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What Canst Thou Say?

I was visiting my parents this week and my dad asked if 
I could take him to the hardware store so he could buy 

some sweeping compound for the garage floor. This surprised 
me, because we haven’t actually seen the garage floor since 
2005, when my parents moved there. The garage is stacked 
and piled with 58 years of marital accumulations. My father 
is sentimental and won’t throw anything away. Holds onto 
everything.

I asked him, “How are you going to get to the floor 
to sweep it?” I wasn’t being disrespectful, I was just curi-
ous. He said, “I’m going to clean out my garage and get rid 
of a bunch of stuff.”

Something dreadful has happened to my father. Someone 
has taken him away and replaced him with an imposter. 
This man looks like my father, his voice sounds just like my 
father’s voice, but he is saying strange things, things I’ve 
never heard my father say before, about letting go of things. 
It’s very peculiar. It’s almost like a conversion story in the 
Bible, like when the Apostle Paul was knocked off his horse 
and had this dramatic change in personality. My Dad has 
gone from holding on to letting go. I looked in the garage and 
there were angels in there, and bright light, and harp music.

It made me think of all the stories in the Bible about hold-
ing on and letting go. Starting with the very first story, with 
God letting Adam and Eve go from the garden. The church 
has said that’s a story of judgment, but any parent recognizes 
it as a story of a parent letting go of their children, pushing 
them from the nest. God is just a little annoyed is all. But 
any parent should recognize that as a teenager-leaving-home 
story. I mean, read the story. God stays up the night before 
and makes clothes for them to wear. You don’t do that if 
you’re throwing someone out. If you’re throwing someone 
out, you grab them by the scruff of the neck and pitch them 
out the door. You don’t stay up all night and sew clothes for 
them. This is a story about letting go.

Think for a moment of all the other letting-go stories in 
the Bible: Abraham is asked to let go of his son Isaac. Sarah 

is so saddened and angry about this, she lets go of Abraham. 
The Pharaoh is asked to let go of the Israelites.

Esau is asked to let go of his inheritance. Saul is asked 
to let go of his throne and his power. David is made to let 
go of the son he fathered with Bathsheba. Jonah is asked to 
let go of his hatred for the Ninevites. Mary and Joseph are 
asked to let go of their son. Jesus is asked to let go of his 
life, and asks us to do the same. Paul is asked to let go of his 
prejudice and hatred.

Some of the most difficult decisions we ever face in life 
are decisions about holding on and letting go. And sometimes 
they aren’t even decisions, in that we don’t have a choice. 
We’re simply presented with situations that require us to let 
go—the death of a child or spouse, the end of a marriage, the 
loss of a job, the diminishment of our lifestyle, a once-trea-
sured friendship broken through misunderstanding, leaving 
a house we love, letting go of our independence. Something 
we once held on to and treasured becomes something we 
must relinquish, something we must release.

Other times we are presented with situations that require 
us to hold on—persisting in important relationships even 
when they have become awkward or difficult, persevering 
in times of illness or discouragement, sticking with a worth-
while duty that has become challenging. Something we want 
to release or step away from, but we stay at it, we hold on.

From the Editors:
All of us have experienced holding on and letting 
go. Sometimes with joy, at other times with pain 
and sorrow. The big advantage of publishing a 
web version is that we can publish longer articles 
that would not fit in a print version. We hope you 
enjoy the wonderful stories here.

                   —Michael Resman
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born with that ability. It is nurtured. It 
is developed. It is the result of careful 
thought and mindfulness. And bravery. 
For it requires great bravery to let go 
well, and great bravery to hold on well.

I know a man over in Ohio who 
works in health care. When he was 
growing up, his parents told him if 
he didn’t become a doctor, he would 
be wasting his life. So he went off to 
college and became a doctor. What he 
really wanted to do was make furni-
ture. It made him very happy to create 
lovely and useful things people could 
enjoy. He couldn’t wait to get home 
each night from being a doctor so he 
could go to his basement workshop and 
make furniture.

He’s in his mid-60’s now. I asked 
him, “Why don’t you stop being a 
doctor and make furniture?”

He said, “I’m waiting for my par-
ents to die.” So here he is, holding on 
to a life he hates.

I want to give you some home-
work. Pay attention to your life. Be 
aware of when you are having to 
decide between letting go or holding 
on. If you are holding on to something, 
ask yourself why. If you are letting 
go, ask yourself why. Pay attention to 
the motives that drive your decisions 
and ask yourself if they are worthy 
motives. What would it mean to let 
go well? What would it mean to hold 
on well?
Philip Gulley is a Quaker pastor, writer 
and speaker from Danville, Indiana. 
Letting Go and Holding On (1) is 
reprinted with permission from his weekly 
blog Gracetalks <philipgulley.com>. He 
has published 18 books.
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Our younger son, Sam, is gradu-
ating from high school next month. A 
few weeks ago, we went with him to 
Fort Ben Harrison where he enlisted 
in the Army, a development we, his 
Quaker pacifist parents, did not fore-
see. I guess this is how the children of 
Quaker pacifists rebel. They join the 
Army. He wants to learn emergency 
medicine and believes the Army 
will help him accomplish that goal. 
He leaves July 29th, and I miss him 
already. I hate letting go of him.

I said to Sam, “Why don’t you go 
live in a commune in California?”

But he is determined to be produc-
tive and responsible. It’s almost more 
than I can bear.

I was talking with someone about 
it, someone who has never had an 
18-year-old child, and he said, rather 
indignantly, “Just tell him he can’t 
do it.”

I actually tried that, but it didn’t 
work. I said in a very stern voice, “I 
forbid you from joining the Army.” He 
just laughed and lifted me over his 
head a few times. But it made me think 
about what was more important: my 
need to hold on to his life, or his need 
to let go of his childhood and move 
into his adulthood.

When do we hold on? When do we 
let go? Hardly a day passes we don’t 
deal with those two questions.

There are people in my life I want 
to be like when I grow up. Among 
their virtues, they are people who 
know when to hold on and when to let 
go. They know when to persevere and 
persist, and when to yield and release. 
That isn’t instinctive. People aren’t 

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: http://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. Check it out!
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The Clotheslines of Cohoes
Elizabeth K. GordonAfter Allen Ginsburg’s “America”

 
Cohoes, the ropes of your clotheslines are rotting!
Don’t you wanna smell the Great Lakes in your 

sheets anymore?
Don’t you want the sun to puff the pockets of your 

Dockers?
Dear Cohoes, we’re in trouble
Be honest: how many days before you open your 

utility bill?
Vladimir Putin wants your clotheslines Cohoes. 

Him wants them iron posts, their balls of 
cement

America’s got talent, talent and clothespins 
Lucille told me Cohoes how you used to tell stories 

as you hung out your clothes
kids running through the arms of entire buildings’ 

shirts, empty lines on wash day signalling 
trouble bad trouble in the house.

 
I think tenements were little villages
I think you’re a little ashamed Cohoes. I don’t get 

it, you’re so pretty
 
That man who owns the landrymat? He’s not 

happy
 
Don’t worry Cohoes, I’ll take in your clothes if it 

storms when you’re out at WalMarts
I won’t count the holes in your socks or notice 

what brand undies you buy.
I don’t guess you buy the same brand Anthony 

Weiner buys but how can I know for sure 
Cohoes

 if you let your clotheslines rot?
 
One clothespin holds two shoulders, remember? 

Jeans dry last. Pulleys squeaking as a load’s 
run out early morning and back in afternoon or 
evening mark time much better than daytime 
TV.

Did you think of the bedridden and debilitatingly 
depressed when you let your clotheslines rot 
Cohoes?

 
I’ll tell you a secret: all Lucille’s sheets are white, 

white and perfect, sailboats at the starting line, 
ironed clouds, clan robes in detox

Oh Cohoes, I want to look up from my dishes to 
see the prayer flags of your tank tops

I want to feel guilty for sleeping when you’ve done 
two loads already

I want to compete with you Cohoes
I want to hang my clothes faster and better
I want them to snap all dust bowl in the wind
 
And I want to concede defeat to you Cohoes
I want to say to you “You’re a better housewife 

than I am Cohoes”
 
Show me the prom dress
the cribsheet
the table cloth
the robe washed for a last time 
Show me your stains and I’ll show you mine
 
Meanwhile sunlight wicks the dew from every 

blade
Meanwhile breezes dry the hair of the drowned 

and fill the shirt sails of the most despertate 
sailors

 
I have a shawl I want to show you Cohoes
 
Look at me when I’m loving you Cohoes!
My mother speaks to me from the grave. She tells 

me tell you sell your dryers downriver, sell those 
damn dryers to Yonkers!

 
Come outside Cohoes. Come on out.
Tell those chump squirrels—these ain’t no 

tightropes!
Tell National Grid—get your greed out my pocket!
Tell your children, two shoulders one clothespin, 

like this.

Elizabeth K. Gordon is a member of Binghamton Monthly 
Meeting, New York. “Clothesline of Cohoes” is reprinted 
with permission from her book, Love Cohoes, which has 
themes of immigration, community, racism, white guilt, 
racial healing and the beauty and sacredness of this 
Mohawk Valley. A performance of this poem is online at 
gotpoetry.com <gotpoetry.com/News/article/sid=98930.
html>.



4 May 2014What Canst Thou Say? 82 (2)

Falling—Into 
Awareness

Alicia Adams

Sometimes we are haunted by deci-
sions we made years before, ones 

which had unexpected and painful 
consequences. We self-judge. “If only 
I had chosen differently,” we think. 
“If I’d known then what I know now, 
I would never have made this choice. 
I’d not have experienced the resulting 
wounds to myself and to others. My 
life would have had more scope. I 
would be a different person, the one 
I’ve always wanted to be.”

We can dismiss these repeating 
inner conversations with ourselves, 
but until we can see beneath these 
events and view all involved, includ-
ing our former selves, with compas-
sion and understanding, we aren’t at 
peace within. Some part of us holds 
on to these events as though they are 
keys to how our lives unfolded. Is 
this true, or is this another choice—of 
focus—which continues to wound and 
limit us?

At eighteen, I fell into marriage 
with a man seven years older than 
me. I was a Peace Corps trainee in 
Puerto Rico. Those in our current 
group had trained together for almost 
five months. We’d become very 
close. A delegation from Washington 
arrived at our Peace Corps camp in 
the Puerto Rican highlands to make 
the final selection. Afterward, I found 
out they’d been instructed to eliminate 
two-thirds of us. The Peace Corps 
office in Ecuador didn’t have enough 
assignment places for all of us.

Those selected-out were instructed 
to pack their personal belongings 
and leave immediately on a bus for 
the airport, to be flown home. They 
weren’t allowed to contact the rest of 
us. I was chosen to go to Ecuador. In a 
room with an American flag posted on 
the wall, we were told to take an oath 

of allegiance to the U.S. government. 
This would bind us to obey our super-
visors immediately, even if it meant 
sudden abandonment of our projects.

One of those selected out was 
my adventure partner, Lee. I knew 
he would be devastated. Why was he 
selected out? His qualifications were 
far superior to mine. How could I 
vow to support an organization which 
treated us like this? It would be like 
joining the army!

I didn’t take the oath. I left the 
room to search for those selected out. 
A short distance up the path to our 
sleeping quarters, I met Lee. His face 
was streaked with tears. I was shocked. 
I’d never seen a grown man cry! My 
resulting decision came from my 
heart.  

“It’s not fair!” I cried to him. 
“What are we going to do?”

I had no intention of returning to 
my parents’ home. I looked for work 
in Puerto Rico. I excitedly told Lee 
I’d been offered a job on an all-male 
foreign freighter. Lee was horrified. 
“Do you know why they offered you 
this job?” he asked me.

“I asked a sailor if there might 
be any work for me,” I replied. “I’ve 
always wanted to go around the world 
on a ship! The man I talked to left 
to ask someone. He came back and 
offered me a job as the cook’s helper.”

“You might help the cook,” Lee 
told me, “but alone on that freighter 
with all those men, they’d help them-
selves to you!” At first I didn’t know 
what he meant. Then I knew. They’d 
expect to sleep with me! Lee should 
know. That’s what he did the night our 
Peace Corps friends left for Ecuador. I 
still wasn’t adjusted to being claimed 
this way by Lee. I certainly didn’t want 
this on a ship where I couldn’t defend 
myself!

When Lee also failed to find work 
in Puerto Rico, he arranged for us to 
be married. Now I see he probably felt 

responsible for me. I’d quit the Peace 
Corps because of how he and the others 
were treated. Also, I was so naïve! We 
were married by a Puerto Rican Justice 
of the Peace. As we said our vows, I 
felt a terrible foreboding: I was making 
the wrong decision! What could I do? 
Like a child, I crossed everything I 
could to undo what I vowed: my fin-
gers, my arms behind my back, and my 
ankles. I was close to tears.

Afterward, we flew to his parents’ 
home in San Diego. Lee’s parents 
totally rejected me. They offered Lee 
a yacht to have our marriage annulled. 
He refused. My situation was intoler-
able. I saw no way out.

Soon after we arrived at Lee’s 
home, he took me and his family’s 
Japanese exchange student, Setsu, to 
climb in an abandoned rock quarry in 
east San Diego County. At the quarry, 
we saw that the quarry was not climb-
able. We set out to climb a steep rock 
cliff above this. Lee and I had quar-
reled just before we left. I was fighting 
back my tears during our drive. Once 
we had decided to climb the cliff, I 
scrambled ahead. My intention was 
to escape Lee. I climbed effortlessly, 
like a child used to climbing trees. I 
didn’t check the cliff’s condition or 
choose my route. My face was streaked 
with tears and my vision blurred. Lee 
shouted to me, “Come back! It’s not 
safe! You’ll fall!”

I awoke to my situation. Fear 
flooded my body. Lee was right! I 
couldn’t return. My foot and handholds 
crumbled as I used them. My only way 
out was up. I climbed faster, hoping to 
out-climb the crumbling rock. For the 
first time in my climbing experiences, 
I was terrified. My body shook with 
reaction. I reached an impasse. To 
climb further, I’d need to jump to reach 
a ledge just out of reach and use my 
fingers to pull myself up to a potential 
toe hold just beneath it. I jumped. My 
fingers grabbed the ledge. It crumbled. 
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I fell.
Terror! I fell straight down, toward 

a slope of sliding rock and the drop off 
into the quarry, many feet below. I was 
falling to my death! Suddenly, fear left 
me. I knew: my body’s death would 
not be the end of me. I would be free 
from my impossible situation! I was 
flooded with confidence, even joy. I 
lost consciousness.

I came back into consciousness 
as my feet hit rocks. Lee’s arms were 
around me. We slid toward the edge of 
the rock slope. A shock of realization 
went through me: “I’ve killed Lee, 
too!” I was flooded with guilt and self-
judgment. I blacked out.

When I regained consciousness, 
we were in the car. Lee was driving. 
I felt intense pain in one of my legs. 
The rest of the trip was a blur. Later, 
Lee told me how we’d escaped. At the 
edge of the drop was a small stunted 
tree. He’d wrapped one leg around it as 
we slid. It held. He shouted to Setsu to 
get a rope from the car. With the rope 
knotted around both of us and Setsu’s 
help, he’d managed to scramble over 
the rocks to solid ground. He’d carried 
me down the mountain to the car. 

I recovered from the injury to my 
leg, but I didn’t recover from my sense 
that I was wrong to marry Lee. I had 
even put both of us in danger at the 
rock quarry! I stayed with him for five 
years. I knew, even then, that I should 
have left him years earlier.

I carried guilt about my young 
self’s decisions for many years. My 
decisions had taken me far from my 
dreams for my life, even though Lee 
and I eventually went to Venezuela 

together as volunteers in the private 
community development organization, 
“Acción en Venezuela”. With maturity 
and reflection, I realize I was caught in 
dynamics too powerful for me to fight 
and too confusing to understand. Could 
my original self-judgment be why I 
entered similar traps later? I’ve learned 
that when I block my awareness of the 
dynamics in prior painful situations, I 
can’t learn from these. I can get caught 
again by similar ones.

I fell, over and over. Mostly I fell 
from my sense of worth, of place. 
These apparent failures came from a 
false sense of self and what I should 
accomplish: who I should be. Now, 
I know. I am created to live joyously, 
fully, in confidence that I am loved by 
God. Also, those I’ve tried to save are 
equally loved. I’m not their savior! 
Step by step, I’ve learned to check my 
footing. Is this step solid? Will it hold? 
Is this mine to do? If not, I retreat and 
wait for another way forward.

In spite of my mistakes, my inju-
ries, and my limits, I’ve gained new 
perspectives and new ways of making 
choices. Now I have a wonderful rela-
tionship with a man who loves me for 
myself. How did this happen? We both 
let go of our pasts. We opened to this 
new potential. We tested each step of 
our growing relationship: it’s solid. We 
give thanks! 

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.

Falling
Alicia Adams

Falling away
from 

illusions of self
Falling in love
with the Love

that I am

Dancing in space
my roots in the Earth

wearing my face
lightly.

Weaving my space
 tightly

 with those
 who’ve fallen in love

with the Love that we are.

My circle of lovers
expands with my breath.
Love flows them to me
they enter my heart.

In the drama of life
lived to the full

we answer the pull
of heart’s welcome tugs
of moments of grace.

Grace slows my pace
making room for my shifts

leaving illusions
 behind.

I’m falling away
from illusions of fear
as I hear Life’s call

Be Clear!

Letting Go of Parenting
“I’ve decided I like her better as a person than I do as an offspring,” wrote Betty Bergquist as she was letting 
go of responding primarily as a parent to her daughter.  The late Betty Bergquist was WCTS editor Mariellen 
Gilpin’s cousin. Betty’s daughter Chris B. Fulmer has written for WCTS.
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Freedom’s Embrace
Cathy Waisvisz

“Child of love’s loins,
Life of love and limb! 
Why are you
trapped in an open box,
washing tear stains off a paper cup—
imprisoned by your own choosing?

“Through the openness
devoid of your empty stare,
warmth breezes into your chilly air; 
I am the love 
of a genuine friend—
if you’ll just see me,
here I am.”

The vastness of being would drown me, I fear
Facing my fear soothes the sore bloodied bone
Extending my roots blesses ventures, I know 
as freedom’s pursuit glides unfettered by will
Giving up playing God is the thrust pushing toward
oneness of being, fragmented no more

Genuine comfort
of friendship’s truth moves, that great 
moving walkway of 
light and love;
I walk on it, tumbling, 
cascading, post-haste!
my spirit is drawn to freedom’s embrace.

January 30, 2014

Cathy Waisvisz attends New Covenant Fellowship in 
Champaign, Illinois. This labor of love is dedicated to her 
friends, without whom there would be no open door.

The Journey
Mary Oliver

One day you finally knew  
what you had to do, and began,  
though the voices around you  
kept shouting their bad advice— 
though the whole house  
began to tremble  
and you felt the old tug  
at your ankles.  
“Mend my life!” each voice cried.  
But you didn’t stop. You knew
what you had to do,  
though the wind pried  
with its stiff fingers  
at the very foundations,  
though their melancholy was terrible.  
It was already late enough, and a wild night,  
and the road full of fallen  
branches and stones.  
But little by little,  
as you left their voices behind,  
the stars began to burn  
through the sheets of clouds,  
and there was a new voice  
which you slowly recognized as your own,  
that kept you company  
as you strode deeper and deeper  
into the world determined to do  
the only thing you could do— 
determined to save the only life you could save.

“The Journey,” by Mary Oliver, from Dreamwork. © Grove 
Atlantic, 1996. Reprinted with permission. 
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Obey My Voice
Micah Bales

Like most folks, I often struggle 
with trying to balance the vari-

ous tasks in my life. I keep busy with 
jobs, friends, family, ministry, home 
repair, hobbies, and an assortment of 
projects that come my way. Most of 
the time, I like living this way. It’s a 
real boost to feel like I’m getting a lot 
accomplished.

It’s impossible to maintain forward 
momentum all the time, however. 
When things inevitably get bogged 
down, my very full life can begin to 
feel claustrophobic. My existence 
starts feeling like a traffic jam.

In times like these, I begin to look 
for ways to simplify, to let go of all 
the non-essential elements of my life. 
I seek ways to be truly present to that 
which is most critical, letting the rest 
fall away. But how can I tell which of 
my activities are vital, and which are 
optional?

Sitting in prayer this morning, 
pondering this very question, I was 
led to the following passage from 
Jeremiah:

…In the day that I brought your 
ancestors out of the land of Egypt, I 
did not speak to them or command 
them concerning burnt offerings and 
sacrifices. But this command I gave 
them, “Obey my voice, and I will be 
your God, and you shall be my people; 
and walk only in the way that I com-
mand you, so that it may be well with 
you.” (Jeremiah 7:22-23)

Just like the Hebrews, I devise all 
sorts of sacrifices and burnt offerings 
as a way of staying in control of my 
life. I devise all sorts of tasks that I 
am going to do for God - or at least 
for a perceived greater good. Just like 
the people of ancient Israel, I set my 

own priorities about what needs to get 
done, and then look for God’s blessing. 
Often, I even convince myself that it 
was all God’s idea in the first place.

But the essential command that 
God gives is to obey his voice and 
walk only in the way he commands. 
We receive this command repeatedly 
throughout the law and the prophets, 
and finally from Jesus himself. We 
are his friends if we do what he com-
mands us.

In those times when my projects 
and priorities are weighing me down, 
choking out the life of God’s seed in 
me, I must return to a listening posture. 
Lord, what is it that you are command-
ing me? How can I be faithful to the 
life that you want me to be living right 
now? Rather than trying to develop my 
own program, a contrived simplicity 
based on human wisdom, I need the 
courage to surrender my own agendas 
and follow Jesus.

Such surrender is terrifying, 
because I don’t know where this path 
leads. I don’t know which of my pre-
cious ambitions I may have to give 
up. Ironically, my self-made sacrifices 
can be the hardest things to give over 
to God.

Have you experienced this kind of 
surrender? How have you been asked 
to change your life? What does it look 
like to give up your human burnt offer-
ings and sacrifices, bringing instead an 
offering of attentive obedience?

The post “Obey My Voice” 
appeared first on The Lamb’s War.

Micah Bales is a founding member of the 
Friends of Jesus community in Washington, 
DC. He serves as Web & Communications 
Specialist for Friends United Meeting, 
and has been an organizer with Occupy 
Our Homes DC. Micah blogs regularly at 
<lambswar.com>.

Marks of the 
Resurrection

Micah Bales 

We live in a world that values the 
appearance of strength, health, 

and invulnerability. Most of us do our 
best to present ourselves as successful 
people, whether through job resumés 
or Facebook profiles. Sometimes, the 
pressure to seem successful can feel 
almost overwhelming.

Even when we put forward a 
positive image, we can’t escape from 
reality. No matter what anyone else 
thinks, we still have to live with the 
ways in which we are broken, unhappy, 
and unsuccessful. Whether or not we 
choose to be honest about it, each of us 
carries our own set of burdens.

As long as we try to meet the 
world’s expectations, we are trapped 
in our own secret experience of grief 
and despair. To live up to the demands 
of success, we must suppress and deny 
the reality of our own failure and pain. 
We are left alone with our own doubts 
and fears, prisoners of our own image 
of happiness and success.

There is a way out of this hidden 
bondage. In Jesus, we encounter a 
God who mourns; suffers shame and 
a painful death; and comes face to face 
with what it means to be a failure in the 
eyes of the world. When Jesus cried 
out in agony on the cross, he was not 
putting on some sort of a show for our 
benefit. He really meant it. He felt the 
full blunt force trauma of failure and 
a sense of abandonment by God. Not 
only did Jesus experience these things, 
he allowed us to see it happen. God did 
not hide his pain and weakness from 
us, but rather put it on display as an act 
of vulnerability and love.
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For those of us who choose to follow Jesus, our 
God will always be one who bears our wounds. Even 
after the triumph of the resurrection, he bears the marks 
of his suffering. Jesus forever demonstrates God’s 
power through his willingness to be weak, wounded, 
broken for us.

The risen Jesus is marked with wounds on his 
hands, feet and side. In the same way, as we embrace 
his resurrection life, our bodies must display the marks 
of our own trials. Are we willing to let others see us as 
we really are, even inviting them to touch our wounds? 
For those of us who choose to follow the Lamb who 
was slain, what does it look like to imitate the fearless 
weakness and vulnerability of our savior? Rather than 
suffering in isolation, hiding behind a false veneer of 
success, are we ready to bring our pain out into the 
light?

 The post “Marks of the Resurrection” appeared 
first on The Lamb’s War..

Stolen from My Own Life
Rhonda Ashurst

The first fear I can recall
   is of being kidnapped—
      stolen from the top of our driveway,
         while waiting for the school bus.

I remember racing down the driveway in a blind panic
   whenever a car slowed down and pulled off the road.

Maybe it was a premonition…

When I look back on my three marriages,
   I realize I was stolen from my own life.

I allowed it, perhaps,
   sought out what I felt I deserved?

I think it was familiar.
   I was used to having
      No Choice – No Voice.

I learned that when I displeased you,
  you got angry,
      grew silent,
         disappeared.

My greatest fear was being abandoned.

Like a pendulum I swung between these two fears:
   Being kidnapped, swallowed, devoured
  and
   Being abandoned, left, ice-olated.

I tried to please, to appease,
   then I would snap!
      Rebel, yell, run away.
I was a good, sweet wife
   Then
      I was gone.

Somehow my soul found ways to shine through,
   to travel its own path
      to connect with kindred spirits.

Now there is no need to appease or run.
   The long battle of my fears is over.
      The pendulum rocks gently and freely, back and forth,
         near the center and not to wild & destructive extremes.

I have peace at last
   with my Hidden Treasure
      nestled beside me.
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The Playboy
Rhonda Ashurst

I met you in a bar,
   should have been a clue…

Party
   Golf
      Beach volleyball

Endless fights over studying vs. playing

You wanted a traditional wife to have children
   tend the home fires and do the chores.

The panicked, choking suffocation I felt was an alarm 
ringing:

  GET OUT!!

Warning bells clanging in my body,
   reverberating through my feet.

I ran blindly into yet another wrong direction.
   One after another, it seems…

I missed you the most, because 
   when you were sweet it was so wonderful.
      But the Dark Twin was wildly unpredictable—
         clouds seemed to shadow your sun 
            suddenly and completely, without warning.

Later I found out:

   You also wanted a sugar mama
      To pay the way so you could play.

   Play with your sons,
      and the soccer moms
         of the other sons.
   
   Be a tri-athlete and an entrepreneur
      who never quite made enough to help with the bills.
  
   And ultimately left your second wife for one of your 

lovers.

The Shadow
Rhonda Ashurst

You were like a shadow,
    drifting in the background.

Sucking energy
   from behind a veil of disconnection.
      Delegating from your throne (or your phone).

I tried to be all the things you needed, until I 
snapped,

   breaking like a branch under heavy snow.

Lonely and exhausted, 
   I kicked toward the surface—
      Fresh Air – New Life 

The Firecracker 
Rhonda Ashurst

You were like a firecracker
   I held in my palm,
      waiting for you to explode.

One eye always open—
   watching…

Holding my breath, just slightly
   all the time.

I knew it was coming.
   So did you.

Rhonda Ashurst lives in Reno, 
Nevada where she l istens 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.
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You were right here
   under my nose,
      and I never allowed myself to
         see you.

I was always married.
   You were a colleague and friend, and
      always single.

When I would disappear,
   you would find me—
       reconnect us.

A touch stone, threaded through 
   the wild ups and downs of my life.

You took the job I walked out on;
   you lived in the house I moved out of.
      You visited my mother when I left the state.

And when my entire world collapsed, again,
   you were there to walk with me and listen,
      share your Jiffy Burger at the Little Wal.

That is when I first noticed:
   How startling your blue eyes are.
      How much I love your giggle.
           The muscles rippling under your blue shirt.
               Your cute, sexy body.

I let myself see you, and then quickly
   swept it back under the rug of oblivion,
      telling myself, “We are friends—don’t.”

But it wouldn’t leave me alone,
   this new way of seeing you, and
      feeling my body shiver when it brushed against 

yours.

Twitterpation!

I didn’t trust myself.
   My judgment was clearly flawed.
      I’d made repeated poor choices,
         followed by devastating life decisions.

Better to step away from Love’s Threshing Floor,
   I’d told myself.

I felt fiercely protective of you, of your precious 
heart

   also recently broken, again.

But then my desires and my heart took on a life of 
their own,

   and I couldn’t stand against the tidal surge that 
engulfed me. 

I let you see my feelings,
   surrendered to your response.

We were looking at pictures of my old life in 
Creede.

   You reached over and kissed me.
      I kissed you back.

Swept away by passion,
   willing to keep our hearts open after 
      all the heartbreak.

Go with the flow of it, I told myself.

We stepped up and embraced each other,
    the ultimate act of courage.
Discovered we are beautiful lovers—
    delicious—like strawberries and whipped cream
      on a hot summer evening.

Who knew?
   Why have you been hiding?
      I’m glad I finally found you—my 
         Hidden Treasure.

Hidden Treasure
Rhonda Ashurst
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The Power of 
Letting Go
Rosemary Ann Blanchard

I have been experiencing the power 
of letting go and trusting the Light 

and the leadings that are given. My 
experience has been in a very physical 
area, but it has touched me deeply in 
the Spirit. The following description 
is my first attempt to express where 
Spirit has taken me lately:

 I’ve been having a bit of a rough 
time in my recuperation from my fall 
off a high stool last April, with the 
accompanying broken thigh, messy leg 
surgery and, ultimately, hip replace-
ment. I have been both lame and timid 
on my legs. I’ve also been a good and 
diligent patient under the care of excel-
lent doctors and physical therapists. 
But I’m learning that the measures of 
my progress that we all were using may 
have been just a little off from the inner 
and outer world of my body’s healing. 
That disconnect was confusing my 
mind and spirit. 

The problem: Prior to my latest 
fall, I had already been struggling 
with the weakness of my knees, left 
ankle, and right knee as a result of an 
automobile accident 25 years ago. I 
tired easily, got lame easily, fell occa-
sionally (a scary experience as I age) 
and was often hesitant to embark on a 
long walk or a trip that would involve 
a lot of walking because I was afraid 
I would run out of steam before I got 
back to base. Then I fell from that stool 
and everything was brought to a shat-
tering halt for a while.

I was treated by an outstanding 
surgeon and had access to the best 
physical therapy—in-patient and out-
patient. At first I was ecstatic at the 
quality of care I was getting, which 
was so much more comprehensive than 
what I received before. 

Then I was discharged with in-
home and then outpatient physical 

rehabilitation. Each new step forward 
was cheered by my team. And, each 
step forward was greeted with antici-
pation of the next step forward. “Let’s 
see you walk around the block with 
your rollator (a walker with 4 wheels 
and a seat).” 

“OK, now let’s stop needing the 
rollator so much. I’ll follow with the 
rollator and let’s see how far you can 
get with your cane.” “That’s great! 
Pretty soon you won’t need the rollator 
at all. Maybe pretty soon after that you 
can forget the cane.” 

I was so eager to please that I 
“graduated” from my rollator and 
folded it away. Some day the cane goes 
too! Everybody was proud of me. I was 

proud of me. But, without wanting to 
admit it to myself, I was also scared. 
My legs hurt, especially when I walked 
a lot. I got incredibly tired. My steps 
would get all stumbly if I went too far. 
I fell down hard a couple of times and 
told no one. Fortunately nothing broke 
or dislocated. I walked very, very care-
fully. I didn’t want to fall. I didn’t want 
to exceed my range. 

I was so unsure of myself. But, I 
was making progress! Right? Progress 
is good! Right? Surely I wouldn’t want 
to go backward! My doctor assured me 
I would soon be bike riding. Actually, 
I hadn’t been able to ride a bike in the 
years since my auto accident, but OK, 
maybe I would.

I was not getting stronger at the 
rate I expected to. I was displeased 
with myself. Why couldn’t I go farther, 
longer when I started walking? Why 
did my legs get so sore by the end of 
the day? Why was I so tired? Wasn’t 

I committed enough to my recovery? 
Wasn’t I trying hard enough? I imag-
ined places I would like to go, but 
how would I get around? How would 
I get back?

Finally there was an event in Santa 
Fe I really wanted to be part of. How 
could I do it? How could I give it up? 
I was miserable. I wanted to walk 
around! Move! Feel the air!! I took out 
my rollator and, with a bit of a sense of 
defeat, started using it again. I walked 
around the block. Hmm. I walked to 
the nearby pharmacy. Hmmmm. I 
walked to the local hardware store, 
bought some supplies, came home and 
did a repair. Hmmmmmmmm! Yes, but 
I was hanging on to the rollator. Wasn’t 
that moving backward? I didn’t even 
dare tell my physical therapist that I 
was using the rollator again. Especially 
since I had not been a perfect patient in 
doing my assigned exercises.

I began to wonder if all rollators 
were as dowdy as the one I’d been 
assigned. Was it necessary to hunch 
over it like so many people do? Was 
it a sign of frailty that I was more 
comfortable walking if I held onto the 
rollator? I went online looking for a 
slightly better design. That’s where I 
discovered a Norwegian model which, 
according to the promotional material, 
was designed for people with wobbly 
legs who want to walk. They showed 
someone walking across a field, 
someone going to a village market, 
someone fishing. One model of the 
Norwegian rollator even had mini-skis 
as an accessory for going across snow. 
They talked about maintaining proper 
posture, a smooth open stride, etc., get-
ting around like a Person! I stared at it 
online off and on for a couple of weeks. 
Then I couldn’t stand it any more. 

I bought the “Euro-design” model 
online and bought a whole bunch of 
accessories—the market basket, the 
cane holder, a cushion for the seat. 
When my new toy arrived, I walked 
a mile the first day I used it. Then a 

But I was too frantically trying 
to get “better” to listen. What’s 
that? Let go??! Don’t worry 
about getting “better”? 
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couple of miles—easily to the market, 
all over town, onto the Railrunner 
commuter train and all over Santa Fe. 
I felt stronger. I worked up a sweat!!! 

Somewhere along the way, I 
found myself in a very contempla-
tive space as I looked at my beloved 
Sandia Mountains while a breeze blew 
through my hair as I walked along a 
street in my valley neighborhood:

Blessed Spirit, Dear Friend, 
you’ve been trying to tell me this for 
quite a while. I’ve felt someone, some-
thing, tapping my shoulder, trying to 
get my attention, but I was too franti-
cally trying to get “better” to listen. 
What’s that? Let go??! Don’t worry 
about getting “better”? But, aren’t I 
supposed to want to get better and 
work to accomplish it? Isn’t it better 
not to need a crutch like this rollator? 
Shouldn’t I want to become more fully 
independent? 

What’s that, Spirit? What did 
trying to become more independent 
get for me? You mean, I was so busy 
not needing my rollator and trying 
not to need my cane that I was afraid 
to take a real walk anywhere? Yeah, 
you’re right. I was practically becom-
ing housebound. I couldn’t walk across 
campus without ending up exhausted 
and in pain. So, what difference does it 
make if I never can walk very far with-
out my “wheels”? Maybe it doesn’t 
make any difference at all! 

Many friends and my physical 
therapist seemed to think I was taking 
a big step backwards. “Gee, what’s 
happened to you? Have you had a 
setback?” I explained that maybe I 
was finally moving forward. I had let 
go of trying to not need help and, with 
the help, I could now get all around 
my neighborhood. Some were uncon-
vinced: “Yes, well I can see that’s good 
for now. You probably need to do that 
for a while. But, don’t worry; pretty 
soon you’ll graduate from it. You’ll 
get better.” What if I always need it? 
Would that be so bad?

I walk two miles a day and am 
gradually increasing the distance. I 
have spent a whole day walking around 
a historic site. I use what I call my 
“track star model rollator” and I don’t 
get exhausted. I’m beginning to feel 
energetic again.

Suppose I never have a day again 
in my life when I don’t need my wheels 
to go any distance? Maybe, just maybe, 
that’s no big deal at all. When I walk 
around my neighborhood now, I feel 
very close to the Spirit, and sometimes 
positively bathed in Light. I’m not 
trying to do anything. I’m enjoying 
the air, the feel of the pavement (or 
the field) beneath my feet. I’m just 
being. I’m in the present moment. 
There is no goal. I really don’t care if 
I never become totally independent in 
my locomotion. It so doesn’t matter! 

A caring Presence walks along with 
me—as long as I just walk. I keep 
saying thanks inwardly, with a smile 
that says “thank you” outwardly, too. 

This is the most amazing experi-
ence of worship, of guidance, of being 
one with the earth, with Spirit. I don’t 
want to try to find the right words for 
all this because words just confine 
what I experience. Still, one thought 
keeps expressing itself, so I will try to 
capture it, “What if I never in my life 
worry about making progress ever 
again??!!” That would be, I believe, 
a state of Grace.

You might ask, “where can I get 
a rollator?” There are two models of 
the Access rollators and each has its 
own informational website. The one I 
got, the Access Breeze, is the shorter, 
lighter Access (fits people from 4’9” 

to 6’0” according to the manufacturer 
<breeze-walker.com/english>.

The real road warrior is the Access 
Active, a little heavier (20 lbs) and 
fits people from 5’3” and up <active-
walker.com/usa/home>. 

Each has a number of accessories. 
The Active has a cushion for the seat 
and the Breeze doesn’t. But the seats 
are similar enough in size and shape 
that I bought an Active seat cushion 
and use it on my Breeze, because the 
seat is a little hard.

Both can be ordered online through 
Amazon.com or Walmart and possibly 
through CVS. I would price shop. The 
accessories I got through a different 
vendor, Wendy’s Walkers <wen-
dyswalkers.com>. Somebody called 
elderlux sells them too. I shopped 
around and got the lowest price on the 
rollator (same price at either Walmart 
online or Amazon) and got my cane 
holder, tray, seat cushion from Wendy’s 
walkers. Then I got a really cool carry-
ing bag that goes on the front from the 
US distributor. My Breeze came with 
its own shopping basket. It’s impor-
tant to make sure this comes with the 
model and does not have to be ordered 
separately because it’s so perfect for a 
short trip to the market. The Active has 
a below-the-seat soft basket. 

There are a few American rolla-
tor companies that are catching on to 
this model with names like the Drive 
Nitro Euro-style, the Jazz and Jazz 
Dolomite. I recently acquired the Hugo 
Sidekick model <www.hugoanywhere.
com/products/hugo-sidekick-side-
folding-rolling-walker-with-a-seat/> 
that is convenient for short people like 
me. It is even lighter than the Access 
Breeze. I just came back from a Dia 
de los Muertos fiesta with traditional 
Mexican dancers in Old Town Plaza 
in Albuquerque and I was able to 
navigate through the crowd and over 
the cobblestones (larger wheels) to the 
event and sit down on my rollator to 
watch the show. 

I was finally moving forward. 
I had let go of trying to not 
need help and, with the help, 
I could now get all around my 
neighborhood. 
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an estranged friend was Suggested 
to me, a letter requesting a chance to 
re-establish our old friendship. The 
letter was almost, but not quite, dic-
tated to me; the line of approach to 
my old friend, how to request a second 
chance, certainly was suggested, and 
it reflected my current thinking about 
my responsibility for the estrangement.

Even thinking about this former 
friend often caused hallucinations. I 
had chosen not to contact him for sev-
eral years, in order to do what I could to 
prevent hearing voices. Yet here I was, 
coming out of that deep inner silence, 
in worship, with the Suggestion that 
I not only write to him but request 
renewed contact. Silent worship con-
tinued, while I weighed whether the 
suggestion came from God or some 
very sick aspect of self.

The line of approach made a lot of 
good sense: I was to be honest about 
my faults in the friendship, explain 
how much I’d learned in GROW about 
how to be a real friend to someone of 
the opposite sex, and request a chance 
to do better; I felt it would help me 
continue my psychological healing if 
we were friends. (The unspoken sub-
text was that if I knew occasionally 
how he was, I wouldn’t feel the need 
to wake up in the night hearing voices 
telling me how he was.)

That was the line of reasoning 
suggested: a caring, honest, humble, 
clear effort to reconcile. Was it God’s 
suggestion, or was it ego-based? I 
didn’t know. But it did come unbid-
den during worship—I hadn’t been 
thinking about my former friend at 
all, before or during worship that day. 
And two months earlier I’d received 
an enormous blessing, to be able to 
pray again. I decided to take one small 
step—write the letter—and then see if 
I were free within to mail it.

At home that afternoon, I sat under 
my apple tree and composed the letter. 
It took most of the afternoon, written 
one sentence at a time, doing my best to 

write it exactly as it had been suggested 
in worship. I think there wasn’t a single 
strike-out due to word choice (although 
once my fingers stuttered and I crossed 
out something illegible and rewrote 
it.) So…now the letter was written, 
and I seemed clear to mail it. I walked 
to a corner post box. I knew there’d 
be an afternoon pickup on holidays. 
The letter would start its cross-country 
journey on Memorial Day.

With the letter halfway into the 
mail slot, I hesitated. Was I really that 
much better that I could stay sane if we 
were in touch? What made me think 
I could learn to be sane, even, if we 
were in touch? Did I really want to be 
rejected one more time—bad enough 
to request another chance? But the 
letter had come to me during worship, 
it felt right, and I should respect and 
trust that. I dropped the letter in the 
box.

What followed was the absolute 
worst 15 months of my life. One thing 
I’d been justly praised for in GROW 
was my “compassionate leadership;” I 
chose always to challenge my friends’ 
maladjusted behaviors without indicat-
ing they were even more flawed human 
beings than most of them were already 
convinced they were. I have had plenty 
of role models for “abusive 12 Step 
challenging.” I have worked hard 
always to leave people feeling they 
were worthy of extending real efforts 
to change their ways. 

I had many opportunities to prac-
tice compassionate leadership with my 
friend. I advocated for him, and for me; 
it’s not that I wasn’t royally angry on 
one occasion, but I always maintained 
a clear internal sense that he was valu-
able in God’s eyes. In my perception, 
his choices were repeatedly unethical. 
I was increasingly losing respect for 
his choices, but not for his intrinsic 
worth. I was so grateful for this second 
chance at the friendship. I didn’t want 
to blow it.

I love my new freedom of mobil-
ity. As I said in my little missive, it 
even has released a spiritual dimen-
sion for me as I walk along a street 
in my neighborhood or to the local 
little park and watch the sun set over 
Los Volcanes to the West as it lights 
up the Sandia Mountains to the East. 
It’s been so long since I could do this 
comfortably that I had almost forgotten 
this was how I used to re-center myself 
when prayer and meditation came hard.

Rosemary Ann Blanchard has recently 
retired from California State University, 
Sacramento, and returned to Albuquerque, 
New Mexico. “Sometimes your achey, 
break-y body just refuses to cooperate with 
your spiritual aspirations...and it’s time 
to fidget your way to enlightenment even 
when your sciatic nerve flairs.”

God Made the 
Best of It

Mariellen Gilpin

In 1994 I had been troubled by 
periodic hallucinations for sixteen 

years, drugged into a stupor in order 
to achieve any semblance of func-
tionality. Thanks to six years in a 12 
Step program called GROW, I’d been 
able to reduce the medications and 
achieve enough alertness to return to 
professional employment. Life was 
still heavily circumscribed. 

There had been a significant heal-
ing a few months earlier. Once a week 
for seven weeks, I had been enabled, 
by God alone, to release seven demons. 
As a result, now I could pray without 
hallucinating—something I’d not 
been able to do for six years. It was 
now two months in which I continued 
to hallucinate regularly, but not as a 
consequence of praying. Gratitude was 
too small a word for what I felt.

It was Sunday of Memorial Day 
weekend, 1994. I was in worship. As 
often happened for me in worship, 
I had spent some time in deep inner 
silence. Then…it was as if a letter to 
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I functioned. My GROW years 
served me well. I went to my job, I 
took care of the house, I went to wor-
ship. There were some significant 
milestones of psychological healing 
that encouraged me to persist in my 
efforts to get better, to manage the 
friendship better. Finally, I realized my 
life would be shortened quite dramati-
cally if I didn’t cut off all contact, ever 
again. I was so exhausted! I can claim 
no credit for thinking it through on my 
own. God intervened—not in a voice, 
just by making good sense available 
in my extreme need. I understood for 
the first time that while I was doing 
my best, my friend had no intention of 
doing better. I was hanging onto thin 
air. I also understood that much as I 
still cared about him, to continue as 
we were was to put his soul at risk—he 
could not have the opportunity to make 
better choices as long as I was around. 
God enabled me to let go the relation-
ship once for all, not because I thought 
it’d be easy, but because I knew God 
would help me get along without him. 
It was not that I cared any less, or that 
I was any less addicted to the relation-
ship. I simply knew that he was not 
good for me, nor interested in trying to 
learn better choices. I chose life.

I wish I could say for certain that 
God suggested I write that letter in 
1994 so that I could come to know, 
deep in the marrow of my bones, I 
wanted nothing further to do with my 
friend. Because of that gut-level deci-
sion in August of 1995, I was freed to 
become really well. It took another 
decade to complete my journey to heal-
ing, but managing the dissociation that 
causes me to hear voices has become 
second nature. I don’t know that God 
prompted me to renew contact with 
that former friend. I’ve read that God 
never tempts us, after all. 

But I wonder if God might have 
suggested I send the letter so that I 
could learn the next, very hard lesson, 

a lesson God was ready to guide me 
through. After I sent the letter, I knew 
for sure I had done all I could to heal 
that relationship. I was forced at last to 
face reality, hard as it was, and I was 
guided through that pain. We addicts 
are very good at feeding our addictions 
rather than ourselves; God knows the 
stuff we hide from ourselves, and how 
to heal it, if we really choose to heal. 
God knew what I needed, which in 
this case was not what I wanted—and 
also what I absolutely had to give up 
wanting in order to heal. 

All I can say for sure is, if God 
did not actually suggest that letter, 
God knew I’d done my best to discern 
whether to send it, and helped me do 
my very best with that renewed rela-
tionship. God walked that journey by 
my side and helped me make a choice 
in the end that permitted real psycho-
logical healing. God made the best of 
the letter if sending it was not God’s 
idea. Praise God!

laying on of hands. I wanted to help 
others with their ills, so therefore 
God wanted me to, right? Not quite. 
Hugh Barbour cautioned that many 
modern Quakers confuse their desires, 
however well-intentioned, with what 
God would have them do, and I was/
am one of those Quakers. And just 
because a healing Flow sometimes 
starts up spontaneously doesn’t nec-
essarily mean God wants me to offer 
healing touch for that person at that 
moment—or while I’m in this frame 
of mind. It’s frame of mind I want to 
write about now.

During my years of recovery, I 
learned to ask myself several ques-
tions before offering help of any sort, 
let alone healing touch. First, Do I 
want to be Little Ms. Fixit today? I 
spent a lot of time and thought and 
effort while growing up, trying to put 
out fires my mother’s impulsiveness 
created for the family. My earliest 
childhood fantasies were about fixing 
her problems for her—taking care of 
someone who wasn’t taking appropri-
ate care of herself. This is not a good 
mindset with which to approach any 
problem in life, let alone an illness: 
someone can be suffering terribly with 
diabetes, for instance, but until she has 
decided to stop snacking on peanut 
butter milk shakes, trying to relieve 
her neuropathic pain is like pouring 
water into a holey bucket. God checks 
whether the owner of the bucket is 
working to patch it before he pours 
healing love into it. I needed to learn 
to let go the outcome before praying 
for another’s healing.

A related question I learned to 
ask myself is, “Am I anxious about 
my loved one’s situation?” Noticing 
my anxiety helps me recognize Little 
Ms. Fixit is on the case, rather than 
someone who is listening for God. 
Anxiety—that is to say, what-iffing—
almost always precedes making really 
dumb choices. When my mother was 

Sticky Fingers: 
Letting Go the 

Outcome in 
Prayer

Mariellen Gilpin

God’s economy is all about cause 
and effect: if I act largely to 

relieve my own anxiety, deleterious 
long-term consequences will result—
most likely in my case, a night spent 
hallucinating, and probably having 
contracted the other’s malady besides. 
It was this sort of dynamic that caused 
me to be diagnosed mentally ill in 
1978. I did a great deal of soul-search-
ing in the months and years afterwards. 
I came to understand I had dived 
head-first into healing touch without 
first—or ever, actually—checking 
whether God wanted me to practice 
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anxious, any action felt better to her 
than taking no action, and anxious 
decisions were almost always disas-
trous. Short-term fixes had long-term 
undesired consequences. When Jesus 
told us, “Be not anxious,” I hear him 
telling me not to set myself up to do 
something obviously stupid. This is 
just as true when offering healing 
touch as when we notice our loved 
one has grabbed a full carton of eggs 
in neuropathic hands. I need to let go 
the outcome. My short-term anxiety 
and frustration are a small price to pay 
for giving her occasion to re-think her 
choices. What’s losing a dozen eggs, 
anyway, compared to my loved one 
getting a little wiser? 

For thirty years, I have worked 
to interrupt that rush to Fix a loved 
one’s problems my way. (As a matter 
of fact, it may have been exactly thirty 
years, although I have no way to docu-
ment the exact dates. All I can say for 
sure is that it was late August of 1978 
when the gift was taken away, and late 
August of 2008 when it was restored.) 
When the gift was restored, I think my 
very next question was, “But what if 
my loved one’s life were hanging in 
the balance?” Anxiety is one thing; a 
life-and-death matter is, well, a life-
and-death matter. If my husband col-
lapses I call the ambulance, of course, 
but may I offer healing touch while we 
wait? How far does God want me to 
take this letting-go the outcome when 
I pray for healing? Jesus set a pretty 
high standard in Gethsemane when he 
said, “Nevertheless, let it be unto me 
according to thy will.” That’s carrying 
letting go the outcome pretty far. For 
me, the question truly was a tough 
conundrum: God wanted me to love 
my husband and want the best for him 
always. How could I possibly pray for 
his healing in that someday-emergency 
without having sticky fingers about the 
outcome? I wanted him to live. I loved 

him. God wanted me to love him. How 
could I let go the outcome, and why 
bother to pray for his healing, anyway, 
if I couldn’t get his healing in return?

So how have I worked to answer 
that question? Idea One: Nobody gets 
out of this alive. Idea Two: Maybe 
what needs to be healed in that awful 
moment would not be my husband’s 
life, but something else. Idea Three: 
Life without quality of life is not some-
thing I’d wish on my worst enemy, let 
alone my wonderful husband. Idea 
Four: How do I know what would 
really be best for him in that life-and-
death moment? I don’t. God does. Idea 
Five: I need to carry to God in my heart 
my husband’s health and say, “Thy will 
be done.” Idea Six: I have to mean it. 
Saying, “Thy will be done” when I 
don’t mean it from the bottom of my 
heart doesn’t have any healing effect. 
It’s gotta come from my gut. 

I’d wrapped my mind around 
those six ideas. Sort of. How could my 
heart get with the Program when my 
mind already had more than it could 
handle? If the chips were down, my 
middle name would be Sticky Fingered 
Prayer. I laid the question at God’s feet 
and waited. 

A short time later, a unitive experi-
ence in prayer filled me with love for 
God. Like the Psalmist, my cup ran 
over; I was completely, utterly devoted 
to God. And in that moment of ecstatic 
union, I was invited to pray for my hus-
band. Not that his life was in jeopardy 
at that moment; not at all. I hesitated, 
because of those thirty years of training 
not to be Little Ms. Fixit. Then I under-
stood: “Oh! Now I get it!! All I have 
to do is love the Lord my God with all 
my mind and heart and soul, and my 
husband as myself! I do love God…in 
this moment, anyway…and it’s okay 
to ask for blessing and healing for my 
husband because God really, honestly, 

does come first in this moment!” And 
so I prayed, “My Love, it’s my under-
standing that you are inviting me to 
pray in blessing and healing for John, 
and so I ask: If it indeed be thy will, 
may he have what he needs.” The Flow 
was deep and wide and long, and so 
was—and is—my gratitude. That’s 
what letting go the outcome means 
for me: What God wills is what is 
best for my husband; in this moment I 
can love and trust God so completely 
that what God wills in that someday-
emergency is something I can indeed 
be completely in harmony with.

In a very important way, that 
moment of union with God set my 
heart at rest, although for some months 
after I worried that my intent to love 
God and my practice might not match 
up. But that, too, has begun to resolve. 
My husband and I recently celebrated 
our golden wedding anniversary—our 
fiftieth year of intimacy. Intimacy isn’t 
always about ecstasy. It’s sometimes 
about unclogging the toilet, or other 
less-than-romantic choices to do main-
tenance for the sake of the relationship. 
After the bliss, the laundry is just as 
true in loving God as it is in marriage. 
In marriage it’s about being honest 
about my feelings when honesty is 
hard; it’s about trust when I’m scared 
and forgiveness when I’m angry. It’s 
about working hard to be faithful to 
the promises we made. God and I have 
made promises too, and keeping them 
won’t always be easy for me, but I’m 
committed to do my best to keep them. 
I’m in the marriage for the long haul 
no matter what, and I will love God 
best I can for the long haul, too. No 
matter what.

Mariellen Gilpin is an editor of WCTS 
and a member of Urbana-Champaign 
meeting, Illinois. God is alive and well 
and still in the business of changing lives 
for the better.
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Asy lums ,  Trea tment  Centers 
and Genetic Jails: A History of 
Minnesota’s State Hospitals. Michael 
Resman, M.A., O.T.R (retired). North 
Star Press of St. Cloud, Inc. St. Cloud, 
MN 2013. Reviewed by Mariellen 
Gilpin.

The cover photo of Resman’s book 
sets the tone: it depicts two men 

in suits presiding over 17 bedridden 
patients crowded together. Resman, 
an editor of WCTS, admits up front 
that he is an advocate for people 
with mental disabilities, and that his 
research in the records of the Public 
Welfare Department often moved him 
to tears. Few treatment options, over-
crowding, neglect, and small staffs led 
to wide use of restraints. In the 1950’s, 
psychiatry introduced insulin, shock 
treatments, and lobotomies to restrain 
patients, but in the sixties, such dam-
aging treatments were abandoned in 
favor of medications. In recent years, 
widespread discharges into group 
homes, nursing homes or local commu-
nities have caused several Minnesota 
state hospitals to be converted into 
prisons, with a few buildings still in 
use for treatment programs.

The state hospitals housed alcohol-
ics; deaf and blind children; feeble-
minded children (who tended to be 
recent immigrants’ children); lunatics; 
crippled, deformed, diseased and indi-
gent children; TB patients; epileptics; 
geriatric patients; delinquent girls over 
the age of eight (who could be released 
when sterilized); the criminally insane; 
orphans; and people in the end stages 
of syphilis. Diagnosis was haphazard: 
masturbation was listed as mental ill-
ness for 185 patients. The eugenics 
movement, that is to say, preventing 
people with disabilities from reproduc-
ing, was based on flawed science (most 

women committed as “feeble-minded” 
would have passed the Stanford-Binet 
nicely) and acted as a thin disguise for 
racial and class prejudice. The genetic 
jails were also heavily biased against 
women: Resman writes, “…someone 
could be rich and retarded, rich and 
promiscuous, rich, pregnant and single 
and not be sterilized. Or, someone 
could be on welfare and have too many 
children, poor and have a handicapped 
child, poor and have a dirty home, poor 
and turned in for promiscuity, poor and 
pregnant and be sterilized.”

Because of understaffing and 
overcrowding, many patients were put 
to work helping run the institutions. 
Their lot was much preferable to that of 
patients in one building where a third 
were in restraints and a dozen chil-
dren were found tied to toilets. Severe 
neglect resulted in many deaths due 
to suicide and poor medical care. The 
term “passive euthanasia” had been 
widely linked to institutional deaths 
as early as 1915; during the first half 
of the 20th century, patients in some 
Minnesota hospitals died at the rate 
of two a week. The flu epidemic of 
1918 in the state hospitals had over 
four times the death rate in the general 
population. A third of the state’s mental 
patients in 1950 were infected with TB; 
while euthanasia may not have been 
institutional policy, Resman writes, 
“Institutional indifference to the sur-
vival of the insane was in keeping with 
eugenics.”

Who was to blame? Resman 
quotes Pogo: “We have met the enemy 
and he is us.” He documents our mar-
ginalization and lack of dignity and 
respect for our fellow human beings. 
Those who do not study history are 
bound to repeat it, so Resman has 
written this history that we might not 
forget our past.

The Mailmen of Elmwood. Michael 
Resman. North Star Press of St. Cloud, 
Inc., St. Cloud, Minnesota, 2013.
Reviewed by Mariellen Gilpin

Mike Resman, a WCTS editor, 
began his career as an occupa-

tional therapist in a Minnesota state 
hospital in 1972. It was a soul-searing 
experience. He came to know patients’ 
life-shattering experiences while in 
hospital “care”: lobotomies, insulin 
shock and crippling electroconvulsive 
treatments, along with extreme institu-
tional neglect and maltreatment. When 
the state hospital closed, the cemetery 
with its unmarked graves was deeded 
to the county. Mike often went there 
to pray, and vowed someday he would 
tell the patients’ stories. This fictional 
account is the result.

The narrative follows two patients, 
Jack and Billy, trustees who carry the 
mail within the hospital. We meet staff 
both kind and malevolent, and other 
trustees who make the understaffed 
institution function. Weasel, the super-
visor who brutally beat Jack when he 
first came to the hospital, has arranged 
for the staff doctor to drug Jack into a 
vegetable. Jack prepares his escape. 

We are kept in suspense, wonder-
ing until the very last page whether 
Jack or Weasel will succeed. Along the 
way, we learn of a forced abortion and 
meet Mary, whose lobotomy wounds 
continue to leak years later. We smell 
the feces of patients restrained in their 
beds on a hot summer day, and meet a 
patient who steals the socks off other 
patients’ feet. The book is a fitting 
memorial to the untold numbers of 
patients whose anonymous lives and 
deaths we have witnessed through 
Resman’s artistry.

Book Reviews
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A Year with Rilke. Anita Barrow and 
Joanna Macy. Reviewed by Anne 
Scherer.

I used A Year with Rilke as my daily 
devotional guide for 2013. This is 

a lovely book, encompassing a wide 
variety of his work and spanning many 
years. It is a collection of Rainer Maria 
Rilke’s poetry, sonnets, notes from his 
journal, and excerpts from Letters to a 
Young Poet. 

“I love all beginnings, despite 
their anxiousness and their 
uncertainty, which belongs to 
every commencement.…if I 
doubt the worth of an experience 
and remain in my past—then 
I choose to begin at this very 
second.” (An excerpt from “I 
Choose to Begin.”)

The book gives the reader an 
opportunity to be exposed to a wide 
variety of Rilke’s work, talents and 
perception of life. The works of 
Rainier Maria Rilke are contempla-
tive. By using A Year with Rilke for 
daily devotions, not only did I have 
something to think about, but also for 
meditation and prayer. 

I could spend more than a year 
with Rilke; I could spend a lifetime, 
reading his poetry and other written 
works. Rilke’s writing reaches beyond 
the mind and digs down deeper, 
touches the heart, the spirit, one’s very 
soul. Emotions are stirred up and the 
reader is moved to feel…something. 
That is the essence of poetry, to feel.

And you wait. You wait for the 
one thing that will change your 
life, make it more than it is—
something wonderful, exceptional, 
stones wakening, depths 
opening to you. (An excerpt from 
“Remembering.”)

The Willpower Inst inct:  How 

Self-Control Works, Why It Matters, 
and What You Can Do to Get More of 
It. Kelly McGonigal, Ph.D. Avery, a 
member of the Penguin Group (USA), 
NY, 2012. Reviewed by Mariellen 
Gilpin.

McGonigal’s entertaining and 
helpful book is based on her 

popular Stanford University course, 
“The Science of Willpower.” She 
focuses on the most common will-
power mistakes we all make. Each 
chapter dispels a common misconcep-
tion about self-control and gives us a 
new way to appoach our willpower 
challenges. For every willpower mis-
take, she invites the reader to conduct 
an autopsy: What leads to our down-
fall? What is the fatal error, and why 
do we make it? How can we turn the 
knowledge of how we fail into strate-
gies for success? 

She invites us to become will-
power scientists by making ourselves 
the subject of our own real world study. 
For each willpower strategy, we are to 
test the idea in our own lives, and find 
out what works for us. Each chapter 
contains two kinds of “homework.” 

First, we are to pay attention to 
how an idea is already operating in 
our lives. How do we talk to ourselves 
about a willpower challenge: what do 
we say when we procrastinate, for 
instance, and how do we judge our 
willpower successes and failures? 
These are not opportunities to beat 
ourselves up; she asks us to be non-
judgmental observers of ourselves. 

Each chapter also contains will-
power experiments, in which we 
apply a strategy to a real-life chal-
lenge and, again, observe the results 
nonjudgmentally. (Consider your cus-
tomary behaviors to be your “control 
group” as you conduct these willpower 
experiments—M.G.) 

McGonigal recommends picking a 
single willpower challenge as we test 
every suggestion in the book. There 
are ten chapters, and she recommends 
spending a week on each chapter, 
trying out one new strategy for self-
control per week, and reporting what 
works best. If we want to read the 
whole book at once, do so, but then 
return to the book on a chapter-by-
chapter basis.

Chapter 1. Willpower is actually 
three powers—I will, I won’t, and I 
want—that help us to be a better ver-
sion of ourselves. A regular breath 
meditation practice improves blood 
flow and increases gray matter in the 
areas of the brain where willpower 
happens.

Chapter 2. Willpower is a biologi-
cal instinct, like stress, that evolved to 
help protect us from ourselves. We can 
physiologically improve our state of 
mind and body so as to make it easier 
to resist temptation.

Chapter 3. Self-control is like a 
muscle. It gets tired from use, but regu-
lar exercise makes it stronger. Eating 
a low-glycemic diet helps keep energy 
constant, which improves our ability 
to make wiser choices when stressed.

Chapter 4. When we turn will-
power challenges into measures of 
moral worth, being good gives us 
permission to be bad. For better self-
control, forget virtue, and focus on 
goals and values. It’s better strategy to 
commit to eating the rest of the week 
exactly what you eat today—it helps 
us keep in mind the consequences of 
today’s choices.

Chapter 5. Our brains mistake the 
promise of reward for a guarantee of 
happiness, so we chase satisfaction 
from things that do not deliver. Desire 
is neither good nor bad. We can use our 
desire to help us be our best self. What 
matters is what we let desire point us 
toward.

Book Reviews
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Chapter 6. Feeling bad leads to 
giving in, and being self-compassion-
ate about mistakes makes us more 
likely to hold ourselves to account.

Chapter 7. The longer we have to 
wait for a reward, the less it is worth 
to us. Giving ourselves a mandatory 
10-minute delay while reminding 
ourselves of our longterm goal helps 
us resist temptation, as does not keep-
ing the desired reward in plain sight. 
Conversely, tell yourself to do the hard 
thing (clean house, for instance) for 
ten minutes while reminding yourself 
about your longterm goal, and then 
you can quit.

Chapter 8. Self-control is influ-
enced by our peer group, making both 
willpower and temptation contagious. 
Choose your friends carefully, and then 
check in with each other weekly about 
your goals.

Chapter 9. Trying to suppress 
thoughts, emotions, and cravings 
backfires and makes you more likely 
to think, feel, or do the thing you most 
want to avoid. Give yourself permis-
sion to think or feel an unwelcome 
thought without acting on it, and it 
becomes less likely to control you.

Chapter 10. If there is a secret for 
greater self-control, the science points 
to one thing: the power of paying atten-
tion. Self-awareness will help you do 
what is difficult, and what matters 
most. 

McGonigal advises us to re-define 
our “I won’t” challenge into an “I 
will;” learn to observe our thinking, 
feeling and choosing; and avoid judg-
ing ourselves when we make willpower 
mistakes. The Willpower Instinct could 
be the basis for a ten-week self-help 
group, with participants each work-
ing on their own willpower challenge 
and holding themselves accountable 
among friends.
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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, 
com¬plete 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>. 
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Holding On and 
Letteing Go

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 


