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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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What Canst Thou Say?

Divine Love                                                                        Susan Hefte

I learned this mantra easily thirty-five years ago. I have 
repeated it often and it has found its way into many of 

my writings. This morning I lived it, felt it all through my 
being, to the point of sensing my physical boundaries disap-
pearing. The experience was so amazing that I stayed in that 
still, silent place of immersion for an hour and a half, then 
returned slowly.

I began my meditation time by repeating the entire pas-
sage; then I focused on it line by line. This is when I seemed 
to be losing my physical edges; when surrender meant relin-
quishing my separate self into the Divine Whole; when the 
experience started taking over the words in my head. From 
that point on I disappeared to myself; my thinking-feeling 
self was gone somehow;

The Divine Self was all there was ...
Enfolds Me

Yes, I welcomed the Embrace. It was so tender, like a 
child sinking into her mother’s safe and familiar body.
And Fills Me

I breathed in the Divine like a fish in water, and lost 
the distinction. I recognized this experience only later as I 
emerged; as I came back to thinking, to feeling my physical 
body, and enjoying the sweet promise of:
And I go forth in Peace.

Susan Hefte attends St. Petersburg (FL) Friends Meeting. She has 
attended Pendle Hill Quaker Study Center on and off for several 
years, most recently 2003. From her years there, she became a 
convinced Quaker. She joined a small group in her local meeting, 
studying mystical Quakerism through worship and discussion.

From the Editors:
Early Friends believed there were critical 
moments in everyone’s life when opportunity 
(God, if you will) knocks. They were said to 
know these moments “experimentally”, i.e., as 
something unequivocal  and evidential.  A vision, 
a poem, an inexplicable occurrence, a loving 
presence, a humorous episode, an insight, form 
the substance of these moments in the lives of 
our contributors. 
We had space for all the submissions in this print 
version except a delightful essay by Mariellen 
Gilpin entitled “God is my Plumber,” so we put 
it on our blog, worshipsharinginprint.wordpress.
com.  

— Bill Mueller with Mariellen Gilpin

Love that created all that is, 
 so beyond my comprehension, 
 even though, “I am that also.”
Surrounds Me
Divinity that is in every breath,
  in every sight and sound and sensation.
Divine Love
Surrounds me, Enfolds me, and Fills me. 
And, I go forth in Peace.
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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 Muriel Dimock, Lissa 
Field, Mariellen Gilpin, 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 Michael 
Resman <wtcssubscriptions@
gmail.com> or WCTS, 815 9th 
Street SW, Rochestor MN 55902.

When I was in the Army, I was a 
paratrooper. On my sixth jump 

I dropped like stone. Just before I hit 
the ground, my chute opened up and I 
landed like a leaf. I came in standing 
up. If it had been two or three seconds 
later, I would have been pretty well 
smashed up on the ground.

When I was farming, I was driving 
my combine down the road on Rt. 89 
at almost two o’clock in the morning, 
when all at once the lights went out. 
I got it off the road, but I could not 
see. When I came back the next day 
there was a limb off a tree eight feet 

in front of my combine cab. If I had 
gone another four feet it would have 
smashed me. So I keep thinking I must 
have a guardian angel who has taken 
care of me, and I should do something 
with my life.

Clance Wilson was invited to share his 
spiritual journey during Illinois Yearly 
Meeting’s annual sessions. Because he had 
cancer, Maurine Pyle recorded his stories 
and shaped them into a narrative. Clance 
died before annual sessions, and a number 
of Friends shared the task of reading the 
stories aloud on Sunday morning before 
worship, a session that is published on 
the Illinois Yearly Meeting website <iym.
quaker.org/plummer/2005.html>.

A Guardian Angel?
by Clance Wilson (As told by Maurine Pyle)

Some Directions to the 
Panting Soul

Isaac Penington
Arranged by David Hadley Finke 

Give over thine own willing,
 Give over thine own running,
  Give over thine own desiring
   to know or be anything.

Sink down to the seed that God sows in thy heart.
 Let that seed be in thee,
  and grow in thee,
   and breathe in thee
    and act in thee,

And thou shalt find by sweet experience
 that the Lord knows that
  and loves
   and owns that. ...

[And the Lord will remain with that
 which is His portion in thee.
  God] will lead it to the inheritance of life.

David Hadley Finke attends Columbia Meeting, Missouri, 
and  is a former clerk of Illinois Yearly Meeting. A printer by 
trade, he runs a fast food joint for his resident squirrels, and 
is an avid photographer of his customers.
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The Dog
Joy Belle Conrad-Rice

It was a warm autumn afternoon 
two years ago in British Columbia, 

Canada. A dozen of us had gathered 
together for our semi-annual retreat 
and a traditional honoring of harvest 
at an organic farm. The setting was 
graced with abundance of fruit on 
trees, vegetables in the ground, and 
herbs above ground. As we arrived, 
a wiry short-haired medium-sized 
dog greeted us. This dog had the full 
run of the house and sundeck as we 
went about settling in, preparing food 
and eating together, wandering the 
grounds, and experiencing Meetings 
for Worship and for Business in a 
splendid setting overlooking a bustling 
canyon river.  

My experience was marred by the 
choice of our host and hostess not to 
rein in the dog while we were eating. I 
objected to the dog’s being allowed to 
bustle about under the table and bump 
into our legs. I was wearing what we 
used to call “pedal pushers,” which 
left my lower legs available, and this 
dog took the opportunity to lick them 
energetically while I was trying to eat. 
In reaction I swooshed him away and 
tried to ignore the saliva making my 

legs feel itchy. I had already asked 
the hostess if the dog couldn’t be kept 
outside while we were eating. Not a 
successful request.

It happened on Sunday morning at 
Meeting for Worship. After focusing 
on the dog and our hostess as well as 
others in the circle, I settled in quickly 
to a deep meditation, a centering that 
left me motionless with my hands 
stationed close to my hips, palms up, 
thighs available. The dog, who had 
plopped himself at the foot of our 
hostess during the first part of worship, 
got up suddenly and trotted halfway 
around our circle to me, whereupon 
he sat himself down against the denim 
jeans of my right leg, his shut jaw rest-
ing on my thigh, his eyes closed. His 
body heat and bulk pressed against my 
leg. Neither of us moved or twitched 
until the rise of Meeting. Then the dog 
lifted himself up and returned to the 
feet of our hostess. Others in our circle 
remarked about this phenomenon, but 
no one had an explanation for it that 
was other than speculation.

Normally I shy away from dogs, 
given that I am very sensitive to 
their saliva and dander. I confess that 
throughout this weekend my thoughts 
had gone the way of pondering (some-
times intensely) why the dog was 
allowed to wander at will among us 
and why that was important to him 
and our hosts.  

This dog was used to being in the 
silence of worship at the feet of the two 
people he lived with. But he chose to 
sit with one who had not made friends 
with him over the weekend. His solid 
quietness and contentment in this 
extended moment tells me he knew 
instinctively how to befriend me, a 
human. Ah, the wisdom of dogs….

Joy Belle Conrad-Rice commutes between 
Seattle and Kamloops, British Columbia, 
Canada, where she is a member of Vernon 
Monthly Meeting in interior British 
Columbia. She was formerly a member 
of University Friends Meeting in Seattle, 
Washington.

Humbled to Be 
Chosen

Marcia J. Jones

In September 1977, I lost someone 
very dear to me, my pastor. I had 

been a volunteer at the church and 
typed many of his sermons for him. I 
was also good friends with his wife. 
I took trips with them; we exchanged 
gifts; and they felt like parents to me. 
Suddenly, without warning, Pastor 
Ward died of a heart attack. I could 
not believe it. I had buried my father 
in 1966, and I had grieved terribly 
over his death. However, I think this 
sudden death of my surrogate father 
hurt even worse. 

About a month after Pastor Ward’s 
death, I was lying in bed trying to fall 
asleep. All of a sudden, I felt myself 
go up to the ceiling. As I looked down, 
I saw my body on the bed completely 
still. I could see my husband fast 
asleep. At once, I felt a relaxed sensa-
tion, and the most wonderful peace 
I have ever felt. Happiness over-
whelmed me. I saw a bright yellow 
light, and it was beautiful. 

I remember thinking, “This is 
so great, Lord. I never want to leave 
you.” How did I know it was God? I 
just did. I can’t explain it other than 
to say I felt peace and love. Just as I 
was basking in his glorious presence, I 
heard a voice say, “Your children need 
you. It is not your time. You must go 
back. You need to raise your sons.” I 
didn’t want to leave the light, but I also 
knew it was not my time

At that very moment, I looked 
down and saw my husband with his 
hand on my stomach. He later told me 
that he was sleeping soundly, and all 
at once, he awoke with the thought, 
“Pray for Marcia.” He said he rolled 
over and put his hand on my stomach. 
He said he could not feel or hear me 
breathing. He began to pray. As he did, 
I felt myself descend lower and lower 
until I was back in my body. I opened 

my eyes and really couldn’t speak 
except to listen to my husband telling 
me what had occurred. We were both 
humbled that we were chosen to have 
this experience. 

The next day, I shared this super-
natural event with Pastor Ward’s wife. 
She said she believed God gave me this 
experience so I would know Pastor 
Ward was happier now than he had 
ever been on earth. I have never wished 
him back again.
Marcia J. Jones is a retired social worker 
living in Fort Meyers, Florida. She wrote 
her first book, No Greater Love, five years 
ago. She loves to photograph the birds and 
wild animals nearby in Estero Bay Preserve.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~



4 August 2015What Canst Thou Say? 87

Harbinger—A Memory
Lucy Davenport 

You fixed my gaze with that golden primordial eye
and the world stopped.
A long pause held us
speechless, breath held, hearts beating
you watching, imperious, indifferent and aloof,
the fierce raptor intensity of your presence
bespeaking a silence vaster than I knew.
Huge perilous beak and talons ready
for oceans’ bounty, great black cape
of your wings folded, you perched
on the guardrail on an ordinary street
on an ordinary day—a sight never contemplated
or hoped for.
Like a native dancer in full ceremonial regalia
your crested head turning this way and that,
the eye still fixing me, piercing me as I stood;
feathered feet glorious in their black plumage,
talons gripping iron.
The moment held as time slipped by us.
Then, unannounced, effortless, you lifted, 

soundless
into the blue expanse—huge blackness
of wings draped overhead filling the sky—
vision of majesty worthy of legend.

At home, long afterwards, I looked up from reading
and beheld the cedar carving on the mantel—
a huge eagle, wings spread, encompassing the sun.
I had thought it a fanciful creation
of the artist’s imagining—crested head, cape
of wings, beak as large as the skull. This was
no native bird of my country, but one
seen once and remembered, carefully portrayed,
dark as night, surrounding the sun—
conqueror of oceans, talisman of the Divine One,
hero of dreams, celestial visitor— I saw you then
for who you are.

Note: The Stellar’s sea eagle, now largely confined to sightings 
in the Aleutian Islands north of Japan, and far north of the 
Arctic Circle, was a frequent visitor to the Northwest coast in 
Audubon’s day. A plate in his celebrated series of paintings 
portrays this bird.
Lucy Davenport’s spiritual walk is to bridge the historical divides 
among Friends in hopes of eventually seeing Friends come into 
a deeper spiritual unity. She works as a visiting nurse supporting 
the poor elderly of her county. This was written for Maurine, 
celebrating 30 years of friendship

Just the Right Words 
Came at That Time

Peg Morton

I was invited to give a short presentation at a September 11 
Interfaith Service in our community this year. It was to 

include some comments that would indicate part of the essence 
of Quakerism.

Putting together this five-minute presentation felt important 
but especially difficult for me. The preceding evening, I finally 
gave up trying. I said to myself, “Well, this is what I have. It 
will have to do.” Then, I woke up in the middle of the night, 
struggling with nausea. I sipped some broth and got out my 
journal. Just the right words came at that time. My heart quiv-
ered. I felt touched by the Spirit. I typed the changes into my 
talk and went back to sleep. The following evening I was able 
to feel the Spirit coming through as I spoke. What a miracle!

“We live in a broken country, a broken world, on a broken 
planet. Underneath the activities of my daily life, my heart 
is broken. I believe that massively in our community, and in 
our country, our hearts are broken and confused. We live in a 
country that is wracked by violence and by greed. We long for 
a new life to come to us and to our world. I am feeling that 
our hearts are broken in community. …The pain in my belly 
that woke me up last night is waking me up to a Spirit that is 
waiting for me to find it. Possibly, it is metaphorical to the pain 
we are experiencing together. Can we find that Spirit together, 
in community?

“Friends (Quakers) are growing in awareness that there is 
that of God in all creation. I have a friend who volunteers at 
the Raptor Center. I watched her as a bird that she knows indi-
vidually and loves sat perched on her hand, their eyes meeting. 
It felt to me like a sacred moment. I believe that this was soul 
touching soul. If more of us can find our way into that kind of 
deep soul-touching with the natural world, can this help deepen 
our commitment for the healing of the planet?

“I believe that we as a people need to seek a national 
transformation. While we have a right to proudly recognize 
our achievements, we are called as a country to repentance 
and renewal. I believe that we can never be a truly great nation 
until we openly and humbly face ourselves as a country, the 
good and the ugly.

“I have a dream that we Americans will proclaim ourselves 
to be citizens of the world. I have a vision that, with compassion 
and courage, we join the world, not as ‘the greatest nation.’ But 
as a nation alongside all others, struggling nonviolently to create 
a world that protects its people and the planet.”
Peg Morton is a member of Eugene, Oregon Friends Meeting. 
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The Hand
Sylvia Spotts

I had been in considerable pain for 
a number of years. One day I was 

sitting in meeting for worship—not 
meditating, not praying, but just sitting 
there quite mundanely. A hand came to 
me—how did I know it was a hand? I 
didn’t see it with my physical eyes but 
I knew it was a hand. I felt it enter my 
body through my mouth, and travel 
downward into my chest and abdomen. 
Then it moved upwards and outwards. 
I heard a deep sigh (I think it was mine) 
as it came away from my body and was 
gone. This event had a very physical 
feel to it; astonishingly physical.

I sat very still, and gradually came 
to realize that all that pain was gone! 
I didn’t feel the pain leave, I simply 
became aware that it was gone. What 
astonishment was mine, as I became 
more and more incredulous! 

I didn’t want to share this news 
with the meeting, being afraid that 
sharing it would “break the bubble.” 
See, I was still reluctant to trust the 
reality of such a thing, but if I kept 
it within me, safe from distractions, 
maybe it would stay.

After meeting, we were to go to 
the home of one of us, for meeting for 
business. I decided against that, too, for 
the same reason. Right after meeting, 
I slipped out and went home, still as 
awed as when it happened. At home, I 
found a place to be alone, and pondered 
the meaning, and wondered why I was 
given such a reprieve, and wondered 
if it would last.

Within a day or two, the pain 
returned just as before—but I still 
glowed inside with astonishment and 
thanks. Whenever I think of it, I feel 
humbled to have been the recipient of 
such an amazing thing. I believe in 
miracles now, more than I had believed 
before. And I still glow inside. 

My Miracle
Ken Southwood

The miracle in my life is my wife 
Janet. I fell in love with her as an 

undergrad at the University College of 
Southampton, England, but she did not 
encourage me (or anyone). She was a 
year ahead of me and was suddenly 
gone. I had to forget her. 

I took off on a hitchhiking trip 
through Salisbury, Stonehenge, Bath 
and Wells, and down the north coast 
of Devon and Cornwall to Land’s End, 
sleeping under farmers’ haystacks. I 
sat on the wall of the old castle (King 
Arthur’s?) and watched seals in the 
harbor at Tintagel. I was invited in 
for breakfast by a couple of sweet old 
ladies, who had found me climbing out 
from under a haystack. 

The following year I took up 
with a freshie girl, realizing halfway 
through that I just didn’t like her. At 
the end of my final year there was a 
dance and—Janet was there! (Invited 
by another fellow.) I saw her back to 
her room and was able to arrange to 
meet her after her work, in London. We 
continued to meet. I have a litany—she 
was 20 when I fell in love with her, 21 
when she left me forever, 22 when she 
returned to my life, and 23 when we 
married. I call her my miracle.

We have been married for 63 
years and are still in love. The fellow 
who invited her to that dance told her 
he knew I was in love with her and 
that he would leave her for me for 
the last waltz. Was he God? He was a 
Norwegian called Klaus.

Ken Southwood is a former member of 
Urbana-Champaign meeting, Illinois, 
and currently a member of San Antonio 
meeting. He and Janet immigrated to the 
U.S. when their children were young.

Sylvia Spotts teaches instrumental music 
in Columbia, Missouri, where she is a 
member of Columbia Meeting. She hand-
wrote this story in December of 2010. She 
tries to feel her way closer to God—there 
are no words in her praying.

Worship Haikus
David Bridges

I sit and I wait.
Breathing, silent, settled.
Seeking discernment.

Let go of ideas;
A pot being watched—
I sit and I wait.

God’s deli counter; 
Standing in line without a number
When and who gets called?

The soul’s hourglass:
Thoughts trickle like sand into
The spirit’s bell jar.

Our gathered lightning;
Thunder is sure to follow—
I sit and I wait.

A pregnant stillness.
We’re in the last trimester.
I sit and I wait.

Ministry is born!
Spoken words: pure, fresh, 

loving.
A Quaker cradle.

Truth grows and toddles—
Wandering in our presence;
We are together.

David Bridges is co-clerk of the meeting 
in Durham NC. (Contributed by Bonnie 
Oulman) 
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“Son of man,” who is he? Sons and 
daughters of men and women. 

Oh! That would be us!
God has appointed us watch-

persons, alertness implied, like “those 
who watch for the morning, watch for 
the morning.”

And who is the “House of Israel”? 
They are the faithful few who ask, seek 
and knock on the servant’s entrance to 
the house of God, knowing full-well 
it shall be opened forthwith, servants 
always needed.

And that would be us too and 
every faithful servant of the Lord,

Turk or Jew, Christian or Hindu, 
Asian or Native American, man or 
woman, black or white, gay or straight, 
Catholic or Protestant, high or low, rich 
and poor, it doesn’t matter, the only 
thing that matters is that we attend the 
Light and voice of God that is in the 
world and cannot be overpowered by 
darkness.

The “House of Israel” is “all the 
world that belongs to me,”

That may not be a human idea of a 
“House of Israel” but it is God’s, and 
that’s what counts.

And what do we do in that sacred 
place? We listen to God in order to 
warn the others who cannot hear, 
those who are asleep, we sound the 
trumpet call!

It isn’t that God doesn’t speak to 
the sinner; it sounds as if God spends 
most of divine time doing just that!

But as we well know, being sinners 
ourselves, as only the chosen are, but 
also gracefully confronted with the ill 
deeds I have done,

And by “gracefully” I don’t mean 
something that looks nice, I mean 
through the generous gift of God, 
grace, that was in the beginning the 
gentle voice that spoke the creation 
into being...

Let there be....
So now we want nothing more 

than to help open the eyes of our broth-
ers and sisters who have wronged us, 
and make them our friends, for this is 
love, Jesus says:

Doing what is exceptional, and 
forgiving those who have done wrong 
to you is definitely the exception I have 
found experimentally, haven’t you?

No, God talks to the sinner, but the 
sinner does not, cannot in many cases 
listen, what little s/he has, may have 
been taken away by distractions of the 
angry heart that knows no rest.

It is up to us, God says.
The sinner may die if he keeps it 

up; blinder and blinder he becomes 
till he no longer sees, protestations to 
the contrary.

This is tough work.
What will happen to the sinner? 

Nothing, except he will die prema-
turely, never coming to know himself 
or his destiny. 

Will he be held accountable for 
his ill-deeds?

No, he will not, it is we who will 
be held accountable for his death, the 
suffering servants of the Lord.

Gladly we will go to hell for him!
Now, do you get what it means 

when Jesus says to take up our cross 
every day and follow Him?
William H. Mueller is a member of St. 
Lawrence Valley Meeting, Potsdam, New 
York, an allowed meeting under the care 
of Ottawa Monthly Meeting, where he is 
involved in a local prison ministry, for 
which he edits a prison newsletter, “The 
Inlook-Outlook Letter.”

Divine Interveners!
We Have Met the Prophet and the Prophet is Us! 

A poetic meditation on verses from Ezekiel by William H. Mueller
Ezekiel 3.17-18: Son of man, I have appointed you as watchman for the 
House of Israel. When you hear a word from my mouth, warn them from 
me. If I say to someone wicked, “You will die,” and you do not warn this 
person; if you do not speak to warn someone wicked to renounce evil, 
and so save his life, it is the wicked person who will die for the guilt, but 
I shall hold you responsible for that death. 

A Prayer of St. Francis
shared by Sybil Harvey-Lago

Lord, help me to live this day
quietly, easily;

To lean on your strength
trustfully, restfully;

To await the unfolding of your will
patiently, serenely;

To greet others
peacefully, joyously;

To face the future
confidently, courageously. 
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We are taught that it is more 
blessed to give than to receive. 

However, sometimes we find it much 
easier to do the giving. Due to a knee 
problem, I am finding it difficult to get 
about. So, for some time now, I have 
experienced being taught to receive 
graciously. Many of us who have lived 
a single life for a long time, and who 
are accustomed to caring for others, do 
not find this easy.

I live close to Woodbrooke Quaker 
Study Centre in Birmingham, England. 
There one can borrow an electric 
buggy and I am quite proud of my 
prowess in driving it. Like a lot of the 
people who use the Centre, I go for 
a variety of reasons. Most recently I 
stayed for three days of quiet, enjoy-
ing the lovely grounds, reading, and 
chatting to people at meals, or in the 
corridors. I always go prayerfully and 
never come away empty handed.

This time a large sustrans (‘safe 
route’ bike) course was taking place. 
There were hefty cyclists in shorts 
all over the place! A large team of 
men were installing a new fire alarm 
system. So many of these people 
stopped to say ‘Do you need any help?’ 
I remembered to say ‘Oh yes, please.’

Allowing other people to give is a 
generosity. I think of that small child 
who comes with an object I don’t 
understand, or a baffling picture. They 
usually have a very serious face. I 
don’t say “What on earth is that?” but 
“Oh that’s lovely, thank you.”

But Jesus himself knew how to 
receive as he demonstrated by attend-
ing the Wedding in Cana, asking the 
woman at the well for a drink, going 
aside after the Feeding of the Five 
Thousand, and admitting his own need 
in the Garden of Gethsemane.

A headmaster friend, who was also 
a part-time priest, was married and he 
and his wife had a close friendship 
with another couple. They vowed that 
if one of them should die, the remain-
ing couple would care for the survivor. 
One husband died, then my friend lost 
his wife. The surviving couple married. 
His second wife, however, did not live 
long. After his second wife’s death, he 
was feeling extremely low and lonely. 
He acknowledged his loneliness in 
prayer, and heard a voice saying, “I 
want to give you something.” With 
this in mind, he met a widow and they 
spent many happy and fulfilled years 
together. 

I have found that if I am willing to 
be sufficiently humble to ask God for 
help and guidance, as the headmaster 
did, it is always given, sometimes in 
surprising and unexpected ways. I’m 
a slow learner, but I’m finding the trick 
is to ask and be ready to receive.

Sybil Harvey-Lago is a member of The 
Area Meeting of Central England, which 
includes twenty meetings. Her faith 
summed up: That of God in Everyone. 
What canst thou say? (Yes, honestly!) Now 
retired, she has worked for KLM, comic 
actor Peter Sellers, and taught English, 
Careers and Guidance. She has had a 
special relationship over twenty years with 
a community of Anglican nuns.

Being Ready to Receive
Sybil Harvey-Lago

Storage Angels
Rhonda Ashurst

Yes, we have Storage Wars, but 
we also have Storage Angels.

They are the Unseen Force
    which leaves what you need
       in vacated units
          and the dumpster room.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~  

The yard statuary I was looking for,
  sitting beside the dumpster 
    one cool, fall morning—Greek     
      Goddesses and Baby Angels, 
         the exact colors I wanted.

The oak TV trays Lance had 
envisioned, stashed in the   

       back corner of E-2159.

The perfect wallet-size 
   refrigerator magnet to hold 

mom’s Christmas gift—a 
      picture of my beloved and I.
        It was lying on the floor of    
            F-2032, near the door,
                on December 14th.
The clothing wardrobes Scott
   needed to store the clothes
      he was leaving behind after      
         he resigned. They showed    
            up in E-130 the week 
              he was packing.

The light aluminum ladder for 
   changing the fluorescent bulbs 
     in the hallways. 
      The old ladder weighed 50                         
         pounds and I struggled to  
           set it up and move it.
     The new ladder weighs 20  
        pounds and is a cinch to      
           operate.
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Corson Inlet. Here we felt safe and 
lazy and somewhat giddy over this rare 
opportunity to be together again. Our 
laughter rippled out and spread over 
the sweet slices of our remembering. 

As best buddies growing up on the 
banks of a river that feeds this ocean, 
we and the water were inseparable. 
When the water chilled us, we wan-
dered out to the place where inlet and 
ocean mingled. Bill was the one who 
spotted the sandbar, a pristine white 
wedding runner rolled out to sea that 
then hooked back toward shore up 
where our lunch awaited us in the 
cooler. I could tell by the look in his 
eye this would be our return route. He 
had always been the adventurer, forg-
ing the childhood paths we wandered. 
And it was I, the passive one, the ever 
loyal and trusting kid sister, who hap-
pily trailed along.

We strode with purpose through 
scurrying sandpipers and into the bite 
of the ocean. An exhilaration was 
already upon us. We waded as if in lead 
boots. I plumbed the deepening water 
by its undulations against Bill’s body. 
When it reached his chest it began 
to fall away. I was keeping up. We 
climbed the gentle slope of the sandbar 
as though we were its first explorers, 
and in this act of conquest we left 
behind all thoughts of the motherland.

Silently, reverently, we walked 
seaward into an endless vista of ocean 
and sky. A breeze was freshening. 
Frothy breakers thumped and hissed at 
our feet. I breathed all this in, and on 
each out breath I released a little more 
of yesterday’s tensions. 

When we reached midpoint up the 
sandbar’s arc I looked west and was 
surprised to discover how far we were 
from the shore. And how tired I was. 
We spotted a shallow tidal pool just 
ahead and instinctively sat in it, legs 
extended, becoming the children of our 
yesteryears, akin with all that is wild 
and free. We sat this way until we were 
unaware even of our sitting. 

The Accompanied 
Swim

Mary Waddington

Brother Bill and I were in our late 
60’s that late-September weekday 

when we met up and drove across New 
Jersey for a day at the Ocean City 
shore. The beach was deserted. We 
claimed a tiny piece of it for two beach 
chairs and a cooler.  Then, to avoid 
the rough and tumble of the ocean, 
we scuffed our way south through dry 
white sand to the warmer shallows of 

     I asked for it after a frustrating   
        afternoon, changing bulbs  
           with the old ladder.
     It appeared in the first  
        doorway of Lower F, 
          before I needed to change   
            bulbs again.
The leather-bound padfolio 
     I requested to hold cards &   
        fliers when I became 
            Marketing Manager.
     I found it lying under the   
        dumpster with the sticker 
           still wrapped around it, 
             two days before my cards       
                and fliers were ready.
Sometimes we get things we    
     don’t know we need,
         but delight us thoroughly! 
     For example, 
         Lance’s Skeletor stick—
            I found it 
               in the corner of F-2212.
     He had recently joined 
         The Clampers and 
            was thrilled to have 
               the perfect walking stick
                    for the next “Doings.”
     He plans to add red LED lights               
          in the eyes 
              for an added eerie effect.
     I can just see him walking         
          back to his camp site
              in the dark with this!
Our newest, full-time 
      team-member—Bobbie.
      She had been helping us p-t    
          through the summer,
              when we heard a f-t   
                   position would open.
      She wanted the job and 
         we wanted to work with her.
      But she worked for our  
             owner’s friend too.
     Being the good man he is, 
        he said he couldn’t offer her      
           the job and take her away  
              from his friend.
   We all asked the Storage 

Angels to help us.
         Right before the job went     

             out on the Internet,
          Bobbie was laid off from             
              her other job.
   Our owner called his friend and 

asked if he could hire her.
        He was told, “Absolutely!”
           So he did!
A practically new boy’s bike for 
   Bobbie’s son, Jasper.
   It showed up in E-2025 
     not long after 
        someone stole his bike—
           cutting it from the tree   
              outside their condo.
A really nice convertible hand 

truck, found in front of D-20. 
       It came 
          before we could order 
            a replacement 
               for the flat cart someone  
                  took from lower E.
We learned that we need only ask 

and wait.
  What was needed would appear
     as if sent 
        on the wings of angels.
What if it is always like this
    if only we believe?
Ask and thou shalt receive…

Rhonda Ashurst is a yoga therapist and 
writer living in Reno, Nevada. 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. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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such a wholeness, that there was no 
distinction between my surroundings 
and myself. There was only the sensa-
tion of being enfolded and uplifted.

First Bill’s feet, and then mine, 
hit the hard sandy bottom. We rose 
up out of the water as oaks rise from 
the forest floor—silently, majestically, 
without fanfare. We walked without 
speaking in matched step up toward 
our towels, toward the two low beach 
chairs hunkered in the sand in their 
wide-open waiting. My movements 
seemed effortless. There was no chill, 
no hunger, no thinking. There was only 
the incredible fullness of having been 
embraced and carried beyond. Our 
walk up the beach was a benediction 
to the sweetness of life and to the fresh 
knowing that the embrace ever awaits 
us and the beyond is within our reach.

Mary Waddington is a life-long member 
of Salem, New Jersey meeting, where she 
serves on Worship and Ministry. Mary is 
recently retired from her holistic health 
practice and can now devote ample time 
to her passion for photography. 

thrashed the air and sometimes I was 
totally submerged. Strong brine forced 
its way up my nostrils, burning my 
membranes, leaving me snorting and 
choking. Eyes stung. Vision blurred. 
Then I gulped in bitter salt water that 
left me retching and gasping for breath.

Bill was calling my name. Then 
he was placing my hand on his shoul-
der. I pushed down on it and my 
chest rose up. My face opened to the 
magnificence of the blue sky and I 
was awestruck by its generosity. We 
treaded water while I sucked in pre-
cious warm air until my throat relaxed, 
my breathing evened and my heartbeat 
slowed. Then, with my hand still press-
ing down on his shoulder, we and the 
waves began to rise and fall together 
and I made my peace with the wind. 
We stroked with three arms and kicked 
with four legs and moved forward as 
a single unit. 

As before on the sandbar, time 
disappeared. So did the cold. It was as 
though the universal energies surged 
into my body creating such a balance, 

Bill was the first to notice that the 
sandbar had vastly shrunk. Without 
speaking we scrambled up and ran 
northward, shocked by the rapid rise 
of the tide but hopeful that the van-
ished sandbar ahead lay only inches 
beneath its now shimmering surface. 
The breeze had suddenly stiffened.

Our feet smacked smartly against 
the thin layer of water now covering 
the bar, but in a matter of minutes we 
were pulling them high in order to run. 
Soon the current tugged at our knees 
hindering our efforts to walk. When the 
waves reached our thighs we began to 
lose our footing, so we turned, faced 
the shore, sank down and began to 
stroke.

For a couple of seniors pushing 70 
we were strong enough in the water 
but we hadn’t trained for a swim of 
this distance. In addition, the wind had 
changed direction. We were swimming 
into it and it was lashing the waves 
into peaks of liquid froth. A totally 
unpredictable surf now surrounded 
us. I held tight to the connection I had 
known on the sandbar and soldiered on 
as best I could. 

Occasionally a large swell would 
lift me high to give me a glimpse of 
the ragged tree line, and then I would 
right my course. But mostly my vision 
was blocked by the pitching chaos all 
around me. No one knew we were out 
here. The beach was empty. No one 
would see us if we went under. Yet a 
strong sense of being companioned by 
the Source I have come to know and 
rely on kept me from being afraid.

Bill, always the leader, the strong 
one, had been swimming in front of me 
as though to clear a path. But I had lost 
sight of him. When I finally rose high 
enough to spot him I realized how far I 
had fallen behind. I tried to catch up but 
had lost my rhythm, and my limbs were 
sluggish from fatigue. I was swim-
ming far too low. Sometimes my arms 
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May 2016
The Gift of Rest
Editor: Rhonda Pfaltzgraff-
Carlson 
See how the flowers of the 
field grow. They do not labor 
or spin. (Matthew 6:28). How 
do you find the right balance 
between work and rest, action and 
contemplation? What happened 
when you reduced your external 
commitments and spent more 
time in retirement? How have 
limits or limitations helped you 
to realize God’s goodness? Tell 
us stories of balance and rest in 
your life.

Deadline: February 15, 2016

November 2015
Evil
Editor: Michael Resman 

Be not overcome by evil, but over-
come evil with good. Romans 12:21 
(NRSV). Are people inherently 
good? Bad? Both? From where has 
the evil you have known in your life 
come? Why did God allow evil to 
come into your life? What part do 
you play in perpetuating or reduc-
ing evil in this world? Share with 
us your struggles, triumphs and 
blessings when dealing with evil. 
What did they teach you about life, 
yourself and God?

Deadline: August 15, 2015

February 2016
Vibes
Editor: Judy Lumb

Nathanael asked him, “How do you 
come to know me?” Jesus replied, 
“I saw you under the fig tree.” (John 
1:48). When have you had the sense 
that a stranger on the bus could hear 
your pain, help you out of an inner 
quagmire? Or, are you the stranger who 
seems to attract Seekers to your side? 
Have you ever walked into a house 
and known joy lived there? Share your 
story about good vibes. What have you 
learned about them, and from them? 
What helps them grow within you?

Deadline: November 15, 2015


