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That’s Where You Belong                                                                                Lois Dinshah

From the Editors:
We were delighted and overwhelmed to receive 
many offerings for this issue on Messages, 
with ten of them being from authors new to 
WCTS. You can meet seven of our new voices 
in this print issue, and three more in the web 
issue, along with old Friends of WCTS. We 
are allowing ourselves to believe this issue on 
Messages struck a nerve among Friends. Two 
of the articles are also posted on our blogs. 
Quakerism has been a do-it-yourself religion 
from the earliest days, and we welcome all these 
fresh perspectives on that age-old question, 
“When and how does God speak?”

— Mariellen Gilpin and Judy Lumb

When I was six or seven years old, I would often sit at 
the foot of my bed, looking out my bedroom window 

and talking to God. My mother had taught me to say a bed-
time prayer, and told me that I could talk to God whenever 
I wanted to.  When I was about nineteen, I started getting 
messages such as people are supposed to get during wor-
ship. I didn’t know about Quaker worship then, and didn’t 
learn anything about Quakers until I was an adult and had 
my six children. Also when I was nineteen, my mother told 
me about the Light. Now this was not Quaker inner light, 
but it was the Light that is within everyone. I started using 
it for guidance and protection right away. Many years later 
I began using it for many other things, including healing, 
after I took classes in healing.

In 1962, Roshan and his brother Jay, and Jay’s wife 
Freya, were in San Diego, California, where I lived. I was 
in a group that went to Dr. Hohensee’s lectures about natu-
ral health and natural healing. He sold a vegetable and rice 
steamer for $50. I wanted one but couldn’t afford it. In those 
days, $50 was a lot of money. I had two young children. I’d 
divorced as soon as I could afford it.

The Food and Drug Administration put Dr. Hohensee in 
jail for “practicing medicine without a license.” Our group 
wanted to let the public know what happened. The leader 
asked for a volunteer to type up information on an electric 
typewriter and put it on a mimeograph to print and pass out 
to people. To use a mimeograph, one types on a page that has 
a film, something like a gel, on it. The typed letters leave an 
impression on the gelled paper so that the letters pick up the 
ink and put it on the paper you want printed. This was before 
copy machines. I had never typed with an electric typewriter 
before, only a manual typewriter. Electric typewriters went 
much faster than manual typewriters. I had never used a 
mimeograph, nor typed on mimeograph paper before. But 
no one else volunteered, so I did.

When I went to the address given to type the papers, 
Roshan met me at the door. Jay, who I was supposed to meet 
there, wasn’t home yet. Roshan took me to the typewriter and 
showed me the things I was to use. Then he left. I thought that 
he wasn’t very friendly. I didn’t know that he was working 
on a car in the back yard.

When Jay came home, we talked, and he asked if I was 
a vegetarian. I said, “Yes, but not the regular kind, because 
I don’t use white flour and white sugar.” He took me to the 
kitchen and said, “Hey gang, she’s one of us.” He didn’t know 
then how much one of us I would be. Jay’s wife Freya was 
there with someone else. While I was typing in the office 
room, I heard the group doing a religious service that was 
not like a regular church. I asked if I could join them, and 
got to know them somewhat.
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WCTS retains the right to publish 
initially and to reprint in WCTS 
anthologies. If you want to reprint 
an article from WCTS, please 
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the author. If that is not possible, 
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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 
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The three of them left San Diego 
in 1963. I wrote to the three of them, 
and we corresponded for a while. Then 
Freya had Roshan write to me. We got 
to know each other much better by the 
letters we exchanged. Later Freya said 
that she played matchmaker.

It was during this time I got the 
message that something would happen 
June 20, 1965, that would change my 
life. I had also gotten the message 
before this that I would go east. I didn’t 
know how far east,  or where. On June 
20 I listened for my phone and watched 
my mailbox. Nothing happened that 
day, or the next. Then I received a letter 
from Roshan asking me to marry him. 
He’d written the letter on June 20.

I didn’t know what to do. After 
putting the two kids to bed, I went out 
under the stars and sat on the kids’ 
swing and asked God what I should 
do. I heard the answer in my head: 
“That’s where you belong.” Not, “Yes, 
you should marry him.” Just, “That’s 
where you belong.” It is very rare that 
I hear something in my head. Usually I 
get an impression of the concept.

My father had been upset when I 
had a problem with my first marriage. 
My mother told me I should ask my 
father’s permission about this one, 
since that was what he’d said back 
then. I did ask my father. He acted as 
though it wasn’t necessary to ask him, 
since Roshan had a job and a place 
for us to live. It was a week before 
Roshan had a reply to his question. 
He later said it was the longest week 
of his life. I came to New Jersey early 
August, 1965, and we were married 
August 14, 1965. 

Lois Dinshah has been a member of 
Mullica Hill Friends Meeting, in South 
Jersey, Salem Quarter, Philadelphia Yearly 
Meeting, since about 1981.

Tailor
Chad Rand

In the closet hung
Two outfits.

A suit and a dress.

I went to the closet 
And dressed in the suit.
I went with Claire for coffee
And dancing and daiquiris—
Held hands in her garden
Until dusk fell. She told me
  She loved me.

I went to the closet 
And suited up in the dress.
I went with Derrick for dinner
And bowling and bourbon—
Locked lips in his car
Until day broke. He told me
  He loved me.

I went to the closet 
And sliced all the seams.
I sewed them anew—
Made one out of two.
I looked in the mirror,
  saw my whole self
  and smiled.

But.
Then.
Derrick stopped showing.
Claire wouldn’t call.
And all said, “We’d like you
  to just choose a side.
  This duality
  is simply a lie.”

In the closet hangs
My outfit…
Releasing its beauty
  to the moths.
Chad Rand is exploring Quakerism 
via correspondence. He is a poet and 
theater artist who has participated in the 
Education Justice Project, a collaboration 
between the University of Illinois and 
Danville Correctional Center.
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Luminous Beings of Light
Susan Hefte

Luminous Beings of Light, hear my call:
I seek your presence, your grace, and guidance 
on this Path of Tender Compassion 
upon which I now tread.

I find it my duty, my privilege, and my honor to walk 
this Path

hand-in-hand with my Companion-in-Life
as we move together, ever deeper,
into the Heart of the Beloved, into the fullness of the 

Divine.

I know not what this means
nor how to make this journey.
I know only that I am called to follow
this ancient and sacred Path of Hidden Beauty.

This passage has already taken me to my knees.
It is with great humility that I seek your Blessings; 

that I
ask for your compassion and tender care along the 

way; that I
ask you to be with us for the distance, wherever that 

takes us.

Be with us on this pilgrimage of unknown length 
and unknown terrain, of unknown joys and sorrows.
Please be our guides, our shelter and comfort.
I cannot imagine us totally alone in this Vastness.

I ask with Faith, knowing that it is already so: 
that you are with me here and now; that you will 

never forsake me, 
nor forget my needs, my wants, nor my desire 
to live in the safety and beauty of your Countenance.

I stand humbled by the prayer you have written 
through me, for me, flowing unbidden, out of me.
Be my eyes, my ears, and my voice that I might sing 

your praises,
share your message, and witness your infinite love 

with clarity.

Susan Hefte is a member of St. Petersburgh, Florida, Meeting. 
She wrote this poem during yearly meeting, as she reflected on her 
journey with her husband’s Parkinson’s disease. This poem was 
written through her, and for her.

Confirmation
David Blair

I sat in the ballroom of the Newark Airport Hilton, guided 
into a meditation by a channel called Lazaris. I followed 

his lead and found myself flying over a strange country and 
descending to a campfire by a grove of trees. There I found 
Erling, Nikola and a gypsy woman whom I recognized as a 
Buddhist woman from Kunming in China. In their presence 
I had experienced moments of grace, in the mountains of 
Norway, at a farm on the Greek island of Kos, in a tiny apart-
ment where our hostess danced her tribal people’s Peacock 
Dance for Western guests she was not supposed to entertain.

Now I was instructed to tell them who they are. To Erling 
I said, “You are the guardian of the rocks and mountains.” 
To Nikola, “You are the keeper of the earth.” To the gypsy 
woman, “You are the spirit of dance.”

Lazaris then said, “Ask them who you are.” In one voice, 
they said, “David, you are a glowing vessel of God’s love.”

The next instruction came: “Now find another way to 
confirm what you have been told.” I found myself hovering 
in the air, looking down at myself, and I could see that my 
body was glowing.

Months later, at Plum Village in France, I was walking 
in the summer countryside and suddenly felt God’s love and 
forgiveness pouring into me. I was overwhelmed, I laughed, I 
cried. And when I returned to the retreat, I shared this experi-
ence with my mentor, a Buddhist monk. I told him I couldn’t 
be sure this was “real” and asked how I could be sure. He 
smiled and suggested I walk less and sit more.

The next morning, in the half light of dawn, I found my 
way to a pillow in the meditation hall and sat down to be 
still. As the light increased, I looked up and saw a photo of 
the Buddha on the wall facing me. He was looking down 
at me with a slight smile, the embodiment of that love and 
compassion I’d felt the day before. I wept, knowing this was 
the confirmation I’d asked for. 

God truly does love and forgive me. I am a glowing 
vessel of God’s love. These may be the two most important 
messages I will ever receive. In each case I needed to hear 
the message twice, and a way was opened.

David Blair lives in rural NH, has taught in the public schools and 
co-founded and directed the Mariposa Museum and World Culture 
Center in Peterborough NH. Between 1985 and 1993 he lived in 
China, the Philippines and Vietnam. The inner journey has taken 
him to even more amazing places.
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Second Chances
Bobbi Trist

The idea for “Second Chances” came to me during 
Pittsburgh Meeting for Worship directly after the 2014 

FGC Gathering. I was sitting close to a woman who had been 
in my workshop there, and we had discussed that we both 
had been  divorced; in ages past that had been impossible. I 
finished the song during Meeting for Worship at 57th Street 
in Chicago, where I take my young grandchildren when I 

visit. Since then, I have discovered that everyone has his or 
her own interpretation of a second chance. A relative who 
struggles with addiction thought it was about that, and for-
merly incarcerated persons hear it as having a second chance 
to live life outside of jail or prison. All of us need a second 
chance. Indeed, all of us probably need many, many second 
chances! Isn’t that what forgiveness is all about?
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Bobbi Trist has been a member of Urbana-Champaign Friends 
Meeting, Illinois, since 1977. Raised Methodist, she originally 
joined the Ann Arbor Meeting in 1965 after looking for a faith 
community which did not take off its religion with its Sunday 
dress. She was especially attracted to the social gospel; the love 
of mysticism came later. Lately she has been involved in issues of 
incarceration, immigration, homelessness, and hunger.
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Heaven wept that cold, gray Monday 
morning in late May of 1984. 

Heavy drops of rain, normally so 
refreshing and reminiscent of life to me, 
splashed corpse cold on my face as I 
stood, head slightly bowed, small hands 
clasped before me. The clean scent of 
wet mountain grass and freshly turned 
earth did little to dissipate the somber, 
ethereal haze that hung in the air as the 
sky shattered, pouring its pieces to the 
world below.

As chilly as the rain felt on my 
skin, I was still grateful to the sky for 
its tears, for they helped to mask my 
own. Though I was but a child of eight, 
I was wise enough to understand that 
men weren’t supposed to cry, so I wept 
silently. My tears mingled with the cold 
rain and trickled from my eyes down 
my face to the lip I bit to keep from 
trembling.

The dark wool suit, so different 
from the t-shirts and shorts I usually 
wore, prickled against my skin as it 
became saturated. A steady rivulet of 
icy water rippled down my spine. I stood 
indifferent to these small discomforts, 
however, focusing intently upon the 
horribly beautiful scene before me. At 
that moment, every ounce of pain my 
small body could muster was devoted to 
the hurt I felt as I stared helplessly at the 
grave before me, the grave of the man I 
had known as my grandfather.

A native of southeastern Tennessee, 
he had been born and raised in this 
mountain land. He had come north with 
my grandmother about a year into their 
marriage, my infant mother in tow. They 
had been reluctant to leave their home, 
but work was scarce and it seemed the 
only way to escape the coal mine whose 
darkness could get inside of a man, 
waste his body away to nothing before 
his children’s eyes. Eat away his soul. 
He had seen his father consumed and 

wanted better for his children than to see 
the same. So they left, settling in Illinois. 
He spent the next twenty-eight years 
in that Yankee state. He worked there, 
raised his family there, lived there, and 
eventually, he died there. Still, no matter 
how long he was apart from it, at heart, 
he remained a child of the South. And, 
as is the way of things of this nature, 
when he died in that familiar foreign 
land it was his wish to return home a 
final time and be buried in the land that 
had borne him.

That was how I found myself in 
Wartburg, Tennessee, on that cold, gray 
Monday morning, hoping no one would 
notice my tears in the rain.

 “…was a good, honest man. He led 
a good life and touched many in his time. 
He will be missed dearly. But the good 
Lord says…” the preacher man droned 
on the way a Southern Baptist preacher 
man will. The hymns would come soon, 
I knew, but for the moment, the preacher 
and his words faded from my perception.

I glanced over to see my grand-
mother, a woman of fifty years and 
countless smiles, who always exuded 
such strength and resilience to me. I 
couldn’t count the times she’d car-
ried me in her arms through troubled 
waters, nor could I forget the dozens of 
“switchin’s” I had suffered at her hands 
for eating the unripe, green a Clearly 
apples off her apple trees after she’d 
told me not to. As I looked at her quietly 
then, I saw a side of her I had never 
seen before and had never expected to 
see. She looked so frail, so broken. She 
wasn’t afraid of her tears though. They 
streamed freely from her dark eyes as 
she listened to this stranger describe the 
lost love of her life and tell her what a 
good man he had been. She cradled in 
one arm an American flag folded to three 
corners, a gift to the widow of a veteran. 
Her other hand clutched my uncle’s as 

it rested on her shoulder. “…how sweet 
the sound/ that saved a wretch like me/ 
I once was lost, but now am found/ was 
blind…” the hymns began. It was eerie 
to hear the usually jovial, rejoicing 
voices of a Southern Baptist congrega-
tion be so somber and subdued. It felt 
unnatural, in a way.

My uncle stood behind his mother. 
Clearly his father’s son in both appear-
ance and character, he stood with his 
hand on her shoulder, forming an almost 
symbiotic bond, each drawing and 
giving strength to the other. He looked 
at the grave unwaveringly. Proud and 
strong. A vision of manhood, right down 
to the way the rain trickled from his 
eyes, down his face, and to his lip.

“…of ages/ cleft for me/ Let me hide 
myself in thee…”

My blurred vision found my mother. 
She held my baby brother in her arms 
as my sister stood beside her. A picture 
of both dignity and endless compassion, 
like my grandmother, my mother made 
no attempt to disguise her tears. Softly, 
she sang the hymns in that same serene, 
soothing voice that had lulled me to 
sleep when I was a baby. The eyes are 
said to be a window to the soul and I 
saw then the strength in hers as a soft, 
sad smile played on her lips and she bid 
farewell to her father, singing to him 
one last time.

Confronted by the courage I wit-
nessed in my family, I found myself 
embarrassed by my tears and the weak-
ness they betrayed. I lowered my head 
to hide my shame. It was in this act, by 
mere chance, I discovered what would 
come to be my definition of grace.

Amidst this ocean of grays and 
subdued shades, a tiny pinprick of vivid 
color struggled to be seen beneath my 
sodden dress shoes. Captivated, I bent 
down to investigate, only to discover one 
of the strangest, most out of place and 

Reflections on a Monday Mourning
Emmett K. Sanders
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oddly beautiful things I have ever seen. 
A tiny flower, a Mountain Bluebell, 
undaunted by the weather, the hymns, 
even by the grave of a good man, 
peeked out from the wet grass.

It struck such a jarring contrast in 
that dour setting that I couldn’t ignore 
it. I plucked it from the earth simply 
because it seemed right, and felt the 
velvety softness of its delicate petals 
brush my fingertips. In that moment 
an understanding came to me.

This flower didn’t grow because 
of, or even in spite of, the rain or the 
grave. It grew simply because it was 
a flower, and because it must grow. 
Life must go on. In this instant, I 
realized this was true of all of God’s 
creatures. We go on. We keep striving 
to grow, to survive. Not in spite of the 
broken hearts and the tears, but simply 
because we must. This is the nature of 
Divinity’s children. Whether we are a 
flower, a widow, a mother, a son, or a 
child of perhaps eight summers mask-
ing his tears in the rain, life must go on.

“…and we shall dwell in the house 
of the Lord forever. Amen.”  Amen.

Emmett K. Sanders is a writer and thinker 
who has participated in the Education 
Justice Project (EJP), a collaboration 
between the University of Illinois and 
Danville Correctional Center. He has 
given permission for WCTS to reprint 
this story from Winter Harvest, an EJP 
publication.

The Shaded Light
John C. Benson

Although there is much variety 
of experience, my sense is that 

modern Friends in unprogrammed 
meetings are seeking a milder God 
than the One we knew 40 years ago. 
There is a tendency to separate the 
teachings of Jesus from the Living 
Christ, and to experience the teachings 
as mere philosophy, not as converting 
Light that goes everywhere.

Modern Friends, many of whom 
are refugees from Christian mal-
practice in other churches, are apt to 
want a shaded Light, one that can be 
confined to chosen subject matter. 
The shaded light tends to focus on the 
outside world only, not showing us our 
own errors and hypocrisies, neither 
in ourselves as individuals nor in our 
meetings as identifiable faith com-
munities with observable testimonies. 
The language of the shaded light tends 
to emphasize “values” instead of tes-
timonies, or to reduce testimonies to 
a finite list (peace, simplicity,  equal-
ity) with no admission that all of our 
behaviors reflect our faith to the world.

With a God who specializes in 
certain work, it becomes feasible to 
construct a secular understanding of 
Quakerism in which the stated values, 
held up alongside the information 

issued by our chosen news media, will 
inevitably lead us to set an agenda with 
strategies and next steps. Friends can 
now skip the conversion experience 
completely, and go directly to working 
on social justice and other fruits of the 
Spirit. Whereas 17th century Friends 
pursued social justice because they 
were having a religious experience, 
today’s Friends are likely to reverse 
the cause and effect, and adopt the 
opposite if/then understanding: if we 
work on good social causes, then we 
will be spiritual. In this new context 
with its emphasis on outward forms 
rather than interior spirituality, our 
good work is necessarily defined by the 
dominant popular culture embracing 
individual freedom and political cor-
rectness. When we use secular values 
to set our agenda, we can end up with 
work that lacks love. 

The message was what the mes-
sage was. I may have mentioned that I 
woke up early one morning and wrote 
this in a very short time, unhesitatingly. 
Although it was in my voice, I had a 
sense of being a sort of spectator while 
the words came out. 

John Benson is a member of Stillwater 
Meeting (Ohio) where he is a recorded 
minister. He is the former Director of 
Pastoral Care, Counseling, and Mission at 
St. Mary’s Medical Center in Huntington, 
WV, where he continues to serve on the 
pastoral care staff in the healing ministry 
of Jesus Christ. In this work John enjoys 
close associations, including prayer 
times with clergy of many denominations, 
in addition to his personal devotional 
practices and prayer with patients and 
their families.

Friendly Mystic Gatherings 2016
What Canst Thou Say is sponsoring two gatherings in 2016. The 
Western Gathering of Friendly Mystics in Berkeley, California 
was already held in February. The epistle from this gathering is 
on the WCTS blog <quakermystics.wordpress.com/2016/02/08/
mysticsgathering- epistle-berkeley-california-february-4-7-2016>. 

The second is the Fourth Annual Gathering of Friendly Mystics 
scheduled for September 30–October 3, 2016, at the Cenacle in 
Chicago. We are planning a weekend of sharing our stories, as we 
have done in the past three years, followed by one day of extended 
worship and worship-sharing. Deadline for registration was June 1.
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While I have felt leadings in the past, three experiences 
went far beyond those Divine nudges. In early 1985, 

I hurt my back lifting a patient while working as a visiting 
nurse. A friend had recently completed a massage therapy pro-
gram, and after she relieved most of the pain in one session, I 
was determined to learn more. Massage therapy seemed like 
a good fit, but I was very nervous about the financial side as I 
have no family to fall back on should things not go well. I just 
couldn’t imagine making such a big change without a safety 
net and had been earnestly asking for Divine guidance. Yet 
my prayers seemed unanswered and I kept asking.

In May I was drawing blood from a patient who was 
sitting right next to the window. Suddenly there was a huge 
booming crash just outside the house. I felt an uncomfortable 
sensation, like getting zapped by a lamp or electric fence as 
I saw something bright & jagged behind me, reflected in the 
lenses of my glasses. His wife started screaming. As fast as 
possible, I slapped a bandaid on his arm and practically ran 
out of the house. Later I kept thinking about what had hap-
pened (just what HAD happened?) and convinced myself it 
was just a lightning strike near the house. When I visited this 
man a couple weeks later, his wife pointed at me and almost 
yelled, “You’re the nurse the lightning hit.” 

She described “an orange light that went around & 
through the both of you.” Afterward, I discovered that I could 
no longer wear watches, which would lose unpredictable 
amounts of time at unpredictable intervals. After the second 
new watch I purchased in a short time, I finally connected 
it to the lightning strike. After a few days, I realized the 
lightning was my answer from the Divine, literally “a bolt 
out of the blue.” 

I enrolled in the six-month massage therapy program in 
Gainesville, Florida, nervously acting on faith in the guid-
ance. When I had trouble finding a part time nursing job, 
once again I asked for a sign I had made the right decision, 
preferably not so dramatic this time. That afternoon I came 
home to find my final paycheck in the mail, which paid for 
tuition and books, with exactly $20 left over, the cost of gas 
for the drive down there. I loved doing massage and never 
regretted my choice. Over the years, when work-related 
problems arose, I first reminded myself about that powerful 
confirmation. I have no definitive explanation for a second 
witnessed lightning strike in 1992. That one occurred in the 
autumn, while discussing Ministry and Counsel concerns on 
the phone during a light rain, not the least bit stormy.

Bolt Out of the Blue
Thais Carr

Silent Worship
Jacque Pepper

The coffee is b-poppling
but then it stops,
and the room for worship
becomes silent.

Friends clear their throats
or cough or sigh;
and pews creak from weight
being shifted.

I look around at faces,
calm and peaceful.
Some eyes are closed,
looking inward.

Some hands are clasped
in humble prayer;
some hands are open,
inviting the Spirit.

Closing my eyes, I sense
an expanding stillness,
the spacious moment
growing slower.

I am aware of my thoughts;
but they’re floating away.
My mind is working on
making connections.

In the stillness we seek
God’s guidance and will;
we hear each other,
sharing ministries.

When the hour has passed,
Friends rise and meet
with the touch of hands,
greeting one another.

I think to myself:
what a blessing it is;
and it feels so right,
this worshiping in silence.

Jacque Pepper
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Forgive Henry Hodges
In 1996, I went to Pendle Hill for a clerking workshop.  

As I sat in morning worship with an unusually quiet mind. 
I heard a voice behind me very clearly say, “Forgive Henry 
Hodges.” Even as I whipped my head around, I knew no one 
was there. In 1990, Henry Hodges murdered my coworker 
Barry, a dear, sweet gay man with a huge heart. He would 
bring homeless or “down on their luck “men home for a meal 
and Bible study with him and his partner. Nashville police 
said they had never seen a stabbing so brutal. Hodges had 
also murdered several other gay men in the Nashville area 
& was convicted of those as well. Guards at the state prison 
where the most violent offenders are housed say he is “the 
worst of the worst” they have ever seen. 

Have I been able to let go of the pain and honestly say 
I forgive him? No, but the pain has lessened over the years 
and I do continue to think about forgiveness and the death 
penalty.   It is not far under the surface when the topic comes 
up and tears still come easily. Henry Hodges has been on 
“death row” for almost 25 years now. I can’t say why I heard 
that voice so clearly that day. I feel a strong leading to be on 
the prison grounds when Henry Hodges is executed. I want 
my presence to witness to the fact that Barry had people who 
cared about him and will not forget him.

Another Cosmic Kick in the Pants
The most recent loud Divine message came a year ago. 

My Pyrenees-lab mix, Dwaas, had torn his ACL and was 
clearly in much pain, requiring surgical 
repair. I picked him up Friday after work 
and stayed with him until I returned to 
work Tuesday. When I came home that 
evening, I took him into the yard before 
going inside to start supper. About 15 
minutes later I went back outside and 
observed odd, almost frantic behavior. I 
took him back into the yard. My vet had 
closed just five minutes prior, and I sure 
didn’t want an expensive visit to the after 
hours vet clinic. After a few more min-
utes, Dwaas laid back down and seemed 
less panicked. I decided to take him to 
the vet first thing in the morning. 

As I walked back into the house, I 
heard a voice say “You have to go now.” 
I stood there a moment, trying to decide if 
I had imagined it, before once again hear-
ing, very clearly and very emphatically, 

“You. Have. To. Go. Right. Now.” So, in less than 90 minutes 
of first noticing something wrong, the vet had diagnosed 
volvulus; his stomach had twisted around 180 degrees. Food 
ferments in the stomach, causing bloat, like colic in horses. 
Death comes within a few hours (or less).  The surgeon turned 
his stomach to the correct position and stitched it to the back 
of the abdominal wall to prevent a recurrence. 

Because he had surgical repair so quickly, there was no 
permanent tissue damage. A year later, Dwaas runs wherever 
he wants inside the acre that is fenced. He resumed his role 
as the vigilant gentle giant who is my protector. (Pyrenees 
are traditionally used to guard flocks.) Even the vet who 
repaired the knee said he was amazed at his full recovery 
from the orthopedic surgery, which required being confined 
for 12 weeks afterwards.

I like to think I have become more tuned into subtle mes-
sages from the Divine, and sometimes I definitely am. But, 
unfortunately, I wouldn’t be surprised if I needed another 
“cosmic kick in the seat of the pants” to get my attention 
somewhere along the way. 

Thais Carr is a member of Nashville Friends Meeting and a 
graduate of the eighth class of the School of the Spirit. She lives 
in a semi-rural area south of Nashville with three dogs, including 
Dwaas, and loves gardening and birdwatching. She participates 
in the DOVE Bandage Brigade service project knitting bandages 
for Vietnamese people with leprosy, using meditative knitting  
as a spiritual discipline. Even though she has become better at 
hearing Divine messages, she still doesn’t take any chances during 
lightning storms.
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November 2016
Joy
Editor: Michael Resman 

“Joy is the infallible sign of the presence 
of God.” (Pierre Teilhard de Chardin)
For those so blessed, spiritual joy flows 
quietly under all of life’s events. Even 
when grieving, frightened, frustrated 
and angry, a loving connection with the 
One continues. What joys have you ex-
perienced in your spiritual life? How did 
that joy affect you on a day-to-day basis? 
What have you learned about spiritual joy 
experienced during times of struggle? 
Share your stories of encountering joy as 
part of your spiritual journey.

Deadline: August 15, 2016

February 2017
Becoming Vessels
Editor: Judy Lumb 

“Submit yourself to God. Learn to 
live in the passive voice—a hard 
thing for Americans—and let life 
be willed through you.” (Thomas 
Kelly, A Testament of Devotion, 
1941) What did you experience 
when you let go of your own 
willing? Were you afraid? Why? 
Did you go ahead anyway, and how 
did it turn out? When have you been 
filled to overflowing?  How has 
God shown you the way to be open 
to the fullness of Grace?

Deadline: November 15, 2016

May 2017
Spiritual Support
Editors: Pam Richards with 
Mariellen Gilpin 
When has a spiritual companion spoken 
to your life through action, challenge, 
or on-going conversation? How do you 
prepare yourself to let the Inner Light speak 
through the voice or life of your spiritual 
friend? Have you supported a minister or 
a younger Friend? How do you balance 
humility and accountability to your Inner 
Teacher?  Describe a metaphor, process, 
or visualization you find helpful when 
offering spiritual support. How is humility, 
not-knowing, and opening to the wisdom of 
another reflected in your process?

Deadline: February 15, 2017


