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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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Asking the Angels                                                       Alison Lohans

What Canst Thou Say?

When I first saw the “Liberation from Captivity” theme, 
I didn’t think I could relate it to anything from my 

experience, but shifts happen in this seldom-linear process 
of spiritual journey.

Flash back to Christmas break of 1967-68. I was 18 and 
home from Whittier College for Christmas. My best friend 
and I were having a sleepover in my dad’s physical therapy 
office. Margaret brought along a Ouija board. 

The questions 18-year-olds ask! What could I ask other 
than, “Who will I marry?” I fully expected the Ouija board to 
be uncooperative, as it had been on a previous occasion, so I 
was astounded when the slider began to move purposefully 
across the board. “M.A.P.,” the board spelled out. “How old 
will I be?” I asked breathlessly. Unhesitatingly, it proceeded 
to 20. But the slider wasn’t finished. Lazily the initials D.D. 
appeared. Astonished at the thought of getting married twice, 
I asked the board if that would happen. S.R. the board spelled 
out. “No middle initial?” I asked. The board didn’t provide 
one, and went on to point out 36, followed by the initials 
B.F., C.L., and K.O. all lazily sliding by, with the correspond-
ing ages of 40-something, 50-something, then 59. This was 
thoroughly confusing. At the 60 mark, the board seemed to 
lose interest and quit responding altogether. Horrified at the 
possible prospect of having multiple partners, none of whose 
initials I recognized, I shuddered and put it 
all behind me. 

But only 8 months later, I met M.A.P. in 
the lunch line at college. We began dating 
and married late in 1969. I was 20. In 1975, 
D.D. appeared in my life as an intense crush, 
with no action ever taken. M.A.P. died in 
1985. I was 36. I began seeing none other 
than S.R. (and no, he didn’t have a middle 
initial!) 

This began to feel more than a little bit 
spooky, for was it not exactly what the Ouija 

board had told me? We began a long-term relationship of 
more than two decades, though the promised marriage never 
took place after an accepted proposal was later retracted; he 
had come to the conclusion that we should live separately. 
Life continued, and who else came into it on an intense crush-
only basis, at the ages the board had predicted? By now I was 
starting to feel rather freaked out. Did this mean that the “60” 
endpoint marked the end of my life? Fortunately not! But 
S.R. took his life soon after I turned 60. My life continued. It 
felt rather odd to be traversing suddenly-uncharted territory.

Fast-forward to 2014. By this time, an intense and won-
derful, significant friendship had blossomed with…none 
other than the same C. L. A highly spiritual person, he and I 
discovered that we share many of the same beliefs, though 
I came to mine through a lifetime of involvement with, 
and commitment to, Friends, while he came to his through 
decades of searching, to the point at which he describes 
himself as “a Buddhist Christian.” (Check!) He also believes 
in the angels, and prays to them. 

I began going to the United Church of Canada with him 
and his elderly mother on alternate Sundays, when our tiny 
local meeting didn’t gather. Then our little meeting began 
having scheduling problems due to members’ health issues, 
with our total numbers too low for the group to be viable. 

From the Editor:
The authors in this issue show us that there are many kinds of 
captivity, and that while liberation is a personal task, community 
is an essential ingredient. I thank them for sharing so openly from 
their experience, as their vulnerability encourages us to open 
ourselves to find and delve more deeply into our own captivity. 
May this issue encourage your liberation as well.

—Rhonda Pfaltzgraff-Carlson
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So, after a lifetime of somewhat resent-
ing “being preached at” in a church, I 
began to truly look forward to going…
and singing hymns packed with won-
derful Quakerly concepts.

Last summer, the church hired 
a new minister, Sue. I felt an instant 
connection when we first shook hands, 
and her sermons invariably left me with 
a lot to think on over the week. When 
Sue said she’d be offering a 6-week 
spiritual journey workshop, I knew 
immediately that I wanted to be a part 
of it—though as a Quaker I wasn’t 
exactly of the same theological fabric 
as the others. 

This intensive workshop—based 
on the 12-step program of Alcoholics 
Anonymous, including the principle 
of “Let go, and let God”—took us on 
a journey (complete with homework) 
of working at clearing resentments, 
fears, and negative relationship pat-
terns. The night after the very first 
session, a series of powerful dreams 
began occurring. And once again, that 
long-ago Ouija board, with its puzzling 

WCTS Offers Two Retreats in 2015
What Canst Thou Say will offer two retreats this year at the 
Conference Center at Quaker Hill in Richmond, Indiana. The first 
will offer spiritually experienced Friends an opportunity to share 
questions and concerns amid deep worship. The second retreat is 
intended for those who are beginning or desire to begin deepening 
their spiritual life.
1) Touching God Together: The Third Annual Gathering of 
Friendly Mystics is scheduled for June 12-16, 2015, at the 
Conference Center at Quaker Hill, Richmond, Indiana.The first two 
days will be a retreat led by Elaine Emily. The following two days 
will include time for extended worship while we wait for God to  draw 
us together into a body capable of birthing newness into the world.  
2) The following weekend (June 19-21, 2015) the WCTS organizers 
will offer “Spiritual Sustenance: Supporting Early Steps on the 
Spiritual Path,” a retreat designed for those who are awakening to 
a spiritual path and desire a deeper experience of the Divine.
Deadline for registration is May 1, 2015, so hurry and register. For 
more information, see the WCTS website <whatcanstthousay.org> 
or contact Michael Resman (815 9th St SW, Rochester MN 55902).

cut-off point of 60, began gnawing at 
me and wouldn’t quit. I knew I must, 
absolutely, talk with Sue about that. 
And so I did. Her intuition was that 
the entity in that board was probably 
predicting patterns of brokenness in 
my life. 

She suggested that I get some 
Angel Cards and start working with 
them. It sounded interesting, but I put 
it off. However, when I went Christmas 
shopping, I wandered into a fascinat-
ing store that sold stones, crystals, and 
many other intriguing items... includ-
ing Angel Cards. I bought a set. Ever 
since, I’ve been using them from time 
to time, and find that the readings are 
usually right on target for the questions 
I ask. As before, prayer and sometimes 
homework are involved. 

Still, it never occurred to me that 
I had a story about liberation from 
captivity. Until yesterday, when I had 
a sudden, unexpected flare of anger. 
In a prayerful, centered state, I asked 
the cards what to do about this anger. 
The reading made sense. And then, in 
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the midst of doing the practice for the 
third and final card..., the phone rang. 
The call was so perfectly timed and so 
precisely in response to my question 
regarding the anger, all I could do was 
laugh and offer thanks. After that, I felt 
a flood of joy.

The idea of “coincidence” is so 
very lame in the larger scheme of 
things. This web of interconnected-
ness, human and spiritual, that supports 
all of us beings, sentient or not, in a 
cradle of infinite Love and Light is 
so vast we can’t begin to comprehend 
its magnitude. From my own limited 
perspective, I can’t begin to speculate 
about entities and the powers they 
might hold. 

But could it be that this captiv-
ity is of our own confused making? 
Mistakes, lapses in courage and integ-
rity, set us on unfortunate, repeating 
paths from which we can’t escape until 
we get a glimpse of “outside” and dare 
to take that first tentative step? Or is it 
perhaps due to karmic issues that need 
to be played out? While the concept 
of angels in this present day at first 
seemed a bit odd to me, who am I to 
say? I’m just a person, after all, and it’s 
equally possible to say, “Why not?!”

“Ask, and it shall be given” is 
translated by Sue and others to mean 
that if we do not ask, they won’t inter-
fere in our lives. We have to ask, first. 
All those decades ago, I ASKED that 
Ouija board. And it told me what that 
entity could see.

We WCTS readers are all on a 
spiritual journey. It’s a journey of 
asking, and receiving, and trying to 
sustain the courage to take the next 
steps as they are revealed to us. “Let 
go, and let God.”

Alison Lohans is a birthright Friend 
living in Regina, Saskatchewan. In her 
cover message she says, “Thanks for 
BEING—for providing a worship-sharing 
vehicle for those of us who are intensely 
into this journey, and sometimes even have 
something to say!”

earthbound former life. The scientists 
described exposing a caterpillar to an 
unpleasant smell, which they linked 
to an unpleasant feeling. Eventually 
the caterpillar would react adversely 
when it encountered the smell again. 
When the newly transformed moth 
was reintroduced to the same unpleas-
ant smell, the moth reacted. Yes, the 
memories, events and experiences of 
that caterpillar’s days carried forward. 
Something of the caterpillar’s first self 
survived through the middle unformed, 
elemental, unrecognizable-as-a-critter  
phase. But wait, there’s still more. 
Science folk have also found that if 
you look carefully through a micro-
scope into the body of a caterpillar, 
there are teeny tiny elemental bits of 
the foreshadowed wings and butterfly 
body parts. Somehow, when the cat-
erpillar becomes goo, those precious 
bits are safely tucked aside through all 
the melting and breaking down, and 
brought into the process when reas-
sembling and reforming.

So here’s the thing that has been 
following me since hearing that pod-
cast—there is something of the future 
butterfly or moth patiently waiting in 
the caterpillar’s deepest secret places. 
It is carried like a promise, like a ques-
tion, ok…like a soul. And there is also 
something of the caterpillar’s knowl-
edge, wisdom and rumpled caterpillar 
life that is carried forward into its new 
and transformed moth or butterfly self.

The persistence of the caterpil-
lar’s memory after its breakdown 
and reforming, and the small secret 
presence of the moth or butterfly fore-
shadowed wings within the body of the 
caterpillar, leads me to ponder. What 
wisdom or image of my future self do 
I carry within my secret heart? What 
promise or question or spirit within 
me is waiting for the right moment 

I was listening to a radio program the 
other day that described the life of a 

caterpillar and its transformation into 
a butterfly or moth. Essentially, the 
caterpillar snuffles along its lumpy way 
eating its fill, extending itself little by 
little bit. Because, well, because it is a 
caterpillar’s nature to rumple the world 
and to be rumpled by it. But eventually, 
the caterpillar has snuffled and eaten 
enough for one caterpillar life, and 
so it wraps itself into a solitary womb 
called a “cocoon” or “chrysalis.” As 
soon as it is settled into this secret 
place, it immediately breaks down into 
its gooey elements. Really. I’m not 
kidding. I always thought the caterpil-
lar must go through a process similar 
to the B-movie version of human to 
werewolf, with the parts of the moth 
erupting and elongating from the body. 
But the truth is even stranger than 
B-movie fiction. Between the life of 
the bumbly caterpillar and the elegant 
butterfly or moth there is a middle 
stage when the caterpillar becomes a 
middle thing that is unrecognizable as 
critter or even critterish. In that middle 
time, the caterpillar goes back into 
all the elements from which it came. 
It breaks down to a cellular atomic 
level. From dust it came and to dust 
it returns. Then, and only then, when 
it has let go of everything wonderful 
and fine and hard and toilsome about 
its rumpled caterpillar days, it grows 
into its new self, rearranging all those 
liquid elements into the paper thin 
wings, delicate antennae, and graceful 
long legs of its moth or butterfly form.

But wait, there’s more miracles 
and magic. Scientists have determined 
that the moth or butterfly, that entirely 
new creation, remembers what it was 
before its transformation. A moth 
or butterfly will react to significant 
experiences remembered from its 

The Caterpillar and Moth
Or the more you know…the more you don’t know

Carrie Newcomer



4 May 2015What Canst Thou Say? 86 (2)

Music
Anne Potter

When I was a child 
I once sat sobbing on the floor 
Beside my mother’s piano 
As she played and sang 
For there was in her singing 
A shy yet solemn glory 
My smallness could not hold

And when I was asked 
Why I was crying 
I had no words for it 
I only shook my head 
And went on crying

Why is it that music 
At its most beautiful 
Opens a wound in us 
An ache a desolation 
Deep as a homesickness
For some far-off 
And half-forgotten country
I’ve never understood 
Why this is so

But there’s an ancient legend 
From the other side of the world 
That gives away the secret 
Of this mysterious sorrow 

For centuries on centuries 
We have been wandering 
But we were made for Paradise 
As deer for the forest

And when music comes to us 
With its heavenly beauty 
It brings us desolation 
For when we hear it 
We half remember 
That lost native country

We dimly remember the fields 
Their fragrant windswept clover 
The birdsongs in the orchards 
The wild white violets in the moss 
By the transparent streams

And shining at the heart of it 
Is the longed-for beauty 
Of the One who waits for us 
Who will always wait for us 
In those radiant meadows
Yet also came to live with us 
And wanders where we wander.
Anne Porter, 2006. Living Things. 
Hanover NH: Zoland Books.  
(contributed by Anne Scherer)

to fly? When I transform, and I will 
transform throughout my life (and per-
haps even after this life), what of my 
former self will carry through? Perhaps 
those experiences that have broken me 
down to my barest self are not ends but 
means to a new becoming. Perhaps the 
caterpillar and the moth are not either/
or propositions, and in turn, perhaps I 
am not…nor are we.

Carrie Newcomer is a Quaker, soul-
ful singer and songwriter. This essay 
is reprinted with permission from A 
Permeable Life: Poems and Essays, 
Indianapolis  IN: Available Light 
Publishing. (Contributed by Bobbi Trist)

A Life Disfigured
Lillian Marks Heldreth

I was about seven or eight years 
old when Aunt Della came to stay 

with us. My father was pastor of the 
Baptist Church at Summersville, West 
Virginia. A kind parishioner had loaned 
us her beautiful, big home as a parson-
age, so we had room for a live-in guest. 
The year must have been around 1947.

Daddy drove over to Lookout to 
get her. Mamma and I stood in the yard 
to greet her, watching the car come 
up the steep, dirt driveway through 
the dappled shade of oak trees. As 

Daddy helped her from the car, I saw a 
strange-looking creature emerge. 

I’d never seen anyone like her, 
although some of Daddy’s parishioners 
were indeed pretty peculiar..., like old 
Mariar Burr, who always wore black 
and attended every funeral my father 
performed, usually hitching a ride with 
him, if she could.

But this woman—oh, my! She 
emerged with some sort of scarf 
wrapped around her head and tied 
in a knot in front. Wisps of grey hair 
escaped here and there. Her clothes 
hung loose and long on her, their colors 
drab. From one arm hung a large straw 
bag brimming with stuff; the other 
clutched a fluffy, grey Persian cat. Her 
shoes were big, clunky, and laced up, 
just like Mariar Burr’s, and her heavy 
cotton stockings bunched around her 
ankles.

She looked at us a little sideways, 
as if she were apologizing. And then 
she apologized.

“I don’t want to be a burden,” she 
said. Gently, she put the cat down on 
the grass. “This is Ruth Ann. I couldn’t 
live without her.”

My mother stepped forward and 
hugged this strange woman. 

“Dear Aunt Della, you are so 
welcome. We will be glad to have 
your company while Lon travels to 
Morgantown during the week. We need 
you. Come in and get settled. Will your 
cat run away?”

“Oh, no. Ruth Ann knows to stay 
wherever I stay. She’s a very good cat.”

“Do you have any kids?” I asked 
as we crossed the yard.

“Oh, no, dear. I’m an Old Maid.”
“Oh. I’m sorry.”
“That’s all right. I’ve been on the 

shelf with my feet drawn up for years 
and years.”
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As the days went by, I saw that 
Aunt Della had more peculiarities. 
When she laughed, a kind of sup-
pressed giggle, she covered her mouth 
with one hand, as if she should not 
be seen to laugh. When she suffered 
from the “sick headache,” she stayed 
in her room, her head covered with 
a cap, saturated with Mentholatum, 
that didn’t even pretend not to be a 
pair of old underpants. The smell of 
Mentholatum pervaded the whole 
house when she wore it.

“Aunt Della, what do you think 
about when you are up there alone in 
your room?” my mother asked one day.

“Oh, I just think about how bad 
I feel,” Aunt Della said. She always 
seemed to feel bad about something; 
I just didn’t know what.

I did know that she was the young-
est of my grandmother’s several sis-
ters. She considered herself to be the 
least attractive of the group, of whom 
all were thought to be lovely. I couldn’t 
figure this out. She had about the same 
features as my grandmother. The only 
exception was that her eyes were larger 
and would have been prettier, if they 
hadn’t been red-rimmed from crying a 
good deal of the time.

I found that, unless she had a 
headache, I could cheer her up and she 
could entertain me. She loved radio 
soap operas, so we listened to them 
together in the mornings that summer, 
and often in the winter too, for I was 
sickly and missed a lot of school. I can 
still sing “Rinso white, Rinso bright, 
Happy little washday song!” one of 
the ditties that gave the “soaps” their 
name. How cozy we were, drinking 
cocoa as we sat by the radio. 

She would play dress-up with me, 
too. We would put on old hats, old 
dresses, and have tea parties with real 
tea. Aunt Della showed me how the 
girls improvised bustles when she was 
a girl—by taking aprons (the short kind 
like waitresses wore) and folding up 
towels inside them secured with safety 

pins, then tying them on backwards 
under their skirts.

She told me how she used to ride 
the “incline” down a steep mountain 
to the coal town in the New River 
gorge, where she taught school as a 
young woman. The “incline” was a 
cog railway. Such things still exist in 
the Alps and the Rocky mountains, for 
tourist thrills. For Aunt Della, it was 
just everyday transportation.

She told of dances and good 
times, but she was silent when I 
asked her if she had a beau in those 
years. Evidently, unlike all the other 
sisters, she had never been courted. I 
developed, during the time she stayed 
with us, an almost pathological fear of 
winding up an old maid.

I think she stayed with us twice 
at Summersville. When she was not 
there, Mamma often remarked on 
“Poor Aunt Della.” It seemed that she 
was handed off from sister to sister, of 
the ones who could take her in. Often 
she stayed with one who lived just 
over the border in Virginia, and who, 
to hear Aunt Della tell it, was quite an 
aristocrat. But Aunt Della didn’t have 
a home of her own, or an income. She 
always depended on the kindness of 
relatives, which seemed to make her 
feel inferior.

I knew her until she died, a few 
years after I was grown up and mar-
ried. The last thing I was able to do for 
her was to give her a fine tabby cat, a 
real lover of a tomcat, so that she’d 
have a companion when she settled 
with another sister in Lookout. When 
she died, we retrieved the cat.

Finally, my mother saw fit to tell 
me the rest of the story. If I’d known 
it, I’d have grown up hating a whole 
bunch of relatives, because to me it 
was so unfair. I guess it was to my 
mother, too, because she never showed 
anything but love to Aunt Della.

Piecing together Della’s early life, 
it seems that she was born about 1880. 
She attended a women’s college in 
Valparaiso, Indiana, as did her sisters. 
How many completed their studies, I 
don’t know. I believe that Aunt Della 
did, for she did teach school. My 
grandmother did not. 

How long she taught school, I do 
not know. She had certainly come to 
believe herself to be the least attractive 
of the sisters and to feel that no one 
would offer for her. I believe despera-
tion led her to a disastrous course. 

My great-grandfather was a pros-
perous farmer, envied for his fine big 
house and spreading acres, the land 
his own grandmother’s dowry. The 
family members were among the “first 
families” of the county. They were 
very proud.

Della’s father hired a new man 
to help with the farm—a fellow who 
evidently had a roguish appeal and an 
eye for the main chance. He saw the 
fine farm, noted that there was no male 
heir and one unmarried daughter left 
at home, so he concocted a scheme he 
thought was sure to work. He was also 
aware that he was no social match for 
the proud family, so he seduced the 
“maiden lady.” (I am guessing she may 
have been about twenty-five or so at 
the time, a bit long in the tooth for a 
bride in those days.)

However, Della’s resulting preg-
nancy did not produce the desired 
effect. Instead of a “shotgun wedding,” 
the news resulted in a “shotgun evic-
tion.” Furious, the hired man set the 
barn on fire, causing so much loss that 
the family was never so prosperous 
afterwards.

“Oh, no, dear. I’m an Old Maid.”
“Oh. I’m sorry.”
“That’s all right. I’ve been on the 
shelf with my feet drawn up for 
years and years.”
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My great-grandfather sent Della 
off to another state to have her baby 
and forced her to give it up. When she 
was brought back, in private shame, 
she was never again to leave family 
property without some sort of chaper-
one, to live on her own, or to work for 
her own money. The year would have 
been about 1905. 

No wonder the poor woman was 
“neurotic,” as my father put it. Thus 
confined, shamed, and suppressed, 
what else could she be? No one in her 
day had heard of or could understand 
the effects of the kind of abuse she 
suffered—day after day, treated as a 
useless appendage of a family whose 
members considered themselves to be 
far superior to her. 

The family, in its pride, suffered 
repercussions. For, other than Aunt 
Della’s child, no male heirs appeared 
to their name. In fact, after the next 
generation, there were no children 
born at all to the family that remained 
on the home place. The family name 
is gone from the county forever. The 
fine house fell into ruin and was torn 
down. Eventually, an outsider replaced 
it with a “McMansion.” 

My Aunt Della lived to eighty-five, 
longer than any of her sisters. I wish 
we could have given her a better life, 
but those of us who cared for her were 
one and two generations too late. 

If, because of Aunt Della’s exam-
ple, I hadn’t been scared to death of 
winding up an old maid, I might have 
gone on to be a noted scholar or a 
best-selling author. But then I’d have 
missed the people I love most—my 
spouse, my sons, my grandchildren 
and daughters-in-law. So, in a sense, 
her misfortune gave me happiness, for 
which I now thank her.

Former member of Urbana-Champaign 
Friends Meeting, Lillian Heldreth 
now worships after the manner of the 
Anishinaabe (Ojibwe). She would rather 
plant flowers or hike with the kids than 
houseclean.

They’d Have Me Committed
Mariellen Gilpin

A few years ago, a woman about my age came up to me at a Quaker workshop in 
another state and asked to speak to me privately. She told me she was ADHD 

and that some of her kids also had the condition. (I forget how many kids she 
had—several, as I recollect.) She was raised Unitarian—taught in Sunday School 
that Jesus was just a man and that the earth is holy. (“Go figure that one!” she said.)

Her husband had had her committed to a mental hospital and ran off with 
another woman, pretty much simultaneously. She was left in despair. One morn-
ing she woke up very early, it was still dark outside, and saw a golden light in 
the room. She sat up in bed and said, “Jee-sus Christ!” (I hope you hear that as 
an epithet.) A voice said, “Yes.” She continued to sit there, trying to take all this 
in, and finally said, “OK, this is a test. If you are really Jesus, get me out of this 
place, and I’ll believe in you!”

The golden light came very close, touched her with its warmth (the room was 
cold), and said again, “Yes.” She lay back down and thought. When the world 
woke up, she called a lawyer. The lawyer scheduled a hearing and rehearsed with 
her what she should say to the judge. She got out of the mental hospital. Then, 
she got her feet under her, got her kids back, and raised them as a single parent. 
She said they’ve turned out well.

When she finished her story, I said, “I wish you’d write that down. That’s a 
wonderful story. The world needs to know it.”

She looked at me with fear in her eyes. “I can’t write that story,” she told me. 
“They’d have me committed again.”

Coming soon! 20th Anniversary Anthology
WCTS started in 1994, so 2014 was our 20th anniversary. To 
celebrate, your WCTS editors have been busy selecting, compiling, 
and proofreading Intimacy with God, an anthology of our second 
decade. Publication date: May 1, 2015. Available at online bookstores.

Attitude Adjustment
Micah Bales

Lately, Jesus has been giving me an attitude adjustment. God is inviting 
me to experience life as it is, not as I wish it were. This world is both 
beautiful and full of pain; churning with energy and life, yet trapped in 
cycles of weariness and death. Before, I tried to avoid the bittersweet 
contradictions of our aching world. Now, though, I can sense the Spirit 
inviting me to participate fully in this messy, tangled web of relationships 
where true love happens (excerpted from October 11, 2013 < micahbales.
com/where-true-love-happens>). 
Micah Bales lives and works in a Friends community in Washington, 
D. C. He blogs at <lambswar.com>. (Contributed by Mariellen Gilpin)
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A Poem Cycle
Anne Scherer

Aftermath
in a moment
everyone I loved, everyone I knew,  and all that was 

familiar…gone
tears streaming down my face, I ran
from the searing flames, my clothing burnt into my flesh
my feet bruised and bloodied by broken glass and crushed 

stone homes

I stumble, falling into human dust

part of me
merely exists amidst the ruins, hiding, scarred…scared
part of me remains here alive, in the aftermath 
still wondering why, how I survived
their heart beats in memory, with my own
July 5, 2014

The Camp
they came in the night and took me from my family, friends
from everyone and everything I knew
there was a loud rumbling noise for hours and hours
other voices were crying out in the darkness; I could not 

move to help 
where was I? where were we going?
sudden stop, what will happen now?

they shoved me out of a doorway and onto a platform
the light blinding at first
slowly I could see faces, fellow travelers to nowhere-that-we-

knew
no one spoke
we gazed at one another in silence
shock and disbelief

pushing, pushing, they thrust us like animals—
we were in their eyes—
pushed up against barbed wire cutting the skin
I bleed!  I am human!
I think these things that I dare not speak
fear is a powerful anesthetic
those with their guns…weaponry…
shuffle the women off in one direction, men another
we are separated, categorized; no one is spared
numbers burnt into our arms
burning
a smell none of us would grow used to 
April 10, 2014

     AND
I was
raped.
Lost time,
lost count
how many;
depends on definition.
Does it matter?
These legalities,
anything “they”can do to
minimize,
further victimize,
will be done.
No one listens, cares,
blank stares.
And
memories last;
leaving ashes
of who
I was
and
might have been.
December 3, 2014
 

Doorway to Oblivion  
Standing
withered and worn
etched lines of time and storms
embedded in the grain

What dwells beyond holds so much 
anxiety

takes my breath and runs
racing towards the edge of oblivion
heading east, west, north, south
racing anywhere, to be away from here

being here, daily
face-to-face with my fears

Standing
withered and worn
etched lines of time and internal storms
embedded in my skin
October 21, 2014
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Liberation  
The Phoenix is rising, rising
out and up from the depths of captivity
                      hands open
releasing the grip of darkness, depression
setting her spirit free...and she rises, rises
toward the light, those dreams and 

possibilities
to begin again.
January 21, 2014

Anne Scherer worships with Rochester Friends 
Meeting (Minnesota). She writes, “I was listening 
to the radio, and a piece of music came on called 
“Phoenix Rising,” a lovely choral classical piece. 
Immediately images, both written and ones for 
drawing, came to mind.  A rough sketch of the 
Phoenix rising was drawn while I waited for an 
appointment.  Some of this, and some of me, is 
reflected in the poem.”

We Agnostics*
I spent most of my years of gainful employment surrounded by 
19-year-old computer programmers. Many needed real help to 
release themselves from captivity to various addictive behaviors 
or substances, but were down on God and religion. They couldn’t 
consider getting involved with 12-Step programs like Alcoholics 
Anonymous because of “the G-word.”  This is an excerpt from the 
Alcoholics Anonymous “Big Book” that I hope those young men have 
found by now, some thirty years later.                     —Mariellen Gilpin

“About half our original [Alcoholics Anonymous] fellowship were 
[atheists or agnostics]…. If a mere code of morals or a better philosophy 
of life were sufficient, we would have recovered long ago…. 

“We had to find a power by which we could live, and it had to be a 
Power greater than ourselves…. We found that as soon as we were able 
to lay aside prejudice [against God and religion] and express even a 
willingness to believe in a Power greater than ourselves, we commenced 
to [recover], even though it was impossible for any of us to fully define 
or comprehend that Power…. We did not need to consider another’s 
conception of God.  Our own conception, however inadequate, was 
sufficient…. As soon as we admitted the possible existence of a Creative 
Intelligence, a Spirit of the Universe underlying the totality of things, 
we began to be possessed of a new power and direction, provided we 
took other simple steps….

“The Realm of Spirit is broad, roomy, all inclusive; never exclusive 
or forbidding to those who earnestly seek….It is open, we believe, to 
all….Do not let any prejudice you may have against spiritual terms 
deter you from honestly asking yourself what they mean to you…. We 
had assumed we could not make use of spiritual principles unless we 
accepted many things on faith which seemed difficult to believe…. 
It was comforting to learn we could commence on a simpler level…. 
Faced with alcoholic destruction, we soon became as open-minded on 
spiritual matters as we had tried to be on other questions…. [Alcohol] 
finally beat us into a state of reasonableness. Sometimes this was a 
tedious process, and we hope no one else will be as prejudiced for as 
long as some of us were… We have learned that whatever the human 
frailties of various faiths might be, those faiths have given purpose and 
direction to millions…. We have observed that many spiritually-minded 
persons of all races, colors and creeds were demonstrating a degree 
of stability, happiness and usefulness which we should have sought 
ourselves.” (pages 44-57)

*Chapter 4 in the Alcoholics Anonymous “Big Book” <aa.org/assets/
en_US/en_bigbook_chapt4.pdf> Contributed by Maurine Pyle
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Beard As Mystic: Her Discipline, Her Goals, Her Advices
A Review of Rebecca Beard’s Three Books:

Everyman’s Search (1950)
Everyman’s Goal: The Expanded Consciousness (1951)

Everyman’s Mission: The Development of the Christ-Self (1952)
 Janice Stensrude

Everyman’s search is the search for God. Everyman’s goal is the expanded consciousness which should come 
through that search. Everyman’s mission is the vocation or divinely appointed work in his life. A part of this mission is a 
discipline and training by means of prayer and meditation to bring his awareness and, eventually, to bring his will more 
and more completely into accord with the Divine Will.                                                      —Preface, Everyman’s Mission 

Physician Rebecca Beard’s midlife 
spiritual search brought her to 

Quakerism and, through her own 
health crisis, to a late-life career as 
a faith healer. With a background in 
science and twenty years practicing 
medicine, she became very excited 
about the new movement of “psycho-
somatic medicine”—what today we 
call “mind-body medicine.” She came 
to believe, both through experience 
and new findings in psychology, that 
illness could be neutralized or defeated 
by adopting a positive attitude. 

A contemporary of Norman 
Vincent Peale (who wrote the fore-
word to her second book), Beard was 
riding the wave of the body-mind 
“discovery” that followed the power-
of-positive-thinking evangelists who 
rang-in the twentieth century. This 
infusion of new science into her expe-
rience with healing through prayer 
exerted a powerful influence:

“As time went on, I found myself 
more and more reluctant not only to 
make a definite prognosis of a patient’s 
condition, but to make a diagnosis 
because I realized that by saying to a 
person, ‘You have a serious disorder, 
or a definitely diseased organ,’ I was 
implanting in his subconscious mind a 
positive picture which was going to be 
difficult for him to forget or ignore.”

This problem of diagnosis became, 
for her, the impasse that shaped her 
decision to completely redefine her-
self as healer. “The hurdle I could not 

get over was this one of diagnosis,” 
she wrote. “When a physician no 
longer makes diagnoses, he no longer 
practices.”

In 1947, Beard set aside her medi-
cal practice and became a faith healer. 
She and husband Wallace Beard moved 
to Wells, Vermont, where they founded 
Merrybrook, a “spiritual therapy” 
center. “This astonishing power of 
positive thinking is the most marvelous 
secret of living,” she wrote, and it was 
this “astonishing power” that became 
the impetus of her new practice. 
Rebecca Beard entirely yielded to this 
concept, which she backed not with her 
medical training but by invoking the 
name and power of Christ Jesus. She 
believed, as did Norman Vincent Peale, 
whom she quoted: “If you practice 
believing that with the help of God you 
can overcome obstacles and achieve 
success, your will and imagination will 
flow forth together and, against that 
power, nothing negative, nothing in the 
nature of defeat, can stand.”

Beard’s first book, Everyman’s 
Search, is primarily devoted to the 
practice of positive thinking and the 
scientific basis for psychosomatic 
medicine. Among her several sugges-
tions to build a positive attitude is the 
advice to “Bless your body always. 
Speak no word of condemnation about 
it. Praise it, and bless it in every cell, 
calling upon every cell for its perfect 
response.” 

She did not view spiritual healing 

as miraculous, but rather the result 
of the body responding to a force of 
natural law that was only beginning to 
be understood. “Those of us who have 
studied physical science have come to 
have a profound faith in the underlying 
order of the universe and the depend-
ability of natural law,” she wrote. 

Following the main text of 
Everyman’s Search are thirty-nine 
pages of meditation scripts with medi-
tation instructions and a subsequent 
section on group therapy and prayer 
groups.

Beard’s second book, Everyman’s 
Goal: The Expanded Consciousness, 
was published a year later in 1951. This 
expanded consciousness, she wrote, 
“must come not only to individuals 
but to the world. . . . [It] is the next 
great step which mankind must take.” 
In this volume she discussed the role 
of emotional conflicts in creating poor 
health, yielding and becoming a vessel 
for God’s work, the power of love, and 
the seeds of what we now call “energy 
medicine.” Beard was a great fan of 
depth psychology and group therapy 
(which she saw as a training ground 
for and a microcosm of the larger 
world that needs to come into unity). 
She wrote:

Each one must take his egocentric 
self and face it, looking at it . . . in order 
that we may discover afresh the depth 
psychology that lies in the teachings 
of Jesus. In doing this, we will find the 
blind spots and the prejudices within 
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us. Then, through prayer and medita-
tion, we can erase these enslaving 
habit-tracks from our subconscious 
minds and achieve maturity.

“If you have thoughts you do not 
like,” wrote Beard, “then saturate your 
conscious mind with thoughts you do 
like.” “Find the things you love to do,” 
she encouraged, “or, a much happier 
thing, learn to love to do the things 
you have to do!”—an echo of the Zen 
proverb “Before enlightenment chop 
wood, carry water. After enlightenment 
chop wood, carry water.” The reward 
of all this inner work, she believed, is 
expanded consciousness, which she 
defined as “the upward reach toward 
cosmic or God consciousness.”

Beard’s third book in the series, 
Everyman’s Mission: The Development 
of the Christ-Self, opens with a detailed 
account of her own very dramatic spiri-
tual healing—after a series of heart 
attacks—that led to her abandonment 
of her medical practice in favor of 
the practice of spiritual therapy. Here 
she offered advice to those who have 
experienced a communion with God: 
“When you have had a deep religious 
experience, guard it carefully. Do not 
talk about it to any but the angels, the 
kings of the spirit or those who are wise 
with the wisdom of God.”

In passing, Beard mentioned 
that she had entered into a practice 
of prayer every four hours around 
the clock, vaguely suggesting a goal 
of spiritual growth, yet later seemed 
to reveal a more definite goal: “The 
mystic, inherent in each one of us, 
but often submerged by so much 
worldly thinking and knowledge, can 
be brought out only by long periods of 
meditative silence and contemplation,” 
she wrote.

Included in her practice to develop 
the Christ-self (and apparently, too, the 
inner mystic) was learning to control 
“the biological instincts as we learn to 

control much of our negative thinking 
and our emotion” in the “Christ way of 
mastery”—not by “suppression,” but 
by “understanding and redemption.” 
“We must redeem that part of us [the 
dark shadow within] by forgiving it 
and lifting it up; then we must repeat 
the process with those things we do 
not like in others.” She referred to the 
dark night of the soul as “a wilderness 
period following the baptism of the 
Spirit” and said that, “It is the aware-
ness of the Holy Spirit that we gain 
when we pass through the night-sea 
journey alone,” and “when we pass this 
test, we come out into the resurrection 
morning victorious.”

She described a crisis of inner 
turmoil and struggle resulting from 
a “piling up of negative emotions 
within us.” “Something of the lesser 
self within us must die,” she wrote. 
“The willful, imperious self which 
wants what it wants when it wants it, 
regardless of what it may cost, has to be 
crucified. The earth man or Adam-self 
must be reduced to a point where the 
Christ-self can be resurrected in us.”

Thus, Everyman’s Mission is a 
further development of topics intro-
duced in the first two books in the 
series, additionally naming a path to 
the realization of the Christ-self, as 
well as expanding on ways to maintain 
the positive mind set necessary for 
health and for guiding others to health 
through prayer. An extended section of 
meditation scripts concludes the text of 
the third volume.

The Everyman’s series is well 
written and an engrossing read for 
those of us interested in spiritual 
healing and expanded consciousness. 
The more than half a century that has 
elapsed since the three volumes were 
published has not eroded the value 
of Rebecca Beard’s teachings. One 
could, indeed, use her advices as the 
backbone of a practice intended to 

advance development as a healer or to 
deepen the mystical connection with 
the Divine.

I can imagine how excited Beard 
would have been to read psychologist 
Paul Pearsall’s account of his heart 
transplant (The Heart’s Code, 1999), 
and particularly his theory, intuited 
from his own experience, that the heart 
is the human body’s thinking organ and 
that the brain is its computer-servant. 
. . . And how very disappointed she 
would be to learn that the progress she 
so optimistically predicted in the clos-
ing pages of Everyman’s Goal never 
materialized:

“In fifty years, unless man’s prog-
ress is set back a few thousand years 
by global war, we will have advanced 
to the place where we will not consider 
placing any man in public leadership 
who habitually harbors hate in his heart 
for others, or who carries grudges or 
who cannot control his temper. We will 
not dare to put immature men in high 
places. Only the mature minded can 
be trusted to guide us. We will avoid 
adopting policies and plans of action 
through emotional reactions and senti-
mental responses. We will outgrow our 
worship of swashbuckling bandits and 
gun-toting heroes.”

Note: A search of the Internet reveals 
the availability of new paperback 
reprints of at least two of the books 
in Beard’s Everyman series, as well 
as an occasional copy of the original 
hardcover volumes. The best prices 
are for used copies of the original 
hardcover books at <abebooks.com> 
or <betterworld.com>.
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Beyond Addiction outlines the 
authors’ evidence-based approach 

to treating substance abuse and other 
compulsive behaviors. They draw 
upon their experiences in Community 
Reinforcement and Family Training 
(CRAFT), in which families are taught 
to take control of their own lives by 
changing the way they interact to 
promote positive behavior change in 
a loved one. Data reveals that CRAFT 
not only helps families become less 
depressed, anxious, angry and/or ill, 
whether or not the user stops using, 
but also increases the chance that users 
enter treatment and learn to maintain a 
healthier lifestyle. CRAFT’s approach 
is similar to 12-Step practices, but 
without the God-talk—which some 
addicts, and some therapists, have 
difficulty with.

The book begins by explaining 
what addiction is, what helps people 
change, and how change happens.  
Families are encouraged to focus first 
and foremost on their own self-care, 
because they are providing a model 
(probably much-needed in the family) 
of what self-care and the resultant 
greater resiliency looks like. Following 
this discussion, the authors teach ways 
a family can help by noticing and 
validating the user’s feelings while 
also setting do-able goals for positive 
change, positively reinforcing better 
choices and letting the user experi-
ence the natural consequences of poor 
choices.  

The authors briefly describe the 
different treatment options currently 
available and where each kind can 
be found. Care can include one-time 

consultation; weekly individual, group, 
couple or family therapy; a monthly 
medication check with a psychia-
trist; mandated DUI programs; and 
medically managed intensive inpatient 
care programs of different types and 
intensities. Examples of each type are 
included, plus descriptions of strate-
gies for increasing support through 
medication, blood alcohol level moni-
toring, or recovery coaching. 

Varieties of pharmacotherapies are 
described and cautions included about 
common side effects. The authors also 
urge looking for programs that provide 
helps for co-occurring psychiatric dif-
ficulties, such as ADHD, depression, 
anxiety, and personality disorders. 
They discuss some of the failings of 
the currently prevalent notions about 
addiction: for instance, that users must 
“bottom out” before they are willing 
to change; that abstinence is the only 
choice for change; that being nice to 
the user necessarily encourages the 
user to use. Checklists are provided 
to help families assess the different 
treatment options available to their 
loved one; they are encouraged to 
present various options for treatment 
to the user and let the user choose the 
program that makes the most sense to 
him or her. The authors point out that 
letting the user choose the program 
increases his or her sense of ownership 
of the process of change and dramati-
cally increases the rate of successful 
change. They also suggest communica-
tion strategies for suggesting treatment 
and outline ways families can support 
the user through the recovery process.

Summary lists of helpful ideas and 
queries to increase families’ aware-
ness and insight are provided in each 
chapter: “Ten Reasons to Have Hope” 
(p. 21); “Things You Can Change” 
(p. 27); “Steps in Problem-Solving” 
(p.272). An important discussion of 
the trajectory of change points out 
that ambivalence is to be expected and 
there are ways to help the user decide 
to learn from mistakes rather than 
decide it’s hopeless to try to change. 
Helpful resources for further informa-
tion are provided. Beyond Addiction 
is far more effective and efficient than 
discovering on one’s own how to help 
both one’s self and a loved one recover. 

“Understanding that relapse is 
normal [will help you not] perceive 
every slip as disastrous. This is for 
your sake, so that relapse is not more 
stressful than it has to be, and for your 
loved one’s sake, because over-react-
ing is not particularly useful to him. 
… Here are some objective measures: 
A relapse is less worrisome when a) it 
is contained within a relatively short 
period of time (e.g., one evening), b) 
the risk to his safety is low, and c) your 
loved one makes an effort to learn from 
it…to understand why it happened 
and what he can do to make it less 
likely. It can be helpful to notice the 
overall trajectory and look for shorter 
lapses, more time in between, and less 
damage…. If you and your loved one 
remain hopeful about the progress he 
has made, and understand the process 
to be step-by-step learning that might 
include lapses, he will be less likely to 
despair.” (p. 272)

Beyond Addiction: 
How Science and Kindness Help People Change*

By Jeffrey Foote, Carrie Wilkens, and Nicole Kosanke, with Stephanie Higgs; Reviewed by Mariellen Gilpin

*New York: Scribners, 2014.
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Note: Miriam’s family was Jewish, 
so this memorial was at pains to 
explain Quaker business process to 
her family. Her Memorial was April 
13, 2014.

Our Friend Miriam Marx played 
a very special role in the life of 

our Quaker meeting. Quakers say God 
makes available to the community the 
spiritual gifts it needs when it needs 
them. Miriam showed up on our 
doorstep in the very early days of our 
journey—from selling our converted 
residence at the edge of campus to this 
lovely worship space. Quakers make 
all business decisions without voting. 
We either come to agreement or else 
postpone and keep talking until we can 
agree. We sometimes wondered if we 
could agree where to put the electrical 
outlets, let alone build a new meeting-
house. The fact that we made all those 
decisions in the process of building is 
partly due to Miriam’s gift of vision.

Because I also walked that jour-
ney, deciding to build and then build-
ing, I have a much deeper appreciation 
for what the people of Israel were up 
against, when Moses led them out of 
the land of Egypt. When Moses told 
Pharoah, “Let my people go,” it prob-
ably was fairly easy for the Israelites to 
follow Moses through that suddenly-
dry river basin. They were slaves, and 
they could be free—if they followed 
Moses.  

But once they’d escaped, they 
had lots of second thoughts. Once 
they’d left Egypt, they no longer knew 
what to expect. They had nothing in 
Egypt, but they knew the way to the 
work site. They knew they’d labor 
all day, heaving that bale and toting 
that barge. They were in misery..., but 

they knew what to expect. Now they 
had to make decisions they didn’t 
know how to make. If they starved—if 
they died—they couldn’t blame it on 
the Egyptians. They did try to blame 
Moses. To become free, they had to 
learn to make choices and take the 
consequences.

As a Meeting, we had to make a 
lot of decisions we don’t know how to 
make. We didn’t know what to expect; 
we grieved not having a bulletin board 
we could call our own. We were anx-
ious. We didn’t have Moses to blame. 
Sometimes we did a pretty good job 
of blaming each other! We reminded 
ourselves that God had already made 
available the spiritual gifts we needed. 
We just had to notice the gifts and 
choose to use them.

It takes a lot of meetings for 
Quakers to come to complete agree-
ment. Committee meetings. Fact-
finding meetings. Threshing sessions. 
Business meetings. Miriam partici-
pated in every one of those meetings. 
She often gave me a ride. We worried 
aloud as we rode along. Finally, after 
many meetings, we agreed to just go 
around the circle with everyone saying 
aloud what he or she wanted. Did we 
want to build, or buy, or rent? No one 
wanted to say aloud what he or she 
wanted. Would someone be mad? 
Would we fight? We were all anxious. 
But, in the end, we did speak.

We discovered that we all wanted 
the same thing. It wasn’t that we all 
wanted to build, or buy, or rent. None 
of us had an agenda. What we all 
wanted was to do whatever we did as 
a community. We wanted each other. 
Miriam and I were filled with joy as she 
drove us home. “Thank you, God!” she 
said over and over.

We made lots of decisions. We 
made them together. Finally, we 
bought land to build on. We had a 
building plan. We just had to sign on 
the dotted line—we had to agree to get 
a mortgage. None of us was indepen-
dently wealthy! We came to that busi-
ness meeting with trepidation. Could 
we raise the money? Would we raise 
the money? Finally, our clerk raised 
the big question: Did we agree to get 
a mortgage?

Some spoke, very tentatively. 
Then Miriam said, “Yes, we should 
build. No, we don’t know where the 
money is going to come from, but it’ll 
work out.” We all took a deep breath. 
We looked within. We looked at each 
other. We looked within. We realized 
that Miriam spoke for each of us. We 
said, “Yes.”

It took all our spiritual gifts to 
build this worship space. Miriam’s gift 
was the vision to say, “Let’s do it. Yes, 
this is scary. But, let’s do it.”

Thank you, Miriam,. 
Thank you. 

Words for Miriam 
Marx’s Memorial

Mariellen Gilpin

Proceedings of 2nd Gathering
Janice Stensrude has done her magic again and produced A Mystic 
Call . . . Naming the Spiritual Condition of the World: Proceedings 
of the Second Annual Gathering of Friendly Mystics, available 
for download on the WCTS website <whatcanstthousay.org>. 
Print copies, either hardback in color or paperback in black and 
white, are available from <lulu.com>. The Proceedings from the 
first Annual Gathering of Friendly Mystics are still available from the 
same sources.          Thanks, Janice!
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Liberation from 
Captivity

(Supplement)

August 2015
Divine Intervention
Editors: Bill Mueller with 
Mariellen Gilpin 
Early Friends believed every life 
has “a day or time of visitation” 
(Barclay’s Apology), a critical 
moment(s) when opportunity (God, 
if you will) knocks. It is somewhat 
different from the divine light that 
strives daily, but just as essential for 
answering the question: “What can 
I say? How can I let my life speak?” 
Have you had a divine visitation or 
otherwise inexplicable encounter 
in your life? What did you come to 
know experimentally as a result? 
(“and this I knew experimentally.” 
Journal of George Fox)

Deadline: May 15, 2015

November 2015
Evil
Editor: Michael Resman 

Be not overcome by evil, but 
overcome 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 reducing evil in this world? 
Share with us your struggles, 
triumphs and blessings when 
dealing with evil. What did that 
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


