. Send subscription 
correspondence to Richard Himmer 
<WhatCanstThouSay@verizon.
net> or WCTS, 1035 Hereford 
Drive, Blue Bell PA 19422-1925.

New Look for WCTS Website!
Thanks to the hard work of new WCTS editor Rhonda Pfaltzgraff-
Carlson, WCTS has a beautiful new website. You will find it at the 
same address <whatcanstthousay.org> but with a different look and 
organizational scheme. What you found on our web site before is 
still available but in a new way. For example, future issues’ themes 
and queries now have their own page. Back issues are now found in 
the Archives, with pdf files of print and web editions side by side in 
date order. Also, we now describe our gatherings and provide links 
to our blogs on their own pages. Check it out!

I am on the fourth day of a silent 
retreat. After a series of practices 

that include purification breathing, 
attunement to light and sacred chants, 
the instructions read: “What Being 
arrives for you? What gift is the Being 
offering you? Breathe the gift into your 
heart then give it out to the world.”

The Being that comes to me 
is Jesus. He opens his right hand, 
extended toward me, palm up. In 
his hand is a ball of radiating light. 
The light doesn’t leave his hand, but 
reaches me nonetheless, penetrates my 
heart and then fills the rest of my body. 
I soak it in and then beam it back to 
the world, intending it to reach every 
receptive nook and cranny.

I am a beacon of light; such is my 
purpose. I am a light for the Beloved 
that burns away the darkness and 
moves toward awareness, awakening, 
and unity. The light, this Christ-light, 
comes from God, enters me, and radi-
ates out from me. I need do nothing but 
be receptive and open to it, allowing it 
to pour into me, through me, connect-
ing all to oneness in light. I need not 
expend any effort sending it anywhere. 
The light will find the receptive open-
ings on its own, the nooks and crannies 
that have cracked open to let it in, all 
the broken places, all the fractured 
crevices, all the expanded hearts. It is 

not my job to find where the light goes, 
merely to participate in the process of 
its moving.

This is grace, the ever-pervading 
light that shines regardless of whether 
we acknowledge it, take it in, learn 
from it, heal with it, or awaken to it. 
The light is also within us, within our 
lamps, our lamps waiting to be pol-
ished so that we can shine even more 
brightly. Immanent and transcendent, 
within and without, both supporting 
each other, seeking each other in con-
nection and communion.

The light is the stuff of love sitting 
in the former wound of Jesus’ hand. Or, 
is love made manifest through light? 
The sustenance of love radiates into 
all things through light. Without this 
light/love, all would cease to exist. It 
is our nourishment, our pathway and 
our key to awakening.

Am I willing to let this light, this 
love, burn away anything that is in its 
way, anything that interferes with its 
shining more brightly, moving more 
freely, or exchanging with the Beloved 
more seamlessly? This light, which is 
my soul, is so much bigger than my 
body. It is ever pervading, it connects 
beyond the physical into the realm of 
oneness. All I need is to be open and 
receptive and willing to respond in the 
exchange.

The Healing Light of Compassion  
                                                                   Julie Hliboki
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How does this beam of love want 
to manifest itself in the world through 
me? How can I best be a beacon and 
share the exchange? What is the path of 
least resistance? To what compassion-
ate action is it calling me? I believe it is 
in aligning myself with those offerings 
that allow more light to enter me—
relationships, professions, creativity, 
attitude, practices—those things that 
make my heart sing with joy. I need to 
stay in tune with the light/love, and my 
unique light by polishing my lamp, so 
that I can see where it is leading me.

The light is not sitting on the top 
of Jesus’ palm, but is emanating out of 
the wound created in his hand, the hole 
left from the crucifixion. The light/love 
that fills his body pours out through 
the opening left from the wound, 
from his profound suffering. Do our 
wounds create such openings? Do my 
wounds, those that feel as though they 
will never heal, serve such a purpose? 
Do they provide an avenue for light 
and love to pour through to others, 
an opening or crack that allows me to 
shine, to give, all that more brightly?

It doesn’t matter to Jesus whether 
the wound is still physically painful. 
Its purpose has shifted into an extraor-
dinarily powerful one—that of God’s 
mark, not God’s wound or as though 
God is wounded (since the wounds 
were caused by the ignorance of human 
beings, the stuff of shadow not fully 
integrated or brought into the light for 
examination). The wound, which is, 
no longer takes in darkness but instead 
manifests light. It has been transformed 
through the resurrection, healed into a 
portal that is receptive to connection, 
to unity, to healing on all levels, in all 
manners, with all sentient beings. It 
becomes the embodiment of compas-
sion, a pathway to heal all suffering.

My wounds, some of which I 
believed will never heal or close, can 
remain open without continuing to 
cause me pain. They are transformed 

into a new kind of intelligence, fresh 
receptors that allow me to respond with 
more wisdom, compassion, and truth to 
what is. I do not need to reopen them 
to hear their message of past lessons. I 
need not cling in fear to these old pat-
terns for protection from future hurt. I 
do not need to feel the pain to remind 
myself that this was not good for me. 
Rather, the wounds have healed open, 
not for the purpose of being able to 
look into them, but to let love and light 
through them, to be a source of com-
passion and healing for others as well 
as me. I want to carry these wounds 
differently, not as crucifixion but as 
resurrection.

When I imagine my body in this 
condition it looks like Swiss cheese 
with holes everywhere. These are 
wounds ubiquitous, emanating light/
love. Will I lose too much light and 
love through so many openings? Is that 
possible? Are the holes also a place for 
light and love to enter? It doesn’t feel 
as though I will lose more than I gain. 
I need not worry that I will be depleted.

I ebb and flow back and forth 
between a crucified and resurrected 
order. How am I feeding these states? 
I want my wounds to shift into a 
resurrected condition, out of their 
painful crucified form, so that they 
are portals for love, for healing the 
world, for beaming the Christ-light 
energy. This will take practice, a shift 
in consciousness, the polishing of my 
internal lamp, openness and receptivity 
to God’s leading, continual awakening, 
and shifting from fear to faith. It will 
take remembrance of the Beloved’s 
compassion.
This is an excerpt from Julie Hliboki’s 
book Cultivating Compassion in an 
Interfaith World. Julie Hliboki’s quest for 
the Beloved involves exploring the Sacred 
Light through creative arts, contemplative 
practice, interfaith appreciation, and 
nature immersion. She has written other 
books and meditation cards <JulieHliboki.
com>.

Snug Harbor
Michael Resman

Drawn to street light
on dark pond water
to sit and let my shoulders droop.

Listen for stillness
alone,
it’s safe

to let feelings out
calm in, 
watching the band of light.

I must keep the pain
of bruising a neighbor
in my new snug harbor

but I have all this other,
an entire reservoir
to spread out on the ground.

That tree in reaching over
captures light from below, 
leaves creating
a living canopy.

Leaves trembling
water rocking
silver all around.

If I could end this monstrous day
with peace
but there is yet another task,
with little left
to keep the shutters tight.

So when I leave, I think I’ll stay
beside the pond a while.
Michael Resman is a WCTS editor. 
He works to lead a spiritual life that 
encompasses the joys and vicissitudes 
of being human.
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I often don’t know what Spirit is 
doing in my life until long after-

ward. A photograph of two old men is 
beside me. As I view it, I’m caught up 
in events and emotions of that time. I 
realize my relationship with these two 
men, particularly with one of them, 
Gannadi Krechetof, helped me to let 
go of what was, what could have been: 
to move on.  I’m at another such pivot 
point of shift. I sense that as I write of 
this experience, Spirit will be work-
ing with me to help me see the value 
of these experiences for me today. 
I am tenacious in my “holding on.” 
Sometimes, even often, this quality has 
been essential for me and those close 
to me to survive intense challenges 
in our lives. Now I need to practice 
the second movement of this theme: 
“letting go.”

Gannadi and I met in Berkeley 
Meeting’s social house. I had driven 
south from my home in northern 
California to meet with luthiers and 
wood vendors in the San Francisco 
Bay area. I had planned my trip to 
include attendance at the meeting for 
worship. I had not lived within driv-
ing distance of my Meeting for years, 
but I remained heart-connected with 
some of the members. In the silent 
meetings for worship, I often found 
the sustenance and clarity to take my 
life’s next step. This day’s meeting had 
nurtured me, but I hadn’t received any 
guidance as to how to handle my life’s 
current challenges. I had continued 
my former husband’s wood business, 
making guitar soundboards from 
salvaged old-growth redwood since 
his death in 1996. This was becom-
ing increasingly impossible. Though 
I still had some sets I had made to 
sell, these were running out. I needed 
new sources of salvaged wood. Also, 
I had recently injured both my wrists. 

Spirit’s Work-Around
Alicia Adams

It was almost impossible for me to 
move the large split billets of wood 
and position them on the jointer and 
band saw. Without income from my 
wood sales, I could not support myself. 
I would lose my small cabin and the 
community I regarded as essential to 
my sense of place.

After the meeting for worship, 
some of us gathered in the social 
building next door. We moved around 
the dining table in a line, filling our 
plates with treats. I was behind a 
stooped older man who moved slowly 
in a shuffling gait. I had not seen 
him before. He seated himself in a 
wooden chair along the wall and I sat 
in a chair beside him. Our eyes met. 
We introduced ourselves. His speech 

was broken, as though he had trouble 
with both his ability to speak and also 
with the words. They came out in a 
sputter, staccato. In the midst of our 
short exchange, he made a sound of 
disgust. “I so old now! Can’t remember 
words. Words come out wrong. I no 
good now!”

The passion behind his utterance 
caught me. “You don’t have to speak 
well to be worth living,” I replied. 
“You just have to be here. Life does 
the rest.” He looked at me. I looked 
at him. Something powerful passed 
between us. My heart touched his. I 
felt his heart respond. Spirit joined us 
in that moment. Spirit held us in this 
heart bond for the remainder of our 
association.

He told me he was Russian. His 
family left Russia for Germany during 
the Russian Revolution. He said he 
spoke Russian, German, Spanish, 
and English. “Did speak!” he said in 
disgust. He pounded his chest over his 
heart. “This heart, no good! Now, I no 
work. No speak. I no good. I want die. 
I ready. I have gun. Today I die.”

I looked at him. I knew he was 
serious. He shouldn’t die like that! 
“Do you live with someone?” I asked.

“No. No one. Not now. No can 
work. No use!”  As our halting con-
versation resumed, I learned he was 
taking the bus home. There he would 
shoot himself. “Pretty young woman! 
I can’t talk. I old man. I talk, I spit!” It 
was true. Spittle emerged around his 
words. Also, he drooled. As he wiped 
away both, I could see and feel his 
disgust. I felt a need to break his focus 
on shooting himself. Whether he was 
serious or not, his inner despair was 
real. I knew that territory. I had been 
feeling it for some time myself. My 
connection with him was more than 
casual. I offered to take him home.

He lived in an apartment build-
ing for old people, “Like me! No use. 
Better we die!” He invited me to his 
apartment. He would show me some 
photos. He cackled when he said this. 
He knew this was a line used by men 
to get women into their apartments! 
We grinned at each other. I came. His 
apartment was on an upper floor, one 
room with a small balcony. He showed 
me his photo album, his skis, and his 
gun. I made him put away the gun and 
asked him questions about his life. He 
told me in bits and pieces of his fam-
ily’s flight from Russia to Germany. 
He had been born in Germany in a 
community of White Russian refugees, 
ones formerly rich and powerful. They 
were determined to recapture Russia. 

“You don’t have to speak 
well to be worth living,” I 
replied. “You just have to 
be here. Life does the rest.” 
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a business which sold used doors, 
windows, and other salvaged build-
ing pieces. He chose a window with 
its setting. I needed a window in the 
side of one half of the small building I 
used as a combined laundry and wood 
shop. I also bought used lumber for 
steps up to the platform where I kept 
the band saw. It was a long step up for 
me. Earlier, I had tripped and fallen 
and injured both wrists jumping up to 
it. In his next several visits, Gannadi 
installed the window, with innovative 
pulleys and my help to lift it and hold 
it in place, and made the steps. We had 
long evenings talking beside the wood 
stove. I heard no more talk from him 
about shooting himself. My loneliness 
was eased as was my ability to work 
more efficiently with his advice.

When Germany invaded Russia, 
he joined a Russian regiment in the 
German army. They were promised 
positions of power in the new Russia 
under German control.

His photographs were of Europe 
before World War II, of Venezuela 
where he had gone with his wife after 
Germany lost the war, and of construc-
tion projects he had worked on there 
and later in the U.S. He had not just 
been handing me a line; his story was 
real—as was his inner state of feeling 
useless. It seemed my decision was 
made when we first met. I asked him 
to come back with me to my cabin for 
a visit. “I live in a small place and cut 
wood for my living,” I told him. “This 
was my husband’s business. He’s dead. 
I’ve never done woodworking before. 
I could use your advice on how to 
manage my work.” I wanted to keep 
him from shooting himself, but I really 
could use his advice. Mainly, though, 
I was lonely. So was he. It was natural 
for us to team up. It felt warm and 
good. It felt right.

He asked me to call his friends, 
the ones who had introduced him to 
Berkeley Meeting. He wanted me to 
tell them why I asked him to come 
with me. “I no think right now,” he 
said. “They tell me if it OK I go with 
you.” When I called, I spoke with 
Sandra Gey. They were my friends, 
too. She and Fred, members of my 
meeting, had known him for years. 
He had remodeled their house, put in 
outside stairs, and was like a member 
of their family. We agreed: it would do 
him good to go with me. I passed the 
phone to Gannadi. His face brightened. 
I knew we had made the right decision.

Gannadi and I became a team. 
He slept on the day bed in my small 
living room and kept the fire stoked in 
the wood stove all night. During the 
day, we looked at my work situation. 
It wasn’t good. He had suggestions 
for improvements. When I took him 
back to Berkeley, he directed me to 

Gannadi gave me another gift. He 
lived his life to the end, meeting his 
death with courage and dignity. He 
was living with the Geys as his death 
approached. I came to see him. We met. 
We kissed. Tears flowed. We knew it 
was our last meeting on this plane of 
existence. We let go of our relationship 
here and trusted we would meet again. 
It was unsaid, but we knew that hearts 
once joined are joined forever.

His courage in facing his death 
gave me the ability to let go of my 
relationship with my deceased hus-
band. It had been a rocky relationship 
with much wounding for me and fear 
of death by him. We had tremendous 
support from our small community, 
Petrolia, California, through the clos-
ing years and days of his life. After his 
death, my husband came to me. We 
communicated. We reached a level of 
understanding and love not possible 
while he lived. This made it difficult 
for us to let go of each other. After my 
last meeting with Gannadi, I knew he 
and I would also meet again.

Our lives have their own rhythms, 
their own patterns. Trust is essential! 
Trust heals. Trust lets us begin again 
when our lives seem to have lost their 
meaning. For this gift of releasing what 
was and accepting what is, I thank 
Spirit—and Gannadi. A most unlikely 
but powerful partnership!

Alicia Adams and her partner, Daniel 
Richards, live in Mimbres, NM. They are 
both members of Friends Meetings, ones 
far from them. They worship together 
in their rural home and connect with 
Friends largely via email. Spirit is moving 
powerfully in their lives, in unexpected 
ways! They are blessed.

We knew it was our last meeting 
on this plane of existence. We let 
go of our relationship here and 
trusted we would meet again. It 
was unsaid, but we knew: hearts 
once joined are joined forever.

In the photograph I have of 
Gannadi, he is arm in arm with another 
old man, Lloyd Partee. I had met Lloyd 
some years before when I accompanied 
my husband to a split-products lumber 
yard. We became associated after that. 
His wife died. He came to help me. 
Together, he and Gannadi lightened 
my sense of burden and loneliness. The 
photo shows their happiness at being 
included in my life. No, they were not 
useless—and neither was I. We helped 
each other see ourselves as valuable, 
no matter how limited we were in 
making our way in the world. We let 
go of our former sense of identities, 
ones based on our positions in life and 
our capabilities, and became focused 
on the gifts we could still give—to 
each other. 
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Looking at and thinking about 
“Holding On and Letting Go,” I 

was asking myself, “where and how 
to start?”

In the past, like many people I 
would religiously set New Year’s reso-
lutions. And, keeping up with the usual 
trend, in about six weeks (or sometimes 
sooner), despite my resolute intentions, 
the resolutions were all but forgotten. 
Was I happy about that? Of course not. 
Still, I could find a myriad of ways to 
berate myself and verbalize plausible 
excuses, and then make plans to do 
better the next New Year.

About seven or eight years ago 
I decided to do intentions instead of 
resolutions. It took me quite a while 
to figure out how that might work 
and what intentions to focus upon. 
Resisting my tendency to devise com-
plicated and impressive intentions, I 
tried to keep to the principle of KISS 
(keep it simple, Sweetheart) that’s 
worked for me in the past.

Following that KISS principle I 
came up with three intentions that I’m 
still using. These intentions involve 
recognizing my holding on….and my 
letting go. The first two intentions will 
be familiar to those who use Alcoholics 
Anonymous guidelines and ideas. The 
third intention stands on its own. They 
are:
1) Let Go…surrender attachments.
2) Let God…release fears/increase 

faith.
3) Both/And…embrace change, 

mystery, paradox; do not get stuck 
in either/or solutions; use the both/
and paradigm
So whenever life is lumpy, I’m 

facing resistance (real or imagined), 
feelings of anger, hurt, frustration, feel-
ing stuck, grief, loss, and so on and so 
on….I’ll go to my three intentions with 
queries. Queries like: “Judith, what are 

you attached to? Needing to surrender?  
This, of course, could be S/M/E/P/$/C 
(Spiritual/Mental/ Emotional/Physical/
Financial/Creative). One or all of 
them!  Ask and ye shall find! What 
fears are driving or holding me back? 
What is underneath all this turmoil (or 
whatever)? Where and how do you 
need to increase in faith? What changes 
are you resisting? Are you stuck in an 
either/or mind set? Are you embracing 
and celebrating mystery or paradox….
or resisting? You get the idea.  Endless 
ways to work with these three inten-
tions. They have served me well.

This year I decided to add two 
more intentions to my well-used and 
friendly intentions. And here they 
are: 

4) Be cheerful (not in an unrealis-
tic fashion, yet looking for the Divine 
Spark in everyone and everything).

5) Use humor (laughing at myself 
and not taking myself too seriously).

You have my permission… if you 
observe me being grumpy, snappish 
and/or taking myself too seriously...
please tweak my ear and remind me 
of intentions four and five.

Oh yes….in closing a couple of 
Hybrid Haiku:

silent meeting for worship
oh! no! vocal ministry
my stomach speaks its mind.

teacher says I’m Tai Chi dyslexic
no wonder I’m out of synch
dyslexic in life also.

Judith Bouffiou is a member and is 
spiritually nourished worshipping with 
the wonderful Olympia Monthly Meeting 
in Olympia, Washington. In her work as 
a spiritual director, she helps people in 
their wisdom harvesting, anointing and 
weaving healing into their past/present/
future. Judith is a life-long learner and 
perpetual student.

What’s Working For Me
Judith Bouffiou

Caring
Cathy Waisvisz

echoing, hollow
in all the wrong places
at all the wrong times.
A mirage—is that all I am?
appearing, then disappearing
with every look
or thought

Setting the stage—
where to park
to prove I’ve been—
no one gets it.
My own fake lies
avoiding, controlling
Pretty red notebook—
I ripped it.

Raw rip
raw sip
Maybe I’ll drown
in my thirst to be.
My appetite
for burning my own soul
rests on me.
Stop.

January 25, 2014
Cathy Waisvisz  a t tends New 
Covenant Fellowhip in Champaign, 
Illinois, and is a Seeker.
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Swish, swish, swish--the broom 
slides over the concrete floor, 

sweeping the dirt forward. Clack, 
swish—the dust pan falls into place 
and the broom pushes the debris inside. 
These were the sounds and motions of 
my work in the last job of my career. 
It occurs to me now that it was a deep 
meditation on letting go. During the 
months I worked maintenance at a 
storage facility, I wasn’t just sweeping 
dirt out of the units, I was sweeping ash 
out of my heart and dark memories out 
of my mind.

I found the job during a desperate 
time following a divorce, a whirlwind 
courtship, another marriage, another 
divorce, a 1,000-mile move back to 
my hometown to be closer to my aging 
parents, which meant the loss of a life 
I had loved and separation from dear 
friends. I was starting over in my mid-
40’s. I felt crushed by the events of the 
previous two years. When I looked in 
the mirror, I scarcely recognized the 
face I saw there. I needed income to 
survive, but I was so exhausted and 
beat down, I couldn’t imagine work-
ing in my fields of expertise. I had a 
B.S. in business management and a 
M.S. in counseling. During my career 
I had worked as a computing consul-
tant, psychotherapist, life coach, gym 
owner, partner in an apartment/storage 
unit complex, and a fix-and-flip real 
estate investor. I needed a job I could 
handle, and the truth was, I couldn’t 
handle what I had once been able to do.

I signed up on Monster.com and 
started looking at the ads. I remem-
ber the ad for the storage facility job 
coming up and immediately piquing 
my interest. It was part-time and the 
pay was decent for a manual labor 
job with some administrative/office 
work. My first job had been with a 
contractor who owned storage units 

and I had done the bookkeeping for 
him when I was sixteen. Then, in my 
30’s, I had been a co-owner of storage 
units. I look back now and it amuses 
me that the one constant theme from 
beginning, to middle, to the end of 
my working career has been storage 
units. It strikes me as ironic, given 
my education and experience, and the 
fact that I’ve had a lifelong passion for 
getting rid of things and keeping very 
few possessions.

I hadn’t worked for an employer in 
fourteen years and I recall wondering if 
anyone would hire me, particularly for 
the kind of low level job I felt capable 
of doing at the time. To my surprise, I 

heard back a mere twenty-four hours 
after responding to the ad. After two 
interviews, I was hired. I remember 
being uncertain about what exactly 
I would be doing. When I learned 
that most of my time would be spent 
cleaning and sweeping the units, I was 
relieved. Here was something I could 
manage. 

Looking back now, I can see that 
the rhythm of the broom and the dust-
pan became a mirror of my interior 
experience. I had days when I was 
filled with rage and the broom was my 
implement of ultimate destruction. I 
stabbed viciously at the walls of the 
units, sending showers of dirt to the 
floor. SWISHHH!!! I slammed it down 
on the floor and pushed so hard that I 
was continually swallowed in a cloud 
of dust. I had long arguments in my 

head with my exes over our brutal end-
ings. I swore I would never love again. 
I raged at God over my situation. I 
raged at myself over my stupidity. I 
had days when I felt my heart was 
breaking and I couldn’t hold back the 
tears. They streamed down my face, 
mixing with the grime and leaving 
dark trails on my cheeks. I learned to 
carry a rag and a water bottle so I could 
clean up before returning to the office. 
I had days when there was an eerie 
peace. Breathe in-swish, breathe out-
swish. It will all be OK, just breathe 
and sweep and trust. And I had days 
when I experienced all these things.

I remember watching myself and 
wondering if I would ever be ok again. 
I reminded myself that I was grieving 
and recovering from emotional trauma 
and all of what I was experiencing was 
normal. But I didn’t feel normal and 
that worried me. The sweeping became 
my meditation—my touchstone. It 
grounded and centered me, helped me 
let go of all the pain inside. In time the 
rage subsided and the tears slowed. 
The peace grew like a multi-colored 
ball in the center of my chest. The 
arguments in my head faded.

I slowly began to remember the 
good times in my old life and with my 
old loves. I caught myself occasionally 
smiling or even laughing. I started 
to send my exes blessings for their 
own healing, “I forgive you. I forgive 
myself. May we move on now in peace 
and happiness.” Breathe in—swish, 
breathe out—swish.

Then, one day, an old friend and 
kindred spirit reconnected with me. 
I realized I’d never fully seen him 
before. I had always been married to 
someone else. I remember gazing into 
his blue eyes and feeling something 
new stir in my heart. I was afraid. What 
if he didn’t feel the same? And I am 

Sweeping as a Meditation on Letting Go
Rhonda Ashurst

Looking back now, I can see that 
the rhythm of the broom and the 
dustpan became a mirror of my 
interior experience.
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clearly so bad at relationships, perhaps 
I should just cover myself and stay off 
love’s threshing floor. He later shared 
his own hesitances: Will she want me? 
What if it doesn’t work out and we lose 
a 25-year friendship? But something 
deep within both of us could not let it 
go. One day he reached over and kissed 
me, and I kissed him back.

My heart opened again, reaching 
for the rays of sun I saw reflecting in 
his eyes. I decided to try again, to step 
back onto the threshing floor and see 
what happened. I’m happy I made that 
choice. Now I think there was a Divine 
Hand in my return home—to him, to 
my parents, to old friends. Sometimes 
an old way of being must be shattered 
and swept away for us to find new life, 
new ways of being and relating.

I also realized that in my sweeping, 
I rediscovered my Self underneath the 
debris of false ideas and expectations I 
had gathered in the first half of my life. 
I found my core values of simplicity, 
humility, service, following my heart, 
forgiving, loving no matter what. I 
learned what is most important to me in 
relationships. And I remembered that 
even in my darkest moments, angels 
are there and light is around the corner.
Rhonda  Ashurs t  l i ves  in  Reno , 
Nevada,where she listens to people’s 
stories and writes about life experiences. 
She believes we are all part of God’s 
magnificent, unfolding story which we 
weave together throughout eternity.

This past year has been a journey 
through my personal “Dark Night 

of the Soul.”  I have been living with 
depression most of my life, but coupled 
with intensifying fears and anxieties, I 
spiraled into isolation and darkness. If 
you have never experienced this spiral-
ing depression it feels like I am inside a 
void, drowning; that I cannot see light; 
I cannot get enough air. I am in the 
undertow now, and crying out seems 
futile, for it feels as if no one is listen-
ing, much less even cares. It is very 
lonely, and life seems meaningless. 

Through help and by grace I have 
made it to the end of 2013 in a fairly 
good place. To see the light again is a 
blessing.

To go to Meeting, a place that is 
safe and loving, became impossible. 
The thought of leaving the four walls 
that I live in was a frightening prospect. 
Needless to say, any public place is 
difficult for me to enter. Going to the 
grocery store is an event that can lead 
to a panic attack or disorientation/
dissociation. I have diagnosed myself 
with agoraphobia, and when I asked 
my psychiatrist about it he replied, 
“Sure, but do you really want another 
label?” No, I don’t, but it is how I feel 
inside, which he understands. When 
you feel that anxiety on the inside and 

it affects your relationships on the out-
side, it makes life challenging.

At some point I became aware that 
struggling with my “demons” so much 
was compounding my depression. I 
was getting worse!

Gateways opened! 

I joined a group that sings for 
Hospice. Song!

I began teaching art again, and 
doing art alone and together with a 
Friend. Creating!

I worked with horses in a thera-
peutic sense out in the country. Touch! 

Inch by inch I began to reach out 
once more! 

I opened the front door and began 
to take walks outside, breathing in the 
fresh air.

Gradually I unfolded and opened 
myself to accept my living situation 
with gratitude.

The gift of Grace is indeed a bless-
ing, as is the help I have received from 
dear friends and persons in the thera-
peutic world. 

I am humbled.
Humbled by Grace, Touch, 

Creativity, and Song; by Love. 

Choose to Breathe
Anne Scherer

2014: Twentieth Anniversary of What Canst Thou Say? 

The original What Canst Thou Say editorial team began publishing in 1994, so this year is 
our twentieth anniversary. Just as we did ten years ago, we plan to publish an anthology of 
the second ten years. The editorial team has begun compiling and organizing this anthology 
under a tentative theme Intimacy with God. We hope to go to press before the end of 2014.

Our tenth anniversary anthology Discovering God as Companion: Real Life Stories from 
What Canst Thou Say? is available from FGC Bookstore <quakerbooks.org> (800) 966-4556.
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SubScription form 
please send this form to: WCTS c/o Richard Himmer, 
  1035 Hereford Drive, Blue Bell PA 19422-1925
Enclosed is my check to What Canst Thou Say?
_____ $ 10 for a one-year subscription _____ $18 for two years 
_____ $ 5 for a one-year electronic subscription
_____ $ 60 for a complete set of back issues to the most current 
_____ $ 15 for partial sets (Issues 1–20, 21–40, 41–60, 61–80) 
_____ $ 1.50 for individual past issues
Enclosed is a contribution of $_____
I cannot afford $10, enclosed is $____
Name_______________________________________________
Address_____________________________________________
City, State, Zip________________________________________
Phone ________________ Email _________________________

Proceedings of Sharing Our Stories
As the “First Annual Gathering of Friendly Mystics” was drawing to a 

close, Janice Stensrude volunteered to solicit contributions, edit, and publish 
the Proceedings of this historic gathering. She assembled a beautiful document, 
complete with photos of the participants. You can download it at <whatcanstthou-
say.org/first-gathering/>or order a print copy from Lulu.com. The full-color 
hardcover edition is $35 <lulu.com/shop/what-canst-thou-say/proceedings-of-
sharing-our-stories-the-first-annual-gathering-of-friendly-mystics/hardcover/
product-21568370.html> and the paperback edition in black and white is $11 <lulu.
com/shop/what-canst-thou-say/proceedings-of-sharing-our-stories-first-annual-
gathering-of-friendly-mystics/paperback/product-21568249.html>.

Second Gathering: A Mystic Call
A retreat organized by the editors of What Canst Thou Say
June 6 – 10, 2014, Earlham College, Richmond, Indiana

Building on the deep and joyful sharing we experienced at the first gathering 
of Friendly Mystics, we again invite Friends to join us in fellowship, worship 
and expectant waiting. We have lengthened the gathering to four days this year. 
Participants can decide to stay for the first two days or for all four. 

For the first two days, we will share our spiritual journeys, attend participant-
led interest groups, socialize and worship together. For the next two days, we will 
respond to a leading to “name the spiritual condition of the world.” This leading 
arose during our first gathering. We will start by seeking to name our own spiri-
tual condition and that of our religious community. We will engage in this work 
through intensive corporate worship and worship-sharing.

Please join us—the deadline for registration is May 1st! The registration form 
is online <whatcanstthousay.org/up-coming-gathering> or from Michael Resman, 
815 9th Street, Rochester, MN 55902, (507) 281-5838. Also read and follow the 
blog we created to prepare for this gathering <quakermystics.wordpress.com>. 

If I am not true to myself, I am 
lost. The depression, fears and anxiet-
ies are still here, as is the tendency to 
isolate. Simply part of who I am… 
a human being. It would be false/
dishonest to tell you they were gone. 
There is always the possibility that 
another period of deep depression 
will come, and I will be within the 
void once again. I learned from this 
time that I have a propensity towards 
panic and focusing on the pain. When 
the next time happens I will work 
on staying in the present and simply 
breathing (someone please remind 
me). Breathing…it seems so simple, 
but it really is not. It is an exercise in 
mindfulness. When I am able to clear 
my head of the noise that rattles around 
I practice meditation, but lately I just 
remind myself to let things go and 
breathe. 

I guess that sense of being able 
to give, to do, is key to my ability to 
survive, and is what gets me out the 
door to sing, teach, to be able to go 
out of these four walls when I do not 
really want to. It is so much easier to 
stay inside; you have no idea…

 (choose to breathe)
My self-diagnosed agoraphobia 

still exists, it is just that I have no 
other choice but to go out into a world 
that indeed frightens me.  I reached 
out because isolating was crushing 
my Spirit. I reached out to have the 
opportunity to give.

Anne M. Scherer attends Rochester 
Friends Meeting, Minnesota. She is a 
writer, poet, and artist.
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November 2014
Religious Wounding
Editors: Mariellen Gilpin and 
Michael Resman 
Have you been wounded or outraged 
by religious language, concepts, 
or institutions? Did that alter your 
connection with God? Do you still need 
to insulate yourself from reminders of 
your religious past? Do you feel safe 
expressing yourself in your Friends 
Meeting? Has your language for your 
spiritual experience been welcomed in 
your meeting? Or have you felt censored, 
disrespected, or shunned? How is such 
behavior dealt with in your Meeting? 
Have you reconciled with those who 
wounded or offended you? What has 
helped you heal? 

Deadline: August 15, 2014

February 2015 
Paradigm Shift
Editors: Judy Lumb and Earl 
Smith
Paradigm shifts happen when an 
assumption changes that reflects a 
deeply held belief about ourselves, 
the human condition, or the way the 
world works. How do we know what 
we know? Mysticism and science 
both accumulate knowledge through 
experience rather than following some 
human-constructed authority. Have 
you suddenly realized something that 
changed your whole life? Whether 
or not such a shift is welcomed, the 
transition can still be very difficult. 
What helped you come through the 
transition with wisdom and grace? 

Deadline: November 15, 2014

August 2014
Sacred Places
Guest Editor: Kathleen Maia 
Tapp with Judy Lumb
Sacred places have their own 
stories, presence and energy; 
yet what they really do is help 
us access the sacred place within 
ourselves. They lead us to our 
connection with God/Spirit/
Light. Tell us about that place 
of comfort, inspiration, healing, 
whether it be in Assisi or your 
own backyard, that place where 
you have gone “on pilgrimage.” 
Why did you go? What was it 
like? Were you alone, or with 
others? Has a revelation come to 
you in your sacred place? 

Deadline: May 15, 2014 

Holding On and 
Letting Go


