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From the Editors:
This issue on “The Gift of Rest” demonstrates 
how we are always welcomed into a restful 
relationship with the Divine. 
As we age, we are more likely to discover the 
joys of letting go and resting. Even a young 
Quaker tells how her inner voice counseled her 
to be kind to herself. 
Thoreau’s Walden inspired two of our writers. 
Others share how difficult it can be to allow 
oneself to rest, to remember to slow down. 
In order to remember and come to a calm, 
still place, some contributors have developed 
routines and rituals.
Allowing water to surround and uphold our 
bodies becomes not only a delightful, healing 
experience, it is also a symbol of how we can 
trust the Spirit.

— Sally Campbell and Judy Lumb

Some life lessons may appear in the simplest forms 
and yet imprint indelible marks in the mind. Such a 

memorable experience came my way during my freshman 
English class when my teacher introduced me to Walden 
by Henry David Thoreau. I had never met him before. She 
invited us to accept an assignment, guided by Thoreau, “to 
live one day deliberately.” Looking back, I can only recall 
that I moved throughout my day with intention rather than 
by habit. Did I really change anything about my patterns? 
Yes, I was invited into God’s rest and accepted the invitation. 
As you can see, that one day has been etched in memory, 
not because of anything I did, but for what I did not do. My 
entrance into my practice began on that day of what I now 
call the Sabbath-rest. For the first time I was called by God 
to lay aside my daily agenda, and thus create a space to allow 
my life to slow down—so I could see it.

As Abraham Heschel reminds us in his quintessential 
book titled The Sabbath:

Creating holiness in time requires a different sensibility 
than building a cathedral in space. We must conquer 
space in order to sanctify time.
Another source of wisdom for me has been reading and 

rereading the Letter to the Hebrews in the back of my Bible. 
I often turn to it for a restoration of my perspective. 

To whom but to the disobedient did he swear that they would 
never enter into his rest. We see, moreover, that it was that 
disbelief that kept them from entering. (Hebrews 3:18)
This anonymous writer is retelling the story of the desert 

times when the Hebrews were invited into God’s rest and 
had refused the invitation. They had other more important 
things to do like complaining, creating an idol of gold and 
not making time for prayer. Does this sound familiar to you?

I practice taking a day off now and then from my many 
ego-centered activities. By setting aside time to reflect on 
what I am doing, I allow myself to review my habitual 

behaviors and reconsider them. In doing so I am making 
more eternal space by sorting out the laundry of my life into 
piles of their importance or triviality. Sometimes this occurs 
quite naturally, when a powerful pulling feeling comes over 
me, calling me to stop what I am doing and to enter into a 
prayerful receptive state. Often a name or thought will come 
to mind in this compelling silence. Fingering a string of 
sandalwood prayer beads, I breathe in and out in a measured 
way. Breathing in the confusion, sadness or anger of the 
world and breathing out peace with each intake and release. 

I believe that God keeps offering us the invitation to 
enter into his rest. 
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and artwork suitable for black and 
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also accepted. Send via email 
to <wctseditors@gmail.com> 
or hard copy to WCTS, 818 W. 
Columbia, Champaign, IL 61820. 
All authors and artists retain 
copyright to their articles and 
artwork published in WCTS. 
WCTS retains the right to publish 
initially and to reprint in WCTS 
anthologies. If you want to reprint 
an article from WCTS, please 
contact us for permission. We 
will make every effort to contact 
the author. If that is not possible, 
we may grant permission and ask 
that a copy be sent to the Meeting 
last attended by the author.
Subscriptions are $10 for one year, 
$18 for two years. Back issues are 
$1.50 each, $15 for a partial set 
(Issues 1-20, 21-40, 41-60, 61-80), 
and $65 for a complete set to the 
current issue. Email subscriptions 
are $5 per year. Send subscription 
correspondence to Michael 
Resman <wctssubscriptions@
gmail.com> or WCTS, 815 9th 
Street SW, Rochestor MN 55902.

“So then, a sabbath rest still remains 
for the people of God; for those who 
enter God’s rest also cease from 
their labors as God did from his. 
Let us therefore make every effort to 
enter that rest, so that no one may 
fall through such disobedience as 
theirs.” (Hebrews 4:9-11)
We only need to turn around to find 

that joy and peace abounds within us, 
and the kingdom is truly near at hand. 
As a reminder to myself of this prin-
ciple, I have chosen the email moniker 
of “metanoia.maurine” which puzzles 
many people. What does that mean, 
they ask me often. Metanoia, a Greek 
word that early Christians were fond 
of using, has multiple interpretations 
– repentance, transformation, change. 
But my favorite meaning is “turning 
around.” 

So when Jesus offers to me this 
invitation, 

“Come away by yourselves to a 
secluded place and rest a while 
(Mark 6:31),”
I try to turn my life around and 

answer yes.

Maurine Pyle has been allowing God to 
push her around for quite a while now. She 
is on call as a traveling minister among the 
many branches of Friends, and says that 
Southern Illinois is her home where around 
town she is known as the Quaker Hobo.

The Gift of Rest
Micah Bales

In the circles I run in, it is fashionable to be busy. Most folks I know 
juggle overfilled schedules, and the little bit of free time we do 
have is mostly dedicated to recovering from all the hours we spend 
working. It’s a real challenge not to get sucked into this dynamic of 
chronic busyness. I try to manage my time and energy in ways that 
leave me open to unexpected events, conversations, meals—the 
stuff of organic relationships. Still, more often than not I end up 
working six days a week and making appointments for most of my 
evenings, too! ...
If one of the central teachings of our faith is that we should quit 
worrying and take the time to rest, why is it so hard to let go? What 
kind of joy could be possible if we accept the simple gift of the 
present moment? What would it look like to embrace the natural 
limits that God has gifted each of us with, allowing Christ’s strength 
to shine through our weakness? How do you find the right balance 
between work and rest, action and contemplation? Have you 
ever experienced your weakness as a gift, rather than a burden? 
What are ways that you have seen God working through human 
limitations?

These excerpts are from Micah Bales’ November 1, 2013 blog 
<micahbales.com/the-gift-of-rest>
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Struggling to Rest
Rhonda Ashurst

I   am in my fiftieth year on this planet 
and three years into an early retire-

ment, and I still struggle to allow 
myself the gift of rest. When I ask 
myself why this is so, these thoughts 
arise:

You are too young to be retired—
you should still be working.

GUILT. I feel guilty for having 
freedom my peers do not.

Questions of identity and self-
worth arise: Who are you and what 
is your worth if you are not doing an 
important, adventurous, all-consum-
ing, stressful job? (Or, in my case, 
several of them at once, which was the 
norm in my 30s.)

I am skilled at finding endless 
tasks to fill my time so I’m not idle. 
Idle hands are the work of the devil. I 
used to get in big trouble as a kid when 
I was idle. My father, mother, and I 
operated a cattle and sheep ranch, and 
there was no time for idleness. Perhaps 
I never learned how to just be and 
receive the gift of rest?

I notice even in my sleep I am 
consumed by endless frustrating tasks. 
Last night I was attempting to fix an 
elaborate shade system constructed on 
a neighbor’s property to block the late 
afternoon sun. The whole setup was a 
great example of making extra work 
for no good reason. How often do I do 
this in reality? Often, I’m sure.

I am puzzled by my difficulty 
with relaxing into spacious moments 
and simply being at ease within them. 
Something in me is always on edge, 
always prepared to get up and do, to 
respond to the next need, demand, 
request, crisis. Like someone with 
Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder, I am 
hypervigilant, unable to let down and 
just be.

I once worked with a massage 
therapist/energy healer who would 
verbally express whatever she intui-
tively felt coming off a client’s body 
and energy field. With me she yawned 
continuously.

I have practiced mantra meditation 
in the mornings for 25 years and I still 
find it difficult to quiet my overactive 
mind and body. I seem to settle into a 
peaceful place and almost immediately 
I am jolted out by a thought, usually 
about something I need to do that day. 
Then my mind takes over and some 
time later I realize how far I’ve strayed 
from my meditation.

I also practice yoga nearly every 
day. My devotion to yoga has grown 
over my life and I now have my own 
studio. It is on the mat that I seem to 
have the most success finding peace 
and flow. There is still a nagging ten-
dency to push myself unnecessarily, 
but I am quicker to realize when this 
is happening and remind myself to 
breathe and let go. Let go of everything 
that is not needed to hold this pose in 
this moment. Something about the 
motion of yoga soothes me in ways 
that sitting cannot. After a time of 
practicing poses (asanas), I can settle 
into relaxation (savasana) at the end 
of a practice.

As I am writing this, it occurs to 
me that my natural rhythm is to be 
active and then rest. It has always 
been this way. I wonder if this is like 
so many things in life—a discovery 
of my own natural rhythms and ways, 
and then simply allowing myself to be 
in alignment with that. I could mind-
fully create restful space after activ-
ity throughout the day, like savasana 
after asana. What if I stopped trying 
to meditate in the morning and shifted 
it to after my afternoon yoga practice? 
I know I would find this more peace-
ful and natural than trying to fight my 
mind’s desire to think about the day 
first thing in the morning.

Now I have to sit back and laugh 
at myself. How many times do I say to 
one of my students (and them back to 
me), “Take what you learn from your 
mat into your life; don’t leave it in 
the door jambs on the way out.” OK, 
starting tomorrow, I am going to shift 
my meditation to afternoon and see 
what happens!

Rhonda Ashurst lives in Reno, Nevada, 
where she practices yoga, writing, dancing 
and living. She believes we are all part of 
God’s magnificent, unfolding story, which 
we weave together throughout eternity.

WCTS has Two Blogs
1) Quaker Mystics: Gathering for Discernment of God’s Guidance 
<quakermystics.wordpress.com> was created to support gatherings 
sponsored by What Canst Thou Say, including information about 
future gatherings and the epistles from past gatherings.
2) Soon after creating the Quaker Mystics blog, the editors found 
the need for another blog to support the journal What Canst Thou 
Say <worshipsharinginprint.wordpress.com>, to publish essays 
between quarterly issues, or those that didn’t fit in the journal. 
If you would like to contribute to either of these blogs, contact Judy 
Lumb at judylumb@yahoo.com. 
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Let Me Heal You
Sally Campbell

Come lay down your heavy burden.

Now it’s time that you awoke.

Take instead upon your shoulders

This my light and easy yoke.

You will learn to hold abundance.

You will have enough and more.

So that sharing will be easy,

Not the strain it was before

You will find the joy of living 

In the love where you belong.

In your heart you’ll hear a gentle,

Sweet and truthful guiding song.

Give yourself the time to hear it

Be it night or be it day.

Even when you stray or stumble 

It will help you find the way.

So your sadness turns to singing,

Chains of fear all turn to dust,

Anger melts into compassion

As you find that you can trust. 

Let me heal you from your sadness,

Let me free you from your fear,

Let me understand your anger,

Let me love you, oh my dear. 
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Resting and trusting are closely 
intertwined. The “easy yoke” I 

have discovered is quite real, not just a 
fancy figure of speech Jesus may have 
used.  I’ve learned that if I can stay on 
“The Path,” then whatever thing or 
person I need appears at exactly the 
right moment and what I don’t need 
is taken away. I’ve begun calling this 
“The Graceful Groove.” Many readers 
of What Canst Thou Say have expe-
rienced this incredible open secret. 
Songs come to me out of the silence, 
friends offer me the help I need, even 
inanimate objects seem to be taking 
part in the game. 

In 1991 the Library for the Blind 
of the NY Public Library moved to a 
new, beautiful, and accessible building, 
and I got to set up the new children’s 
room. I had the idea that I would make 
an alphabetical exhibit of objects that 
could be identified by a sense other 
than sight. They would be things that 
would not hurt a child nor be hurt by 
a child handling them. But how was 
I to make large Braille letters for the 
exhibit? Ah, I could use half-round 
push pins stuck securely into styro-
foam rectangles. I remembered that 
I’d gotten a gift that had such packing 
which I had saved. When I got it out, 
there were exactly 26 of them!

Even having had this experience 
and many others, I still so often forget 
and feel my body fill with fear. So I 
have recently begun several times a 
day doing what I call my green and 
white exercise which I wrote about in 
WCTS August 2009.  Basically as you 
breath in, you let a green energy flow 
upwards out of the earth through your 
body and out the crown of your head, 
then as you breath out you allow white 
energy to flow downwards from the 

heavens and out the bottoms of your 
feet. By doing this often I’ve felt that 
I am becoming a link joining the earth 
and the heavens.  The energy from 
below I’m calling “Life” and from 
above “Love.”

The routine I’ve developed starts 
with three body breaths: just taking in 
a breath, feeling the life force travel 
up through my body and, as I release 
the breath, feeling the love force travel 
downwards. Then I begin the longer 
form: I take a breath and let it flow 
just to the bottoms of my feet and 
down again. The next breath goes to 
my ankles then down through the bot-
toms of my feet and out. In this way I 
go all the way up: knees, crotch/base of 
spine, belly button/small of back, solar 
plexus, heart, breastbone (with arms), 
throat, lower part of head, upper part 
of head, crown and finally connect-
ing to the heavenly sphere. Then I do 
another three body breaths before I do 
this breathing out into each part of my 
body from top to bottom.  I do three 
final body breaths and I’m done. 

By allowing this blessing to truly 
penetrate every part of me, I find that 
the worries, frustrations and embar-
rassments that so often distract and 
discourage me lose their grip and I can 
let myself rest and trust in God’s love 
as I go about doing whatever the Spirit 
is asking me to do with its help. 

We are to bring peace to earth by 
allowing God’s joy to fill us so that our 
love becomes fully alive.

Sally Campbell is a singer/songwriter, a 
member of Morningside Meeting (NYC), 
retired librarian and a Friendly personal 
organizer. She loves to give away her CD 
“Gift Songs and Blessings.” If you’d like 
one, just send your mailing address to her 
at scampfriend@earthlink.net. 

Resting and Trusting
Sally Campbell

Devotion
Rabbi Rachel Barenblat

The devoted ones of old
     would spend a whole hour
        preparing to meet the     
  Beloved 
(a timeless time in union
    rocking back and forth
        crooning words of love)
then an hour savoring
    the encounter now over,
         slowly letting afterglow fade.
As I get ready to greet you
    my soul, like theirs, sings 
        in anticipation of being seen.
Our time together
    is always too short, though
         once gone I prolong it in 

memory.
I carry you with me.
    You fill the holy of holies
        in my innermost heart.

 The devoted ones of old. Talmud 
teaches that the Hasidim rishonim, 
the original “pious ones” or “devoted 
ones,” would spend an hour in medita-
tion and contemplation before prayer 
—and, some say, would do the same 
after prayer, too. 

Rocking back and forth. This is 
the subtle dance of traditional Jewish 
prayer, sometimes called “shuckling” 
(from the Yiddish word meaning “to 
shake.”) It can be traced back to the 8th 
century C.E., and possibly to Talmudic 
times. The movement of the body both 
stirs, and expresses, internal fervor. 

You fill the holy of holies. In the 
Temple in Jerusalem, some two thou-
sand years ago, the inner sanctum was 
called the Holy of Holies—and was 
empty of any furnishings or decoration, 
in order that it be filled wholly with 
divine presence.

Rabbi Rachel Barenblat  blogs at 
<velveteenrabbi.blogs.com>. This blog 
was posted on 21 Jan 2016. It was 
contributed by Roxy Jacobs.
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My Retirement
William Z. Shetter 

The focus for this issue is “the right 
balance between work and rest, 

action and contemplation.” This is a 
goal that has dominated my behavior 
throughout my working life: an active 
40-year academic career in which that 
“right balance” was a constant and 
often challenging concern. I have now 
been retired for over 20 years and here 
are a few words about my story. 

I’ll leave it to the other contribu-
tors to tell us their various experiences 
with that ”right balance” in the midst of 
an active working life. Instead I want 
to take that word “retirement” in its 
chronological sense and attempt to say 
a word about how “the gift of rest” has 
entered my non-working, or better ,“no 
longer career-oriented” life. 

Everyone says that when you retire 
you find you are busier than ever. At 
the beginning, when I was a mere 67, 
that was probably true of me, too, 
because scholarly publication, mem-
bership in professional organizations 
and attendance at meetings continued 
without interruption, and with more 
reliable free time I took on some 
responsibilities I had been cautious 
about before, like organizing and main-
taining a professional blog (less easy 
in those days than it is now). 

But after a few years all that began 
to wear thinner and thinner. I had lost 
none of the passion for the subject that 
had entranced me most of my life and 
that continues to this day. The difference 
is that I was abandoning scholarly writ-
ing (even letting a book go out of print 
rather than undertake another revised 
edition), ignoring the journals, and 
without so much as a look backward 
left off attending professional meetings.  

What replaced it? As my active 
academic activity kept fading, the 
focus of my interest was turning more 
intensely to the contemplative, for me 
the spiritual. This was my move from 

the “head” to the “heart,” a major shift 
that progressed so smoothly that at first 
I was unaware of it. 

My academic activity had included 
writing a great many scholarly publica-
tion reviews in professional journals. 
The standards there are specific and 
demanding: a reviewer has the respon-
sibility to judge the publication’s 
scholarly adequacy and its potential 
contribution to the field, with unremit-
ting critical attention to detail and to 
noting even the smallest factual errors. 

It was a few years into retirement 
that I started writing book reviews for 
Friends Journal, and here I promptly 
discovered that a totally different 
approach was called for. No longer the 
sternly critical impersonal academic 
style, but a careful and forgiving—and 
noticeably more humble!—listening to 
the core of what the author was trying 
to convey to readers. Searching, in 
other words, for its “heart.” And this 
was symbolic of the growing direction 
and intensity of my inner life. Over 
the passing years I thought more and 
more about this relentlessly unfolding 
development, and eventually wrote 
the Pendle Hill Pamphlet, “Some 
Thoughts on Becoming Eighty-five” 
(#418, 2012). This was my first public 
attempt to talk about my inward search. 

By now I found myself perma-
nently—comfortably, but also unalter-
ably—in the “contemplative” mode, 
and felt an increasingly insistent call 
to penetrate deeper. Following a clear 
leading, I tried formulating some 
insights in writing, and called it My 
Conversation with Sophia: Reflections 
on Wisdom’s Contemplative Path.* I 
began with the words “When you write 
something for public consumption, 
often you compose adhering closely 
to a carefully thought-out outline with 
a goal clearly in mind. The scholarly 
writing of my forty-year academic 

career was definitely carried on in this 
manner. You may, on the other hand, 
proceed in an exactly opposite way: 
start with a ‘seed’ idea and simply let 
it grow organically while watching it 
unfold … What you are about to read 
came about in this way, and the seed 
from which it unfolded was the idea 
of wisdom.”   

This fantasized dream-conversation 
with the “Lady Wisdom” of the Bible 
Wisdom Books (especially Proverbs, 
Ecclesiastes, and the Apocrypha’s 
Wisdom and Ecclesiasticus) was a 
meeting with my inner self: 

If Lady Wisdom is in reality merely 
the momentary personification of a 
deeply buried source within me, then 
in this inner dialogue I am tapping into 
and bringing up to the light this source 
of knowing.

This wisdom is the insight that 
arises from my experience but also 
from each one’s contemplative path, 
and as I write I’m inviting everyone 
to ask (no, not necessarily in the form 
of a little booklet!) the same question 
I do: What is wisdom and where is it 
leading me?  

Writing this modest-sized book 
signaled (at least to me) my complete 
turn from my academic path, not with-
out still drawing on it, and my “retired” 
journey into the mystery of the last 
period of my life. In a way my retired 
life has been unfolding as inevitably 
as life itself does: the first half devoted 
to the development of the career-ori-
ented social self, and the second half 
reserved ever more exclusively for the 
inner self. At a time when biologically 
my life is edging toward its conclusion, 
it feels as if a whole new life is under 
way. That “gift of rest” may not imply 
that the intensity of the quest itself is 
necessarily restful, but it does well 
describe the inner peace that is more 
and more its fruit.  

William Shetter has been a member of 
Bloomington Meeting (IN) for over fifty 
years. 

*William Z. Shetter, 2015. Bloomington, 
Indiana: iUniverse
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There are various forms of rest: 
physical and spiritual are two 

that come to mind. Sometimes we 
underestimate the importance of rest 
in our lives. Rest is not only vital to us 
physically, but also spiritually. We all 
need to “recharge” from time to time 
and sometimes we forget its value. 

At least a few polio survivors, me 
included, have compared themselves 
to the EverReady Bunny, but we all 
run out of “juice” at some time. Polio 
survivors often refer to this time as 
“hitting a brick wall” because we sud-
denly realize we can’t go any further 
and need to rest.

My first experience with sudden 
fatigue occurred when as I finished my 
M.Div. I knew I had to slow down, but 
didn’t feel I could. Fortunately I had 
understanding professors. 

During the ensuing decades, as I 
became familiar with this experience, 
I would sometimes ignore the fatigue. 
The not surprising result? I needed 
to spend a day in bed and at times 
became ill. 

Polio survivor or not, many people 
often become too busy for their own 
good. When we fail to rest fully and 
deeply, our health can decline. 

Many infamous industrial acci-
dents have occurred at night or as a 
result of insufficient sleep. 

Aesop once asked this riddle of an 
Athenian critical of him playing with 
children. Aesop asked, “Tell us, what 
does the unstrung bow imply?” The 
critical Athenian could not reply. Then 
Aesop counseled, “If you always keep 
a bow bent, it will eventually break, 
but letting it occasionally go slack will 
increase its life.”

We live in a day when everything 
is best that is done quickly and effi-
ciently. We have bank, convenience 
store, fast food, and sometimes even 
funeral home drive-up lanes. Many of 
us drive in the fast lane even though 
we really don’t get there faster. 

We often feel as if we’re in a rat 
race. Just when we think we may be 
getting ahead in the rat race, along 
comes someone else, a faster rat. 
We’ve made a virtue of unceasing 
labour. We feel guilty when we are 
not working. Yet are we really more 
productive? 

What is more important than slow-
ing down? Slowing down is spiritual rest.

In Genesis 2, we are told that when 
God finished creating, God rested. Did 
God really need to rest, or did God 
want to model for us that a lifestyle of 
uninterrupted activity is not good for 
us? Jesus modeled this for us as well. 
In order to accomplish the purpose for 
which God had called Him, He had 
to remain spiritually strong, which 
required times of rest and recuperation. 

Time away from our labor helps 
to regain our priorities and remind us 
who we are. A time of resting from our 
labour also reminds us that it is God 
who provides our needs.
Earl Smith is a member of Stillwater 
Meeting (Ohio Yearly Meeting) near 
Barnesville, Ohio, who has served in 
many capacities including legislative 
advocate and minister. He currently lives 
at and assists with activities at the Walton 
Retirement Home.

What Does the Unstrung Bow Imply?
Earl Smith

Listening to the 
Still Small Voice: 

Returning to 
Faithfulness

               Alice Grendon

I didn’t know this was my “something 
kind” when I did it, and perhaps 

this is counter-intuitive, but here it is: 
I quit “Megawatt,” the PILOBOLUS 
dance piece that I have been a part of 
since August. It started by trying to set 
a boundary with my rehearsal director 
on Sunday, saying that I need to go 
to Quaker Meeting for Worship and 
that is not something I’m willing to 
sacrifice, as I have already sacrificed 
so much for this piece. 

I didn’t mean when initiating this 
conversation to withdraw from the 
whole thing. However, this statement 
led to a conversation about how I’ve 
been feeling all semester. I ended up 
telling him that doing this work has 
been really hurting my heart in addition 
to my body. ... More important than 
the details of my exit was the reason.

 I was born, raised, and am a prac-
ticing Quaker. My faith has taught me 
to do nothing but listen to the “still 
small voice” inside each of us, the 
fraction of God in each of us. And I 
believe that part of our collective job 
on this planet right now is learning 
how to listen to and follow one’s heart/
intuition. 

On the day of the PILOBOLUS 
audition, the company members told 
us all about their philosophy of work, 
of pushing and going, of bigger and 
better. That small voice whispered, and 
I shut my ears. As I went home that 
day my head was hurting, I was dizzy, 
and I was out of it. I was worried I was 
concussed. My body was speaking. 

One of the company members, 
whom I loved dearly, told us horror 

Silence and Listen 
have the same letters.
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stories of the things he and other com-
pany dancers have done in the name 
of this work. My small voice asked, 
“What for?” I left those six-hour-long 
days with my head and body throb-
bing. My body was screaming. And I 
didn’t listen. My heart and body kept 
speaking throughout the process and I 
kept ignoring. ... Finally there was no 
choice but to listen. 

I know that so much of my call-
ing and work in this lifetime is about 
dismantling the paradigms of pushing 
and going, of bigger and better. Those 
paradigms are the narratives that have 
driven the colonization of the Earth and 
its Peoples. That is a mind frame that 
I cannot create or embody art within, 
because I make art to CREATE. I 
have watched this work destroy many 
dancers in different ways. And those 
convictions that I hold so deeply could 
not stay hushed by my sense of loyalty 
or by a sense of obligation. 

When I came home that night one 
of my dear friends, who I meditate 
with and knows my heart in a tender 
way, looked at me and said, “Alice, 
you look lighter, you look so much 
less stressed out.” He has been asking 
me all semester in random moments, 
“Are you okay? You looked stressed.” 

I have always denied, not only to 
him, but myself. I asked him how he 
knew, and he told me it was in my body 
language. My body was responding 
with relief. My headaches left. My 
heart lightened. And I felt the presence 
of the Divine in a way I alarmingly had 
missed for a long time. I felt freedom. 

Alice Grendon is the daughter of Lynn Fitz-
Hugh, who blogs at <thefriendlyseeker.
blogspot.com>. Lynn Fitz-Hugh writes, 
“My daughter wrote this for a class 
assignment in a dance class where they 
were asked to do something kind for their 
bodies. She writes about going beyond 
your light and coming back to Center.” 
These excerpts are from Alice’s guest blog 
published December 27, 2015.

Resting…
At Peace

Hazel Jonjak

Other than in deep sleep or within 
very rare numinous dreams,  

transcendent resting happens as I’m 
immersed in water.  

As an adolescent, released from 
weeding on our family’s cranberry 
marsh, sweating, itching from insect 
bites, trying to escape deer flies inces-
santly buzzing around my head, I rush 
down the oak-shaded steps to plunge 
into Durphee Lake, still in my work 
clothes. I couldn’t bear to peel off 
my clinging jeans or squeeze into the 
stretchy swim suits of the 1950s.

Once I surface, water streaming 
from my face and braids, I bask in 
contrasts—from HOT to cool, from 
earth to liquid, from biting bugs to 
dragonflies. Archetypal food-gatherer 
becomes archetypal “floater” serenely 
following clouds, bound only by sandy 
beach and the birch tree at the corner 
of my eye. I’m no longer a 150-pound 
mammal digging on hands and knees in 
the peat, I’m phantom Eyeball expand-
ing into sky.

Telescope to August 15 of 2015. 
I’m a 71-year-old 200-pound Elder 
Woman on Waverly Beach in Lake 
Superior. The sand is scorching. I wear 
a wide-brim straw hat to shade my 
head.  Two horseflies are hazing my 
bare neck, the only portion of my body 
not covered by my loose tent dress. I 
slip off my Birkies and mince toward 
The Deep. I struggle to remain upright 
on the rolling pebbles at the water’s 
edge.  Succumbing to wave after wave 
rushing my legs, I plop downwards 
onto my bottom. Despite the shock of 
cold water on sweaty body, I gird my 
“loin” to stand—then plunge com-
pletely under water, bonnet and all.

Aaah! Elemental Gichi-Gami* at 
last! The cotton dress balloons out, my 

nude body no longer encumbered by 
seams or textile. When flies zoom in 
to circle my head, I gently dip under.

Embodied,  light-bodied,  I stand 
upright, gently bouncing—dancing, 
on my toes.

I turn to the four directions, then 
to ISHPEMING (Heaven)

And at last-- AKIING (to Earth).
Red clay concretions, Spirit Rocks
Encircle me, ground me 
Within these Sacred Waters.
I shed…
I shed…
I shed
Layers  of  Hazelness ,… of 

Consciousness….
Becoming merely a Mind’s Eye 

registering a sparkle of sun’s ray on 
water-drop “a mote in the eye, or 
in heaven’s eye,” as Henry David 
Thoreau says of a nighthawk swooping 
the sky above his bean field (p.142 of 
150th Anniversary Edition of Walden, 
2004).

“It was no longer beans that I 
hoed, nor I that hoed beans….” claims 
Thoreau.

The deepest Rest, or perhaps bed-
rock “Clarity,” for me, is in sloughing 
off layers of my Hazel-World. Even 
with a Jungian respect for those steps 
toward individuation I’ve managed 
thus far, there’s a silver-thin Seeing 
which calms me. 

This comes as I am submerged in 
the waters of my beloved childhood 
lake or in the Gichi-Gami.

Life-tangles and plaques of my 
personal world dissolve. 

In a sacramental shape-shifting 
from earth mammal to water mammal, 
I release, I release, 

I release to the Great Mother. 

Hazel Jonjak lives without electricity in 
northern Wisconsin.  

*The Ojibwe call Lake Superior “Gichi-
Gami” in their language.
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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.  
This is an international invitation. We are encouraging 
Friends from around the world to submit. We hope to 
publish a bilingual book in English and Spanish.
Submissions should be under 1,000 words of personal 
experience. Submissions are invited focusing on one of 
the following queries. Multiple submissions are welcome. 

•	 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?

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

•	 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? 

Other author guidelines can be found on 
the WCTS website at <whatcanstthousay.
org/immersed-in-prayer>. 
Send submissions or requests for 
informat ion to Michael Resman 
<resmanmh@aol.com>.

2016 Gatherings 
of Friendly Mystics

What Canst Thou Say is sponsoring two gatherings 
in 2016. The Western Gathering of Friendly Mystics 
in Berkeley, California was already held in February. 
The epistle from this gathering is on the WCTS blog 
<quakermystics.wordpress.com/2016/02/08/mystics-
gathering-epistle-berkeley-california-february-4-7-2016>.
The second is the Fourth Annual Gathering of Friendly 
Mystics scheduled for September 30 - October 3, 2016, 
at the Cenacle in Chicago. We are planning a weekend 
of sharing our stories, as we have done in the past three 
years, followed by one day of extended worship and 
worship-sharing.
• Do you long for a deeper relationship with God?
• Have spiritual things happened to you that raised 

questions or concerns?
• Would you like to share what you’ve encountered on 

your spiritual path?
• Are you open to hearing other’s joys and struggles to 

deepen their spiritual life?
If you answered “YES” to any of these questions, a 
Gathering of Friendly Mystics is for YOU! 
For more information and proceedings of previous 
gatherings, go to the WCTS website <whatcanstthousay.
org>.

Contact: WCTS c/o Michael Resman   
815 9th St SW, Rochester MN 55902



What Canst Thou Say?
WCTS c/o Michael Resman

815 9th Street SW
Rochester MN 55902

Address Service Requested

The Gift 

of Rest

Please write for What Canst Thou Say?

August 2016
Messages
Editor: Mariellen Gilpin 

“When you get the same message 
from three different people, you might 
finally realize it’s for you.” Share your 
stories of receiving messages from the 
Divine. How did the message hap-
pen? What made you decide it was a 
message for you? What has seemed 
to be the purpose of such messages, 
in your experience? What made you 
decide to follow the guidance given? 
Did it change your life, temporarily, 
or permanently, or both? What was 
the nature of the change, or changes?

Deadline: May 15, 2016

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


