
Something so Beautiful Cannot End
                  to Katharine
my love,
something so good, so beautiful
as the gift of our love
cannot end,
when your body ends,
the gift of our love
cannot end--
it belongs to all, to the universe,
and I hope to spend the rest of my earthlife
giving it away for us both,
giving it away;
so now as you become a spirit vessel
pouring our love into heaven,
I pray each day to be a body vessel
pouring our love into  the world,
one love in two vessels,
two vessels in the One Love.

Ken Jacobsen 17 January 2017
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From the Editor:
Romans 9 and 2 Timothy 2 both mention the 
different ways we are vessels. In this issue 
our writers talk about vessels of mercy that 
transform lives, and vessels of life that provide 
encouragement. 
Another writer asks, “Is my vessel too full to be 
used of God?” Our lives are often likened to the 
clay, and God is the potter. Would you allow God 
to shape you and make you into a vessel that 
can be used for God’s purposes? 

Earl Smith

suddenly,
when my vessel of life was broken,
when I nearly died,
I found myself surrounded by other vessels
other souls pouring life into me,
tenderly repairing my vessel too
for no reason at all but love.

how could this be?
before I could even make the emergency call
as I lost consciousness I felt myself already
surrounded by life.

how can this be?
all my life I can no longer count the vessels,
many of them broken too,
vessels who have poured life into me,
given me the strength to live 
and pour for others.

how can this be?
vessels everywhere I turn in my distress,
vessels everywhere pouring life,
pouring holy water,
healing one another
for no reason at all but love;
isn’t the universe made of this holy water?
aren’t we all vessels when we cry?

Blessed are those who cry out in their need, for theirs is the 
kingdom of heaven.                                               —Matthew 5.3

In our life together we have, again and again, found heal-
ing vessels, healing souls around us in our times of need, 
including in our recent hospitalization and rehabilitation 
for a broken hip.  We have melded our experiences into the 
following poem.
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New WCTS Editors Needed
Mariellen Gilpin has been the heart and soul of What Canst Thou 
Say nearly 20 years, recruiting and receiving submissions, editing, 
and proofreading. She feels the need to reduce her responsibilities, 
but wants to stay involved editing and proofreading. Mike Resman 
has volunteered to receive submissions. See his address in the Staff 
box to the left.
So, we are inviting new staff editors to join the team. Those of you who 
have been Guest Editors know what is involved. If you are led to join 
the team, or if you would like to serve as a Guest Editor, let us know 
<wctseditors@gmail.com>.

Answering the Call: Reflecting the Light
2017 Friend Mystic Gathering

What Canst Thou Say is offering a fifth annual gathering of Friendly 
Mystics on the theme “Answering the Call: Reflecting the Light.” It 
will be at The Cenacle Retreat Center in Chicago, Illinois, during the 
Indigenous People’s holiday weekend, October 6–9, 2017. For more 
information, contact Mike Resman <resmanmh@aol.com>:
     WCTS c/o Michael Resman
     815 9th St SW, Rochester MN 55902

Scholarship Donations Needed
Even if you are not able to go to the Friendly Mystics Gathering, 
you can help. We need donations for the scholarship fund to allow 
participants to attend who may not have the funds to cover their 
costs. We are especially interested in supporting young Friends who 
would like to attend. Checks can be sent to Michael Resman at the 
address above.

Friendly Mystic Gathering Proceedings
Thanks to the faithful volunteer work of Janice Stensrude, the 
proceedings of the first three Gatherings of Friendly Mystics are 
available at <lulu.com>. Just search for “What Canst Thou Say” and 
you will see the proceedings from the first three gatherings of friendly 
mystics, both full color hardback and black ink paperback. They are 
also available for free download on our website <whatcanstthousay.
pdf> on the Gathering page. Enjoy!

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 <judylumb@yahoo.com>. 

What Canst Thou Say? (WCTS) 
is an independent publication co-
operatively produced by Friends 
with an interest in mystical 
experience and contemplative 
practice. It is published in August, 
November, February, and May. 
The editorial and production 
team is Muriel Dimock, Lissa 
Field, Mariellen Gilpin, Judy 
Lumb, Grayce Mesner, Mike 
Resman, Earl Smith, and Eleanor 
Warnock. 

Tell us your stories! WCTS is a 
worship-sharing group in print. 
We hope to help Friends be 
tender and open to the Spirit. 
Articles that best communicate 
to our readers focus on specific 
events and are written in the first 
person. We welcome submissions 
of articles less than 1500 words 
and artwork suitable for black and 
white reproduction. 

Please send your text sub-
missions in Word or generic 
text format and artwork in high 
resolution jpeg files. Photocopied 
art and typed submissions are 
also accepted. Send via email 
to <wctseditors@gmail.com> 
or hard copy to WCTS, 815 9th 
Street SW, Rochestor MN 55902.. 

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.

For subscription rates, see the 
subscription form on page 9. 
Send subscription correspondence 
to  Michae l  Resman <wcts 
subscriptions@gmail.com> or 
WCTS, 815 9th Street SW, 
Rochestor MN 55902.
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A Life Fulfilled—Kevin’s Story
Barbara Sylvia Trist

In the fall of 1981 I was 38, in my last 
semester of Social Work School in 

Illinois, raising my youngest two chil-
dren, ages 2 and 4, as a single parent, 
living on child support, food stamps 
and a tuition waiver. I was cash poor 
but the house I was renting had more 
space than the three of us needed, so I 
advertised for a roommate.

Kevin answered the ad. He was 25, 
returning to complete his last semester. 
While he was only staying for one 
semester, and his asthma prevented 
him from taking the basement room, 
I knew he was the right person. He 
radiated vitality and charisma. And 
he loved the kids! He moved into the 
third bedroom upstairs. At the end of 
the semester he moved back to the St. 
Louis area, but we stayed in touch. 
About a year later, he began law school 
out West.

Kevin was the oldest of three sons 
in a black military family. At the end 
of his first, and, as it turned out, only 
year of law school, his father called. 
“I’m leaving the marriage,” he told 
Kevin. “You need to come home and 
take care of your mother.” And he did, 
for 30 years! He traveled a good deal, 
short trips to visit relatives out East and 
friends in Champaign and Chicago, but 
he always made sure his mother had 
what she needed while he was gone. 
He made his living repairing and refur-
bishing cars. They went to the casino 
for entertainment, and Kevin was for 
years a faithful Sunday school teacher 
at the local UCC church. Occasionally 
he also attended the St Louis Friends 
Meeting.

Kevin’s brothers went on to have 
careers and families while he took care 

of Mom. She had a condition that was 
not visible, and while she could stay 
by herself when Kev was on the road, 
it meant that she could not live totally 
alone.

Mom died a few years ago, and 
for a time she was in a nursing home. 
Kevin visited her every day. Before she 
died, he told me, “I feel so fulfilled!” 
That blew me away! I thought he might 
have felt like he missed out on having 
his own family, tied down with the 
familial duties his father had left to 
him. Not at all! “I was invited,” he told 
me. I wrote a 10-line poem:

A Life Fulfilled—Kevin’s Story
Not all are called to marriage, 

with children and careers,
No, some must tread a different 

path that winds throughout the 
years.

We cannot see what’s up ahead, 
what lies upon our way,

We learn to trust the Universe, to 
guide us day by day.

And when we turn back to survey, 
the place where we once 
stood,

We see the rough spots and the 
smooth, and say, ‘Yes Life was 
good.”

Our wandering souls have 
purpose, a Life we’re meant to 
build.

One looked back 30 years and 
said, ‘My purpose was fulfilled!’

And who could ask for more than 
that, to thankfully embrace

Whatever Life has brought to us, 
and see it as God’s Grace?

Right about that time Quaker 
singer-songwriter Carrie Newcomer 
was crowdsourcing her then newest 
album. At one of the higher levels, 
among the perks were two Skype 
songwriting sessions.  I jumped at 
the chance! During our pre-session 
correspondence, I sent her the poem, 
saying I didn’t know if it was a song 
or a poem. She thought the first 8 lines 
should be two four-line stanzas, and 
that the last two lines should be the 
chorus. I awoke one morning with the 
melody for the chorus, a gift from the 
Divine. Carrie wrote the verse music 
to fit with the chorus. She was gener-
ous beyond all expectation in what she 
brought to our collaboration. 

The chorus epitomizes how I feel 
about Kevin’s life story: 
And who could ask for more than 

that, to gratefully embrace
Whatever life has brought to us, 

and see it as God’s Grace?
During our session Carrie sug-

gested I write a third stanza to round 
out the song. Kevin loves the song and 
it has brought us even closer. We con-
sider ourselves to have the closest of 
spiritual friendships. I am grateful for 
our timeless bond and for the perspec-
tive he has given me on life.

Barbara (Bobbi) Sylvia Trist has been a 
member of Urbana-Champaign Friends 
Meeting, Illinois, since 1977. Raised 
Methodist, she originally joined the Ann 
Arbor Meeting in 1965 after looking for 
a faith community which did not take off 
its religion with its Sunday dress. She 
was especially attracted to the social 
gospel; the love of mysticism came later. 
Lately she has been involved in issues of 
incarceration, immigration, homelessness, 
and hunger.
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Barbara Sylvia Trist

Verse 1: Not    all         are    called    to
Verse 2: And  when  we     turn    back    

G         G/F#       Em                         C             D          G                  G             G/F#

mar - ri age                   and     chil  - dren and     car - eers;                         No,  some must tread      a
to     sur - vey               the    place where  we    once  stood,                      We     see   the rough spots 

different path   that winds throughout the years.       We cannot see what’s up a-head, what lies up-on our
and the smooth      and say,“Yes  Life  is  good.”  Our wandering souls have purpose, a life we’re meant to    

way;                we    learn    to   trust        the      U    -   ni-   verse         to     guide  us    day  by  day
build.             One friend looked back thirty years       and    said,        “My    pur  - pose was ful- filled

Chorus:         And who could ask for more than that,        to       grate  -  ful - ly     em -  brace       What 
-

 

           ev      -     er      life     has   brought       to     us,         and     see        it       as     God’s       grace?

(Guitar Intro)

Em                                             C                                        D                                 G               G/F#      Em                            

Em                        C                   D                                         C                         G                           D            

Em                             C                       G                                                                       D                

G                                G                 C              G                                   D                                    Em                            

  C                                                 G                                                  D                                                  G
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stop       to     take     a       rest.                        We    say, “I’m     sure   -   ly     at    the    top!              I’ve         

Verse 3: And   af   -   ter    yet        a  -  no  - ther climb,          we

  al   -   ways done    my  best.”                    Up -   on    in - spec - tion, though, we find ,  we  stand    on        

    a   pla -  teau.            And   climb  -  ing, we     a  -   wait       the   sig  -  nal,     call - ing     us    to    go

 Chorus:     And who could  ask  for   more than  that,      to    grate  -  ful  -   ly       em -  brace       What 
-

  ev      -     er      life     has   brought   to     us,     and     see       it      as  God’s       grace?              What -

  ev      -     er      life      has   brought       to     us,         and     see        it       as     God’s       grace?

(Guitar Intro)

(Guitar Intro)

 C                                       D                                         G                     G/F#             Em            

G         G/F#       Em                C          D       G                  G             G/F#

 C                              D                                         C                                     G                                            D                       

 Em                                           C                                         G                                            D                       

 G                           G                   C              G                                      D                                       Em

 C                                           G                                             D                                             G   

 C                                                 G                                                 D                                                    G   

Ooh .............................................
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Is My Life Not 
Valuable to You?           

Jasmine Krotkov 

The story of the disciples in 
the boat was told by Amelia 

Kegan, Domestic Policy Legislative 
Director at the Friends Committee 
on National Legislation (FCNL) 
during the FCNL Annual Session 
just two weeks before the actions 
at Standing Rock that ended with a 
disproportional use of force against 
the Water Protectors. 

Jesus and the disciples crossed the 
Sea of Galilee in midst of a giant storm 
severe enough to swamp their boat. As 
the fishermen panic,  Jesus lay asleep 
in the back of the boat, unconcerned by 
the waves, so the disciples, filled with 
anxiety and fear, woke him up, shout-
ing, “Teacher! Do you not care that we 
are perishing?” Jesus woke up, rebuked 
the wind and calmed the seas. He said 
to the disciples, “Why are you afraid? 
Have you still no faith?” 

It was not the storm the disciples 
were afraid of. It was the fact that 
the people believed they were dying 
and Jesus, the one with the power to 
save them, didn’t seem to notice. That 
question, “Do you not care?” was the 
disciples’ plea to know that they were 
valued and loved. They cries out, “We’re 
about to perish, and you are absent!”

At the FCNL Annual Meeting, 
Amelia  Kegan recounted this story and 
then said, “People across this country 
are facing killer storms and yet those in 
power, the ones we look to for leader-
ship and help, they appear asleep in the 
back of the boat, unconcerned by the 
waves, undisturbed by the winds.”

There may not be a more apt 
description of the situation at the Oceti 
Sakowin Prayer Camps. The people 
are facing an existential threat to their 

lives, their lands, and their ways; and 
it doesn’t matter what they do; they 
are called aggressors, and face violent 
unprovoked attacks with dogs, chemi-
cal weapons, and water canons. And the 
people are crying out, “Is my life not 
valuable to you?”

Their lives are valuable to me, and 
their call to spirit-led, prayerful action 
speaks for this Friend. 

Amelia Kegan from FCNL states, 
“We have power together to help rebuke 
the winds of structural oppression and 
the waves of systemic injustice. We gotta 
take some responsibility for the ways in 
which institutionalized racism, discrimi-
nation, and privilege pervasively seep 
into the oxygen of society, blighting our 
world and choking off our movement 
towards justice.” 

Who better to do this than people 
of faith?  Who better than us to carry 
on the Quaker legacy of bearing wit-
ness, speaking truth to power and giving 
testimony?

My time in the Standing Rock 
camps confirmed for me that love 
works. It is louder and more cogent 
than violence. It is more persistent than 
aggression, and that makes it feel urgent. 
In the face of massive injustice, callous 
environmental ruination and belligerent 
overuse of physical and political force, it 
feels urgent to stand up and fight back.

What the Lakota Elders of the 
Oceti Sakowin know is that standing 
with the patient rootedness of love 
works. They’ve been doing that here 
in America for centuries, so they know 
how. Standing against the molten lava 
flow of white colonizers hasn’t been 
easy, and if you look at the desperate 
situation that is modern Reservation life, 
it can be argued that patient love hasn’t 
gotten them much.

But when you’re standing in a 
giant circle, holding hands, praying 
and speaking collectively up to the 

armored representatives of twenty vari-
ous policing agencies, who are there not 
to respond to the catastrophe of climate 
change, the emergency of endangered 
children, or the crisis of poverty and 
homelessness in the face of the advanc-
ing winter, but to respond to the threat to 
corporate profits.  When you’re standing 
with the people, the power of love and 
spirit-led action is reverberant  and it 
gives testimony to the power of love and 
peace changing people. 

Christine Ashley reports that “while 
the Advocacy team members were in 
Standing Rock, Royce Gay, a member 
of the Oglala Lakota Sioux Tribe and 
grandson of Crazy Horse, travelled 
from Standing Rock and Pine Ridge 
Reservation to Washington, D.C. with 
Indiana Quaker Linze Southwick. 
Together with FCNL staff, Royce and 
Linze visited eight congressional offices 
and the Tribal Bureau, speaking to the 
need for peace and a stop to the Dakota 
Access Pipeline. While they travelled 
home, the Army Corps of Engineers 
announced that they would halt work 
on the pipeline and look to another route 
for the Dakota Access Pipeline work. 
Royce’s mother was proud to hear a 
reference to Crazy Horse’s grandson 
visiting Washington, D.C., to meet with 
elected officials.” 

Jasmine Krotkov, a member of Great 
Falls Worship Group, Montana Gathering 
of Friends, Pacific Yearly Meeting, and 
seven other members of Montana’s Friends 
Committee on National Legislation’s 
Advocacy Team,  joined nearly 300 Native 
nations at Standing Rock this fall. They went 
to pledge their support for the Standing Rock 
Sioux Nation to stop the Dakota Access 
Pipeline from tunneling under the Missouri 
River. The Oceti Sakowin (Seven Council 
fires of the Sioux Nation) has convened 
for the first time since the Battle of Greasy 
Grass (Little Big Horn), heeding the call 
to protect at least this patch of the planet 
from extractive capitalism. This article was 
edited by Christine Ashley, FCNL Quaker 
Field  Secretary.
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The last Torah portion in the book of Leviticus, 
Bechukotai,  begins with an if/then: “If you follow 

My engraved-commandments and faithfully observe My 
connective-commandments...”

Maybe some of you know the Buddhist parable of Nan-in 
and the teacup. Nan-in was a Buddhist monk, and someone 
came to him to learn the wisdom of Buddhism. Being a good 
host, he served tea to his visitor. He filled his visitor’s cup 
and then kept pouring the tea, so that it overflowed. The visi-
tor leapt up, angry, and demanded to know why Nan-in was 
making such a mess. “You are like this teacup,” said Nan-in. 
“Your mind is already full of what you think you know. How 
can I pour in the wisdom you seek unless you first empty 
your cup?”

Sometimes spiritual life demands that we empty our gra-
naries, that we empty our cup, that we let go of our certainties 
and allow new possibilities to change us. ...

Act first, and trust will follow. And even if it doesn’t, 
act as though it does. Do the mitzvot, and then take the leap 
of faith of trusting that abundance is coming. The first thing 
we’re asked to do is to practice mitzvot. The second is to trust 
that the universe will repay us with shefa, with the boundless 
flow of blessing.

This isn’t investment advice—Torah isn’t telling us to 
burn our savings because if we follow the mitzvot we’ll be 
rewarded with riches. This is spiritual counsel. If we take 
on what our tradition calls ol malchut shamayim, “the yoke 
of the kingdom of heaven”—if we accept the mitzvot upon 
ourselves—then God will ask us to take a leap of faith and to 
trust that good things are coming. ...

To our mystics, malchut connotes Shechinah, the imma-
nent indwelling Presence of God. Those of us who have been 
counting the Omer may have noticed that the seventh day of 
each week of the Omer is considered a day of malchut, a day 
of Shechinah’s presence. When we take on the mitzvot, we’re 
not just accepting the yoke of the kingdom of heaven. We’re 
accepting the enfolding embrace of the Shechinah.

And when we know ourselves to be enfolded in God’s 
loving presence—when we know that we are loved by an 
unending love, when we can feel the connection of that loving 
presence wherever we go and whatever we do—then we can 
take the leap of faith that spiritual life demands. Then we can 
trust that there will be abundance in our lives and in our hearts.
This is excerpted from Rabbi Rachel Barenblat’s blog at  
<velveteenrabbi.blogs.com/blog/2016/06/the-spiritual-call-to-
empty-ones-cup.html>.

The Spiritual Call to Empty 
One’s Cup

Rabbi Rachel Barenblat

Spirit of God in the Clear 
Running Water

Miriam Therese Winter

Spirit of God in the clear running water,
Blowing to greatness the trees on the hill,
Spirit of God in the finger of morning,
Fill the earth, bring it to birth and blow where you will.
Blow, blow, blow till I be 
Breath of the Spirit blowing in me.

Down in the meadows the willows are moaning
Sheep in the pastureland cannot lie still
Spirit of God, creation is groaning.
Fill the earth, bring it to birth,
And blow where you will.
Blow, blow, blow till I be 
Breath of the Spirit blowing in me.

I saw the scar of a year that lay dying
Heard the lament of a lone whippoorwill
Spirit of God, see that cloud crying
Fill the earth, bring it to birth,
And blow where you will
Blow, blow, blow till I be 
Breath of the Spirit blowing in me.

Spirit of God, every man’s heart is lonely
Watching and waiting and hungry until
Spirit of God, man longs that you only
Fill the earth, bring it to birth,
And blow where you will
Blow, blow, blow till I be 
Breath of the Spirit blowing in me

© 1965 Medical Mission Sisters. Miriam Therese (M.T.) Winter 
discovered the magic of words and music as a child. She wrote her 
first poem when she was just six and a year later began to learn 
the piano. Her love of music followed her when, many years later, 
Winter joined the Medical Mission Sisters in Philadelphia, ready to 
begin her dream of traveling to developing nations and providing 
much needed medical care. During her travels, she developed a new 
dream, that of spreading care and love through song rather than 
medicine <hymnary.org/text/spirit_of_god_in_the_clear_running_
water>. Contributed by Maurine Pyle.
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A Visitation from Mother Mary
Maurine Pyle

But when my Mary passes in the blue gown 
With the light falling down,
Yes, when my Mary passes, I will follow, yes.

—Lyric by Krista Detor

There is one traveling ministry visit which I have never 
fully understood.  After the Iron Curtain fell, I was called 

to visit St. Petersburg Russia in 1997. My mission seemed 
clear enough then, to attend an international peace conference 
as a teacher of peace with an intention about bringing some 
light to the conflict with the Russians. As a child growing up 
during the Cold War in Louisiana, we were carefully taught 
to hate and fear the godless Russians. I admit to being a little 
afraid when my leading was to confront evil people directly. 
Being faithful, I agreed but I was unsure of my actual purpose 
in going there. And for years afterward, I have remained mysti-
fied. What was my mission? Sometimes a leading can take 
years to give evidence to the world. I often do not understand 
why God has called me into a place, but I faithfully follow. 
Here is what I wrote about that trip when I was asked to give 
the Plummer Lecture on my spiritual journey one year later 
at our yearly meeting:

Among our Russian students were two women named 
Luda and Tatiana, who fell in love with Sharon (my travel 
partner). They were constantly coming by our dorm room 
to ask her out for a walk. I used to tease Sharon because she 
does not speak Russian, and they spoke little English. “What 
on earth do you say to them?” I queried. She just smiled mys-
teriously. Clearly, they were engaging in spirit talk, which is 
universal. On the day we were leaving, Luda came to give 
Sharon a good-bye gift. It was a silver ring in the shape of a 
serpent. Luda told her that the serpent is the symbol of wisdom 
and that she was giving the ring to Sharon so that she would be 
reminded of her wisdom. Then she turned to me and slipped 
into my hand another silver ring which had a smaller serpent 
engraved on it. “Wear this, Maurine, to be reminded that you 
are the guardian of Sharon’s wisdom,” she said.

I have often heard of the intuitive gifts of the Russians, 
but this was truly extraordinary. How else could Luda have 
known that my nickname for Sharon is “the Scarecrow?” 
Just like the scarecrow in the Wizard of Oz, she forgets her 
wisdom. And Sharon calls me her “dueña,” which means her 
guardian. How could Luda have known these central truths 
about our relationship? Sharon and I serve as guardians for 
each other’s wisdom and health, and our relationship makes 
us strong.

That was my first indication that God was showing me 
more about the religious character of the Russian people. They 
were deeply spiritual and intuitive; not what I had been force-
fed about them being godless. An American artist humorously 
quipped, “As a child the nuns taught me to pray for the Russian 
people. I am so glad to see that it has worked.” 

On that visit we went to several huge cathedrals. The 
atmosphere was deeply mystical and dark and filled with 
images of Mary and Jesus that reminded me of my own 
Catholic cathedrals in Baton Rouge. One icon particularly 
held my attention, the one of Mary, the Mother of Russia. Her 
dark eyes and sad visage reached out and spoke to me. I felt 
an intense spiritual energy coming from the icon joining me 
with Mary in a mystical union. I was transfixed and could not 
move away. “What is happening?” I asked myself.

Mary has come to visit me again recently. A friend sent 
me the song with the lyrics, “and when my Mary passes, I will 
answer yes.” Then another friend sent me an icon calendar 
with Mary holding Jesus; with the same sad eyes, the same 
compassionate tenderness toward her child that I had seen in 
icons in Russia. Mary was speaking to me again. What was 
she saying?

I know now that I was called to see the holiness of the 
Russian people and their devotion to Mary when I visited 
them many years ago. As we enter another “cold war” with 
the Russians, I want to remind us all that these are merely 
passing images of enemies and not the truth. When I was a 
child we were told stories of the apparitions of the Madonna 
to three Portuguese teenagers at Fatima. Shee gave them a 
prophecy that if Russia remains loyal to her, then the world 
will be saved. I am offering this to you as a prophecy that we 
continue to hold the Russian people in the light in this period 
of deep conflict and darkness in the world

As the way opens.

Maurine Pyle has traveled the wide world for Friends to bring a 
message of peace. Now., as an ESL teacher, she lives in Southern 
Illinois, where the world comes to her door.  Of this article, she 
wrote, “It came to me like Mother Mary... speaking words of 
wisdom, let it be.”
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Evidence of the Afterlife: The Science of Near-Death 
Experiences by Jeffrey Long MD with Paul Perry, 2010. 

New York: HarperCollins Publishers. Reviewed by Mariellen 
Gilpin. Contributed by Ed Hertenstein.

Jeffrey Long MD, a radiation oncologist, started the 
Near Death Experience Research Foundation and its website, 
NDERF.org, in 1998. Over the first ten years, some 1300 
near death experiences (NDE) were reported via an online 
survey form. The NDERF study findings are corroborated by 
hundreds of prior NDE studies conducted by scores of NDE 
researchers, almost always making the same observations and 
coming to the same conclusions.  These converging lines of 
evidence cause Long to conclude: There is life after death. 

Long points to the remarkable consistencies  across his 
collection, concluding that near death experiences present a 
strong case for the probability there is, as Raymond Moody 
wrote in 1975, life after life. Long presents nine lines of 
thinking that converge in his conviction that there is an 
afterlife:

Lucid death. The NDEs reported are highly organized 
and reveal a heightened state of awareness, even though the 
stories happen while the experiencer is unconscious or clini-
cally dead (meaning there is no measurable brain activity).

Out of body experiences. Experiencers see and hear in 
an out of body state, and what they perceive is nearly always 
real; for instance, they report the activities of the medical 
staff working to resuscitate them.

NDEs occur under general anesthesia. No form of 
consciousness should be taking place, 
medically speaking. 

Heightened sensory awareness in 
the absence of one’s physical senses; for 
instance, being able to see 360 degrees.

Blind people see during NDEs. 
People blind from birth ordinarily do not 
have visual experiences in dreams, yet 
actually experience vision during NDEs.

Life reviews accurately reflect real 
events in the experiencer’s life, even if 
the experiencer has forgotten them.

Most beings encountered are dead 
relatives, not friends or celebrities.

Very young children’s NDEs are 
strikingly similar to those of adults, 
suggesting the content of NDEs are not 
due to cultural expectations.

NDEs from non-Western  cultures are consistent with 
those from Western cultures, again suggesting the content 
is not the result of cultural expectations.

Most persuasive, however, is that near death experi-
encers are transformed by their experiences, often for life: 
They are nicer people! They may also be healed physically 
or mentally, and some have psychic powers after they return 
to life. “…whatever a person experiences on the other side, 
a little bit of it may come back, bringing change here as 
well” (p. 51).

Along the way, Dr. Long presents the arguments of NDE 
sceptics and his counter-arguments, many based in his medi-
cal knowledge. He also notes the experiencers’ decreased 
fear of death and increased belief in an afterlife as further 
evidence for his conclusions.

The NDE accounts he has collected are available on his 
website (http://www.nderf.org). Included are the relatively 
few unpleasant NDEs, which he does not deal with in this 
book. One might wish to study and reflect on these reports 
for oneself. Do the experiencers of unpleasant NDEs come 
back especially determined to be nicer?

Book Review
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August 2017
Conflict in Meetings
Editor: Michael Resman 

Friends may respond to a person 
presenting a difficulty by direct dis-
cussion, appeasement, taking sides, 
shunning, sweeping it under the rug, 
or simply leaving, or sometimes all 
of the above. Occasionally, an elder 
may kindly and clearly nip a problem 
in the bud. What caused the conflict 
in your meeting? How was the situa-
tion resolved, or not resolved?  What 
seemed to be the long-term outcome 
for the spiritual health of the meeting?  
What are your reflections on your 
meeting’s experience?

 Deadline: May 15, 2017

November 2017
Sexuality and Spirituality
Editors:  Betty Brody with Judy 
Lumb

“What is your beloved more than any 
other, O fairest of women? … My beloved 
is fair and ruddy, a paragon among ten 
thousand. … His whispers are sweetness 
itself, wholly desirable.” Song of Songs 
5:9-16 (New English Version).  Is it 
possible that Spirit wants us to bring all 
of ourselves to relationship with Itself?  Is 
it possible to have a full relationship with 
Spirit without including our sexuality? 
Have you experienced sexual arousal 
during any of your spiritual practices?  
Can sexual practices stimulate spiritual 
growth? 

Deadline: August 15, 2017

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


