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From the Editors:
When we first received the wealth of articles 
and poems about Messages, our first idea 
was to categorize the stories thus: Messages 
received in dark times; Messages intended for 
the human family; Messages received during 
worship and prayer; and Messages about work 
to do. But it turned out that most of the stories 
would fit perfectly well into at least three of the 
four categories! There are stories here about 
being prayed-through, about Divine concern for 
pets as well as other loved ones, stories about 
becoming who we are. The editors celebrate 
that the God we worship really does care about 
the sparrow falling to the ground. Come to the 
party, Friends, and come as you are!

— Mariellen Gilpin and Judy Lumb

Sometimes the Divine calls us to work that we never 
imagined for ourselves. Our ego may get in the way of 

hearing the call—no God, not me. Then God may send a 
message.

Before I came to Sandy Spring Meeting, I had occasion-
ally obeyed the heart-pounding leading to speak in worship. 
Speaking in small Meetings felt more like worship/sharing 
than like public speaking.  Sandy Spring was different.  With 
over one hundred present at worship, many of them weighty 
Friends, the very idea of vocal ministry scared me.

 Then I received the gift of the Elder.  Whenever a Friend 
spoke, I would hear something with an inner ear, and I would 
sense whether the message was rightly led or if it was more 
for the gratification of the speaker’s ego.  Receiving this 
gift further intimidated me into silence.  I had heard that 
true Elders had this discernment ability, but now I knew.  I 
suspected that many of those weighty Friends in my new 
Meeting had the gift too.

About a year later, I began to feel a call to vocal ministry.  
Almost every week, I would be visited by the heart-pounding 
leading to speak. I resisted. Was God really calling me, or 
did I just want to say something? Could I be led to speak this 
often, and who was I to speak for God anyway? Once the 
inner debate began, I lost the leading. Often a Friend’s remark 
at the rise of meeting would let me know that my ministry 
had been needed. On the way home, I would promise God 
to be more obedient the next time.  But I wasn’t.

This went on for several years.  Then one summer 
Sunday morning, parent visiting day at my daughter’s Quaker 
camp, I was not planning to attend meeting at all.  As I slipped 
into camp-visiting clothes, my hair still wet from the shower, 
an irresistible compulsion to go to worship came over me. If 
I left immediately, I could get there only a few minutes late 
and be back in time for the camp visit.

Hair not styled, wearing clothing too casual for my com-
fort in worship, I entered the meeting house after meeting had 
settled and took a seat by the door, under the balcony.  Soon, 
a dear old woman stood to say that she recently had a con-
versation with someone who had known Thomas Kelly. She 
learned that Kelly had not always been the deeply spiritual 
person who produced A Testament of Devotion.  Something 
had changed him, and she wondered what it was.  God may 
as well have sent me an engraved invitation.  I had read 
about Thomas Kelly’s spiritual transformation, and his story 
spoke to my soul.  Yet I resisted. How could I speak today, 
of all days?  I had not fixed my hair.  I was wearing shorts.  
Worse, I was sitting under the balcony where a speaker’s 
voice gets swallowed up.
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Then a man spoke from right 
above me in the balcony. His message 
was brief. All he said was, “Sometimes 
I am not sure whether I am to speak, 
but I should anyway.”  If the ques-
tion about Thomas Kelly had been an 
invitation, this was a kick in the pants.  
The message was clear: the Divine 
had called me to vocal ministry, and 
the time for making excuses was over. 
Projecting my voice out from under the 
balcony into the vast meeting house, 
I told the story of Thomas Kelly’s 
transformation from an intellectual 
who taught about religion to a person 
of deep faith writing from his own 
spiritual experience.  After suffering 
a humiliating disappointment that 
brought him to the brink of suicide, 
Kelly emerged as a transformed soul 
who created the works that still move 
us many years after his death.  This is 
how God works. The Divine does not 
cause our suffering – often we bring 
that on ourselves – but if we are will-
ing, the Divine is powerful enough 

to work through humiliations, disap-
pointments and suffering to transform 
each of us into the person God wants 
us to be.

After I accepted the call to vocal 
ministry, I lost the gift of the Elder.  
Now, instead of hearing whether a 
message is rightly led, all messages 
from others sound right to me. With 
an inward ear, I often hear deep needs 
of the speaker, or I sense a need in the 
meeting for silent prayer or a vocal 
message. 

The Divine works in many myste-
rious ways to transform us and bring 
us closer to God.  Sometimes, as with 
Thomas Kelly, God works through our 
suffering, and sometimes God speaks 
through others to send a gentle but 
unequivocal message.

Elizabeth “Betsy” Meyer is a member of 
Sandy Spring Meeting in Maryland and 
has served as its Clerk. She also is a past 
Clerk of Baltimore Yearly Meeting. She 
now makes her home in Hebron NH.

Harmonizing Voices
There are four ways in which [God] reveals his will to us—through the 
Scriptures, through providential circumstances, through the conviction 
of our own higher judgement, and through the inward impressions of 
the Holy Spirit on our minds. Where these four harmonize, it is safe to 
say that God speaks. For I lay down as a foundation principle…that 
of course His voice will always be in harmony with itself, no matter in 
how many different ways he may speak. The voices may be many, 
the message can be but one….Therefore my rule for distinguishing 
the voice of God would be to bring it to the test of this harmony….
If you are in doubt on any subject, you must first of all, consult the 
Bible about it, and see whether there is any law there to direct you…. 
If, however, upon searching the Bible you do not find any principles 
that will settle your especial point of difficulty, you must then seek 
guidance in the other ways mentioned, and God will surely voice 
Himself to you, either by  a conviction of your judgement, or by 
providential circumstances, or by a clear inward impression. In all 
true guidance these four voices will necessarily harmonize.

Hannah Whitall Smith, The Christian’s Secret of a Happy Life, pp. 92-
107.  Recommended by Dorothy Neumann.
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What Really Matters
Susan Chast

To get up from sleep
To get dressed (or not)
To be kind to someone
To give and receive inspiration and affection
To make love
To witness
To be

Holy Day 
Susan Chast

I fall into your arms,
teach me to love instead of fear.
I welcome you as my true guest—
teach me to love instead of fear.

Hello today, hello minute.
Hello worship, hello silence.
Hello prayer, hello presence—
teach me to love instead of fear.

This is the day nature has made
and God has filled (or vice versa).
Let me rejoice and be glad in it.
Teach me to love instead of fear

This is the very day the world
is made, and us and all in it.
I welcome you as my true guest—
teach me to love instead of fear.

I Swim In Love
Susan Chast

Two dove-shaped planters float past, owl-
like cups hoot and spit up hot water and
pigeons roost in boats’ rotten portholes, wet
cacophony, salt taste and porpoise smell—

I stand in shades of light.

Seaweed and rusty cans, broken glass and
slick clay, webbed toes and finger wings lift up
and draw down navigation charts,
tree tops and stars covered by windy hair—

I swim in night.

Echo-location, eyes in heart, tongue in
cheek echo-laughter, crinkled faces meet,
kiss, kiss under mistletoe-shaped algae
think, feel waltzing over infinity—

I rain in light.

Too beautiful, she said, to live in this—
I’ll visit, but don’t ask me to stay. Hey,
I ask, if you have once centered in truth
how can you ever refuse the power?

I weep in love.

Susan Chast is a member of West Philadelphia Monthly Meeting, 
a preparative meeting under the care of Green Street MM, and 
is a member of PYM’s Undoing Racism group. Her publications 
include reMothering: Poems by Susan Chast and Taking a Walk 
with God: Poetry by Susan Chast and Art by Jennifer Elam. A 
retired instructor of theater, teacher of English and performance 
artist, she is led to write as both creative expression and witness. 
She is currently Artist-in-Residence at Pendle Hill. 
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What the Grandmothers and 
Grandfathers Are Saying

Maurine Pyle

An ancient Hindu tale, much older than time, tells the 
story of King Indra’s net, which is said to contain all 

elements of existence. At each point of connection in the 
web there is a jeweled node that mirrors everything else in 
Indra’s net. If you have ever had the experience of seeing 
your own reflection in a mirror with another mirror behind 
it, you will see this infinity of connection. While attending 
the Parliament of the World’s Religions in Salt Lake City 
recently, I heard many grandmothers and grandfathers speak-
ing with one voice. They were the jewels offering reflections 
of our world in a web of mutual wisdom.

On the very first day, we heard from the Grandmothers of 
the Four Directions, a group of elders who gather regularly 
to share ceremonies of indigenous rituals in various places 
around the world. A Maori woman from New Zealand stood 
tall holding her long cane and declaring loudly, “We cannot 
be separated. Our religion is love—unconditional love. We 
as women have the quality of heartfulness which can change 
the world.” She spoke the truth that the labor of women keeps 
the planet going—labor of education, labor of food produc-
tion, labor of birth and childcare. This work is saturated by 
faith. Women represent 80 percent of the religious activity 
in the world and one percent of the leadership. When women 
lead, the human condition changes and moves us toward the 
mother instinct of preservation of life.

We all felt the power and truth of her words. Each speaker 
that followed acknowledged that we were all standing on the 
sacred ground of the Native Americans who inhabit the Utah 
plains—the Navajo, Dene, Lakota, Shoshone and Ute tribes, 
among others. Then a tall thin man crossed the stage with 
great dignity, introducing himself as Chief Lookinghorse of 
the Canadian Dene Nation that he said includes the Lakota 
and Cheyenne tribes originally of the Black Hills of the 
Dakotas. He explained that he is the Keeper of the White 
Buffalo Calf pipe. There is a tradition among all of the tribes 
of this region that a white buffalo calf is born every year 
as a symbol of peace. He said that he has never carried a 
gun. Chief Lookinghorse asked us to consider the seventh 
generation when we make our decisions and actions. He 
said, “Mother Earth is the source of life, not a resource. She 
is spirit, a lifegiver. What is sin? The greatest sin that man 
can make is to abuse Mother Earth.” His final words were: 
“Unite spiritually as a global community, and we shall sur-
vive, we shall live.”

Next a Yoruba priest from West Africa took the stage 
with his wife. The Yoruba religion is practiced in other parts 
of the world, too, like Brazil and Cuba. He pointed out that 
this religious tradition is not limited to indigenous people, 
offering his European wife as an example. 

He said, “There is no such thing as a non-living thing. 
Everything is alive. The earth is our mother. Humans are 
no higher than nature. Every day we inflict horrible pain on 
our mother because we humans see ourselves as higher than 
nature. We need to respect the entire creation. Let us show 
respect to our women and our Mother. It is time for the world 
to shed itself of the bigotry of color. Let us try a little bit of 
friendship. There is no longer any time left for conquest.” 
This is the wisdom of a grandfather.

The final speaker of the Parliament was a most unusual 
visitor to America, the Chief Imam of the Grand Mosque in 
Mecca, who had come to us with a powerful warning. “We 
are becoming the victims of inescapable material greed. 
The Koran forbids extravagance and waste. Now more than 
ever there is a greater window for disorder caused by global 
warming, pollution and poverty. Climate change threatens 
human existence. Mankind has become the problem.”

Their words of elder wisdom, like the jewels of Indra’s 
net, were reflecting one another. They said: “Love Mother 
Earth and preserve her; take only what you need and resist 
impulses related to unrestrained desire. Love your fellow 
humans as you love yourself. Honor dignity, find common 
ground, become good stewards. Dream dreams, have visions, 
listen deeply, serve the highest good.” In closing, the elders 
were advising us: “Make a path by walking.” We cannot see 
where we are going. Only by walking in faith, hope and love 
can we forge a new path. The elders are pointing the way to 
a new world just over the horizon. Let it all come tumbling 
down, and we will rise up and shore up.

Maurine Pyle carries a letter from Southern Illinois Quaker 
Meeting regarding her traveling ministry, which serves Friends 
from all branches: FGC, FUM, and EFM. This article first 
appeared in Illinois Yearly Meeting’s newsletter, Among Friends.

We must learn to regard people less in the light 
of what they do or omit to do, and more in the 
light of what they suffer. —Dietrich Bonhoeffer, 
theologian and writer (1906-1945)

You must accept the truth from whatever source 
it comes. —Moses ben Maimon, philosopher 
(1135-1204)

Contributed by Wendy Clarissa Geiger
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When in Grief 
I Would Seek Comfort

William H. Mueller

 As conveyed by Jeremiah*

YHWH: When in grief I would seek comfort

My heart is sick within me

Let not the wise man glory in his wisdom

Let not the strong man glory in his strength

Let not the rich man glory in his riches 

But only in this should one glory: 

In his earnest devotion to Me

For I the LORD act with kindness,

Justice and equity in this world

For in these I delight

JER: I know, O LORD, that man’s road

is not his to choose,

that man, as he walks,

cannot direct his own steps

Sometimes literary verses stand out with a clear message; 
this is how I experienced the verses above from the book 
of Jeremiah. God is in grief over the destructive acts of the 
human race and, like us in grief, seeks comfort. God finds it 
in human lives devoted to kindness, justice and equity. In this 
God delights, for this is what earnest devotion to the Holy 
Spirit means. We humans are described as creatures “who 
cannot direct our own steps.” Nevertheless we can walk with 
God and find the way to human kindness, justice and equity 
in a world in sore need of them.

*Jeremiah 8:18, 9:22-23, 10:23 from the TANAKH, Jewish 
Publication Society

A Message from Beyond
William H. Mueller

Two kitties came with us when we moved here from 
Houston eight years ago, Nappy and Pele. 
Nappy became very ill after about two years. He was the 

elder, and he could no long take care of himself, nor could 
he keep warm. 

Pele groomed him to keep him clean, something that 
Nappy did not care for at first, but then accepted it. Pele 
wrapped his body around Nappy at night to keep him warm. 

I have never seen anything like it. Nappy became strange 
because he had a brain tumor and attacked our dog Lots 
unmercifully. LOTS stood for “Lord of the Streets.” Lots 
has passed on. The homeless men clients of an Episcopal 
agency in Houston found this homeless dog, and took him in, 
against church policy. Eventually we took in Lots when that 
program failed from lack of support by the rich Episcopalians 
of Houston.  

I was angry at Nappy, as I am essentially a man with no 
patience for anything that disrupts his life. I remember one 
time I spoke angry words to Nappy across the barnyard, and 
Pele went over and stood next to Nappy in support of his 
position. I never felt so ashamed of myself. After Nappy’s 
death (we put him down finally, and it was clear that he 
wanted that), I became very appreciative and close to Pele 
over the next four years we had him with us.

In the early morning of January 6, 2009, Nappy came to 
me in a dream. It had been four years since his death, and he 
had never come to me in a dream before. I wondered what 
could this mean. It was not just any dream, it was one of 
those vivid dreams that you do not forget. 

It was on that day that I began to write and have never 
stopped and never will; I received a gift from Nappy. In 
the afternoon of that day I heard the terrible cries of Pat in 
the kitchen to come quickly, that something was terribly 
wrong with Pele. I rushed downstairs and arrived just after 
he expired on the kitchen floor. He had been having strange 
attacks and we suspected a tumor as well. Now, I understood 
why Nappy had come to me that day in a dream—to reas-
sure me in the terrible grief he knew I would have when I 
lost Pele. He would be there to welcome Pele to some great 
beyond as Pele had been there for him in this world. That is 
how I have come to understand it.

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. 
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Living in the 
Moment*

William H. Mueller

When the ball drops on New 
Year’s Eve in Times Square 

every year, it is a moment that human 
beings seem to take with great impor-
tance. Suppose we lived a “special 
moment” like this every day—it is 
all we have after all, just this day, this 
hour, this minute. Yesterday is past and 
cannot be helped, there is absolutely no 
help in regretting the past, except to 
learn to do better “next time” perhaps. 
Tomorrow is uncertain, the only reality 
is today. In the gospels, Jesus extolled 
the virtues of living one day at a time: 
“...do not worry about tomorrow, for 
tomorrow will worry about itself. Each 
day has enough trouble of its own.” 
(Matthew 6:34)

How should we live today? What 
did Jesus do? Live serving others as 
best we can, and by taking care of 
ourselves. He was a remarkable healer 
of both physical and mental diseases. 
This aspect of Jesus is particularly 
emphasized in Mark’s gospel. 

His teaching also encouraged 
people to think about religion in a new 
way that would enable them to become 
healers of a broken creation and social 
and economic disparities that drive 
human beings against one another 
These teachings come mainly from the 
gospel of Matthew, the Sermon on the 
Mount. We are all healers, Jesus says, 
and it is in healing that we are healed.

Here is a story about a smile that 
changed my life in one moment. Our 
Friends Meeting had responded to a 
man who had recently been transferred 
to a prison in our area. He wrote to us, 
saying he was a Quaker, and would like 
a meeting there. 

As we waited for him in the room 
assigned us on the first meeting day, I 
was apprehensive. But that all changed 
when he came through the door, and it 
was his smile that struck me the most. 
I was suddenly at ease, and something 
new opened up inside of me from that 
moment on! My life had changed, 
though I didn’t know exactly how 
or what it would lead to, but it had 
changed. I was there to serve him, but 
on many levels I found healing for 
myself.

Speaking of living in the moment, 
the ALANON family groups have a 
little flyer called “Just for Today.” This 
flyer helped me understand what living 
in the moment meant, or as ALANON 
says, “one day at a time.” I always 
had trouble with this concept; the first 
paragraph helped me most to begin 
to understand this idea. It says “I can 
do something for 12 hours that would 
appall me if I felt I had to keep it up 
for a lifetime.”

This showed me that I routinely 
avoid doing things because I feel 
that I would have do them forever. 
Why would I think that? I believe 
this reflects a lack of self-confidence; 
I would rather avoid doing anything 
than repeatedly get it wrong. But this 
is counter-productive, because it is my 
sense of inadequacy that is governing 
my behavior. The continued problem 
looming day after day gives me the 
false impression I will have to keep 
this up for a lifetime. Were I to go 
ahead and try to solve the problem, 
whatever it is, I would have to learn 
something. I may get it wrong, but that 
is the way anyone learns, by making 
mistakes. When I learn what works 
and what doesn’t by doing something, 
it builds my confidence. My sense of 
inadequacy lessens the more I simply 
face up to what presents itself today. I 
am able to live in the moment.

The Wrong 
Church

David Lewis

As I stood in the wrong church 
in the basement of a bar, I had 

to smile. The entire week I felt that 
familiar drawing to go to Meeting. My 
mind was mentally prepared as I drew 
nearer to the weekend. Lofty ambitions 
of refocusing and reconnecting with 
that which keeps me grounded filled 
my quiet commute time to and from 
work. I needed to attend Meeting and 
was preparing full-heartedly. 

Very late in the week I was 
informed that a Sunday noontime 
lunch was planned with my grand-
mother and extended family—over 
two hours away, near Gary, Indiana. 
At that distance and scheduled time 
there was no way I could make my 
local Meeting and also make lunch 
with my family. Embracing the same 
attitude that helped me walk into my 
first Quaker meeting for worship over 
five years ago, I did a quick search on 
FGC Quaker Finder and identified an 
unprogrammed meeting only 20 min-
utes from my grandmother’s home. 
They began worship at 10 am. This 
was logistically possible if I left early 
in the morning.

I drove that First Day morning lis-
tening to gospel hymns and reflecting 
on being bold. Due to a time zone mis-
calculation that was not evident until I 
had already left, I had to speed a little. 
By speed a little I mean that I flew 
down remote Illinois and Indiana back-
roads at borderline-reckless speeds, 
alert for any dangers and gospel sing-
ing the whole way. The GPS at first 
revealed that I would arrive 15 minutes 
late. I hate being late to meeting, so I 
decided ahead of time that if I were to 
be 1 minute late, I would not attend at 
all and would begin the visit with my 
family early.

*This article was first published in William 
H, Mueller’s prison newsletter, The 
Inlook-Outlook Letter.
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As fortune would have it (and loose 
law enforcement on early Sunday morn-
ings) I arrived at the GPS-determined 
location with 15 minutes to spare. It was 
a parking lot in the middle of downtown 
Valparaiso, Indiana, outside of a family 
restaurant. Knowing that Quakers tend 
to be subdued in their advertising, I 
walked up and down the block looking 
for a building number that matched what 
was on the FGC website. 

I began to think that this group of 
Quakers were particularly subdued. 
Subdued to the point where I began to 
be desperate and even asked a gentle-
man walking down the street if he knew 
of any Quakers in the area. He didn’t, 
but wanted to know if I knew where a 
Starbucks was. I saw a couple dressed 
neatly and with what appeared to be 
Bibles in their hands walking down the 
street. I stalked them to an alley where 
they quietly slipped down a flight of 
stairs. They looked nice enough, so I 
pursued them. I have heard stories about 
Quaker Meetings in all sorts of settings. 

What greeted me there at the bottom 
of the flight of stairs in the basement of 
a Buffalo Wild Wings Sports Bar sur-
prised both me and the preacher. 

“Is this the Quaker Meeting?” I asked.
“No, this is New Song United 

Methodist Church,” he stated.
“Do you know where the Quaker 

Meeting is?” I inquired.
Quickly he replied, “No, I do not, but 

you are welcome to worship with us.”
I politely declined and ascended 

the steps, only to find that I had one 
minute until the beginning of worship. 
Not wanting to be late to worship, I 
descended the steps and walked back 
into a Methodist worship in the base-
ment of a bar and grill. Everyone was 
kind and pointed me towards the coffee 
and cookies. The worship was loud 
and filled with guitar riffs and praise. I 
didn’t sing, as I recently have been on 
a “Not to sing unless I know the song” 

or fade out. Some churches do this with 
guitar chords and entertaining preaching.

After worship I was able to do more 
research into the Duneland Friends 
Meeting, which was where I was intend-
ing to worship that First Day. When I 
compared the meeting’s website with 
the FGC website, it turned out that the 
FGC website had an incorrect address. 
But the actual meeting’s website address 
was incorrect too. I would have never 
arrived at my destination.

Months later, I still reflect on the 
meaning of the Methodist Church in 
the basement of a bar. It stands to me 
as a testament that sometimes things 
work out in weird, welcome, and unbe-
knownst ways if we are open to them. 
Sometimes we end up where we were 
meant to end up, even if it isn’t where 
we intend to be. Sometimes we must 
take small sparks of light and fan them 
into roaring flames.

David Lewis attends Urbana-Champaign 
Meeting IL and serves on Ministry and 
Oversight Committee. He and his wife and 
two daughters are learning subsistence 
farming on five acres, where they are blessed 
by mere acquaintances who give them 
critters. Our forebears said, “Never look 
a gift horse in the mouth,” and apparently 
the saying also applies to ill-tempered gift 
donkeys who  bite the hand that feeds them, 
and also protect the sheep from coyotes.

discernment path. The preacher and 
various presentations were lively and 
unoffending. 

Then the sermon came. The sermon 
was concise in content, a couple of Bible 
verses and some reflection on the gen-
erosity and cohesiveness of the congre-
gation for the upcoming Thanksgiving 
food drive. While the content was 
simple, a point in the sermon specifically 
illuminated the call to me: Fanning the 
embers of generosity, of faith, of kind-
ness, and of compassion. Fanning the 
embers—or taking a simple spark and 
turning it into a flame. 

I could only smile at the parallel 
paths and their unlikely intersection. A 
Quaker seeker spending the entire week 
fanning the embers and a Methodist 
preacher doing the same—only to 
intersect in the basement of a bar at the 
wrong church. 

Turning the smallest of sparks into a 
roaring flame that both can consume and 
renew the spirit. Lightning striking, and 
the embers that result can be the process 
of spiritual seeking: the charged air as 
the storm rolls in, and then the lightning 
strikes. What remains is a seeker who has 
the calling, but needs the nurture of a meet-
ing or other church to turn that humble 
ember into a pillar of light. If a church or 
meeting does not do a good job of fanning 
these embers, they are lost in the wind 

The Simplest Questions
The simplest questions are the most profound. Where were you 
born? Where is your home? Where are you going? What are you 
doing? Think about these once in a while and watch your answers 
change. —Richard Bach

Love Yourself
“You yourself, as much as anybody in the entire universe, deserve 
your love and affection.” —Buddha
Contributed by Wendy Clarissa Geiger
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What Do We Hunger For?
Adrian Nelson

“[F]or white America to understand the significance 
of the problem of the Negro will take a bigger and tougher 
America than any we have yet known. I feel that America’s 
past is too shallow, her national character too superficially 
optimistic, her very morality too suffused with color hate for 
her to accomplish so vast and complex a task.” —Richard 
Wright, 1944, American Hunger.

I finished reading Wright’s autobiography on the day that 
Black Lives Matter activists and supporters gathered under 
the hashtags of #BlackLoveFriday and #NotOneDime to 
shut down one of Chicago’s biggest shopping stretches on 
retailers’ biggest holiday of the year. Though it was clear to 
me that not every shopper got the point of the protest, I was 
incredibly glad to see the connections being drawn between 
the way the U.S. economy is run and U.S. oppression of 
people of color. ...

I draw these ideas out because I think Wright is right; 
if we persist within our current economic framework, the 
current path that this society has set out for us (go forth and 
make money, be fruitful and multiply dollars, buy to save 
the country from terrorists), we cannot come face to face 
with racism in this country. We cannot come face to face 
with the thousand shallow values that make up American 
consumerism because to do so would be to bite the hand 
that feeds us....

I say this to acknowledge the difficulties inherent in the 
road before us; I also say this because I think we can do it. 
I am surrounded by people, in this house at QVS and in my 
work at L’Arche, who work with visions for a different world. 
I am encouraged by all the wonderful work that my friends 
in far-flung parts of the world are doing to make this world 
more livable for everyone.

One of the reasons I came to QVS eager to live in a 
community was to see how we could possibly set up some-
thing that might run counter to these systems. I am excited 
to continue to explore this with all the people in my life.

And I say this because I want to have a conversation 
with you. I want to understand what you hunger for and what 
holds you back. I want to know the things you long to talk 
about, but can’t. I think we can live together in this world, 
that there will be enough for all of us. 
Excerpts from Adrian Nelson’s blog, Sunlight on a Broken Column 
<sunlightonabrokencolumn.wordpress.com/2015/11/29/what-do-
we-hunger-for>.

The Importance 
of Shared Silence

Gunilla Norris
Within each of us there is a silence
—a silence as vast as a universe.
We are afraid of it…and we long for it.
When we experience that silence, we remember
who we are: creatures of the stars, created
from the cooling of this planet, created
from dust and gas, created
from the elements, created
from time and space…created
from silence.
In our present culture,
silence is something like an endangered species…
an endangered fundamental.
The experience of silence is now so rare
that we must cultivate it and treasure it.
This is especially true for shared silence.
Sharing silence is, in fact, a political act.
When we can stand aside from the usual and
perceive the fundamental, change begins to happen.
Our lives align with deeper values
and the lives of others are touched and influenced.
Silence brings us back to basics, to our senses,
to our selves. It locates us. Without that return
we can go so far away from our true natures
that we end up, quite literally, beside ourselves.
We live blindly and act thoughtlessly.
We endanger the delicate balance which sustains
our lives, our communities, and our planet.
Each of us can make a difference.
Politicians and visionaries will not return us
to the sacredness of life.
That will be done by ordinary men and women
who together or alone can say,
“Remember to breathe, remember to feel,
remember to care,
let us do this for our children and ourselves
and our children’s children.
Let us practice for life’s sake.”

Gunilla Norris grew up in Argentina, Sweden, and the United 
States. A psychotherapist, she teaches meditation and leads 
contemplative workshops. Her focus is on household spirituality, 
the practice of spiritual awareness in our day-to-day tasks. 

Shared by Parker J. Palmer, “Here’s a lovely meditation on 
silence by Gunilla Norris. I find it compelling because it names the 
importance of both personal and shared silence.”
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experiences, choosing our confidants 
carefully. One very important thing 
has happened since Jennifer’s research 
study: the psychiatric profession has not 
only officially removed mystical experi-
ences from its list of mental illnesses, but 
also recognized spiritual counseling as 
a psychotherapeutic specialty.

As I contemplated the notion of 
a mystical closet, I began to see con-
nections in my reading and my per-
sonal experience. One such connec-
tion was Sam Proctor’s memoir, My 
Moral Odyssey. Sam was an African 
American educator and minister, who 
held numerous government posts, 
beginning with his 1963 appointment 
as Associate Director with the Peace 

Corps in Africa and culminating with 
his service as Special Adviser to the 
ethics committee on recombinant DNA 
research during the Carter adminis-
tration (1977–1981). His academic 
career included stints at Virginia Union 
University, Agricultural and Technical 
College of North Carolina, Rutgers 
University, Vanderbilt University, 
United Theological Seminary, Kean 
University, and Duke University. In 
other words, Sam was a hard-working, 
well-educated, well-connected, and 
high-profile public figure.

Consciously, with forethought, and 
with the strength of his pacifist convic-
tions, Sam Proctor used his notoriety to 
strike at the heart of racism. He wrote 
that he made an effort to circulate in 
the white community to give white 
people the opportunity to change their 

Coming out of the closet is more 
than freeing ourselves. We are 
also freeing society. We are 
servants of the moral growth of 
humanity. 

I arrived at last June’s WCTS retreat 
in a physically vulnerable state, at 

the tail end of one of those undiag-
nosed, just-feel-lousy illnesses that my 
mother used to call “the epizoody.” As 
if the stress of standing upright were 
not enough, the powerful exercises in 
naming ourselves mystics and exchang-
ing blessings opened the floodgates of 
my consciousness.

It was as if a backlog of messages 
had been waiting for a channel to open, 
and now they came pouring out in a 
deluge. Some of them came as waking 
thoughts early in the morning, others 
just appeared in my consciousness 
during my daily routine, and one flowed 
from my pen one morning as I began to 
make my daily journal entry: Coming 
out of the closet is more than freeing 
ourselves. We are also freeing society. 
We are servants of the moral growth 
of humanity. I was stunned with the 
clarity and simplicity of the message.

I had made a list of continu-
ing themes I had observed at the 
First, Second, and Third Gatherings of 
Friendly Mystics. At each of these, the 
issue of whether to tell others of our 
mystical experiences—and who those 
others should be—had been a hot topic. 
And now, it seemed, it had ripened to 
receive spiritual intelligence. 

I had to hang out with other mystics 
to learn that what I considered a spiri-
tual matter is thought by many to be a 
mental-health matter. Jean Roberts, a 
WCTS founder, had been advised to 
check herself into a treatment center, 
where the goal was to talk her into 
believing her mystical experience was 
a sign of mental illness. Psychologist 
and WCTS contributor Jennifer Elam, 
in her interviews with one hundred 
people with mystical experiences, found 
that Jean’s experience was not unique. 
Jennifer recommended that we should 
be cautious in sharing our mystical 

stereotypes about the black race. He 
would talk about his college-graduate 
siblings, most with advanced degrees. 
His speech was articulate, even elegant.

I’ve moved in and out of unfamiliar 
territory most of my life. My earliest 
adventure was at the age of five, when 
I put on my Easter dress, packed my 
cardboard suitcase and set out to see the 
world. My mother played along until 
she realized I was not pretending. It 
would be many years after that before I 
traveled very far from home, but I was 
discovering other worlds by befriending 
and accepting friendly overtures from 
people with backgrounds different from 
my own.

At the time that I made the deci-
sion to move to Australia, where my 
younger son lived with his young family, 
I was volunteering my administrative 
expertise as the only white person in 
an African American community orga-
nization. “You are one white woman 
who will be missed,” the organization’s 
president told me when I announced my 
plans to move. Ten years later I heard an 
echo, when I was drawn into conversa-
tion with a middle-aged black woman, a 
resident in the nursing home where my 
brother was recovering from a series of 
strokes. 

Louise had murdered her husband, 
and her schizophrenia diagnosis was 
the only thing that had saved her from 
the Texas death chamber. The nursing 
home, for her, was a sort of halfway 
house between the mental hospital and 
the assisted living facility, where she 
would have her own small apartment, 
with the medical supervision to ensure 
she took her medications. She lived in a 
semi-conscious state, speaking slowly, 
and dragging her feet when she walked. 
She told me she was a retired military 
officer and grew up in a prominent local 
black family. “We’re related to the white 
Meriwhethers,” she said. “Everybody 

The Mystical Closet           
 Janice Stensrude
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knows it but nobody talks about it.” 
We had a long conversation while I 
waited for my brother to return from a 
therapy session.

“It was nice talking to you,” I said, 
when a nurse interrupted to say my 
brother was back in his room.

“I wish all white people were like 
you,” she responded.

After that, we always spoke when 
passing, and she bummed cigarettes 
from my brother in the outdoor smok-
ing area. She even borrowed a few 
dollars from him once, which was paid 
back a few days later as promised. I 
guess we weren’t white anymore, just 
two of the very few people who spoke 
to her.

Though white Australians looked 
like white Americans and more or 
less spoke the same language, I soon 
became aware of cultural differ-
ences. My years in Australia advanced 
my knowledge of “others,” and my 
volunteer work took me to remote 
Native Australian communities where 
exchanging stories of children and 
grandchildren and the love of colorful 
skirts were the threads that connected 
me to the women I met.

I had always thought of these 
wonderful experiences as broadening 
only my own horizons, until I recently 
perceived a similarity between my 
forays into foreign situations and 
Sam Proctor’s interactions with white 
society. While I was getting a chance 
to have a look at their way of life, they, 
too, were having a chance to glance 
into another world.

I have come to see that closets 
come in layers. I was born into the 
closet of my family and emerged into 
a larger society one room at a time. I 
think about my gay friends who each 
have a story about coming out of the 
closet, first into the gay community, 
later venturing out the front door into 
the greater world . . . which led to my 
thinking about us coming out to each 

other as mystics. How many of us will 
walk out the front door into the world 
after we’ve ventured out of the closet? 
Do we need to? 

I remember years ago reading 
about a young man whose life goal was 
to make positive changes in elder care. 
After achieving his degree in social 
work, his first job was in a large retire-
ment home. After a few months, he saw 
that his long hair—which he had grown 
throughout his college years—was 
interfering with establishing rapport 
with his elderly clients. He made the 
hard decision to cut his hair. 

To him, it felt like pretending to 
be someone he was not; but after some 
soul searching, he concluded that he 
was not willing to postpone communi-
cating with his clients in the hope that 
they would eventually abandon their 
bias against young men with long hair. 
He chose the closet.

Times have changed, but Jennifer’s 
advice to carefully choose our confi-
dants still holds true in many cases. 
The American Psychiatric Association 
may have created a new diagnostic 
category that describes “Religious 
or Spiritual Problems” as “nonpatho-
logical,” but not everyone is willing to 
accept spiritual phenomena as healthy 

human activity. Not too long ago, a 
young mystic who shared her experi-
ences with a member of the clergy was 
referred for an exorcism. As a com-
munity of mystics we must continue 
to support those at every stage of the 
journey ... including those who choose 
the closet. 

But Spirit took my hand and 
issued a challenge I will not soon 
forget: Coming out of the closet is 
more than freeing ourselves. We are 
also freeing society. We are servants of 
the moral growth of humanity. It is like 
my gay friends . . . and like my Sister 
in the Spirit, who shows her mental 
illness to the world. Servants of the 
Moral Growth of Humanity: what a 
fine-sounding phrase.

When an interviewer marveled at 
how good Gloria Steinem looked as 
she sailed through her fortieth birth-
day, Steinem replied, “This is what 
forty looks like.” Is it your turn to 
say, “This is what a mystic looks like, 
sounds like, walks like, lives like”?
Janice Stensrude was living in Perth, 
Australia, when a neon vision of “Christ is 
the answer” sent her walking up the steep 
incline to the local Quaker meetinghouse. 
Since returning to the U.S., she has 
attended Live Oak Friends Meeting in 
Houston TX and Galveston Friends 
Meeting on Galveston Island TX.

Sleep
Anne M. Scherer

slipping gently into longing arms of unconsciousness
she beckons me to stay longer
and I linger resting against her heart beating breast
sleep...sleep my dear one
calm your spirit-soul
and breathe the peace of sweet slumber
the night is brief
rest easy in my arms, you are home.
Anne M. Scherer is a writer, poet, and artist living in Rochester 
MN. This poem was written February 11, 2014.
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Auras in Worship
Mariellen Gilpin

Yesterday, Sunday, I was respon-
sible for opening the meeting-

house. I had come early and alone, 
and once the coffee pot was started, I 
entered the meeting room for a time of 
pre-worship worship. 

When Friends began to arrive, I 
held them each in prayer, and saw their 
auras as they sat down in worship. I 
was particularly struck with the vision 
of the aura of a little boy; in addition to 
the shimmer of light around his whole 
head, his halo was exceptionally well-
defined, a perfect little circle hovering 
directly over his crown chakra. I knew 
I could never again see that little boy 
in any ordinary sort of way.

Early in our worship, a Friend 
stood and reminded us that even 
though it is the darkest time of the 
year, we also realize that each day the 
daylight is growing a little longer. He 
reminded us of George Fox’s saying 
he’d seen an ocean of darkness, but an 
ocean of light overcame the ocean of 
darkness. He thought it was important 
that we expect the light to overcome 
the darkness.  

I pondered his words, with some 
recent memories of experiences of the 
light very much on my mind and heart. 
Sometimes I have been Directed to 
speak before I know the entire mes-
sage; I have been asked to trust that 
the words—even the ideas—would be 
Given when I needed them. This was 
the Guidance yesterday morning. The 
ideas were there, but not yet pulled 
together into a coherent whole. I was 
simply supposed to begin speaking:

“Mark Twain is known largely 
for writing adventure stories, but 
some of his other writings suggest a 
hunger for something more than what 
was readily available in 19th century 
American Protestantism. I remember 
particularly a passage in a story about 
a river pilot who visits heaven. He says 

how wonderfully brilliant the saints’ 
halos are, and compares the real halos 
rather invidiously with the halos artists 
conveyed back home, which he said 
made the saints look as if they all had 
brass platters on their heads.

“My Friend Helene Pollock fre-
quently worships with a group of 
Guatemalan Quakers in Philadelphia. 
She says they are both very spiritual 
and also very matter-of-fact people. 
One Guatemalan Friend told her a 
story about gathering for a prayer 
meeting in someone’s house. The 
light created by praying together was 
such that the neighbors thought the 
house was on fire and called the fire 
department.

“Most of the time when I see 
auras, all I really see is a shimmer. 
I’m not at the brass platter stage in my 
spiritual growth. But what I observe 
during worship is that when we wor-
ship together, our auras all expand and 
become more clearly defined. What I 
conclude is that these times when we 
worship together are very important.”

When we all introduced ourselves, 
someone sitting behind me added how 
much he enjoys the Love in the room 
when we worship the Quaker way. My 
general sense was that my unusually 
visual message of mystical light was 
exciting to some Friends.

I wondered before I spoke whether 
I should mention the little boy’s clearly 
defined halo, that perfect little circle of 
light hovering over his crown chakra. 
Somehow, however, it didn’t seem 
to be Wanted that I should single out 
any one person’s aura; that the idea 
needed to be to encourage all of us to 
worship together. And as I reflect now, 
the message given was also influenced 
by an earlier experience of how much 
more brilliant and complex the aura 
appeared when I was prayerfully 
enjoying my husband John’s company; 
that sense of togetherness, connected-
ness, and how important it seems to be 
when seeing with spiritual eyes.

Be
Wendy Clarissa Geiger

“Be the change you wish
to see in the world,”
Gandhi said.
 
Be wind
Blowing fresh ideas
Into school rooms
And offices
 
Be river
Flowing fresh waters
Through our veins
Exploring new boundaries
In our heart-minds
 
Be fire
Searing dross 
From essentials
Of our lives
 
Be stardust
Skins the colors
Of sand and clay and mud
Hearts the color
Of sunsets red
 
Be Earth
Hear Her cry within us
And be transformed

Wendy Clar i ssa  Geiger  i s  a 
European-American mystic, poet, 
philosopher, writer, peace and justice 
activist, racism awareness worker, 
and rubber stamper who enjoys 
cultivating Meeting for Worship into 
the rest of her life on the family farm 
in Jacksonville, Florida.  Wendy is 
equally nourished by involvement 
in Southeastern Yearly Meeting, the 
International Thomas Merton Society, 
the Fellowship of Reconciliation, and 
Pax Christi. This poem was written 
May 13th, 2016.
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Meeting for 
Worship

Wendy Clarissa Geiger

Our meeting’s advice “to those 
attending our meeting for the first 

time” on a laminated card (from FGC 
Bookstore) reads: “Put all distractions 
out of mind, turn your heart to God, 
and listen within the silence, patiently 
and without expectation, to experience 
what God may reveal. This ‘waiting 
upon the Lord’ is the essence of Quaker 
worship.”

Well, for me, God is everything 
of this Universe and its soul—and 
that includes distractions. Please don’t 
interpret “all distractions” to mean “all 
thoughts.” I let the thoughts come as 
they may, concentrating —or, examin-
ing in the communal examining of the 
worship time—on a particular thought 
here or there that might lead to a new 
insight which often does appear “out 
of nowhere” (aka God). Usually, I’ll 
go on to other thoughts and see where 
they lead me. Now and then, I real-
ize—for who knows how long—I’ve 
sunk below thoughts. Every once in a 
while during worship, I envision all 
gathered as one organism. We enhance 
each other’s worship experience. I 
envision us within a cocoon of the love 
of the Universe, developing, growing, 
preparing us for the week ahead. Some 
worship times, I don’t go deep, feel 
centered, or feel I’m gathered in a com-
munal experience. Most times, I do go 
deep, feel centered, and feel connected 
with those in the circle. Most times, I 
feel reverence and calm and a glow 
from the inside by the end of worship 
time. Though this sense may come to 
me ever so slightly, ever so gently, 
nearly imperceptable. That’s why it is 
so easy to assume we may skip meet-
ing on a given First Day—thinking it 
won’t matter. There is a cumulative 
effect in attending meeting as regularly 
as possible.

Sometimes—and this is a phe-
nomenon recorded throughout Quaker 
history—my heart sinks and palpitates 
out of the ordinary. That’s a sure sign 
it’s time to give vocal ministry. After 
delivering the message, I sometimes 
feel warmth at my shoulders. There’s 
a quote that gives me a laugh: “If 
God is in the still, small voice, why 
do these Christians shout so much?” 
Are you expecting God to tell you in 
an inwardly audible voice when it’s 
time to give vocal ministry? Does 
God need to be so blunt? How about 
an inward nudge instead? Even if you 
question whether an idea is “divinely 
inspired”—when you’re not sure if 
you’ve ever been “divinely inspired,” 
—perhaps you’ll tell those gathered 
during worship-sharing time (the last 
five minutes of worship time) what 
went through your mind during wor-
ship. What you say just might open 
in another the inspiration that person 
needs to deal with a problem in the 
coming week. And perhaps you’ll gain 
confidence in sharing future vocal min-
istry during worship time, “improving” 
on the silence, as a Friend once noted. 

Someone once advised Friends 
to “come to meeting with heart and 
mind prepared.” I try to be constantly 
preparing for the still, silent, com-
munal waiting of meeting for worship 
on First Days. Basic is seeking truth: 
speaking truth, listening for and read-
ing truth, thinking truth, and otherwise 
trying to live as uncontradictory a 
life as possible. At least, that’s what 
I strive for. And I’m gentle with and 
forgiving of myself in ways I miss the 
mark. Knowing I’m a part of the larger 
community of Friends of numerous 
and sundry persuasions around the 
world—but, especially, of our meet-
ing, of Southeastern Yearly Meeting, 
and of unprogrammed Friends of 
Friends General Conference—holds 
me accountable and holds me in 
Tenderness and Wholeness.

On the welcoming newcomers’ 
laminated card, vocal messages are 
addressed: “In our worship, nothing 
should be spoken unless it is divinely 
inspired, and whatever is said should 
be heard in a worshipful spirit. It 
sometimes happens that we fall short 
of these ideals.” This idea that vocal 
messages must be “divinely inspired” 
is intimidating. 

My father, Alfred (aka Fa) says 
that what we share at the end of wor-
ship during the five minutes of wor-
ship-sharing time often would make 
good vocal ministry during worship. 
A “popcorn meeting” is one in which 
many vocal messages are given. At 
Yearly Meeting Gathering on Easter 
First Day, it works. Often, though, the 
messages in a popcorn meeting are dis-
tractions to the silence, to the stillness. 

Sometimes a message comes to me 
during the week, giving me a physical 
sensation as in meeting for worship or 
offering an accompanying message to: 
take note! If I remember, I will bring it 
to meeting for worship in my thoughts 
and deliver it as vocal ministry when 
or if ripe. When a new insight comes 
to me in worship, I try to repeat the 
thoughts that brought me to the new 
insight to see if its texture is ripe for 
vocal ministry.

Oftentimes they aren’t coherent, 
and I’m unable to gather the pon-
derings together, so I go on to other 
thoughts. Sometimes, though, when 
I do this, the ideas are relatively clear 
and available again, and I wonder 
whether this is a message to share 
with those gathered. If the idea keeps 
repeating in my thoughts or won’t let 
me go on to others, if it’s possibly rel-
evant to others’ experience and not just 
for me, or if I feel opened to a deeper 
experience of worship with the thought 
of such a possible message, then I men-
tally tell Friends I’m preparing to give 
a message and then deliver it—hope-
fully, in an audible voice.
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Voices and Visions
Wendy Clarissa Geiger

While centering down in meeting 
for worship one First Day, I began 

to silently pray, “Dear God, please...” 
After listening to several requests, God 
calmly interrupted me with: “I am here. 
Be here, also.” So I returned to praying 
without agenda. That straightforward, 
male, nonjudgmental voice I had heard 
before. I knew in my bones it belonged 
to God. The hallowed voice came from 
near me yet also from within. Several 
other times I’ve heard God’s literal voice 
this way. 

Fred Shuttlesworth was an African 
American minister in Birmingham, 
Alabama, and a relatively unsung hero 
of the African American Freedom 
Struggle. In the early 1980’s while read-
ing a book, I came across the name Fred 
Shuttlesworth for the first time. 

Suddenly everything in my field 
of vision save his name became blurry, 
and I heard that voice say, “You are his 
ally, and he, yours.” Then my eyesight 
returned to normal. Another time while 
washing dishes, I silently asked my 
angels, “Do all angels have wings?” 
Immediately that voice responded, 
“Only if you need them.” Another time 
I heard that voice say, “In this society it 
is socially acceptable to believe in angels 
but not to know them intimately.” 

I prepare myself for meeting (God) 
for worship. I attend expecting to hear 
or sense in my mind the voice of God 
there. Since Friends worship in the quiet, 
in stillness, why do I expect God to 
speak to me with the sound of a human-
like English-speaking inwardly audible 
voice? For variety, perhaps. 

I did not speak in meeting for wor-
ship for many years. For I figured I had 
to hear bells ringing and angels singing 
as signs it was time to share a message 
that, of course, God literally had to use 
that voice to tell me. The enveloping 
quiet and what is created in that hour 

ministry for over 25 years, compiling 
them in a book, soon to be published by 
Southeastern Yearly Meeting. Perhaps 
my favorite of the messages I have deliv-
ered is: “The Universe is infinite; there-
fore, the center of God is everywhere.” 

One Saturday evening while prepar-
ing for First Day meeting for worship, this 
message suddenly appeared in my mind: 
If a human uses only 10 percent of the 
brain’s capacity, how different the percep-
tions of God might be if even 20 percent 
were used. Are we using several percent 
more of our brains’ capacity when we 
create an altered state of consciousness in 
meeting for worship? I believe we are God 
expressing Itself as human, and we are 
called as Friends to let our lives “speak” 
our perceptions of God. 

Wendy Clarissa Geiger writes that the 
poem  “Relearning Loveliness” by Galway 
Kinnell describes exactly what happens for 
her in Quaker meeting for worship. “And 
this is how our abodes must be: nourishing 
for us, for our souls...like friendships, deep 
and abiding.  I’m an artist of friendships.  
And, my abode offers a plethora of hope...
to counter my despair for our bruised 
and bruising society.  Perhaps my crying 
nourishes the Florida Aquifer and my 
laughter entertains angels.”

is so subtle, and subtly is 
how most messages arise 
in me. I try to cultivate that 
calm sensitivity in my life 
the rest of the week so as 
to prepare for meeting for 
worship on First Day. 

While a child, I some-
times felt inwardly physi-
cally moved with a mes-
sage. Yet I did not deliver 
a message until I was in 
my late teens, as no adult 
explained that what I was 
feeling was the sign to 
deliver vocal ministry. I 
just suppressed those feel-
ings when they arose, not 
knowing what they meant. 

How do trees “hear” 
God’s “voice?” Or rainforests? Or 
elephants? The voice is one way of 
expression in human terms that God 
uses to get a message across to people—
especially at those times when we won’t 
be aware of a message delivered another 
way (because we might be so stubborn 
and dense). The Bible is full of characters 
that heard the literal voice of God and 
I trust they recognized what they were 
hearing. 

Is it the Voice of God, or just crazi-
ness? An article in the May 2000 Quaker 
Life by Joe Kelly begins with the query: 
“How do we know when we are hearing 
the voice of God?” 

The author writes, “The last method 
the God-that-is-love would use to speak 
to a person whose disease included the 
hearing of self-destructive voices would 
be another voice.” Remembering that 
I’ve heard God’s literal “voice” once 
in a while gives me reason to be aware 
of the myriad ways God “speaks” 
to me through other means. These 
include observing people’s and animals’ 
actions and feelings, watching trees, 
singing, reading, daydreaming, and 
night-dreaming. 

I have written down my vocal 

Relearning Loveliness
Galway Kinnell

The bud
stands for all things,
even for those things that don’t flower,
for everything flowers, from within,
 of self-blessing,
though sometimes it is necessary
to reteach a thing its loveliness,
to put a hand on the brow
of the flower,
and retell it in words and in touch
it is lovely
until it flowers again from within,
 of self-blessing.
Contributed by Wendy Clarissa Geiger
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Messages As 
Guidance

Eileen Bagus

Spiritual experiences have been a 
central feature of my life since 

childhood. They come to me in varied 
forms—dreams that I can recall, but 
also lucid dreams that start in sleep 
from which I awaken but the dream 
story continues in a wakeful state. I 
have had experiences both in sleep 
and in prayer or meditation in which 
a narrator talks to me and tells me 
something, often while I see a stream 
of images like a movie that is being 
explained.

Through a lucid dream like this 
thirty years ago, I was told why our 
then two-year old son Will had nearly 
died in my arms and I was instructed 
how to prevent him from dying in 
childhood. This crisis furthered my 
inclination to believe in reincarnation. 

A voice told me that Will and I had 
shared a life before as little brother 
and older sister. During warfare near 
our home, he and I had died together, 
I at sixteen and he at two. Images of 
the events described accompanied the 
words. 

In our present life, his soul remem-
bered this early departure and was 
trying to die again at two. If I could 
guard him until his third birthday he 
would grow up to be a healthy adult.

I believed the dream guidance 
enough to let it direct my actions, 
watching over him like an endangered 
species the rest of that second year. He 
had severe allergies and occasional 
infections, sometimes losing weight 
and twice nearly choking on food at 
family gatherings. 

But after his third birthday he 
grew steadily stronger. By six he was 
a sturdy, athletic boy interested in sev-
eral sports. He’s now the only member 
of our family without allergies. I held 

this dream close to my heart but did not 
share it widely for years until Will was 
grown. Although I accepted its truth 
instinctively, I also wanted to observe 
whether the outcome it predicted really 
would happen. And so it did.

Members of my family have had 
occasional intimations of survival 
or communication from spirits after 
death. When I was about ten and my 
only sister Mary Ann about eleven, 
our beloved Aunt Augusta, our father’s 
sister, came from Germany to spend a 
summer with us. Shortly after Augusta 
returned home, my sister had a dream 
about Uncle Joseph, Augusta’s hus-
band. She saw him struck by a car and 
killed while he was taking a walk. 

The next morning she told our 
mother that Uncle Joseph was killed 
last night. Mother assured her that it 
was just a dream. A couple of weeks 
later we received a letter from Aunt 
Augusta, telling us that Joseph had 
died that very night, hit by a car 
while walking. We could only accept 
that Mary Ann’s vision was a true 
instance of nonlocal communication. 
I believe that Uncle Joseph’s soul or 
spirit reached out to Mary Ann as he 
was departing from his body. I would 
now call this spirit communication or 
channeling.

Mary Ann had polio when she was 
four and nearly died from it. For many 
years she attended summer camp with 
other handicapped children. Her best 
friend from camp was a wheelchair-
bound young woman of similar age 

named Marlene. When Mary Ann was 
in her thirties and visiting far away in 
Californnia, she was killed instantly 
in a head-on crash when a speeding 
car crossed the median trying to avoid 
police pursuit. 

Before our family was notified 
of Mary Ann’s death, Marlene called 
our mother to tell her that Mary Ann 
had appeared to her in a glow of light. 
Since Marlene’s report of her “vision” 
was after the time of death in the police 
report and none of us knew then that 
she had died, we accepted that her soul 
or spirit survived the death of her body 
and was able to communicate with 
Marlene. Again, in retrospect, I would 
call this spontaneous channeling.

When I was twenty, I developed a 
large protruding tumor in my thyroid 
gland. At the same time our father had 
colon cancer and was given a year to 
live. My doctor decided to treat me 
with thyroid hormone for some weeks 
to see if the tumor would shrink. 

During this difficult waiting period 
I had one of my narrator dreams. A 
voice explained that I would not die 
from this problem but would recover 
and live to be old because my soul 
had much work still to do. With this 
dream and similar ones in which a 
voice addresses me, I don’t know who 
or what the narrator is, but the advice 
given always seems accurate and 
life-supporting. 

My father lived until I was twenty-
six and appeared to me numerous times 
in my dreams shortly after his death. 
Although we did not get along during 
his life, we reconciled in one of these 
dreams. After sending him away for 
several nights, one night I felt compas-
sion for the loneliness his spirit seemed 
to feel. I took a bowl of hot cereal and 
fed him with a spoon, like a small 
child. He looked at me earnestly and 
said, “I worked so hard!” I knew he 
realized I loved him despite my anger 
towards him. Finally he became calm 

I have had experiences both in 
sleep and in prayer or meditation 
in which a narrator talks to 
me and tells me something, 
often while I see a stream of 
images like a movie that is being 
explained.
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and peaceful. Then he faded away and 
never again returned to me in a dream. 

I believe I unwittingly channeled 
his spirit in the dream. This dream 
convinced me that we can continue to 
do healing work and achieve forgive-
ness with the spirits of loved ones even 
after death.

During my early experiences of 
childhood, twenties and thirties, I was 
not familiar with the term “channel-
ing,” either of guidance from the Holy 
Spirit or of messages from departed 
human spirits. Today I would describe 
some of my experiences as one or the 
other of these possibilities. When I had 
been a Quaker for a while (convinced 
at twenty-five, now sixty-seven), it 
became normal for me to receive guid-
ance from the Holy Spirit in simple, 
everyday ways and describe it as such. 

In 2009 I did my first serious 
research and writing on Quaker spiri-
tual experiences for a workshop I 
presented at the 2010 Gathering of 
Friends General Conference. This 
work showed me that many, if not 
most, Friends believe the Holy Spirit 
gives guidance to us in various ways, 
such as during worship in a gathered 
Meeting. They just might shudder to 
call it “channeling.” 

About the same time I began 
studying Friends’ historical experi-
ences of the afterlife, including com-
munication with departed spirits. I 
learned that George Fox reported at 
least two occasions of contact with 
departed spirits, one being his mother. 

Furthermore, some nineteenth 
century Friends, Amy and Isaac Post, 
were instrumental in the beginning of 
the Spiritualist Church, whose cardi-
nal belief is that channeling departed 
spirits gives us proof of an afterlife and 
takes away the common fear of death. 
Many Friends became involved with 
Spiritualism in the nineteenth century. 
Some even became mediums or chan-
nels for spirit communication.

Learning that Friends had such 
close ties with Spiritualism motivated 
me to contact Cincinnati’s Spiritualist 
Church and take classes in medium-
ship. I completed three of the four 
classes for certification as a medium. 
I don’t pretend to be a natural at chan-
neling spirits, but occasionally I do 
receive a nudge I think may be from a 
departed spirit.

One of these times happened 
during my nine years of volunteer 
work as a GED math tutor at the 
River City Correctional Center. I took 
individuals or groups of students and 
coached them from fifth through tenth 
grade math. 

After I had completed one particu-
lar class, the teacher for the women’s 
cell block offered me three possible 

students grouped by achievement 
test scores. She quickly discounted 
one choice, a woman she described 
as adjusting poorly to incarceration 
and picking fights with other inmates, 
I don’t know why, but I immediately 
felt I should choose her, sight unseen. 

When we were introduced she was 
quietly respectful. She learned quickly, 
completing the curriculum in two or 
three weeks, and passed all five parts of 
the GED exam on her first try. After the 
exam I became her mentor, something 
I had done for only two women of the 
many dozens I met over the years. 

She shared that she was born while 
her mother was a young college student. 
Her father, who had graduated earlier, 
raised her for several years to allow her 

mother to finish her degree. He died 
suddenly when she was about six. 

One day after she was released 
from prison, it came to me that her 
father’s spirit had contacted me to help 
her. Her poor adjustment was putting 
her in danger of being sent to prison 
for a long sentence and losing custody 
of her children. Although she rarely 
showed much emotion, when I told her 
this story about her father asking me to 
help her, tears ran down her cheeks. I 
am inclined to believe it was true. 

In September of 2013 I had a read-
ing from an intuitive/medium named 
Thomas Windlow. Thomas gave me 
numerous evidential, detailed mes-
sages from my departed relatives, 
especially my mother. He also said 
that for some time now I have been 
sharing helpful messages with people 
that I thought I was producing myself. 
However, they are actually channeled 
information that is being given to 
me. He suggested that I should start 
writing. Eventually I will find myself 
writing a book—almost effortlessly 
because it will again be largely chan-
neled information. 

I thought Thomas was silly when 
he told me to write a book. I don’t 
feel settled enough to do writing now; 
I’m dealing with a recent diagnosis of 
metastatic cancer. And I have nothing 
in particular I want to write about. 
But when Mariellen Gilpin sent me an 
e-mail asking me if I wanted to write 
something for the February 2014 issue 
of the journal What Canst Thou Say, on 
“Spirit-led Writing,” I couldn’t resist. 
Perhaps these quickly composed words 
are the beginning of a new venture!

Eileen Bagus originally submitted this 
article for the February 2014 issue, but 
the editors decided that it was more about 
Messages than it was about writing, so 
we diverted it to this issue. Unfortunately, 
Eileen will not see this published because 
she passed away on October 3rd, 2014. By 
publishing this we honor her memory. Thank 
you, Eileen, fot sharing so deeply with us.

I believe I unwittingly channeled 
his spirit in the dream. This 
dream convinced me that we 
can continue to do healing work 
and achieve forgiveness with the 
spirits of loved ones even after 
death.
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Her Message Was 
Forgiveness

Jean Marron-Beebe

Editor’s Note: These two essays are 
connected. Read on and see how.

I have a healthy dose of skepticism. 
Yet I often experience things that are 

hard to explain to myself, much less to 
others. So I sometimes set a test to see 
if I should believe or not the informa-
tion that comes to me.

September 26, 2015, in a Tarot 
reading I received an apology from my 
mother, dead about a year: “I was espe-
cially cruel to you,” was the message. 
My mom did not apologize very often, 
and it nearly took her skin off when she 
did. Even hard evidence to the contrary 
would not convince her that she could 
be wrong. As a result, I questioned if it 
was a message from my mom or just 
what a compassionate Tarot reader 
sensed I wanted or needed to hear. 

I decided to set a test. I thought 
about and rejected numerous ideas. 
Finally I decided since my mom lived 
in a bubble of her own convictions, 
my test would use the word “bubble.” 
I do not believe I had said or heard 
the word in several months, and it felt 
like the right word to use. So around 
midnight on the evening of the reading, 
I said aloud, “Mom, if that really was 
a message from you, can you arrange 
for the word ‘bubble’ to come to my 
attention in the next 24 hours or so?” 

Unable to sleep with all the tur-
moil in my mind, I got up around 5 
am and decided to check Facebook; 
maybe it would calm my mind so 
I could sleep. Almost immediately 
I saw the face of Mr. Bubbles on a 
shockingly pink box of bubble bath. 
I was to “like” if I knew the product 
and “share” if I used it. The message 
was posted by my sister-in-law, who 
Mom also actively disliked. Mom was 
never subtle; she called things as she 
saw them and rarely procrastinated!

I also probed my spiritually open 
friends to see if the word “bubble” 
had come into their lives. I was grati-
fied and amazed at the story Mariellen 
Gilpin told me of the bubble man at the 
gym. The fact that the use of the word 
“bubble” to describe him was quickly 
understood by the others in the conver-
sation really affected me. It was like a 
“double positive” on a test. I felt as if 
I was meant to hear Mariellen’s story.

The first week of October is the 
occasion of the annual Spoon River 
Drive. For years my daughter Colleen 
and I have gone on the drive as part of 
my birthday celebration. As we drive 
we look at the beautiful fall foliage, 
search for treasures at roadside yard 
sales, and often Colleen reads to me 
from her favorite books while I drive. 
This year she read about the Greek 
philosopher Pythagoras. After a stop at 
a yard sale, she read me a story about a 
philosopher named Thales who walked 
through life so thoroughly “in his own 
bubble” that he once fell into a deep 
hole. I was so surprised at this triple 
positive that I have forgotten the main 
point of the story Colleen was reading.

I have decided to accept Mom’s 
apology. It is a good step forward in 
healing if I can accept her apology. It 
profits no one else, except perhaps my 
daughter, who often both witnessed 
and suffered consequences of my 
mom’s behavior. I definitely had the 
feeling during the Tarot reading that 
I was to share my story with Colleen. 
Perhaps by accepting Mom’s apology 
we both can heal. If there is an afterlife 
and if it means anything there, then 
Mom gets the benefits of having atoned 
for her behavior. Somewhere in the 
Bible it says that sins forgiven in this 
life will be forgiven in the afterlife; I 
sincerely hope so. Whether you believe 
in God or Karma or the Norse gods and 
goddesses, forgiving is a huge step for-
ward on our life path. I know Mom and 
I both played a role in our relationship 
problems. I have some more work to 

do before I will be at a place to ask her 
forgiveness for my sins against her. But 
her message was forgiveness. I choose 
forgiveness. 

Jean Marron-Beebe,  a member of 
Urbana-Champaign meeting, often gives 
Editor Mariellen Gilpin a ride to worship. 
Mariellen wonders if “Mom” prompted 
Colleen to share that particular story of 
the man in a hole; does Mom perhaps see 
herself now as having lived so thoroughly 
in her own bubble that it came to be a very 
deep hole?

God’s Backup Plan
Mariellen Gilpin

My Friend Jean Marron-Beebe 
and I share many things, one of 

them being our enjoyment of a good 
metaphor, and another that our now-
dead mothers were both narcissists. 

Recently a friend at the gym was 
complaining to me about a client who 
routinely parked astraddle of two park-
ing places behind the gym available 
free to customers. I couldn’t remem-
ber the name of another customer and 
simply described him as “the other 
guy who lived in a bubble.” My gym-
friend immediately recognized him as 
the fella who routinely walked into the 
cardio room with its TV monitors on 
one channel and summarily changed 
the channel for everyone—so he could 
follow the stock market reports. 

I was pleased my metaphor alone 
was sufficient to identify immediately 
the culprit and thought to myself, “I 
must be sure to tell Jean Marie about 
my great metaphor!” 

And then she told me about her 
test whether the Tarot card lady was 
reading Spirit or merely reading Jean’s 
great need to hear that her mother 
was sorry....and then I remembered 
WCTS’s definition of Messages. 
Sometimes it takes three different 
people telling us the same thing before 
we pay attention. Two messengers 
down...there was a third in God’s 
backup plan…. 
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Immersed in Prayer
The Next WCTS Book

Are you living a life of prayer?
Help support others’ lives of prayer. 

What Canst Thou Say is gathering stories from prayer lives around 
the world for a book entitled “Immersed in Prayer.” We hope to 
enrich the lives of others who are reaching to God through prayer. 
Submissions are invited focusing on one of the following queries. 
Multiple submissions are welcome. 

If you practice perpetual prayer, how did you learn it and what do 
you do?

What prompted you to decide to undertake a life of prayer?
What happens when you pray?
Whom or what do you encounter when you pray? What is their essence?
How would you describe the relationship you have with the one 

you encounter?
To what extent is it you or God that controls what happens while 

you pray?
Do you have nicknames for yourself or the Other? 
How have your prayers changed over time? 
What changes has prayer produced in you?
What part does prayer play in your life? What has it led you to do? 
What does your prayer do for the world—physically, emotionally, 

or spiritually?
What are some of the signs of growth you notice in your prayer life?
What has helped grow your prayer life? 
What impediments to prayer have you experienced? 
What ways did you find to work-around your impediments to prayer?
What suggestions do you have for those seeking to live a life of 

prayer? 

Submisions should be under 1,000 words of personal experience.
Additional author guidelines can be found on the WCTS website 
at <whatcanstthousay.org>. Submissions will be accepted through 
October of 2016. This is an international invitation. Given the 
editor’s limitations, translations into English are encouraged, but not 
required. Send submissions or requests for information to Michael 
Resman <resmanmh@aol.com>.
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Book Review: 
Pastrix

Nadia Bolz-Weber, Pastrix: The 
Cranky, Beautiful Faith of a Sinner 
& Saint. New York NY: Jericho 
Books (Hachett Books). Reviewed 
by Janice Stensrude.

Nadia Bolz-Weber left the Christian 
church of her childhood when, 

as she describes it, she “was able to 
recognize the difference between what 
people said (all sex outside of hetero-
sexual marriage is forbidden) and what 
they did (clandestine affairs with each 
other) and the difference between what 
they taught (women were inferior and 
subordinate to men) and the reality I 
experienced in the world (then why 
am I smarter than my Sunday school 
teacher?), I knew that I had to get out.”

Once “out,” she experimented 
with lifestyles and philosophies radi-
cally foreign to her pre-adolescent 
self. Stepping out of the traditional 
Christian mold, she spent time with 
goddess worship, communal living, 
recreational drugs, and drug- and 
alcohol-fueled free love. Hanging out 
in comedy clubs, where she tried her 
hand as a stand-up comedian, she saw 
“the biblical stories of antiheroes . . . 
beloved prostitutes and rough fisher-
men” in the demeanor of what she 
called her “own community of under-
side dwellers.”

“How different from that cast of 
characters could a manic-depressive 
alcoholic comic be?” she asks.

Her experiment with communal 
living brought her into a caring com-
munity of drug and alcohol abusers, 
who shared a screw-the-establishment 
philosophy, and there, she writes, she 
learned that “a community based on 
the idea that everyone hates rules is, 
in the end, just as disappointing and 
oppressive as a community based on 
the ability to follow rules.” And in the 
end, she didn’t really like the person of 

her druggie self, who would invite and 
initiate sex with people of all genders, 
even if they were her best friend’s boy-
friend. It wasn’t her bisexual encoun-
ters that disturbed her, but rather her 
ethical shortcomings in her personal 
relationships.

She foreswore drugs and alcohol, 
fell in love with a Lutheran seminary 
student, found in the Lutheran liturgy 
a spiritual connection that enlivened 
her connection to God, and a vision 
of her calling began to take form. She 
completed seminary training and was 
ordained as a Lutheran minister. And 
when she entered recovery from her 
addictions, she didn’t leave all those 
other broken people from her comedy 
club days behind. She built a church for 
them, a church that prospers more in 
spirit than in collection-basket receipts. 
(Though these days, I understand, 
her renown has brought a burgeoning 
congregation and financial security for 
her church.)

Just as has the story of her past, 
Bolz-Weber’s tattoos and earthy street 
language have become tools in her 
ministry to let the world know that 
God is for everybody. Having cre-
ated a church for outsiders, she had to 
overcome her own prejudice when she 
discovered her message was attract-
ing people whose appearance could 
seemingly fit into any traditional, 
conservative church ... save for their 
open minds that would not bear to be 
imprisoned there.

Pastrix tells the tale of how one 
human being, searching for Spirit, 
dove into the seamy side of life and 
emerged transformed—not denying 
the life she left behind, but carrying 
its useful remnants into a life as wife, 
mother, and pastor of a Lutheran 
Church. The big surprise for people 
like me, who knew nothing about her 
or her work, is that Bolz-Weber has 
produced a clever, witty, painfully 
honest and beautifully written memoir. 
Any lover of memoir or great writing 

or the true message of Jesus (man or 
myth) will find Pastrix to be a real 
page turner ... as long as you have a 
healthy tolerance for classic profanity, 
disarmingly punctuated with F bombs. 
Atheist lovers of good Literature are 
no exception.

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

Three Books 
About Habit 

Change
Reviewed by Mariellen Gilpin

Gretchen Rubin, 2015. Better Than 
Before: Mastering the Habits of 
Our Everyday Lives. New York NY: 
Crown Publishers.
Charles Duhigg, 2012. The Power 
of Habit: Why We Do What We Do 
in Life and Business. New York NY: 
Random House.
Caroline L. Arnold, 2014. Small Move, 
Big Change; Using Microresolutions 
to Transform Your Life Permanently. 
New York NY: Penguin Books.

I recently read three books on habit 
change because forty years ago, a 

Twelve Step movement called GROW 
made me aware that mental illness 
results from faulty thought habits. My 
thanks to Sally Campell for suggesting 
Small Move, Big Change.

For Rubin (Better than Before), the 
true secret of habit change is choos-
ing habits that suit the individual: Are 
you a morning or night person? Does 
accountability help you keep a habit, or 
does it interfere? She can encapsulate a 
complex situation in a single sentence: 

“Bad habits can be easy to create, 
though they make life harder, while 
good habits can be hard to create, 
though they make life easier.” 

Twelve Steppers may especially 
resonate to concepts like acting the 
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way you want to feel (rather than wait-
ing until you feel like it to change your 
ways). Or, “Take it one day at a time.” 
She advises, “Most successful habit 
changes require … multiple strategies, 
all aimed at a single behavior” (p.143). 
She suggests, “Anticipate and minimize 
temptation, rather than resisting it.” 

Duhigg on the other hand (The 
Power of Habit), explores the neurol-
ogy of habit formation, how to build 
new habits and change old ones, and the 
methods, for instance, that Alcoholics 
Anonymous (AA) uses to reform 
lives by attacking habits at the core of 
addiction. 

He also examines the habits of 
successful organizations, and how cata-
strophic mistakes happen when organi-
zational habits go awry. Then he looks at 
the habits of societies; in particular, how 
Martin Luther King, Jr., and the civil 
rights movement succeeded, in part, by 
changing the ingrained social habits of 
Montgomery, Alabama. 

Duhigg describes a three-step habit 
loop; first, there is a cue, a trigger that 

Arnold (Small Move, Big Change) 
shows us how to change a habit by 
thinking small, focusing on concrete, 
manageable goals. She translates broad 
personal goals, “I will be neat,” into 
microresolutions, “I will hang up my 
clothes when I take them off.” A micro-
resolution is designed to nail a precise 
behavioral target and deliver benefit 
immediately. Hers is a book about per-
sonal empowerment; not about “you 
should,” but how “you can.” 

Arnold provides several practical 
suggestions to apply the microresolu-
tion approach to habits in such areas as 
sleep, fitness, diet and nutrition, clutter, 
relationships, spending, punctuality and 
organization. Arnold promises, “The 
longer we keep up our quest for self-
improvement, the longer we stay young 
….If you make self-improvement a way 
of life, you’ll be practicing the flexibility 
and self-invention that accounts for so 
much of the vibrancy of youth.”

tells your brain which habit to use. 
Then there is the routine, which can be 
physical, mental, or emotional. Finally, 
there is the reward. The cue and reward 
become intertwined until a powerful 
sense of craving emerges. Eventually a 
habit is born, and the brain stops fully 
participating in decision-making. Unless 
we deliberately find new routines, the 
pattern unfolds automatically. By learn-
ing to observe cues and rewards, we can 
change the routines. We need to recog-
nize which craving drives the behavior. 
Learning how to spark a craving makes 
learning a different habit easier.

AA works because it helps addicts 
insert a new routine. Addicts want to 
forget something. AA strives to offer as 
much escape, distraction and catharsis 
as a good bender. AA develops new 
routines for dealing with the stresses 
that drinking stops. He promises if we 
can strengthen willpower in one area of 
our lives, it’ll spill over into other areas. 
Duhigg’s advice how to analyze a habit 
in order to change it probably works best 
with self-reflective people. 

A Method of Habit Analysis
Duhigg’s Appendix (pp. 289 ff.) provides a way to analyze a particular habit loop 

the better to change it:
“Figure out the habit loop. What is the routine—the behavior you want to change? 

What’s the cue for the routine and its reward?
“Experiment with rewards. Rewards satisfy a craving, but often we’re not con-

scious which craving drives the routine. Experiment with different rewards in order to 
identify the craving. At this stage we are collecting data rather than trying to change, 
so after each experimental reward, jot down your emotions, thoughts, how you feel.

“Wait 15 minutes. Then ask yourself, Do I still feel the urge? Again, note down 
what you’re thinking and feeling. These notes help you isolate what you actually are 
craving.

“Watch for the pattern: Is there something about the location of the cue, or the 
time? What is your emotional state? Are there other people involved? What was your 
immediately preceding action before you were cued? 

“Develop a plan. Once you know your habit loop, plan ahead for the cue, and 
choose a behavior that delivers the reward you crave. Plan ahead for specific stresses: 
what will be your specific routine and specific reward? By using our intelligence and 
creativity beforehand, we can improve our self-discipline and our sense of ownership 
over the process of our emerging new self.”

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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considering that people who place 
a high value on the ethics of right 
relationship can bring special skills to 
the task of rebuilding environmental 
integrity and advancing social equity 
at home and worldwide.

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

Book Review: 
Light to Live By

Rex Ambler, 2002. Light to Live By: 
An Exploration of Quaker Spirituality. 
Philadelphia PA: Quakerbooks.
Reviewed by John Hackman. This 
review appeared first in Upper Fox 
Valley Friends Meeting newsletter of 
December 2015. 

Light to Live By is a companion 
volume to Ambler’s Truth of the 

Heart, which is an anthology of George 
Fox’s writings. Readers will be able 
to answer the question that nagged at 
Ambler for 20 years, “What did early 
Friends mean by the “great discovery” 
they had made?” Their discovery not 
only changed their lives, but gave them 
peace of mind and great joy, and fired 
them up to share what they had found. 
But he found their writing difficult to 
understand. They talked of “the light” 
that showed them the way, “the truth” 
that set them free, “the life” that sprang 
up within them and between them, and 
“the power” that enabled them to do 
the seemingly impossible.

Then he began to understand them 
through the Epistles of George Fox, 

Book Review: 
How on Earth 

Do We Live Now
David Ciscel, Barbara Day, Keith 
Helmuth, Sandra Lewis, and Judy 
Lumb, 2011. How on Earth Do We 
Live Now? Natural Capital, Deep 
Ecology, and Commons. QIF Focus 
Book #2, Quaker Institute for the 
Future. 
Reviewed by John Hackman. This 
review first appeared in Upper Fox 
Valley Friends Newsletter, April 
2016.

A radical reassessment is under-
way on what it will take to keep our 
civilization from sliding sideways into 
the ditch of ecological breakdown and 
economic collapse. Many folks are 
now trying to engage this crisis from 
the viewpoint of ecological integrity 
and social fairness. Yet the web of 
life is disrespected, degraded, and 
disrupted on every hand by destructive 
economic activity. More and more, 
critical factors of ecological integrity 
and social fairness are unhinged by an 
economy that is both dysfunctional and 
out of control.

This book takes up the question 
“How on earth do we live now?” 
as both a cry of alarm and a call to 
action. It looks at our dilemma both 
through the lens of natural capital and 
the lens of deep ecology. In the course 
of this study, the “commons” emerges 
as a third point of reference that the 
natural capital and deep ecology per-
spectives can work in concert toward 
a mutually enhancing human-Earth 
relationship.The book explores two 
essential parts of Earth’s commons: 
property and water. It continues with 
a close look at systems of governance 
for the commons, and a new look at 
human nature’s capacity for coopera-
tive and collaborative action on behalf 
of the common good. It concludes by 

through William James’s analysis 
of “conversion,” as well as through 
American University of Chicago 
psychologist Eugene Gendlin and his 
“Focusing” technique. He soon learned 
that early Friends had developed self-
analytic abilities hundreds of years 
before modern psychology evolved. 
And they did it in and through silent 
meditation.

When Ambler understood it for 
himself, he ventured into doing a 
workshop about the six-step process 
he discovered. The first step is center-
ing down or “clearing a space,” then 
moving on to step two, which is a “felt 
sense” of a concern or personal prob-
lem. In step three, pay attention there 
where you usually feel things, and 
then you can get a sense of  step four, 
what all of the problem feels like.  Let 
a word, a phrase, or an image come up 
from the felt sense itself. There are two 
further steps of asking and receiving.

Ambler’s workshops took on a life 
of their own. A group of Friends from 
Norwick and Lynn Monthly Meeting 
decided that the only way to test the 
relevance of this technique of early 
Friends was to try it themselves.  So 
they formed a number of small groups 
to “wait together in the light” and share 
their experiences. These came to be 
called “light groups.”  Thus they began 
to find an answer to the question, “How 
is the light of Christ within a person 
able to deal with the basic human 
problem of the ego?”  And that is just 
the start of what you will find in this 
book that may leave you wanting to 
form a light group.

Friendly Mystic Western Gathering
What Canst Thou Say is sponsoring two gatherings in 2016. The 
Western Gathering of Friendly Mystics in Berkeley, California, was 
held in February. The epistle from this gathering is on the WCTS blog 
<quakermystics.wordpress.com/2016/02/08/mysticsgatheringepistle-
berkeley-california-february-4-7-2016>. 
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Contemporary Friends have continued 
to bring greater truth and love into indi-
vidual lives and communities and also 
into global and national systems. …

“Only with divine guidance and 
only by allowing divine wisdom and 
healing to come through us can we col-
lectively make the shift of conscious-
ness needed in our time. It is crucial, 
therefore, to wake up more fully to our 
relationship to the indwelling Spirit 
of God and to our place in creation. 
To follow the divine will for us in this 
time of change, it will not be sufficient 
to believe that Christ―or any other 
sacred being―has already saved us. 
Something more fundamental than 
just this belief is required. We must 
fully wake up to the divine Reality 
that suffuses the world and makes all 
things sacred.” 

I feel that Marcelle has gotten to 
the heart of the tasks ahead and why 
our Quaker Spirit-led approach is so 
important to our future on Earth. 

Book Review:
Our Life is Love

Marcelle Martin, 2016. Our Life is 
Love: The Quaker Spiritual Journey. 
San Francisco CA: Inner Light 
Books. Reviewed by Judy Lumb.

I have admired and been inspired 
by the writing of Marcelle Martin in 
Friends Journal, so I was very happy 
to learn that her book was released. 
It is a very effective juxtaposition 
of vignettes from the lives of early 
Friends and contemporary Friends. 

She divides the spiritual journey 
into ten elements: longing, seeking, 
turning within, openings, refiner’s 
fire, community, leadings, the cross, 
abiding and perfection. She elucidates 
each element with writing in journals 
by early Friends and then with descrip-
tions of the lives of contemporary 
Friends. Then she told her own spiri-
tual journey. I read these one or two 
a day over a period of time and found 
them all very inspiring. But then I got 
to the heart of the matter, why she 
wrote the book:

“[H]umanity faces great chal-
lenges. Environmental destruction 
and worldwide economic instability 
could bring disasters of great mag-
nitude. In order to survive the social 
and ecological changes that have been 
set in motion by our disruption of the 
planet’s ecology, ... [w]e need to learn 
to live with one another, and with all 
of creation, in healing and sustainable 
ways.

“Important changes were ushered 
into the world through the faithful 
efforts of many Quakers described in 
these pages. Their struggles, experi-
ments and discoveries helped to make 
space for something new in human 
thinking and being. Seventeenth-
century Quakers contributed signifi-
cantly to new experiments in religious 
freedom, democracy, and equality. 

Second Friendly 
Mystic Gathering

The second 2016 gathering 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 is 
June 30. If you are reading 
this when it first goes online, 
you may still have time to sign 
up. We hope to see you there!
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(Supplement)

Please write for What Canst Thou Say?

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 ongoing 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


