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What Canst Thou Say?

From the Guest Editor:
What we read can change us. A great story may “in-
spire” us, connoting that we have drawn a breath 
from it, one of many metaphors for spirit in religious 
literature the world over. As one of our writers 
notes, it does not have to be great literature. John 
Steinbeck calls Cain’s story in Genesis a “great and 
lasting story” that is “about everyone, or it doesn’t 
last.” We see ourselves in the narrative, warts and 
all, and suddenly know we are not alone! 
In this issue, William Z. Shetter finds in the 
Beatitudes “a seamless map for living life today.” 
Rhonda Pfaltzgraff-Carlson finds a blessing in 
a lectio divina meditation from Mark’s gospel. 
Maurine Pyle draws a picture of the aging mother 

of Jesus, pondering in her heart his gifts to humanity. 
An ancient Quaker “teolog” reveals lessons from Paul 
that may help us be faithful to the leadings of the Spirit. 
Ann Scherer finds analogies between the mysterious 
caged panther of Rainer Maria Rilke and one of God’s 
children suffering mental illness. Inspired by Wendell 
Berry, Robb Lapp asks what a difference it would make 
if we were to go beyond believing in the Resurrection 
to practicing resurrection. Heidi Blocher sits in a dark 
and lonely corner, and the Shepherd leads her back 
to community. These are just some of the offerings 
in this issue. The web version is an expanded one 
with three additional articles <whatcanstthousay.org/
extras>. Our thanks to the authors who share with us 
their revelations from literature.

William H. Mueller 

When I take together all eight of the Beatitudes that open 
the Sermon on the Mount (Matthew 5:3-10), more and more 
they impress themselves on me as a complete and seamless 
map for the living of life today. They are nothing like the Ten 
Commandments, no longer a set of rules like those declared 
to Moses from above, but rather a pattern for living that arises 
out of our experiential lives as Friends, and is available to 
everyone. In this meditation, I quote each Beatitude in the 
King James Version, in which some of us first learned them. 
Notice that each one is in the form of a proposition: If “a” 
is true, then “b” will follow. That means that each one is a 
promise. To the extent that I am truly living the first half, the 
second half shows what my faith tells me life’s fulfillment 
must be. Following this, I try paraphrasing each of the eight 
as I experience life today, and leave it to Friends to discern 
to what extent this illuminates their own experience. 

Blessed are the poor in spirit: for theirs is the kingdom 
of heaven.

Only when I am able to live in humble simplicity, 
treating all as equals, letting go, 
not putting myself forward in an independence 
which is the product of “spirit” in which the world is 
enwrapped,
can I gain the freedom to be who I really am and perceive 
Transcendence.

Blessed are they that mourn: for they shall be comforted.
It may take the sorrow of a loss or a trial to shake my 
illusion of self-sufficiency and grow into self-knowledge 
awakening me to a deeper life; the suffering common to 
all is what equalizes all and creates for me the bonds of 
true wisdom. 
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for I shall then see everywhere the 
Presence of the Divine, 
opening my eyes to deep respect for 
all and all things.

Blessed are the peacemakers: for 
they shall be called the children of 
God. 

When I have the security of peace 
with myself so that I am in a process 
of living together in dialog, 
then I can make peace with all 
others, and calmly approach the 
relating, reconciling spirit that is 
the Divine presence in the world, 
my completion and the goal of hu-
manity’s journey.

Blessed are they which are perse-
cuted for righteousness’ sake: for 
theirs is the kingdom of heaven.

Suffering for justice for all 
illumines and purifies me as a 
Friend and 
as a member of humankind; 
my growth beyond the suffocating 
status quo awakens me to transcen-
dent mystery. 

William Shetter has been a member of 
Bloomington Meeting (IN) for nearly 
fifty years. He is currently completing a 
meditative dialog with ‘Lady Wisdom’ as 
she appears personified in the Biblical 
Wisdom Books, and the above represents 
a few of the insights that this conversation 
has opened to him. 
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gilpin@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), 
and $50 for a complete set to the 
current issue. Email subscriptions 
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correspondence to Richard 
Himmer <WhatCanstThouSay@
verizon.net> or WCTS, 1035 
Hereford Drive, Blue Bell PA 
19422-1925.

Blessed are the meek: for they shall 
inherit the earth.

Relaxing the rigidity of certainties 
opens for me quiet waiting on at-
tunement to the world, 
thereby knowing the world as a 
spiritual place, and 
receiving a free gift: the bounty of 
the earth’s fruits.

Blessed are they which do hunger 
and thirst after righteousness: for 
they shall be filled.

When I feel my wholeness in a tran-
scendent horizon ever beyond me, 
as deeply embedded in me as my 
physical needs; 
then my share of the human quest 
for relationship with all, and 
everything is itself its own fulfill-
ment. 

Blessed are the merciful: for they 
shall obtain mercy.

The more I am able to approach all 
that is around me with compassion, 
the more likely I am to recognize, 
and, therefore, experience compas-
sion reflected back to me from the 
Light within all.

Blessed are the pure in heart: for 
they shall see God. 

When a compassionate life radiates 
beyond the bounds imposed by self-
centeredness, 
I am in touch with the Divine, 

Discovering God as Companion
Now available as an E-Book

In 2007 the WCTS team published Discovering God as Companion, an 
anthology of the first ten years of publishing the meeting for worship 

in print, What Canst Thou Say? In the past five years, over 600 books 
have been sold. Discovering God as Companion is now available as an 
e-book for Kindles, Nooks, Ipads, and other such devices.

Discovering God as Companion: Real Life Stories from What Canst 
Thou Say? Mariellen Gilpin, Editor, 2007. Published by Authorhouse. 
Kindle Edition available from <amazon.com>, Book Nook Edition 
available from <barnesandnoble.com> Paperback available from FGC 
Bookstore <quakerbooks.org> (800) 966-4556 
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An Encounter with 
the Comforter

Rhonda Pfaltzgraff-Carlson

A few years ago, while I was taking 
a spirituality course, we were 

encouraged to try the spiritual prac-
tice of lectio divina. I chose to read 
Mark 4:35-41, the story of Jesus and 
his disciples being in a boat at night 
during a storm. In the story, the dis-
ciples are fearful, so they wake Jesus 
up. In response, he calms the storm 
and notes their inability to trust. They 
respond with terror 
and awe. The verse 
that stood out to 
me in particular 
was, “Teacher, 
don’t you care 
that we are going 
to drown?” (Mark 
4:38b, SV).

I repeated the text to myself, then 
noticed myself getting bored. I remem-
bered from the secondary reading we 
had done about lectio divina that this 
type of reaction was a type of avoid-
ance, so I refocused on the text. Then 
I began to daydream about a theology 
student whom I liked. In that fantasy, 
I was saying to the person, “You must 
be really brave to be doing what you 
are doing. You are opening yourself 
up and risking that everything is going 
to change, yet you trust that there is 
something about God that you trust so 
much that you are willing to take this 
risk. You are very brave.”

Surprisingly, I realized that the 
words that I had spoken to my friend 
were really for me. I was moved to 
tears of gratitude. The message was a 
blessing that I didn’t expect but was 
very welcome given the difficulties 
that I was experiencing during my life 
at the time.

Then I felt a need to cry. I hesitated 
to do so, but I did anyway. A precious 
exchange followed between myself 
and God that helped me to grasp that 
I was God’s daughter. I was led to 
a sense of belonging to God and to 
the human family that surprised me. 
I encountered feelings that were new 
to me.

This experience did not change 
me. It just brought me face to face with 
my internal condition. On this occa-
sion, as with others, I heard messages 
that were comforting to me or helped 
me to understand my struggles; how-

ever, I was not able 
to internalize what 
I heard in a way 
that led to change.

Looking back, 
now with a better 

understanding of 
myself, I can see 

that  my subcon-
scious mind would not allow me to 
believe what God was saying to me. 
I could consciously understand it and 
feel blessed by it, but I could not inte-
grate the meaning of the words into 
my internal representation of myself. 
I needed to heal psychologically so 
that the spiritual reality to which I had 
access could become part of myself 
and my relationship with God.

Like the disciples, I am with God, 
but I am also fearful. I don’t really 
believe that Christ is with me; that 
really there is nothing to worry about. 
I long for Christ to calm the storm, 
to create in me a place of profound 
stillness. Nevertheless, I hold onto the 
idea that once again I too will walk on 
dry land. 

Rhonda Pfaltzgraff-Carlson’s regular 
spiritual practice is a loose combination 
of centering prayer and Experiment with 
Light, which she has practiced for over five 
years. “These practices help and allow me 
to be open to God’s word. My life’s work 
is to be God’s instrument. In addition to 
waiting on God, I care for my husband 
and children.”

Encountering 
Mary, Mother of 

Jesus
Maurine Pyle

The silence and the stillness of the 
garden is a comfort. She is old and 

tired and sorrowful. The time is just 
before dawn. The place is Gethsemane, 
where she last saw her son Jesus before 
his capture by the authorities. Why has 
she come alone to this lonely place?

To think, that is why. To consider 
what happened. From the shadows 
that night she watched Jesus pray-
ing, pleading with God to spare him 
from his fate. He begged his apostles 
to stay awake with him in his final 
hour of freedom, yet they slept. And 
one of them plotted treachery against 
the Master. She watched as a mother 
shelters her nestling with her wings; 
she watched with fear and trembling, 
knowing how the drama would unfold.

Why had it happened that way? 
Who was her son, after all? Some 
called him the Son of God. She knew 
he was the Son of Mary. What miracle 
had been wrought from her womb? 
As she waited in the darkness, the sun 
began to rise over the rim of the earth. 
Mary pondered these mysteries in her 
heart.

Maurine Pyle is a member of Southern 
Illinois Quaker Meeting, Carbondale. This 
was an Ignatian meditation she had years 
ago of Mother Mary in her sorrow.

Surprisingly, I realized 
that the words that I had 
spoken to my friend were 
really for me. I was moved 
to tears of gratitude.
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her brain whose bursting would flood 
her with delight, she had known hap-
piness, exquisite happiness, intense 
happiness, and it silvered the rough 
waves a little more brightly, as daylight 
faded, and the blue went out of the sea 
and it rolled in waves of pure lemon 
which curved and swelled and broke 
upon the beach and the ecstacy burst 
in her eyes and waves of pure delight 
raced over the floor of her mind and 
she felt, It is enough! It is enough! (p. 
99-100).

I was born in 1944. At the age 
of four I told Mom, “I’m glad I’m a 
girl so I can have a baby in my own 
stomach.” I grew up as a middle child 
within a farm family, sensitive to the 

harmonies and disharmonies between 
mother and father, father and child. 
So as an eighteen-year-old girl living 
in an academic institution where 
masculine thinking and flawed males 
presided, I clove unto Virginia Woolf. 
I was taken in, formed by Ms. Woolf’s 
artistry. I stopped taking lecture notes 
at the Frank Lloyd Wright Unitarian 
Church, then stopped going to church 
altogether. And I couldn’t bear one 
more “God-He” discussion with other 
students.

With analytical skills honed at The 
New School in New York City, I wrote 
my first thesis on Woolf’s exquisite 
writing. She created WordClusters, not 
paragraphs. She selected a particular 
image, a semi-colon or space on the 
page, rhythms of speech or written 
language to mirror, to enact, the gait of 

To the Lighthouse: A Woman’s Vision in Novel Form   Hazel Jonjak

As an eighteen-year-old girl 
living in an academic institution 
where masculine thinking and 
flawed males presided, I clove 
unto Virginia Woolf. 

Virginia Woolf does not distill 
truth, she embodies Moments 

of Vision in To the Lighthouse. She 
writes her novel in three-part sonata 
form: “The Window,” “Time Passes,” 
and “The Lighthouse.” When I first 
read the book as a fresh-woman in col-
lege, it was the central character, Mrs. 
Ramsay, and the language of the book 
which blew me away. In the first move-
ment we look in the window to see 
Mrs. Ramsay in her domestic setting. 
When Mr. Ramsay wants sympathy, 
we experience her ravishment:

… James, as he stood stiff between 
her knees, felt her rise in a rosy-
flowered fruit tree laid with leaves and 
dancing boughs into which the beak of 
brass, the arid scimitar of his father, 
the egotistical man, plunged and 
smote, demanding sympathy (p. 60).

But when she looks out the 
window, or the Lighthouse Beacon 
shines in, I read the most powerful 
revelation of the novel, in the imagery 
of a woman’s orgasm—of her mind!

Always, Mrs. Ramsay felt, one 
helped oneself out of solitude reluc-
tantly by laying hold of some little 
odd or end, some sound, some sight. 
She listened, but it was all very still; 
cricket was over; the children were in 
their baths; there was only the sound 
of the sea. She stopped knitting; she 
held the long reddish-brown stocking 
dangling in her hands a moment. She 
saw the light again. With some irony in 
her interrogation, for when one woke 
at all, one’s relations changed, she 
looked at the steady light, the pitiless, 
the remorseless, which was so much 
her, yet so little her, which had her 
at its beck and call (she woke in the 
night and saw it bent across their bed, 
stroking the floor), but for all that she 
thought, watching it with fascination, 
hypnotized, as if it were stroking with 
its silver fingers some sealed vessel in 

a character’s Being. The Vision(s) in To 
The Lighthouse could not be accurately 
translated into a foreign language, 
and a St. James version would not do. 
Perhaps a perfect “voice” could read 
the novel to an audience, but I would 
miss the precise texture of pages 99 
and 100, Mrs. Ramsay’s revelation, in 
my 1955 Harcourt Brace edition.

By the time I’m in grad school in 
1981, I’m a single mother, divorced 
from the man I’d chosen as mate and 
father of my child. I no longer consider 
living with a man—or woman—and 
my pre-teen daughter and I are quite 
sufficient, thank you. My father had 
died at age 68, my sister’s baby died 
at age three days. The Vietnam War 
had finally ended, and broken veterans 
wandered homeless.

I found Circle Sanctuary with 
Water and Earth Ceremonies, and 
Goddesses for each female archetype 
within me, including Witch Hazel. 
Once again I’m writing a thesis, but 
this time it is “Time Passes,” the 
second movement of the novel, which 
sears me—with its stark vision of Loss. 
The death of Mrs. Ramsay, nest-maker, 
collector of strays, is death of primor-
dial Woman.

Before entering the office where 
I’ll defend my senior thesis to my 
committee of professors, I step back, 
and pause in the Women’s Room 
to freshen up. When I pull a comb 
through my hair, I’m horrified to see 
two lice copulating on my comb! I’ll 
need to separate my mind from my 
body—and not scratch! Lily Briscoe, 
lady artist of Lighthouse, has more 
mystical parameters: 

“One wanted,” she thought, dip-
ping her brush deliberately, “to be on 
a level with ordinary experience, to feel 
simply that’s a chair, that’s a table, and 
yet at the same time, it’s a miracle, it’s 
an ecstacy….” (p. 300) 
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“What,” people said, “could have 
been more fitting? And,” they added, 
“how beautiful she looked!”

We grieve all the more, on the 
next page, as we read of Prue’s death 
in childbirth:

…indeed a tragedy, people said, 
everything, they said, had promised 
so well.

My heart is stricken by Virginia 
Woolf’s novel, and then I’m stricken by 
events of my own woods. SOMEONE 
HAS SHOT THE RAVEN ON OUR 
ROAD!! It happens on May 2nd, the 
day of the 15-inch snow. The raven 
cannot fly and hobbles under the white 
pine where her nest is. We question the 
neighbors. No one knows who did it. 
This is the third time in four years a 
stranger has trespassed to kill.

In a couple of days I’m more 
steady. It’s the cleaning lady, low-born 
Mrs.McNab of the mid-section of To 
the Lighthouse, who comforts me. 
She’s been asked to clean the long-
empty house. Mr. Ramsay, stumbling 
along a passage one dark morning, 
stretched his arms out, but Mrs. 
Ramsay having died rather suddenly 
the night before, his arms, though 
stretched out, remained empty (p. 194).

As she lurched (for she rolled 
like a ship at sea) and leered (for her 
eyes fell on nothing directly, but with 
a sidelong glance that deprecated the 
scorn and anger of the world—she was 
witless, she knew it), she clutched the 
banisters and hauled herself upstairs, 
and rolled from room to room, she 
sang. Rubbing the glass of the long 
looking glass and leering sideways at 

But I’m at an academic institution, 
mind above matter.

The oral exam goes well, and that 
night I’m given a brief Dream Vision. 
I witness Virginia Woolf’s two mas-
terpieces, To the Lighthouse and Mrs. 
Dalloway, as pale Indian Pipe flowers 
living deep within the woods. They 
take a breath, another breath—at last 
a third and final breath—and then are 
silent. I see that a human artist can 
Create, but briefly, with fellow human 
being as a witness.

Fast forward some thirty years. 
I’m sitting in my stuffed chair in my 
one-room house in the woods, the 
same age as when my father died of his 
heart attack. Mom died in January at 
the age of 95. With my third, possibly 
final reading of To The Lighthouse, I 
value the urge toward balance of the 
masculine/feminine in the third move-
ment, “The Lighthouse.” I marvel at 
the vision of Lily Briscoe:
…she looked at her canvas; it was 
blurred. With a sudden intensity, as if 
she saw it clear for a second, she drew 
a line there in the centre. It was done; 
it was finished. Yes, she thought, laying 
down her brush in extreme fatigue, I 
have had my vision. (p. 310)

She is the most androgynous of 
the characters, and as artist is the most 
balanced. Plus, Mr. Ramsay, demand-
ing sympathy from his daughter Cam, 
a tyrant to son James, reaches the 
Lighthouse with them. This reconcili-
ation is tenuous, and this third move-
ment is more cerebral.

But it’s still the centerpiece,“Time 
Passes”, which moves me to tears…
again. The words on the page are blurry. 
My heart swells. The cadences—cool-
ness of—“people said” adds pathos to 
the Ramsay family tragedy, villagers 
as Greek chorus for the three acts of 
To The Lighthouse. 

Prue Ramsay, leaning on her 
father’s arm, was given in marriage. 

her swinging figure, a sound issued 
from her lips—something that had 
been gay twenty years before on the 
stage perhaps…but now, coming from 
the toothless, bonneted, care-taking 
woman, was robbed of meaning, was 
like the voice of witlessness, humour, 
persistency itself, trodden down but 
springing up again….(p. 196).

With me taking myself so seri-
ously, I need to back off and look at 
the world as if I’m not in charge of 
it. I’m not! I’m a woman who’s close 
to seventy, living with a hand-water 
pump and emptying a chamber pot now 
and again—blizzards, thunderstorms, 
deer-tick invasions. Like Mrs. McNab, 
I sometimes look “like a tropical fish 
oaring its way through sun-lanced 
waters” in my thrift shop dress, scarf 
and boots, off to catch a car-ride.

 With a WordCluster to itself under 
“VI”, pages into The Lighthouse, we 
read: 

Macalister’s boy took one of the 
fish and cut a square out of its side to 
bait his hook with. The mutilated body 
(it was alive still) was thrown back into 
the sea. (p. 268)

There is no moonlight to soften the 
image. It remains stark, and I appre-
ciate Virginia Woolf’s integrity. It’s 
equivalent to the jerk shooting “our” 
nesting raven. I can place my Polish-
born grandma’s Madonna where it will 
comfort me, I can turn off the radio so 
I don’t hear of the deaths of the sewing 
women of Bangladesh every day, I can 
write a letter to the editor, but then I can 
walk—and revel in the budding trees.

Hazel Jonjak writes, “My relationship 
with Virginia Woolf has lasted sixty years. 
When I read the entire To the Lighthouse 
I feel catharsis. But a conversation with 
Woolf continues in my BodyMind. And 
I’ve changed my mind. I’d love to hear 
To the Lighthouse in a theater, in multiple 
voices. Then I’d like to participate in a 
Quaker meeting for worship with the rest 
of the audience.”

There is no moonlight to soften 
the image. It remains stark, and 
I appreciate Virginia Woolf’s 
integrity. It’s equivalent to the jerk 
shooting “our” nesting raven. 
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A Quaker Teolog’s Notes Found! 
William H. Mueller 

Such is the confidence we have in Christ in facing God; it is not that we are so competent that we can claim any credit 
for ourselves; all our competence comes from God. He has given us the competence to be ministers of a new covenant, 
a covenant that is not of written letters, but of the Spirit; for the written letters kill, but the Spirit gives life. Now if the 
administering of death, engraved in letters on stone, occurred in such glory that the Israelites could not look Moses 
steadily in the face, because of its glory, transitory though this glory was,how much more will the ministry of the Spirit 
occur in glory! (2 Cor 3:4-9-NJB)

Competence comes from God whom Jesus has taught us to face.
Being ministers of a new covenant is the goal.
The covenant is not of letters, that is to say,
of form, shadow, and multiplicity, in ye words of George Fox,
but of the Spirit that gives life, substance and unity. 
The letters in stone show that death is being administered everywhere in the creation,
otherwise they would not have been written to warn us.
When the letters in stone were presented to humanity through the Israelites,
God’s glory was manifest in these revelations of death.
More glorious yet must be the administration of saving justice,
our work of salvation for God in this life, 
that a broken creation be healed. 

According to Sancho Panza, a “teolog” is anyone who is as good a theologian as don Quixote (Miguel de Cervantes). 
It is told that these notes to parts of Paul’s second letter to the Corinthians, here arranged in verse, were found recently 
in a niche during renovations of an ancient meeting house in Yorkshire (UK).

    The Panther 
            Rainer Maria Rilke, 1902
In the Jardins de Plantes, Paris
His vision, from the constantly passing bars,
has grown so weary that it cannot hold
anything else. It seems to him there are
a thousand bars, and behind the bars, no 

world.
As he paces in cramped circles, over and over,
the movement of his powerful soft strides
is like a ritual dance around a center
in which a mighty will stands paralyzed.
Only at times, the curtain of the pupils
lifts, quietly. An image enters in,
rushes down through the tense, arrested 

muscles,
plunges into the heart, and is gone.

The Unit
Anne Sherer

Passing by strangers in unfamiliar corridors we keep our faces down
not meeting eyes 
as if to keep our inner secrets, our shadow side

Under observation and locked doors we pace and gaze through
the impenetrable glass windows
to a world that we are not a part of anymore

On The Unit you lose your identity crying out in the darkness
sssh, not so loud as to alarm staff and cause problems, events and 

sedation
where am I, who am I, what is happening to me

Anne Scherer, inspired by Rilke’s “The Panther,” was moved to write this 
poem about a mental patient in a psychiatric ward. She attends Rochester 
Friends meeting, Minnesota, and is a writer, artist and poet.
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as I was capable of in those days. 
Most of us left a meeting with a one-
sentence homework assignment, and 
we reported our revelations from those 
bullet points at the next meeting. Many 
of us clung to those bits of wisdom 
like drowning people who have been 
thrown a life preserver, and—we got 
better.

I remember, for instance, a bullet 
point on a page devoted to helping 
ourselves recover: Spot, discredit, and 
actively ignore disturbing feelings. 
Two revelations for me in a single 
sentence: in the first place, thinking 
of my hallucinations as feelings was 
an illumination—a bit of truth that no 
mental health professional had both-
ered to suggest to me. Feelings I knew 
something about; hallucinations were 
something they gave pills for. I wasn’t 
getting any better with pills, so I was 
more than ready to try managing my 
feelings better. Secondly, that sentence 
was loaded with verbs: spot, discredit, 
and actively ignore. There were things 
I could DO to help myself. I spent many 
days unpacking those verbs, and devel-
oping a strategy for healing based on 
my growing understandings:

Spot. I began learning to monitor 
myself, so that I could, over time, learn 
my triggers and find better ways to 
manage my feelings. 

Discredit. It was the thoughts, 
which my mind had taught itself so as 
to keep from feeling my distressing 
feelings, which were unhinging my 
mind. I needed to replace the mistaken 
ideas with ones closer to reality. 

Actively ignore. Simply not-
thinking about a distressing feeling 
was what got me into my fix in the 
first place. It was several more years 
before I learned the word “dissocia-
tion,” but I did figure out on my own 

that not-thinking about something is a 
very good way of giving it much more 
triggering power. So, how did one 
“actively ignore a disturbing feeling”? 

I called it by its right name—anger, 
fear, shame, anxiety—paid attention to 
what triggered it, and gave it to God. 
When I gave a feeling to God, God 
gave it right back to me, along with 
better ways of dealing with it.

The night came that I shared with 
the group the strategy I was going to 
use to deal with the hallucinations 
when they woke me up at night: At the 
first sign of a hallucination firing up 
in my brain, I would repeat the Act of 
Surrender on page 78 of the big book, 
which I had previously chosen on my 
own to memorize with great difficulty, 
because it was all of five sentences 
long. The organizer responded quietly, 
“Would you please read aloud the 
fourth line down on page 15?” I did: 
Resume quickly without fuss.

She said, “Will you take that 
sentence on as your practical task, to 
memorize and think about this week?” 
I did. And the next week, I reported, 
“I’m learning to do things in a different 
way, and simply have to understand 
I’m going to make mistakes again 
and again. My job is to learn from my 
mistakes, and not waste energy fuss-
ing at myself for making yet another 
mistake.” My organizer got up from 
her chair and announced, “I’m going 
to give you a hug, Mariellen. You’re 
always thinking, and I love that about 
you.” 

That was another bullet point, by 
the way: Hugs are healing. The com-
bination of the ideas in the big book, 
the encouragement to apply the ideas 
to my life, and the caring support of 
my GROW friends, put me on the road 
to recovery.

Most, if not all, 12 Step programs 
have an AA-style big book, and 

the GROW program for the mentally 
ill that I took part in for six years 
was no exception. It was hardly great 
literature, but it certainly provided 
revelation. 

Too many modern mental patients 
were taking some kind of medication, 
usually multiple medications, and 
most of the medications were mind-
numbing. I couldn’t process what I 
read—I had two masters degrees, but 
once medicated, I could read a page 
and be fully engaged, yet not be able 
to tell you immediately after what I’d 
read. The format of our weekly meet-
ings, and the big book, met my need 
for guidance.

During each meeting there was 
a period in which we opened our big 
books and asked one another to explain 
in our own words what a passage said. 
We invited one another to share a prob-
lem. Some of us would make practical 
suggestions, and one of us (probably 
the organizer) would suggest a passage 
in the big book to memorize and think 
about the next week. 

It was a way of presenting an idea 
about the problem that allowed and 
encouraged the person to deal with 
the problem in her own way. Advice 
goes in one ear and out the other, espe-
cially if you’re on a mind-numbing 
medication. We presented an idea and 
challenged one another to figure it out 
ourselves.

Many of those ideas in the big 
book were literally bullet points: 

The opposite of an error is usu-
ally the opposite error. 

If you don’t live the way you think 
is right, you’ll end up thinking the 
way you’re living is right. 

That was as much homework 

Bullet Points for Recovery     
Mariellen Gilpin
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Legion Gives 
Thanks

Mariellen Gilpin
January 8 -- 
Eighteen years ago -- 
you freed me from a legion of demons.
You gave me a new name,
Loved by God.
Thank you.
Thank you.

You told me then
I still had work to do.
I still had all those memories
that no one ever helped me with – 
not the doctors, priests, Sadducees, 

Pharisees.
You promised to help.
Wherever I was
or you were,
you would help.
All I had to do was ask from my heart
and you would hear me in your heart.
I’d have to work very hard
for a very long time.
But I could learn to deal with the 

memories.
You promised me that.
Thank you.
Thank you.

You kept your promise.
You didn’t tell me 
you would also defang those 

memories.
They are still there.
They are still mine.
But they don’t wake me up at night
coiling around my heart hissing
while I scream.
You taught me to love the part of me 

that remembers.
I remember your love.
Thank you.
Thank you.

You promised someday
I would be very helpful
to lots of people.
I wanted to claim your promise.
I loved you so much.
I wanted to give back.
I began helping others who had 

memories.
I told them about you.
You helped me hope for myself;
I helped others hope for themselves.
Helping others hope enough
to change their ways
helped me change mine.
You gave me joy.
Thank you.
Thank you.

You told me to forgive.
I tried to.
I really tried.
For five years, I tried.
Finally I despaired.
I cried out to you from my heart,
“Take away this anger, resentment, 

guilt,
just take it away!”
I asked with my whole heart.
You took it away.
But you didn’t just take away the anger 

at them.
You took away my anger at me.
Thank you.
Thank you.

I had lots more work to do.
But I wasn’t mad at them;
I wasn’t mad at me.
I had all that energy freed from the 

anger.
I had fresh hope.
I could focus more of me on getting 

well.
I worked hard.
I still made mistakes.
I still awakened my memories;
memories still awakened me to nights 

of horror.

Now I could simply resume working 
hard

without fussing at myself.
Memories woke me less and less.
Changing one thing about myself
gave me energy to change something 

else.
Thank you.
Thank you.

My heart made room for others with 
memories.

My heart made room for new 
memories.

Old memories made room for new 
memories.

Old memories woke me up less 
and then less.
Finally they didn’t need to wake me up.
Not at all.
Thank you.
Thank you.

Memories don’t wake me up now.
Not at all.
But sometimes they come in daylight.
I can still be angry
But I don’t need to dwell in anger.
Thank you.
Thank you.

I’ve told what you have done for me
More and more.
You’ve done more and more for me,
so I have more and more to tell.
You took those old memories
and turned them into a Gift –
a Gift I give back to others.
You unlocked my chains;
I help others remove their chains
by telling them about you.
You called me Loved by God.
I am loved.
Thank you.
Thank you.

March 26, 2013
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Resurrection!
Robb Lapp

Wendell Berry, the farmer poet, says we should 
practice resurrection. He wrote in his poem: 
“Manifesto: The Mad Farmer Liberation Front”: 
“So, friends, every day do something that won’t 
compute. Love the Lord. Love the world. Work 
for nothing. Take all that you have and be poor. 
Love someone who does not deserve it….Plant 
sequoias. Say that your main crop is the forest 
that you did not plant, that you will not live to 
harvest…Laugh. Laughter is immeasurable. Be 
joyful though you have considered all the facts…
practice resurrection. I wonder what it would mean 
for us if we did not believe in the Resurrection, 
but practice resurrection?”

Life can be
Serendipitously delightful
Or
A frightening jumble of uncertainty.
What is given for everyone
Is that, unpredictable as the next moment 

might be,
Each is free to choose
Gratitude
Or
Victimhood.

Ultimately,
It’s the difference between death and life.
If every experience threatens,
Its potential is death.
If every experience is a new opportunity 
For giving oneself away,
Its future is life.

So, my child,
Is it yours to sing
Or
To groan?

To sing is to live Resurrection
To groan is to require resuscitation.

April 1, 2013

The Lost Sheep
Heidi Blocher

I was participating in a Friends’ family camp in 
Virginia. In the evenings we sat around the campfire in the 
woods for some worship and sharing. One evening an elder 
Friend tried to get us going by offering the image of the 
Lost Sheep and some queries on it. We seemed unrespon-
sive and not much came forth. Then the Friend on whose 
land we were camping broke through the fog by sharing, 
in her fresh and loud voice, an actual experience she had 
not long before with a real sheep. One of the flock in the 
pasture next to her property had disappeared. The owner 
noticed it in the evening when she counted her charges, 
and went looking. She searched the area for a couple of 
days before she found the animal: it had fallen into a pit 
and couldn’t get out. Our Friend said she learned three 
things from this experience:
• Sheep need a shepherd(ess) because they can get lost.
• When a sheep gets lost, the others will do nothing about it.
• The lost sheep won’t cry for fear of attracting predators.

Somehow, this statement of facts got under my skin.
A couple of weeks later, I sat in the concluding wor-

ship of a yearly meeting. Something was oppressing me, 
something that had emerged inside me and was not yet 
resolved. There seemed to me something in the room, in the 
circle of worshippers, that I could not tolerate. I felt such 
tension that I thought I could not stay—the pressure was 
too great. I was afraid to attract attention if I left the room, 
disrupting people’s worship. I waited until a minister had 
finished his spoken prayer, then quickly got up and left. I 
felt great relief once I was outside the door, as if having 
escaped deadly danger.

But the bothersome thing in me had not gone away by 
this act. I needed to be alone, away from all eyes. I found 
a deserted bathroom, locked myself into a stall, and let 
the tears come.

Somewhat lightened, I wandered downstairs, below 
the floor of the worship room, into the basement. This 
was on a college campus. I went through several double 
doors and down long, windowless corridors, not sure I was 
allowed in these parts. The place seemed deserted. Then I 
came upon an almost-dark room whose doors were wide 
open. An empty student bar. I settled myself on a bench in 
a corner where the shade was deepest, giving myself over 
to waiting. It became worship.

At one moment a male student hastily crossed the room 
but did not see me. Otherwise I was alone. Gradually I 
came to feel in worship with the Friends upstairs, separated 
from them outwardly but in unity with them inwardly. 
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The story of the lost sheep came to 
my mind. A thought emerged: Perhaps 
sometimes, a sheep has to get lost in 
order to know its shepherd. Perhaps 
sometimes a sheep can only know its 
true shepherd by being found.

After some time, I felt ready to 
return to the Friends upstairs. I quietly 
opened the door to their room, slipped 
in, and took the next empty seat.

At the rise of meeting, I expected 
that some of the Friends—most of 
whom knew me, some closely—would 
have noticed my leaving the room. 
I expected that some would come 
toward me to ask how I was, whether 
everything was all right. This did not 
happen. Everyone seemed busy with 
someone else. As I stood there in the 
milling crowd, I noticed a dear Friend 
on the other side of the room with 
her face open toward me, a big smile 
spreading on it. In relief and joy I 
started to open my arms as she moved 
in my direction. Before she reached 
me, she embraced someone else. Her 
smile had not been for me. But I felt 
no rancor. Down in that basement, the 
Shepherd had found me.

Heidi Blocher is of Sandwich MM, 
Massachusetts, and has been spending 
summers visiting among the Friends in 
Germany.  

Random and 
Rambling 

Thoughts on 
The Parable of the 
Good Samaritan

(Luke 10:25-37)
Melissa Hinshaw

The first thing I notice about the 
story of the Good Samaritan is 

that the question that prompts this 
parable is the exact same question the 
person known as the Rich Young Ruler 
asked Jesus: What must I do to inherit 
eternal life? Yet, Jesus’ answer to the 
two individuals is different. When 
the so-called Rich Young Ruler asked 
Jesus this question, Jesus told him to 
go and sell all his stuff. To the Expert 
in Law Jesus says that as long as he 
loves the Lord with all his heart, soul, 
strength, and mind, and his neighbor 
as himself, that he’ll be okay. Kinda 
makes you wonder what Jesus knew 
about the hearts of these two individu-
als that he answers them the way he 
did, doesn’t it? After all – it was the 
same question! Why didn’t he tell the 
Expert in the Law to go sell all his stuff 
and give it to the poor? Why didn’t he 
tell the Rich Young Ruler that as long 
as he loved the Lord and his neighbor 
as himself he’d be okay? I don’t know, 
but knowing Jesus, I have no doubt that 
he had a reason.

In response to what Jesus tells him 
the Expert in the Law asks, “Who is 
my neighbor?” I used to think he was 
trying to be slick—looking for a loop-
hole, as it were. But, now, I think this 
guy was actually concerned about this: 
Who is my neighbor? It’s a question 
I think more of us should be asking. 
It is in response to this question that 
Jesus tells the Parable of the Good 
Samaritan.

The next thing that’s interesting 
about the story itself is that it appears 

to be a story about a Samaritan being 
kind to a Jew. Why wasn’t it just some 
random Jew on the street helping the 
guy out? Why wasn’t it a Jew helping 
out a Samaritan who had been beaten 
and robbed? Was that really so unthink-
able? Well, actually, the story doesn’t 
tell us if the Crime Victim is a Jew or 
not. The only thing we’re told is that 
he was a man traveling from Jericho 
to Jerusalem. The fact that he was 
traveling in this area certainly doesn’t 
tell us that he was a Jew because the 
Good Samaritan was traveling in the 
same area. Somewhere along the way 
the man was robbed, beaten, his clothes 
stolen, and left half dead in the street. 
The story doesn’t tell us if the Crime 
Victim was a good man, bad man, mar-
ried, single, if he had kids, if he was a 
rich man or a poor man. It just says this 
poor guy was lying naked and beaten 
in the street. If the Good Samaritan 
hadn’t happened along he probably 
would have died.

We all know how the Religious 
Establishment treated the guy—they 
put their noses up in the air and crossed 
the street. They probably thought to 
themselves, “Well, I’ve got mine, so 
who cares about that guy who is naked 
in the street? He probably deserves 
to be there.” But, I’m not concerned 
about them. I’m concerned about the 
behavior of the Good Samaritan.

The Good Samaritan happened 
upon this guy—that he didn’t know 
from a hole in the wall—and helped 
him out. He saw a need, had the ability 
to help, and he helped. Period. He did 
not say, “Let’s form a committee to 
discuss what we should do to help this 
individual.” He also did not say, “Let’s 
establish some guidelines to determine 
if this individual is actually worthy of 
help.” He also didn’t say, “I’m gonna 
ask him if he has kids because only 
people with kids are worthy of help.” 
I don’t see anywhere in the Gospels 
where Jesus gives us the authority to 
determine who is worthy and who isn’t.
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The Good Samaritan treated the 
Crime Victim’s immediate need—his 
injuries (and probably got him some 
clothes but Jesus doesn’t tell us that). 
Then, the Good Samaritan took the 
Crime Victim some place where he 
would be safe. He did not take this 
person—that he did not know from 
a hole in the wall—into his home. 
The Crime Victim was a stranger. He 
could have been dangerous. The Good 
Samaritan didn’t use that as an excuse 
not to get involved, but he also was 
wise to exercise some caution. I don’t 
think they had homeless shelters or 
even hospitals in 30 AD, so the Good 
Samaritan took the Crime Victim to an 
inn. The Good Samaritan continued 
to take care of the Crime Victim at 
the inn. Jesus doesn’t tell us how long 
the Good Samaritan stayed with the 
Crime Victim at the inn. He just says 
he took care of him there (vs 34). I 
think he probably just got him settled, 
got him some provisions, and maybe 
a doctor to take a look at him. But, 
then when the Good Samaritan had to 
leave—he probably had a family and/
or a job somewhere—he gives money 
to the innkeeper, asks him to look after 
the Crime Victim, and says that he’ll 
reimburse any additional expenses he 
has when he returns.

The Good Samaritan did not just 
throw a little money at the problem 
and go on his merry way. He did not 
say, “Well, I’m going to throw a little 
money toward helping out this piece 
of scum here because my religion says 
that’s what I’m supposed to do.”

The Good Samaritan specifically 
said he was going to come back. He 
was going to come back and make sure 
the innkeeper didn’t chuck the Crime 
Victim back into the street the minute 
the Good Samaritan was gone. He was 
going to come back and see what else 
he could do to help the Crime Victim 
get back up on his feet. He became 
invested in the Crime Victim’s life and 
well-being. By his actions he said loud 

and clear to the innkeeper, and anyone 
else who might have been standing 
around observing what was going on, 
“This person matters. He is a human 
being created in the very image of God, 
and therefore, his life is precious.”

The Parable of the Good Samaritan 
ends with Jesus telling the Expert in the 
Law to go and do the same as the Good 
Samaritan had done. What exactly had 
the Good Samaritan done? Well, he 
actually did pretty much all the things 
that Jesus lists as the standard by which 
the sheep and the goats will be judged 
in Matthew 25. In the Parable of the 
Good Samaritan Jesus gives us a prac-
tical example of someone caring for the 
sick, providing shelter for a stranger (a 
functionally homeless person), feeding 
the hungry, and clothing the naked.

The last thing I notice about the 
story of the Good Samaritan is that 
Jesus doesn’t tell us that the Good 
Samaritan went and shouted in the 
streets about what he had done, tell all 
of his family, friends, church members, 
write blog posts, etc. announcing what 
he had done to help the Crime Victim 
and inviting everyone to take notice 
of how great and wonderful he was. 
Actually, based on what Jesus says 
about that kind of behavior in Matthew 
6:1-4, I’m 99.99999999 percent sure 
he did not do that. He didn’t do it for 
any kind of personal glory, or even 
with the expectation of gratitude. 
Actually, the really last thing I notice 
about the story is that Jesus never men-
tions the Crime Victim thanking the 
Good Samaritan. The Good Samaritan 
did what he did for no other reason than 
it was the right thing to do.

Melissa Hinshaw is a convinced  Christian 
Friend who has been through many other 
churches and denominations on her 
long journey. She assures us that it’s not 
just Quakers who would want to form a 
committee before doing good. This article 
is reprinted with permission from The 
Conservative Friend, Number 44, Ohio 
Yearly Meeting (Conservative), Fourth 
Month, 2013.)

Book Reviews
Party of One, The Loner’s Manifesto 
by Anneli Rufus, Da Capo Press, A 
member of the Perseus Book Group, 
2003.

Reviewed by Eric Vogel-Bourne.

After testing as an Introvert, I 
purchased a few books to help 

me understand more about this per-
sonality type including Quiet, The 
Power of Introverts in a World That 
Can’t Stop Talking by Susan Cain; The 
Introvert Advantage: How to Thrive in 
an Extrovert World, by Marti Olsen 
Laney; and Party of One, The Loner’s 
Manifesto by Anneli Rufus. Of the 
three books, Party of One is the only 
one I have finished.

Even though my hope was to learn 
more about introversion, Rufus points 
out in the introduction that the book is 
not about introverts. She says:

“Non-loners borrow a term from 
Jung and call us introverts. They think 
it makes them sound intelligent to say 
so… Yet introverts and loners are not 
one and the same thing.”

Besides being a loner herself, her 
father was also a loner. Of him she says 
that he “…was a loner all his life. He 
taped handmade signs on the door to 
his den, a door he always kept shut. 
Abandon Hope, All Ye Who Enter 
Without Knocking. Confucius Say: 
Get the @#! Out of Here.”

While reading I began seeing 
myself. Others have accused me of 
being conceited and aloof, but the truth 
is, that most of the time, I simply prefer 
to be alone, and, this is the very type 
of person Rufus describes in her book.

The chapters of the book are a 
detailed look at various aspects of 
a loner’s life with subtitles such as 
popular culture, film, advertising, 
friendship, love & sex, technology, 
art, literature, religion, sanity, crime, 
clothes, environment.
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The chapter  on f r iendship 
explained why I find relationships 
exhausting: “…time shared, even with 
true friends, often requires loners to 
put in extra time alone, overtime, to 
recharge. It is a matter of energy: As 
a rule, loners have less for the social 
machinery, the talk and sympathy. Our 
fuel runs out… [loners are ] Not heart-
less. Not unappreciative. Not fools. 
We know the rest of the world has big 
tanks. We know they don’t know.”

Just as described in the book, 
after being with a group of people I 
am usually physically and mentally 
exhausted. When the telephone rings 
I usually cringe, and often will not 
answer, even when it is a true friend 
calling. People are wearying, but in 
general most people can be avoided… 
but friends are more difficult to avoid 
without jeopardizing the friendship 
relationship. Consequently, friends can 
be even more exhausting.

Throughout the book she often 
mentions famous people who were 
loners, such as Emily Dickinson, and 
some infamous people, who were not 
really loners, but accused of being 
such, (particularly in the chapter on 
crime). In regards to friendship she 
uses Dickinson as an example of how 
a person can be a loner and still know 
friendship; 

Rufus writes “… for the last six-
teen years of her life, from the age of 
forty onward, she never left her home 
and addressed visitors only through 
a partly closed door.” Nevertheless 
“she was no stranger to friendship… 
the idea that loners who look as if 
they have no friends know nothing of 
friendship are belied by lines [from 
her poetry] such as ‘I should not dare 
to leave my friend…’” 

Loners can and do have friends, 
but for non-loners such friendship 
comes with challenges not normally 
present with other types of friends: 

“Being friends with a loner requires 
patience and the wisdom that distance 
does not mean dislike.”

The chapter on religion had some 
fascinating discussions on the eremitic 
lifestyle. There is a section concerning 
anchorites: “…many a church had its 
resident anchorite or anchoress living 
there in a tiny cell, sealed into its walls 
for life … These recluses could be 
found in most cathedral towns, silent 
behind the ventilation slots cut into 
the church walls into which their cells 
were built. Inside, a recluse had only 
a cross, a chamber pot, the clothes she 
wore and, if she chose, a cat. The faith-
ful brought food and water and carried 
off slops.”

Rufus even made me look at Jesus 
in a different way: “Christ has been 
called a loner. It is noted that he spent 
forty days in the wilderness. He urged 
the severing of social ties when he said, 
in the Book of Luke: ‘If anyone comes 
to me and does not hate his own father 
and mother and wife and children and 
brothers and sisters… he cannot be 
my disciple.’…Instead of praying in a 
crowd, Jesus urged, ‘when you pray, go 
into your room and shut the door and 
pray to your Father who is in secret; 
and your Father who sees in secret will 
reward you.”

In the chapter on environment 
Rufus provides a poignant example of 
the misguided attempts some people 
make to help (interfere) in the life of 
a loner. As a young person, while on 
a group trip, the tour leader pulled her 
aside and expressed concern by saying 
such things as “…you’re depressed… 
You’ll feel better if you just cry… 
Would you like to call your folks… 
There’s no life in your eyes.”

This exchange sparked memories 
of personal experiences when some 
concerned soul would reach out to 
me with unwanted advice or unwar-
ranted compassion. Once, a person 

with which I was barely acquainted 
knocked on my front door and told me 
he had come to visit in order to pray 
for me… god had revealed to him that 
I was having a spiritual crisis.

The book ended, in the afterword, 
in a manner that brought me discom-
fort. She described a scene where she 
was sitting next to her father in a hos-
pital after he had a stroke:

“’Dad?’ I touched his forehead. He 
jerked and said the clearest thing he 
had said since the stroke, the clearest 
thing it turned out he would ever say.

“Leave me alone.”

Book Reviews (cont’d)

”Feeling Light Within, I Walk: Tales, 
Adventures, and Reflections of a 
Quaker Activist by Peg Morton. 
Reviewed by Mariellen Gilpin.

Peg Morton, whose articles have 
appeared in Friends Journal, 

Western Friend, and WCTS, has been 
a Quaker activist who has inspired 
others her entire life. This book is an 
account of both her adventurous life 
and her reflections on those experi-
ences, first working for school integra-
tion in southern Illinois, and in later 
years in federal prison protesting the 
School of the Americas. She became 
a Quaker in college. For more than a 
decade she wasn’t sure there was a 
God, but she had a clarifying spiritual 
experience:

I wanted to believe in God but I 
couldn’t….It wasn’t until I was mar-
ried and pregnant, about ten years 
later, sitting on a beach watching 
a stunning sunset, that my struggle 
was resolved. At last I had a sense of 
peace and release from this struggle. 
I asked myself if this beautiful sunset 
meant there was a God. Then I had 
a flash of understanding. Was it God 
who spoke? The message was clear: 
“It doesn’t matter if you believe in God 
or not. What matters is the sunset.” 
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My heart and mind responded, “Yes!” 
Since then I have learned to use many 
words that describe the Divine, when 
they fit different parts of my experi-
ence. Sometimes I pray to God, or 
dialogue with God in my journal. I can 
believe whatever works in a particular 
moment. The thing that is important 
is learning how to respond from my 
depths to beauty, to another person, 
to suffering. That has been coming to 
me, slowly over the years. Opening my 
heart to others more deeply has been 
a lifelong quest for me.

Peg’s open heart has inspired many.

Book Reviews (cont’d)

Friends Collection at Earlham
The Friends Collection at Earlham tries to be comprehensive 
in acquiring Quaker materials. That means that we try to get 
anything published by or about Quakers anywhere in the 
world. (OK, we don’t try to subscribe to every meeting or 
church newsletter, but we still we really do want to reflect the 
diversity of Friends in their writings.) If Friends who subscribe 
to WCTS have writings that they would like to donate, or sell, 
we will be most interested. 
Contact Thomas Hamm, Director of Special Collections, at 
765-983-1511 or tomh@earlham.edu.”

Epistle from “Sharing 
Our Stories”

Greetings to Friends everywhere 
from the participants in “Sharing 
Our Journeys: The First Annual 
Gathering of Friendly Mystics”

What Canst Thou Say (WCTS) is 
a Quaker journal, a meeting for 

worship in print. In a rare face-to-face 
meeting in October, 2012, the editorial 
team considered how we might assure 
the longevity of WCTS. Out of the 
worshipful silence came a clear lead-
ing, “We need to have a gathering!” We 
need each other for support of our spir-
itual journeys, and we expect that out 
of knowing one another in that which is 
Eternal, somehow the future leadership 
of WCTS will emerge. “Sharing Our 
Journeys: The First Annual Gathering 
of Friendly Mystics” was held at 
Earlham College from June 14 - 16, 
2013, with 44 Friends attending. 

The first evening we gathered in 
worship that was like a symphony. We 
could all feel the energy as worship 
went deep very quickly. Vocal ministry 
all centered around a common theme 

of help. (“Can someone please help 
me?”) Two songs were offered, “Give 
Yourself to Love” and “This Little 
Light of Mine.” We were all surprised 
to find that our student desks rocked, an 
unusual Quaker Meeting for Worship 
in a room full of rocking chairs. 
Mystical experiences were defined as 
various situations when the power of 
God breaks into our lives and radically 
changes them.

We were honored to have among 
us Jean Roberts, who, along with Jim 
Flory, founded WCTS in 1994. She 
shared some of that history in a small 
group discussion and promises to write 
an article for the 20th anniversary 
anthology next year. The meaning of 
the journal title was emphasized as 
the quote was read from Margaret Fell 
in which she described George Fox 
saying, “‘You will say Christ saith this; 
the Apostles saith this; but what canst 
thou say?’ Art thou a child of the Light 
and hast thou walked in the Light in 
what thou speakest; is it inwardly from 
God? This opened me so that it cut me 
to the heart and then I saw clearly we 
were all wrong.”

The gathering served us by provid-
ing a safe space to share our mystical 
experiences, which are not always 
comfortable in our home meetings. 
There were no plenaries, committee 
meetings or Meetings for Worship for 
Business, but instead we focused on 
“sharing our stories.” Meeting each 
other has built relationships between 
mystics from coast to coast and 
brought old f(F)riends together. We 
are already planning the second annual 
gathering of mystics here at Earlham 
College next year. 

Out of worship there was a leading 
that this group of mystics was called 
to name the spiritual condition of the 
world. In response to this leading we 
intend to hold an additional gathering 
composed of extended worship next 
year to work together to receive God’s 
continuing guidance. 

For more information, contact 
Michael Resman <resmanmh@aol.
com> 507-281-5838, 815 9th Street 
SW, Rochester MN 55902.



Please write for What Canst Thou Say?

What Canst Thou Say?
WCTS c/o Richard Himmer

1035 Hereford Drive 
Blue Bell PA 19422-1925

Address Service Requested

February 2014
Spirit-Led Writing
Editor: Judy Lumb 

“Thus saith the Lord …“ What 
is your experience with spirit-
led writing? Have you felt the 
hand of God in your writing? 
Have you ever received what you 
thought was channeled material? 
How did you feel while it was 
happening? How did you discern 
whether it was ego or truth? Did 
you keep it to yourself, or share 
it with others? How did you feel 
about sharing it? In what setting 
did you share it, and what was 
the response? What do you think 
now?

Deadline: November 15, 2013

May 2014 
Holding On and Letting Go
Editor: Michael Resman 

Again I say to you, it is easier 
for a camel to go through the 
eye of a needle, than for a rich 
man to enter the kingdom of God 
(Matthew 19: 24). When do you 
hang on and when do you let go 
of anger, resentment, fear, posses-
sions, past hurts, ideas, relation-
ships, addictions, habits, distrac-
tions? What has helped you keep 
making healthier choices? What 
has made it more difficult? Share 
your stories of hanging on and 
letting go.

Deadline: February 15, 2014

November 2013
Trials and Temptations
Editor: Michael Resman

For my sighing comes like my 
bread, and my groanings are 
poured out like water (Job 3:24). 
Despite some discomfort, difficult 
times can be powerful vehicles 
propelling us along our spiritual 
path. Have you known trials 
that changed your relationship 
with God? What lessons have 
temptations taught; and did you 
learn because you resisted, or 
because you gave in? Can you 
offer a guiding hand to others who 
may be struggling?

Deadline: August 15, 2013 

Literature as 
Revelation


