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 You will say, Christ saith this, and the apostles say this: but what canst thou say?

 Art thou a child of Light and hast thou walked in the Light, and what thou speakest,
 is it inwardly from God? —George Fox
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What Canst Thou Say?

These things don’t happen to nice girls. (I’m so ashamed.)

These things don’t happen to good people. (I’m so ashamed.)

These things don’t happen to people like me. (I’m so ashamed.)

These things don’t happen in families like mine. (I’m so ashamed.)

People like my husband don’t do things like this. (I’m so ashamed of him.)

What does it say about me that I married someone who would do this to me?

(I’m so ashamed.)

From the Editors:
The psalmist said it best: I live in disgrace all day 
long, and my face is covered with shame (Psalm 
44:15). All our authors are women, and they are all in 
various stages of recovering from chronic abuse and 
chronic shaming. The editors are fully aware that 
men are chronically abused and shamed, too, and 
that they suffer and endure largely in silence. Our 
authors in this issue are outting their pain because 
they want to help others heal. 
It takes hard work and persistence over many 
years to heal those wounds. We have to go back 
into the awful memories, reach down deep and 
really look at them, really feel our feelings, before 
we can find compassion and understanding for the 
abuser. As a dear Friend said, “I can do compassion 
and understanding. I can’t do forgiveness.” It is in 
forgiving the abuser, in letting go our anger and 
hurt, that we no longer need to dwell in that place 

of shame. We forgive ourselves. Forgiving can’t be 
done cheaply; forgiving without first facing squarely 
what we’re forgiving is denial of our feelings, denial 
of the truth of what we experienced.
We have to be committed to do all that hard, hard 
work, and one has to hope for oneself to make 
the commitment—hope day after day, moment to 
moment. Our authors want to enable others to hope. 
Hope is the very essence of God’s healing work 
within us. In the words of Hosea 2:14-15: Therefore 
I am now going to allure her; I will lead her into the 
wilderness and speak tenderly to her. There I will 
give her back her vineyards. 
Our thanks to our authors’ drivenness to help others, 
to Amy Perry for suggesting Hosea, and to Judy 
Lumb for searching online for the very loveliest 
translation of Hosea.
  Lois Pomeroy and Mariellen Gilpin

(cont’d p. 2)
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All these things went through my 
head for many weeks after the sexual 
abuse, as I lay in my bed too frightened 
to sleep, as night after night I soaked 
in the tub in the middle of my broken 
sleep, trying to feel clean, as my mind 
perseverated, against my will, on the 
abuse.

How could I have allowed this to 
happen?

I felt as if “ABUSED!” were writ-
ten on my forehead and everyone 
could tell by looking at me what had 
happened to me.

I gained 15 pounds in short order, 
disguising the body that had been 
shamed.

I wore shapeless clothes, hiding 
the body that had been shamed.

I wore grays and browns and tans, 
calling no attention to the body that had 
been shamed.

I hid from my friends and relatives, 
staying mostly to myself, embarrassed 
not only from the shame of the abuse 
itself, but also of all the strange symp-
toms of Post Traumatic Stress Disorder 
which had taken over my mind. 

I was not myself.
I felt Alone. I was used to feeling 

the Presence of God, but much of the 
time now I felt as deserted by God as 
I did by my family and friends.

Shame was just a piece of what 
needed healing. There was also the 
pain in my heart from experiencing 
betrayal by the man I had been closest 
to, the resulting depression, fear. I was 
a wreck. 

My longtime daily practice of 
meditation (transcendental type, clear-
ing the mind for God) had become 
sometimes a time of not being able to 
get rid of all these thoughts, sometimes 
a time of just plain dryness. I have 
heard that when someone loses his 
sight, or hearing, the other senses are 
intensified, sharpened; when one way 
of communicating with the world is 

stopped, other ones develop. I have 
found something similar to be true of 
our communication with God. If our 
usual mode becomes nonfunctional, 
other ways present themselves, open 
up, blossom. Used to many years of 
daily spiritual practice, instead of aban-
doning that habitual time of waiting 
on the Lord I tried substituting other 
spiritual practices. The mode that 
most helped me heal from shame was 
singing. A song that really spoke to me 
during that time was Precious Lord. 

Precious Lord, take my hand,
Lead me on, help me stand,
I am weak, I am tired, I am worn.
Lead me on through the night
Lead me on to the Light,
Lead me on, precious Lord, take my 

hand. 

All that was good. A sung prayer. 
But one line in particular, from the 
second verse, was especially helpful:

When the way be drear, Precious 
Lord, linger near.

Even when I couldn’t feel the pres-
ence of God I imagined It lingering 
near, just out of reach. All I had to do 
was, as in yoga, practice stretching, 
stretch a little more, reach out, not 
give up. 

I knew all along at the intellec-
tual level that the shame didn’t really 
belong to me, but to my then husband. 
But somehow in our society the shame 
of abuse still falls upon the women, and 
we keep accepting it because intimate 
violation seems so shameful. When we 
are shamed, we need someone to hold 
our hand, to stand up for us, to speak 
for us, and yes, to tell us we will even-
tually be Whole. Abuse is something 
most human beings want to distance 
themselves from, either because they 
are embarrassed by it or have no idea 
how to deal with the now unrecogniz-
able person in front of them. 

My healing came slowly, over 
many years, and still continues. I didn’t 
give up on God and God didn’t give 
up on me. I stretched, God lingered 
near, held my hand, and so did some 
friends. We all got closer, re-entered 
each others’ hearts. Grace happens. 
Healing happens. A very large Love 
holds us all.   
Allison Randall is a member of Keene 
Worship Group (New Hampshire).  
She says that since that time she has 
lost much of the weight, and regularly 
wears all sorts of bright colors. She 
attempts to be aware as much as 
possible of the ways God might be 
working in her life, and to be grateful. 
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The girls would come and go, but 
eventually I prevailed and it became 
just him and me. I thought I’d pre-
vailed, but then I found that being the 
sole focus was a mixed blessing. There 
was no one else to run interference or 
to bring in the money. It was all me, 
all the time.

If only I’d held my tongue a 
little longer, he wouldn’t have gotten 
angry and hit me. But sometimes I 
just couldn’t keep the baby quiet and 
sometimes I was just so tired. Even the 
pastor at the church told me to submit 
myself and be patient. 

Yes, he’d found religion after 
the baby came, but all that meant to 
me was getting up early on Sunday 

morning and going to church after I’d 
worked until 3:00 am the night before. 
Sometimes when he was asleep I 
would go in the living room and shake 
my fist at God and demand to know 
why He had the audacity to make me 
a woman.

Then there was a terrible accident 
and he was hospitalized for many 
months. Essentially on my own for 
the first time in more than ten years, I 
began to realize that I wasn’t inherently 
defective or incompetent. I slowly 
discovered I could manage just fine 
without him. And I slowly began to 
re-discover God. I would sit in Barnes 
and Noble and read books on theology 
and spirituality and healing.

As far back as I can remember, I 
knew the rules were different for 

me. I couldn’t just do well in school, 
I had to get all As. I had to have the 
most badges, sell the most candy, get 
the part in the play. It was the only time 
I felt love and worthiness. It was how I 
got attention—my mentally ill mother 
withdrew her love on some kind of 
rhythm that had nothing to do with me.

In high school our teachers told 
us the classes we took and the grades 
we got would go on our permanent 
records—something that would follow 
us for the rest of our lives. Since I 
couldn’t be good at everything, I 
learned to choose carefully and worked 
hard so my record would be spotless. 

After college I decided it was time 
to try my luck in the big city. Friends 
tried to tell me not to do it. Things 
didn’t go how I’d hoped. I found out 
my good grades and extra-curricular 
activities didn’t mean very much in 
a competitive job market. I started 
running out of money and I began to 
panic. I didn’t want to go home—that 
would be admitting my friends were 
right. In fact, I couldn’t really go home. 
My dad was working a series of low 
paying jobs in the Midwest. My mom 
was living in Florida, or maybe Ohio, 
or maybe somewhere near Chicago 
with my sister.

I began working as a working girl. 
The Julia Roberts kind, not the Melanie 
Griffith kind. It wasn’t so bad really, 
just illegal. Most of the men were sur-
prisingly normal, just a little horny or 
lonely or insecure. I had a new family, 
only this one consisted of a man and 
two or three other women. This was not 
the sort of thing you tell your parents, 
or even your best school friends. Very 
quickly you begin to isolate yourself 
from other people living normal lives. 
You isolate yourself from the world 
and you begin to hide from yourself.

See, once upon a time I could go 
off in the woods or a field and spend 
time alone with God. I looked forward 
to the two-hour rides to grandma’s 
house because I could sit in the back 
seat and talk with God, and no one 
interrupted me because they thought I 
was asleep. But all that stopped about 
the time I left elementary school, and I 
had nearly forgotten all about it. Until, 
on the night before he got hurt, one of 
my childhood visitors came back and 
told me everything would be all right.

In time, he came home. But I 
couldn’t tolerate being around him 
anymore. And I couldn’t allow myself 
to do the things I was seriously consid-
ering. So one morning I left everything 
behind, except for my five-year-old, 
two changes of clothes each, and a 
thousand dollars. I did it for peace of 
mind and peace with God. As I walked 
out the door I said I remembered 
something about the lilies of the field 
and Solomon, and I was going to take 
Him at his word. 

It hasn’t been an easy journey 
since then, but that wasn’t part of the 
promise. The burden isn’t light as in 
not heavy, the burden is light—the one 
we sometimes hide under a bushel. It 
turns out that pastor was right. I needed 
to submit and be patient. Only I need 
to submit to Spirit, not another person 
or a dogma. A few trusted friends 
showed me that I could live a centered, 
balanced and grounded life. I learned 
to stop hiding from myself and discov-
ered I really wasn’t so bad after all. I 
began the process of forgiving myself 
and letting go of the shame. 

Most of the time I know I really 
am good enough. There’s some back-
sliding sometimes. Sometimes I’m 
still ashamed that I was the battered 
woman, though intellectually I know 
it wasn’t my fault. Sometimes I’m 
embarrassed that I let people take 

Not Bad, Just Illegal
Anonymous

If only I’d held my tongue a little 
longer, he wouldn’t have gotten 
angry and hit me.  ...  Part of 
my healing has been to simply 
acknowledge the past and move 
forward. It’s not where you’ve 
been, it’s where you’re going.
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advantage of me, and I rarely will 
admit to it. 

Curiously, though, I am not so 
ashamed of what I did as a livelihood. 
It was a choice I made at a time when 
I didn’t feel I had many alternatives, 
and I have come to terms with it. I 
have also learned others aren’t always 
as forgiving and tolerant, especially 
in my current profession. Only a few 
trusted f/Friends know about my past. 
Part of my healing has been to simply  
acknowledge the past and move for-
ward. It’s not where you’ve been, it’s 
where you’re going. With that in mind, 
I’ve outted myself as a Quaker and a 
person of faith at work and among my 
neighbors, and endeavor to live that 
testimony on a daily basis.

My childhood years were sheer 
hell. My mother was mentally 

ill, and subject to displays of unset-
tling, horrific behavior that created 
chaos and distress for my father, my 
siblings and myself. Who wants to 
tunnel back into time to relive that 
sort of trauma? Would you, dear 
reader, have mercy upon this little girl 
inside of me as I try to write this for 
WCTS and for my own little girl self? 
Would you hold out your hand, take 
my hand in yours, and listen while I 
try to explain what it was like to have 
as your very own the kind of mother 
who was both good Mommy and very 
bad Mommy? Will you stay with me 

as I try to explain the shame I lived in 
when I was a little girl and a teenager?  

Carol, six years old. Our Mommy is 
home. I can hear her cursing in the 
kitchen. She is showing our daddy the 
new necklace that her boyfriend Joe 
has given her. Beth, our oldest sister, 
comes into the bedroom and warns us 
not to talk because Mommy is mean 
tonight; she has been drinking; and we 
have to be really quiet or we will make 
her mad. When Mommy is mad, we 
are whipped with a wire coat hanger. 

So we stop talking and huddle 
under the blanket. We are hungry 
and cold, but we do not cry. We 
have learned never to cry in front of 
Mommy, but we can and do cry to 
our daddy. I asked Daddy yesterday 
when he came to visit us why we had 
to stay here with Mommy? Why can’t 
we leave this mean Mommy and stay 
with him? He looked really sad and 
said he was working on it, but he only 
had one room to live in. Maybe he 
will soon find us a place that has more 
rooms? He said that he was ashamed 
that he could not give us a better life...
he had tears in his eyes…. 

Carol, twelve years old. A truck came 
today, and a man brought two large 
bags into the house. One had clothes 
in it, and the other bag was filled 
with toys. Oh, the younger kids went 
nuts! They were so excited. Then a 
car drove up and a lady got out. She 
had a turkey and lots of other kinds of 
food. Mommy said that somebody in 
the neighborhood must have called a 
charity that helps people like us. I don’t 
care who it was, let me at those bags! 
I can cook just as well as my mother 
can. Our family will eat tonight, by 
God, we will eat. 

I looked at the clothes in the other 
bag and there was one thing that really 
took my breath away. It was a dress, 
a soft, buttery colored dress with 

Rumble on State Street
Carol Roth

I Wonder What He Wrote 
In The Sand 

      Dalton Roberts 
She was just a woman of the street; 
They threw her in shame at Jesus’ feet.
As they stood there with stones in their hands
He stooped and wrote something in the sand.

I think He wrote, “You can always start again;
No matter who you are or what you’ve been,
I’ll help you if you’ll give me your hand.”
I wonder what He wrote in the sand.

They said, “Master, she should die for her wrong.”
He said, “If you have no sin, then cast your stone.” 
One by one they dropped them from their hands 
At the words He was writing in the sand. 

I think He wrote, “Only love can change a man.
So love one another, it’s the great command.”
As He stood there with her life in His hand 
I wonder what he wrote in the sand.

Happy Doghouse Music (BMI).  Reprinted with the author’s permission.
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A cheer rises from the crowd that 
has gathered, listening to us. State 
Street is where all fights between 
students at our junior high school take 
place. Joann just stares at me. I have 
done the unthinkable. I have chal-
lenged the richest girl in school to a 
rumble. The bell rings, signaling the 
time to get to the next class, and we all 
scatter. I sit through the class and I feel 
sick to my stomach. I am no fighter. 
I hate seeing people hurt each other. 
The violence that my mother deals 
out to her own children has made me 
determined to never hurt anyone. But 
Joann has been taunting me for years. 
I can’t and I won’t take it anymore. 

Three o’clock. My black girlfriends are 
waiting for me outside. I am their little 
sister. Ever since we moved into the 
projects, these girls have been great to 
me. They know of my mother’s mental 
problems and how cruel she can be. 
But that doesn’t stop them from liking 
me, from hanging out with me. 
State Street. Joann is there, sneering at 
me as I approach with my own circle of 
friends. “Oh, look who’s here! It’s the 
skinny girl who thinks she is hot shit 
today!” That’s it. I can’t take anymore. 
I lunge forward and grab her shoulder. 
I push her down and she lands on the 
dirty street. Then she gets up. We are 
flailing at each other. She grabs my 
braid, yanks the left ribbon off my 
braid. Damn! I need that ribbon! Now 
she is hitting on me, on my face, my 
arms, my chest. My girlfriends are 
calling out to me, 

“Go, girl. You go, girl.” I wipe at 
my face. God, it is hot and I am getting 
tired. But I am not tired enough to quit. 
I am going to whack the hell out of 
this girl. I am sick of being laughed at 
because our family is poor. And I am 
really fed up with people like Joann 
who think they are better than everyone 
else because they have money, nice 
houses and big cars. I may not have 
what Joann has, but I know that my 
life will change someday. 

puffed sleeves and a dark green sash. 
I couldn’t stop staring at it, feeling the 
material. I rushed into the bathroom, 
locked the door and tried it on. It fit 
me perfectly! I couldn’t believe it! I 
didn’t have pretty shoes to go with it, 
so I knew I would have to wear my old 
red oxfords. But oh, this dress was a 
gift from God. I told Him that. 

Today was a good day. And now 
it is even better. Beth, my older sister, 
has come into my room. She tells me 
that the dress is very pretty, that I will 
look like a princess in it. She says that 
if I let her braid my long hair that she 
will cut off some of the sash and use 
that to put on the end of the braids. She 
will make perfect bows and I will look 
like a princess.

I feel beautiful. I am walking 
down the stairs to my classroom in 
school when Joann calls my name. I 
turn around and look up at her. Joann 
lives in a very big house, past the 
projects where we live. Joann has so 
many pretty clothes that I would love 
to have. But that’s okay. Today, I feel 
pretty because my dress is as nice as 
anything that she has worn to school. 

“Hey, Skinny,” she calls out. I look 
back up at her and ask her what she 
wants. Joann laughs. The loud talk-
ing from all of her friends gathered 
around her ceases. I feel like everyone 
is staring at me. She is sneering at me. 
“Who in the hell do you think you are? 
You look like a freak. Hey, everybody, 
check out the old red shoes....”

Everybody starts laughing. I can 
feel my face getting hotter. I hate 
Joann. I am so sick and tired of being 
laughed at because we are poor. She is 
near me and she reaches behind me and 
yanks one of the ribbons off. Everyone 
is quiet. I look at this girl, this rich girl 
who has everything that she wants, 
and I feel anger like I have never felt 
it before. I want to cry but I will not let 
myself cry. I open my mouth and I say, 
“Okay, I have had enough. State Street, 
you and me. Be there at three o’clock.” 

Joann has grabbed my braid. 
Man, that hurts. I am getting tired. 
My girlfriends are calling out, “Get 
her, Carol. Get her!” I pull back my 
hand and make it into a fist and my fist 
lands on the tip of her pointy, snooty 
nose. She gasps and starts to cry. I am 
horrified as I see a trickle of blood 
coming from her nose. My girlfriends 
are delighted, they are whooping and 
cheering me on. But it is over. It is all 
over for me. I have hurt this girl. I have 
done to her what has been done to me, 
to my siblings all my life. I have been 
beaten with coat hangers, my mother 
has driven her fists into my eyes. Now 
here is this girl, crumpled up on the 
street, dirty and crying. 

I look up, look around at my 
friends. I say loudly, “It’s over. 
Everybody, let’s go home.” I offer 
Joann my hand but she doesn’t take 
it, and I can understand why. I feel so 
ashamed of what I have done. Joann’s 
friends help her up and they head up 
the street. I am being thumped on the 
back by my friends, my hand is being 
held up as the winner. It was senseless. 
And it was futile. Joann ignored me, 
and I did my best to stay away from 
her. We never became friends, but we 
never engaged in any other fights. We 
simply ignored each other after that 
one fight. 

Our family moved away a year 
later. I have no idea what happened to 
Joann. But once in a while, I do think 
of her. If she ever reads this, I hope 
that she will contact me so we can 
talk. I want so badly to apologize to 
her. Maybe, we could even be friends. 
I would like to think that we can. I am 
sixty-five now and I swear, I could not 
even hurt a fly if I tried!    

Carol Roth is a former editor of WCTS and 
our Good Angel.  Her siblings don’t always 
appreciate her writing honestly about what 
they endured as children, but our readers 
are always nourished when she shares with 
us.  Keep on writing, Carol!
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comfort myself, calm that anxiety 
which often has led to that place of 
being frozen…disconnected…disas-
sociation. Coping mechanisms they 
may be, however, they keep you from 
seeing me. 

The healing has come by being 
here, seeing you and listening in the 
Silence. I have learned to forgive, 
which does not mean I will ever forget. 
Abuse leaves an imprint on the soul. 

 In the Light, Anne   

Queries: Numb
Have you ever had the experience 

of emotional numbness? A feeling of 
shock and depersonalization? If so, 
how did it affect your life and your 
way of coping with difficult situations?

Queries: Frozen
Have you ever experienced a time 

in your life where something happened 
that made you simply stop feeling con-
nected, feeling empty, frozen. A time 
where you did not know what you were 
going to do or how? If so, how did you 
recover and reconnect to your life?

Queries: Eventually
The passing of time and healing 

happens in moments, hours, days, 
weeks, years. What has been your 
experience with the “eventually” in 
your life...with your healing journey? 
Has there been a person or a place in 
your life that has helped you along 
the way?

Anne Scherer is a writer, poet and artist 
who attends Rochester Friends Meeting, 
Rochester, Minnesota. 

Three Chairs
Anne Scherer

I. He sat in a green chair and told me 
he was there to comfort me. He saw 
that I had been crying. My parents had 
taken my older sister and left for the 
afternoon and evening. I was seven 
years old and alone for the first time 
at night. 

He put my head in his lap and 
stroked my hair, then forced me to the 
floor and raped me.  

He went into the bathroom. I could 
hear the running water for what seemed 
like an eternity, and over the sound of 
the water I could hear him laughing, 
laughing. When he came back out he 
said that I must never tell anyone and 
left. I lay there numb… eventually 
crawling underneath the piano where 
I remained… Frozen.   

II. He sat in a black chair smiling as 
I walked in to see him. We talked and 
then he said, “Will you wait for me?” 
“No, I am sorry, I cannot wait for you, 
I am seventeen years old and have been 
accepted to a college in the fall and…” 

He was on his feet, and in an 
instant I was up against the wall, his 
hands around my throat…chokehold. 
I could only make noise with my hand 
against the closed door. 

My friends ran into the room and 
pulled him away from me. Taking me 
out of the room asking if I was all right. 

But was I all right? I was numb… 
eventually able to sit amidst the con-
versation… Frozen. 

III. He sat in a beige chair glaring at 
me as I came out of our bedroom. I am 
age fifty wondering silently… when … 
why did he stop loving me? “When did 
you get home? Would you like some-
thing to eat?” I asked.

“You hate. You HATE! YOU 
HATE!” 

“Words hurt,” I said, and started 
to walk towards the kitchen… He 
followed.  ... verbally… physically… 

He grabbed my wrists and slammed 
against them against the wood of the 
dining room table.  “Please stop.            
... Stop… STOP IT!”   

“911 What is your Emergency?”       
Taken away by police sirens alone…
numb…eventually returning “home”… 
Frozen.  

Dear Friends:
I cannot begin to share with you 

how much this Meeting means to me.  
I wish I were more like you in so many 
ways, and had your spirit of life and 
joy. I know that I have learned from 
you and I love you. Your lives are a 
reflection of that which I can only hope 
one day to feel… Inner Peace. 

Your soft spoken and kind voices 
still speak to me as clearly as they 
spoke when I first started attending 
Meeting. 

While I long to emulate you and 
the peace and serenity that I perceive 
in you, I have over the years built up 
a wall around me, a wall of rope with 
ties, knots, places to get a foothold 
and climb over in times of strength, 
moments of healing. However, it is still 
a wall of ropes and one where either 
you or I can slip, fall, get trapped. Does 
that mean we do not try? Because, I can 
see you clearly through the spaces in 
between the knots and ties. 

Can you see me? 
My life has been a journey.
Healing from crippling shame 

has gone through many stages. It is an 
ongoing and arduous process. For me, 
shame has manifested in introversion 
and isolation, often to the extreme. 
This creates anxiety and leads to 
depression. It is a cycle difficult to 
break. I fall into these patterns because 
they are familiar and if I do not risk, I 
will not be hurt… again. 

But, I have had to take some risks 
in order to simply survive. I have had to 
learn how to breathe again. By learning 
how to breathe through Meditation, I 
have learned to quiet my inner self, 
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making the shame-response, it’s time 
to declare a miracle.” My therapist 
agreed wholeheartedly, yes, two weeks 
meant I was healed. 

The following Tuesday was an 
intensely busy day. I was in the midst 
of solving some complicated problem 
that took my entire focus—and sud-
denly I realized it had been two weeks. 
I was healed. My level of intensity 
doubled in about a second and a half. 
My joy was huge, just huge. 

And then...on Day Eighteen, the 
shame-response happened again. Not 
so fast, Mariellen. But how can I feel 
shame about being a sexual being when 
God is my lover?  

I was okay about the 18-day mis-
take because 18 days was a pretty great 
record. I would just continue praying, 
working, and being madly in love with 
God. Being horny for God. 

Then I woke up and the first words 
out of my mouth were, “My Love.” 
God has decided what Name he wants 
me to call him, first thing in the morn-
ing. Increasingly that remembered 
shame has been met with, “My Love.” 
A couple of weeks ago, I remembered 
something I did 50 years ago about 
which I jolly well should feel shame. 
Unbidden out of my mouth came, 
“How sad,” not the unhealthy shame-
response—as if, deep inside, I’ve for-
given myself for being human, being 
sexual. It’s like those mystic guys say, 
“Keep your focus on God. All the rest 
will fall away.”
Mariellen Gilpin is the Coordinator and 
the heart and soul of What Canst Thou 
Say?

Tell Us Your Stories!
WCTS has a vision—we want to tell the world that God is much more 
various and wonderful than our skeptical culture allows. We hope to help 
Friends be tender and open to the Spirit. Please share your stories. Articles 
that best communicate to our readers generally focus on specific events 
and are written in the first person.                  The Editorial Team of WCTS:

Mariellen Gilpin, Judy Lumb, and Michael Resman

I’ve continued working and pray-
ing with redoubled vigor about that 
other shame-response. The prayer basi-
cally boiled down to “Let thy name be 
the one on my lips” (in the moment of 
remembering my old shame). Having 
a sexual response during prayer was so 
not a part of my culture growing up, 
but it began to happen to me. I wish I 
would have been able to trust someone 
wise enough to talk about it 35 years 
ago. That someone might have said, 
“Honey, you’re just horny for God!” 

The idea never occurred to me. I 
had read John of the Cross in college, 
but I thought that sex stuff was just a 
metaphor. I read Song of Solomon in 
various Bible literature classes, and 
I noticed my professors didn’t know 
quite what to make of it, and moved 
on to safer territory. My actual expe-
riences 35 years ago sent me down a 
long, long detour. Finally in 2010, I 
suddenly felt madly in love with God. 

One Tuesday in May, 2011, in 
the midst of a unitive experience, the 
prayer came from my gut: “Let thy 
name be the one on my lips!” The 
prayer was no different, just different 
in the depth of feeling. 

My experience has been that 
prayers from the gut are extremely 
powerful. Something wonderful will 
happen. It may not be precisely what 
I’ve asked for, or on my timetable, but 
God answers that kind of prayer.

The following Tuesday at my 
semi-annual session with my counselor 
I told her about the prayer. I went on 
to say, “The shame-response has been 
happening less often in recent months. 
I figure, if I go two weeks without 

Horny for God
Mariellen Gilpin

For almost 30 years, when I had 
sexual thoughts, I connected them 

with the name of a sexual abuser and 
the memories of the abuse and resultant 
shame. Finally in 2006, I had resolved 
the memories, which were symptoms 
of Post Traumatic Stress Disorder 
(PTSD), and come to a place of objec-
tive compassion about the abuser—I 
simply didn’t need the PTSD symp-
toms anymore.  All I had left after 2006 
was the abuser’s name.  I habitually 
repeated it in two contexts, only: upon 
first awakening in the morning, before 
I was even fully conscious, and also 
whenever I remembered any time I’d 
been shamed as a child as much as 50 
or 60 years before.  

Those childhood shames had not 
necessarily been sexual. I remember, 
for instance, being blamed because I’d 
sat on the bench at my piano recital in 
such a way that my mother’s red bias 
binding on the hem of my homemade 
pink dress showed—horrors! As 
Amy Perry says, “shame is an acro-
nym meaning Should Have Already 
Mastered Everything.” So, between 
2006 and 2009, I continued working 
and praying to stop saying the abuser’s 
name.  I wanted no remaining triggers 
that might sometime lead me down 
that name-sexual thoughts-memories-
shame primrose path again.

So, in May of 2009, a few months 
after the gift of praying in healing was 
restored to me, some of us agreed to 
pray for a friend while she had a very 
serious eye operation. We would pray 
the entire time of the surgery—four 
hours. We started on time, but the 
surgeon did not, so instead of pray-
ing for four hours, we prayed for six. 
Our friend recovered nicely. The next 
morning when I first woke up, I said 
God’s name. The shame-response 
simply hasn’t happened in that context 
ever again. 
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The Uses of 
Shame

Lois Pomeroy

This issue of What Canst Thou Say 
is filled with stories of those who 

have suffered from shame they did not 
deserve. This can and does have pain-
ful, even tragic, results. But I want to 
put in a word here in shame’s defense. 
It isn’t always bad.  According to my 
understanding of Erik Erikson, the 
developmental psychologist, feelings 
of shame can be positive and useful if 
they come at the appropriate develop-
mental stage and in a loving context. 
My life experience seems to bear that 
out. I can remember feelings of shame 
when I was a pre-schooler (the appro-
priate age) that motivated me to make 
difficult choices, grow up and take my 
place in the larger world.

 I was a lucky little girl because 
I spent my pre-school years living on 
a Utah farm with my generous, kind 
grandmother. There was no doubt of 
her love for me. She let me know that 
nothing I ever did would change her 
opinion of me as precious and her 
“little tweetheart”. That is what she 
called me in her heavy Swedish accent. 
Twenty-five years before my birth she 
had been a new immigrant, divorced 
with a son of her own (my father). 
When a widower proposed marriage 
(his wife having just died giving birth 
to their eighth child), she accepted at 
once. 

This seemed a good solution to her. 
And she was probably right, as it was a 
long and fruitful union. She went on to 
bear her husband seven children more. 
She raised all 16 and still found enough 
love in her heart and energy in her body 
to take me on as a newborn when my 
parents left for faraway Oregon to take 
up the only jobs they were offered in 
depression-wracked America.

Frozen Waterfall
Ellen S. Baranowski

Droplet
by droplet,
she froze,
in terror
pain,
abandonment and
fear
until
she was like a
frozen
waterfall.

She wanted
To be different,
to flow over the edge with 

abandonment,
but for so many years,
her parts,
were frozen;
solid, and
unbending,
too scared to see
that deep inside her
a tiny pool of
liquid water
refused
to be frozen.

She couldn’t see
the light
of many bright and steady suns
encouraging her
to come out,
but over time
with their support
and patience
little
by little,
small parts of her
spirit began to
thaw out
and flow once again.
 

At first her spirit
flowed like water
exploding
from a broken glass,
splattering
in every direction,
but
over time
she learned
to let the parts
of her spirit
flow together
to make her whole,
once again.

Now,
the waterfall is nearly all
thawed out
and flows
from her spirit
like it did once
when she
was born,
before
the terrors
began.

Episodes of freezing
brought on by trauma 
no longer last as long
and on the days
when her waters flow
into the sand
of a desert
in danger of drying her up
she knows that she can
never again
allow her spirit
to disappear into
the sands of the desert
or become a frozen
waterfall. 

Ellen S. Baranowski is a member of Urbana-Champaign Meeting, Illinois, 
and a gifted teacher of second grade. She tells anyone who will listen that 
she teaches second grade because she never learned third grade.  Don’t 
listen. This poem was written at Starved Rock State Park in December 2010.
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As a baby I didn’t know what 
shame was. Although I can’t remem-
ber, I’m sure I was content to sit in 
Grandmother’s lap in the warm and 
fragrant kitchen, stew for a big family 
simmering on the wood stove. While 
Grandmother worked or sat down for a 
second cup of coffee, I was right there 
with her—a little satellite revolving 
around her sun.  

She loved her coffee as a fra-
grant memory of her homeland, even 
though drinking it was forbidden by 
her Mormon religion. As soon as the 
second cup was poured the percolator 
was hidden away in a warming oven 
lest the missionaries come visiting. 

The time passed in a busy loving 
haze. Soon enough I was a toddler—
wild and free—running about in the 
desert sun with only a pair of denim 
shorts. My skin turned a toasty brown. 
My hair bleached to platinum.

 Still no shame. But here it comes!  
The larger world beckoned in the 
shape of Grandfather’s old pickup. 
Grandfather caught me up in his arms 
and rubbed his tickly white beard 
against my cheek. “Want to go for a 
ride?” His overalls smelled of sweat 
and earth and a reassuring other odor 
I could never place—his own essence 
perhaps.  

He insisted that I be dressed. He let 
me know that he would be ashamed to 
ride with me in my present condition. A 
flood of feeling washed over me. “Not 
okay just as I am?” I hung my head. 
I kicked a stone. And then I chose … 
I pushed my feet into the confining 
leather sandals, endured the itch of the 
starched white pinafore on my tanned 
shoulders, and wiggled into the ruffled 
underpants.  

Finally dressed, I clambered up 
onto the leather seat. I held the vibrat-
ing gearshift in both hands and sang at 
the top of my lungs. “Hold me Honey, 
won’t you hold me?” was one of the 
popular ballads of the day. Off we 
went, bumping across dry irrigation 
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WCTS Date Changes
WCTS readers/writers will notice 
a slight change in dates. Our May 
2012 issue has become a June 2012 
issue with a later deadline than usual. 
This is to accommodate WCTS team 
member Judy Lumb’s leading to go to 
Africa, as described at <judylumb.com/
africa-2012/africa-2012.html>.

rows to the place where the water that 
had nourished strawberry plants all 
night needed to be re-directed into a 
new area. It was not only Grandfather’s 
prompting but internal feelings of 
shame that led me on to a world outside 
of home.

I learned to wear clothes outside. I 
became toilet trained. What but shame 
avoidance could push me out of my 
warm bed and across the chilly floor 
to the bathroom in the early morning 
hours? Cold feet made me shiver, but 
what a reward! To have Grandmother 
hug me in the morning and declare, 
“Another dry bed! That’s my big girl!” 
I don’t remember that any words of 
shame ever crossed her lips. Those 
feelings were internal to me and part of 
my growing up. Grandmother remains 
to this day in my mind the embodiment 
of unconditional love. My occasional 
lapses from big girl-ness melted away 
in the safety of her lap. Thanks to her 
approving presence in my formative 
years, I have not suffered overly much 
from shame and doubt since. Sure, I’ve 
had the occasional dream of appearing 
at the high school talent show in only 
my Maidenform bra; but these have 
remained dreams and never taken on 

the power of nightmare. I’ve also had 
a lifetime of good fortune, in that I’ve 
never suffered the trauma of being 
shamed by powerful others.

Grandmother did not live long 
enough to see me become an adult with 
children and now grandchildren of my 
own. And yet she is with me. Rest in 
peace, beloved grandmother, and thank 
you for helping me grow from doubt 
into the certainty of loving acceptance 
and from age-appropriate shame into 
adult self-confidence.
Lois Pomeroy is a member of New Paltz 
Meeting of New York Yearly Meeting. 
She has come to value more and more 
the gathered silence that abounds in our 
weekly worship.  She breaks the night’s 
silence every morning by talking to herself 
via writing in her journal.  Then she heads 
off to the gym.  “Some mornings I can’t tell 
which practice is more spiritual.”
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Shame

August 2012
Unity
Editor: Judy Lumb 

The glory which thou gavest me I 
have given to them, that they may 
be one, as we are one; I in them and 
thou in me, may they be perfectly one. 
John 17:22-23. Whether it is a sense 
of unity during Friends’ business 
process, unity with all of life, a sense 
of the emails during a committee's 
deliberations, or the experience of 
God's presence and power, unity is a 
concept important to Friends. When, 
where, how, and with whom or what, 
were you filled with a sense of unity? 
Share your stories of unity with our 
readers.

Deadline: May 15, 2012

November 2012 
Children’s Mystical Spirituality
Guest Editor: Jennifer Elam 
with Mike Resman 
A little child shall lead them (Isaiah 
11:6). Did you have a mystical 
experience when you were a child? 
Did you share your experience with 
others, and did those others honor 
your experience, or discount it?  Did 
the mystical experience itself cause 
you difficulty?  Did the response 
of others give you difficulty?  How 
might you have been dealt with in 
ways that would have been more 
helpful? Have you helped a child 
with their mystical experiences? 
Share your stories of mysticism in 
childhood with our readers. 

Deadline: August 15, 2012 

June 2012
Disability
Guest Editor: Faith Paulsen 
with Mike Resman
Has your spiritual journey been 
affected by having a disability or 
loving someone who has a disability? 
Have your struggles and pain altered 
your relationship with God? Have you 
sought healing? In your experience, 
have you seen a difference between 
healing and curing? What has been 
necessary for healing? How do you 
see Divine love being expressed 
through your experiences? Do you 
resent what you’ve lost and/or are 
you grateful for what you’ve gained? 
What would you like to share that 
might help others?

Deadline: March 15, 2012 


