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What Canst Thou Say?

From the Editor:
Trials and temptations fit well together, for they 
seem to arrive one after the other. Temptations 
are trials; and trials often provide temptations. 
As these stories show, they can also be 
openings that bring us closer to God. This 
is the first time we have had several authors 
send multiple stories. A few appear in this print 
version and several more are in a long web 
version at <whatcanstthousay.org/extras.html>.

Michael Resman

Triple negative, highly aggressive breast cancer. As he 
said these words, I was sure the doctor was talking 

about someone else. It did not seem like it was mine. Fear 
and despair became the temptation but through pure grace, 
they did not happen. Instead, my response became, “OK, 
God, what kind of adventure are we going on this time?” 
The nitty-gritty included surgery (a lumpectomy), chemo, 
radiation and now trying get my strength and stamina back, 
with vigilance to exercise and eating well. I have to tell you 
it has not been fun. And when my meeting asked me to lead 
a forum on suffering and what I had learned from having 
breast cancer, I had to say that I had not suffered as one might 
in that situation. Then I tried to figure out why not. Again, 
I want to say it was not fun but with the grace of God, the 
care of excellent doctors, and support from a lot of friends 
and family, I did not suffer excessively. 

If you had told me a year ago that I would be spending 
much of the next year in treatment for breast cancer, my 
best guess is that I would have been quite afraid. Yet, when 
the words came, fear was not attached. One thing that I 
learned was that my faith was much more rock solid than I 
ever guessed. When faced with the possibility of dying from 
cancer, my initial response was bliss. Where did that come 
from, I was asked. God’s grace was the only answer I could 
find. Then things happened quickly and the third doctor I saw 
was my surgeon. He said it was highly unlikely that I was 
going to die from this breast cancer. I chose to listen to him.

When I was diagnosed, there were a lot of people to be 
told, and a lot of planning to do, to accommodate this new 
adventure. I decided to send mass emails to a lot of people 
that seemed interested in being a part of it. It feels like I lived 
it out loud. I brought a large group of people along with me 
through it. And there was a group of people who wanted 
to support me: Sue went with me to surgery; Amy went to 
doctor’s appointments and stayed the night with me; Sally 
kept a change of clothes in her car so she could spend the 
night if need be; Alice sang to me on the phone as I waited; 

Sharon went to chemo with me; Audrey hosted a celebra-
tion at the end of radiation; Chris sewed for me and brought 
food and flowers; then there were those who cleaned house, 
sent emails, sent love notes, and so much more. Sharon and 
Elizabeth cut my hair, prayed and let me wail; I had always 
had long hair so that was a hard moment; then when it was 
done, it was done; I learned to love my bald head. I learned 
that God and a lot of people loved me. I called it my love 
tsunami in motion. 

My spiritual nurturer, Elizabeth, told me that Jesus 
would be sitting in the chair next to me getting chemo. I 
loved that image. I dreamed a lot of being in deep water 
and one night I dreamed I was on the river bank, gasping 
for breath, but had not drowned and was grateful. Then I got 
up and brushed off my clothes and was walking down the 
road; it was a country road, nothing around but trees. It was 
called the Road of Unknowing. At first I was walking down 
the road, knowing I had no idea where I was going or what 
I was doing, but happy—whistling, chewing bubble gum 
and blowing bubbles (don’t ask me where I got bubble gum 
in the middle of the woods), and dancing along, kicking up 
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to connect with my creator!!! I am so 
grateful to all of the students, too, for 
their understanding and joining in the 
playin’ and prayin’ processes that were 
so critical not only for me, but were 
transformative for many of them as 
well. I am working on completing an 
art show and a larger piece of writing 
called “BC as a Sacred Love Journey.”

Eight months later, I keep thinking 
that it is going to hit me and I am going 
to wonder what just happened. The 
words cancer, chemo, and radiation 
applied to me still don’t seem pos-
sible. So, I am tempted toward denial, 
still a bit surreal. I wonder what the 
difference is between holding it all 
lightly and being in denial. I can feel 
the difference. 

I have found that having cancer 
cut through so much. From the first 
moment of the diagnosis, it has felt 
purposeful. Many of the major stress-
ors of my life now seem like small 
potatoes, so to speak. It gave perspec-
tive! Thank you, God, and all the 
human hands for the amazing support I 
have received – truly love as a verb!!!!!

Jennifer Elam is a member of Berea 
Monthly Meeting (Kentucky), a sojourner 
a t  Swarthmore Monthly  Meet ing 
(Pennsylvania), and the author of Dancing 
With God Through the Storm: Mysticism 
and Mental Illness.
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my heels and soaking in the amazing-
ness and majestic-ness of the unending 
beauty of Mother Nature/God. Then 
a few days went by and the image 
changed. Jesus was walking with me. 
We walked along; then we came to a 
bench and sat down to rest and talk. He 
was talking to me and listening to me 
and we were discerning what is next in 
my life —where I am to be and what I 
am to do. The answers were not clear 
but what was very clear was that Jesus 
was sitting there with me and present 
with me engaged in the discernment. 
Truly holy accompaniment! During 
radiation, I re-created that path to walk 
down with Jesus, skipping, dancing, 
whistling, and blowing bubbles. At 
one point, I again asked Jesus to help 
me discern what to do next after breast 
cancer. He seemed to be enjoying 
exactly what we were doing: skip-
ping, dancing, whistling, and blowing 
bubbles. I was so relieved to find that 
cancer does not have to be so serious 
all the time (but don’t misunderstand, it 
was serious, just not at every minute).

During treatments, I continued to 
work my day job and I taught an arts 
and spirituality class during winter 
term at Pendle Hill with my friend, 
Zan. I have never been so grateful 
for the opportunities to do creative 
expression. Creativity is truly a way 

Response to Jennifer’s Sharing
Yes, I met Jesus in the chair next to me, all hooked up to 
chemotherapy bags, a black man about 70 with a loving smile 
so fresh and wide it went to my heart and opened up a pink 
blossom with fresh green leaves. He gave me life in the midst of 
the powerful drugs we had soaring through our veins.
John Todd attends First Friends in Richmond, Indiana. He appreciates 
deepening periods of silence in Meeting and takes a lively interest in flowers 
and birds. He is currently going through chemo.
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Achmed
 Tina Coffin 

Around 1994 a young man from 
Saudi Arabia was in one of the 

classes I was teaching at the University 
of Arkansas at Little Rock. He was 
a devout Muslim, so devout that he 
would speak to other Saudi students 
if they neglected to attend Friday 
services at the mosque or if he saw 
them drinking alcohol. My daughter 
Letty was teaching English to foreign 
students who still needed to take the 
TOEFL test, and it was Letty who told 
me one day that Achmed had been 
rushed to the emergency room one 
night and was in the hospital. It was a 
grim diagnosis for an 18-year old kid 
so far from home. He had leukemia. 
He would have to undergo a course of 
chemotherapy.

When he came back to class after a 
few weeks, I took him to my office and 
told him I too had had cancer, and I too 
had had to undergo chemotherapy, but 
now 7 years later, I was alive and well. 
“Chemo is no fun”, I said, “but it is 
life-giving.” I told him not to come to 
class the day after he had a treatment, 
that I would give him a private lesson 
a few days later.

When his chemo treatments ended, 
tests showed they had not been suc-
cessful; he was not in remission. The 
leukemia was still doing its awful work 
in his young body. I could only imag-
ine how devastated he was. Doctors 
told him that his only hope was a bone 
marrow transplant. 

Achmed traveled home to Saudi 
Arabia where doctors would try to 
find a matching donor. Before he left 
he came to my office to say good bye, 
and I told him I would pray for him.

It turned out that one of his broth-
ers was a good match, and he wrote 
that he and his parents and brother 
were going to travel to Spain for the 
procedure. 

The Sunday before they were to 
leave for Spain, I attended, as usual, the 
worship service at my Quaker meeting 
here in Little Rock. During our time 
of silent meditation my thoughts were 
with Achmed. “Please God, oh please,” 
I prayed, “please give him life. He is 
so young.” I couldn’t think of anything 
else. I was overwhelmed by a sense of 
despair on his behalf that his life might 
come to an end. Then something hap-
pened that I still find hard to describe; 
it was as if the prayer for Achmed’s 
life was being pulled out of me. I had 
no control over it anymore; it was like 
childbirth; with great force something 
made its way out of me: a plea for this 
very sick young man.

Afterwards I was a bit shaken 
by the experience but put it aside as 
one-of-those-things. A week later a 
letter arrived from Spain; I recognized 
Achmed’s handwriting. I opened the 
envelope with a sense of doom; per-
haps the brother wasn’t a match after 
all. With mounting surprise I read an 
incredible story: When the doctor in 
Madrid had drawn his blood and came 
back into the room with an expected 
plan of treatment he told Achmed that 
there was no evidence of leukemia in 
his body. To make sure, the blood test 
was repeated with the same result.
Achmed wrote, “The sky opened up; 
no leukemia. no leukemia. My mother 
is convinced that your prayers have 
healed me.” 

I was dumbfounded. I had never 
really believed that people could be 
healed by prayer or by the laying on 
of hands. And even if my prayers had 
helped, it had not been me. The prayers 
had been forced out of me through no 
will of my own. 

After the summer break Achmed 
returned to Arkansas and one day he 
came to see me in my office. And then 
I did something incredibly stupid, 
truly stupid: I put my arms around 
him and hugged him. This devout 
Muslim young man stiffened and ran 

out of my office. And I didn’t see him 
again for a long, long time; so long 
that when he came to my office again 
several years later, I didn’t recognize 
him. “I am Achmed,” he said, and 
this time I only smiled (well, perhaps 
beamed). We talked a little and he said 
his mother was still so grateful. “She 
thinks you’re an angel,” he said. He 
gave me a present she had bought for 
me, a case with four sets of diamond 
and gold earrings. I was overwhelmed, 
and wasn’t quite sure how to handle it. 
I didn’t want to make another cultur-
ally offensive gesture. I told Achmed 
I would write his mother a thank you 
letter, and that he would have to trans-
late it. I trusted he would omit anything 
that made his mother uncomfortable.

After that time I saw Achmed 
regularly. He would stop by my office 
to chat about his courses. He even had 
a girlfriend to take to the movies, he 
told me one day.

Not long afterwards my husband 
John and I moved to the Netherlands 
for three years. Achmed would write 
me the most poetic emails. I was 
Mother Mrs. Coffin, and if you have 
ever read Rumi or other Middle Eastern 
poetry, well, that was Achmed’s inspi-
ration. On my twice-a-year trips back 
to Little Rock he would often meet me 
at the airport holding a single flower. 

All this happened before 9/11. 
Achmed graduated in the summer 
of 2001 and went back home, where 
his family had chosen a girl for him 
to marry. Then 9/11 happened and it 
effectively ended our email correspon-
dence. I sometimes wonder if he is still 
free of leukemia, if he is happy in his 
marriage, if his parents are still alive. 

I am still deeply grateful that I was 
given the experience of being “prayed 
through,” that Sunday back in 1994.
Tina Coffin is the editor of The Carillon, 
a magazine for Quakers in Arkansas (and 
beyond). She is a retired instructor of 
mathematics and a member of Little Rock 
Friends Meeting.
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For a split second there seemed a 
thunderous silence. Then way in the 
back of my head the sweetest, kind-
est, most loving voice spoke quietly 
to me, “I’ve been here all the time. 
I’ve just been waiting for you to ask.” 
And suddenly, like a reverse explosion, 
the God I had created outside of my 
mind was inside. And has never left. 
It still brings tears to me to recall this 
first experience. I call it—the constant 
inner awareness of an utterly loving 
Other—the Presence. I began to realize 
that I had never before truly—with my 
whole self—asked.

My dreams continued. I began to 
realize the Presence was speaking to 
me nightly, most often in symbolic 
dream-pictures. I slowly began to be 
able to decode these nightly movies. 
Some were clearly comments on my 
inappropriate actions. An example:

I dreamed that I was going to 
the bathroom in public. The dreams 
repeated—a sign that it was important 
and I needed to pay attention. They got 
worse: I was up on a pole in public 
scraping the stuff off me. I agonized, 
“What am I doing wrong?”

Then, in my journal, comparing 
the dreams with my daily actions, I 
suddenly realized that they occurred 
after I had lost my temper. The dreams 
were clearly telling me, “By losing 
your temper, you are defiling your-
self.” When I got the message and 
controlled my anger habit, those 
dreams stopped.

I have learned two important things: 
First, though most of us have forgot-

ten this, each person is a little piece 
of God, in which, from a deep, secret 
place implanted within each of us, God 
tries to talk with us in nightly dreams 
about what we have done when we are 
awake—the mistakes we have made, 
the things we have come to earth to 
do, our next growth step in our earth-
school. Secondly, an unbounded Love 
places before us, each moment of 
each waking day, others to whom we 
all are challenged to be the Creator’s 
Representatives.

This is sometimes not easy, espe-
cially when we fail. Twice in my life 
individuals have committed suicide 
because I was not sensitive to them 
and their needs. One was an early 
schoolmate. The other was an adult 
trying to start a small business next 
to my welding shop with money his 
sister had lent him. I failed them both. 
These were hard lessons—trials that 
taught me to pray for these two souls 
and to be sensitive to those I meet. As I 
stumbled along, my dreams continued. 
I learned to record them in a journal, 
then to interpret them in relation to 
my daily life.

One day in my late teens some-
thing very special happened. At my 
teacher-mother’s instigation, I had 
left our farm home to go to technical 
school in Calgary. In the evening I 
was walking home from church Young 
People’s meeting. Suddenly the con-
fusions in my life to that point came 
crashing in on me. Alone, I stopped 
on the street, shook my fist up at God 
and cried out in my heart, “I have done 
everything I know to do—others say 
they talk to you and you talk to them. 
Now, you either talk to me or shut up 
and leave me alone!”

Just Waiting for You to Ask
James Baker 

As I stumbled along, 
my dreams continued. I 
learned to record them in 
a journal, then to interpret 
them in relation to my 
daily life.

However, many other dreams glo-
riously supported my ongoing interac-
tion with the Divine part of me within. 
Such was my dream of a long walk 
across endless barren sand, then having 
to climb a vertical stone wall. I reached 
for another handhold and looked back 
and saw my footprints stretching into 
the distance. As I realized that God had 
been with me for every one of those 
steps, I knew I would find another 
handhold. That knowing still feels like 
money in my spiritual bank.

Temptations? I had discovered 
that early Friends had a term for the 
spirit of rebellion. He is so subtle. 
Early Friends called him the Reasoner. 
I didn’t understand this until my first 
dream of Jesus. I had had a dream of 
a friend’s Indian “master” who had 
come to North America who, in the 
dream, tried to put a hook into my nose 
attached to a string by which he could 
lead me. In the dream I chose to neither 
help nor hinder this, and the hook fell 
out three times, a clear message to me 
that this was not my path.

A few days later was my first 
dream of Jesus. In the dream—or 
vision—he came straight to me and 
touched me on the forehead as if to 
say, “You want a Master? I will be 
your Master.” I asked him about the 
members of my family. He told me 
something surprising about myself. As 
I recorded this dream, I experienced 
the oh, so subtle Reasoner, who, in 
words, tried to discount my dream-
vision as a figment of my imagina-
tion—his temptations are so cunning.

If one examines the earthly life of 
Jesus as recounted in the Gospels, it 
is clear that Jesus alternated going off 
by himself to pray and commune with 
the Father, then in his daily life paying 
close and appropriate attention to those 
who crossed his path. I have found 
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The Rain, The Joy
Jocelyn Budd

I thank you God ... for the rain,
That dropped on my face ... and touched my cheek,
That night, as I looked unto your Heavens, filled with your stars, your moon
For you are, the Creator of all things!
Many days and nights, I was caught in the rain, soak and wet…
But…
Never felt the rain
Using drugs and alcohol for my umbrella covered my internal pain.
 
 
Oh, my Lord,
I thank you for the rain.
That night, that drop of rain, that fell on my face.
That touched my cheek.
That touch, Your touch awakening of my spirit, and breathed life into my being.
Oh, I thank you Lord, for the rain.

Jocelyn Budd is God’s chocolate diva.
This poem was contributed  by Helene Pollock with permission.

We leapt off the edge of the world,
riding the thermals of our passion,
believing love was all we needed.

Then the sun went down,
the cooling came
and we crashed to the earth.

I lie shattered on the ground—
barely breathing
heartbroken
paralyzed.

How could this happen AGAIN?

Shock
Shame
Horror
Stabbing pain

~~~

But I had to get up for you
like you did for me all those times
on the other end of life.

I came here to be your arms
your legs
your eyes
your ears
your mind.

Lying crushed in the ashes
was simply not an option.

Like a phoenix rising—
I sat up
filled my lungs
spread my wings
and reached again for the blue sky.

Phoenix Rising
Rhonda Ashurst

Rhonda Ashurst is a life coach and writer 
living in Reno, Nevada. She believes 
we are all broken-off pieces of God—
experimenting with physical existence and 
bringing what we learn Home.

that trying to follow this example of 
his to be a pattern brings me closer to 
God, as His Representative to those 
who cross my path. If I listen to the 
Presence within when I meet someone, 
I can pray for them, speak a word of 
welcome, or lend a hand in some way. 
But I am more able if I also have spent 
time alone, especially in my nightly 
2:00 to 3:00 am “Sacred Time,” to 
listen for the Presence.

Over half a century in the making, 
my journal now has tens of thousands 
of my dreams, first on paper, then on 
computer. As the recorded words of 
Jesus are to me, my dreams are an 
integral part of my being. It has helped 
me to remember that every person I 
meet is a little piece of God. If I can 
be sensitive enough to the Presence 
within me, perhaps I can act in such a 
way to others that they, too, will begin 
to remember.

James Baker is a “Friend Away” from his 
beloved Downers Grove (Illinois) meeting.

Opportunity knocks but 
once. Temptation, on the 
other hand, bangs on the 
front door incessantly.
—Contributed by Joan Pine
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Whenever I come to Santa Rosa 
I spend some time reading old 

family records kept at my mother’s 
house. I am intrigued by the essen-
tial sadness of my grandfather’s 
generation.

My grandfather, Harry Sabelman, 
was one of eight children, seven of 
whom lived into their late 60s and 
70s. Despite early evidence of bril-
liance, none of them seemed to “live 
up to their potential,” as their grade 
school teachers might have said. 
Only one had a long-lasting marriage. 
They left a trail of papers when they 
died describing discouraged, unhappy 
lives. Their diaries are full of people 
and events that annoyed them, and 
little that pleased them. Their letters 
end with “Your brother” or “Your 
sister,” instead of being signed “Love, 
George”, or “Love, Ruth.”

What happened, that caused this 
family to live so bereft of happiness? 
The letters hint of an unforgivable argu-
ment that split my great-grandfather’s 

family, leading to his moving to 
California away from the Nebraska 
Sabelmans. Or perhaps this estrange-
ment resulted from even earlier events 
that led to some of the Sabelmans 
emigrating to America from Sweden.

Whatever the cause, my grand-
father and his siblings seem to have 
lost the capacity to love. The very 
concept of unselfish love seems to be 
deficient in them, making the speaking 
and writing of words expressing love 
a foreign language. 

My father worked to learn that 
language, with some success. And I 
have worked on it, too. I can speak, 
usually without hesitation (but not 
always) the words of love that should 
be my—and all of ours—native tongue 
and birthright.

It is important that Friends 
Meetings keep in mind how easily they 
could lose the concept and language 
of mutual love. Crises can sunder 
the Meeting family as easily as the 
Sabelman family.

We have in our book of Faith and 
Practice reminders of the concepts of 
simplicity, peace, equality, unity, integ-
rity—but no testimony of love. How 
could we have left out love, when our 
Teacher told us “the greatest of these 
is Love”?
Eric E. Sabelman is a bioengineer 
who works in neurosurgery for treating 
Parkinson’s Disease. A member of Palo 
Alto Meeting, he is active in Pacific Yearly 
Meeting and College Park Quarterly 
Meeting. His writing often originates in 
Meeting for Worship, as this did in 2010.

When Love is Lost
Eric E. Sabelman

Letting Go of “God” 
Anonymous

I’ve been on an inward journey for 
the past couple of years toward 

what I might call, simply, “emptiness” 
—a letting go, unintended and with 
reluctance, of the religious haven I’ve 
enjoyed (with all the struggle it meant!) 
for the last twenty years. Such journey 
can be puzzling. How can God want me 
to let go of “God”? Yet precisely this 
has been my deeper sense. So I have 
not resisted, not with a “no,” although I 
found it hard. This deeper sense seemed 
to tell me that God (if that word means 
anything worth knowing) can only lead 
us forward. There are times when all 
this means for us is trust, blind, while in 
“darkness” (i.e., spiritual non-seeing). 
I am fortunate to have paid attention to 
the journeys of other contemplatives, 
in the literature, to know that this can 
be a legitimate way of growth. But one 
cannot be sure while it’s happening. 
Trust is all.

 I’m beginning to see (with the 
surprise of one opening her eyes for 
the first time) some possible effects of 
these developments of self-diminish-
ment. Why are people attracted to one 
so “skeletal” as I feel now? Why do 
encounters with them lead so easily and 
quickly into centered conversation? 
Why am I so present to them when I 
have dwindled to “nothing”? “Not I, 
but…” I don’t dare thinking it, but I do 
believe. (Reference to Galatians 2:20)

 So this is my present walking 
among Friends, and if it needs a name, 
I feel I am turning into an “elder,” and 
feeling and seeing the great need for 
Friends who are in that place. It is a 
grace, after all, though a hard threshold 
for me. Listening, “standing back,” 
allowing the other fully, “becoming a 
space allowing the trouble,” as it has 
come to me. A space of love, God’s 
mercy. People breathe in that space and 
become themselves.

 A new learning, a new journey. 
And it is a grace when, on the thresh-
old of old age, this is given us. Not a 
downward slide, but a further stage of 
growth and usefulness in the world.
From a personal letter to one of the editors, 
by a Friend long active in the ministry who 
wishes not to be named. Used with the 
writer’s permission. 

I read your long message about being unfaithful in worship years ago. 
We do not carry the word perfectly. I know that I do not.  But we try 
to carry it the best way that we can, when we have the courage to 
do so. You have been faithful in many, many ways which may have 
stemmed from this experience you related. When overwhelmed by 
God, the temptation is to run away from the burden of carrying the 
Word to others. The good news is that you will be given a second 
chance.                                                           —Anonymous Friend
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I’d never imagined I could be 
tempted into an affair, and for 22 

years of working in education, a world 
populated mostly by women, I had not 
been. But in a few months in late 1996, 
I moved from blissful ignorance to 
adultery with breathtaking speed, with 
hardly a pause to consider where I was 
going. I headed over Niagara Falls in 
a barrel as if I’d not heard the water 
thundering ahead of me.

The trial of finding myself over 
the next 15 months brought me into 
relationship with God. That was the 
blessing. Could I have found my way 
to God without the temptation and the 
fall, and all that followed? Perhaps 
I could have, but my sense is that I 
needed a crash to wake me up. 

We come from God into this 
world. As a newborn, we are still 
connected to God. As an infant, we 
are somehow aware of this. Then, at 
some point in our growing up, this con-
nection to God slips away. We forget 
where we came from. This is original 
sin, and from it come all the other 
sins. It is part of the human journey. 
God created human beings who can 
forget and then find their way back to 
Him. In this, I believe we are unique 
among the creatures of the earth. It is 
a difficult and noble journey, and one 
we cannot escape.

 So I forgot, some time in my 
childhood. As a child, an adolescent, 
a young adult and going into middle 
age, I led a life that I considered good 
and virtuous, for the most part; I did 
good work, was a good husband and 
father, and was seen by most as a good 
man. But there was an emptiness at 
the core. Occasionally, in nature or at 
moments like the birth of my children, 
the veil parted and I glimpsed some-
thing beyond, something special—the 

divine—but then the veil closed, and 
I let it close and went on as before, 
sleepwalking through my life. God 
did not insist. 

 I learned that I was carrying a 
heavy burden of shame, of trying to 
be someone I wasn’t. As a child of 
an alcoholic father, I’d unconsciously 
signed an unspoken contract to make 
my father proud—indeed, to save him 
and our family—by being the best 
student in any school I entered, at the 
cost of my integrity as a child. I did 
get the best grades, but he continued 
to drink; my parents split up; and my 
father died. I had clearly failed, and I 
carried the shame of this failure with 
me as a young man. My affair replayed 
this script, as once again I signed a 
contract that violated my integrity in 
favor of “rescuing” another. 

 After 15 months of searching, of 
deep valleys of despair and mountain-
tops of hope, of darkness and light, and 
many miracles, I was walking in the 
countryside outside a retreat center. 
Suddenly I felt God’s love and forgive-
ness raining down onto me. I laughed 
and cried, how long I do not know.  
I returned to the center and told my 

spiritual advisor what had happened. 
“I don’t know whether to trust this 
experience,” I told him. “Stop walking 
and sit,” he instructed me. So the next 
morning, I went to sit in the meditation 
hall before dawn. God spoke to me 
again and told me that this was real, the 
most real thing I had ever experienced. 

If I had to name one moment when 
my life turned, this is it. Of course 
there were many moments that had 
prepared this moment, and then God 
truly entered my life. He has been there 
ever since. 

 And so I was reborn. I was resur-
rected. I then understood the Passion.
Jesus showed us that we can die and 
live again, if we can trust in God and 
allow God to enter our lives. The 
journey our choices create may be 
very painful, or not; but if we walk it 
faithfully, we will find new life. 

David Blair lives in rural New Hampshire, 
has taught in the public schools, and 
co-founded and directed the Mariposa 
Museum and World Culture Center in 
Peterborough, NH. Between 1985 and 
1993 he lived in China, the Philippines 
and Vietnam. The inner journey has taken 
him to even more amazing places.

Trials and Temptations
David Blair

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 



8 November 2013What Canst Thou Say? 80 (1)

One Perfect Word
Susan L. Folsom

Growing up in a very difficult family, I 
hurt much of the time. Often I went to 

my room and prayed for God to take me back, 
take me home. I was in a lot of pain in the 
world I knew, but somehow, being taken back 
and going home was a matter of fact to me, not 
taught, it just was. 

One day, I do not think I was more than 
10-12 years of age, in great pain and sobbing, 
I went to my room and prayed with my whole 
heart, feeling as broken as anyone can possibly 
feel. A voice, loud and clear, said “Later.” I was 
shocked, instantly quieted, immediately clear. 
I did not know if it was God or an angel, but it 
sure was not me! It was not the answer I wanted 
to hear, but it was indeed the answer given. I 
did not tell anyone about the voice until years 
later—one did not speak of hearing voices in 
the world I knew.

It was immediately clear that I would have 
to wait. The answer gave me a very personal 
sense of light at the end of the tunnel (light can 
take many forms): direction, purpose, and ever 
so very much more through many difficult and 
dangerous times over many years.

“Later” was not what I wanted to hear but 
it is clear to me now that this was the answer I 
needed to hear. The wisdom of that answer has 
unfolded and filled me for nearly sixty years to 
date. I can look back now and see that it was not 
just a promise for when my time came to meet 
my Maker, though that promise often kept me 
going. I have, since that voice said “later,” been 
meeting my Maker more and more each day; 
drawing closer, being taken back, going home.

One voice, one word, and it made all the 
difference to a little girl in terrible pain and 
throughout what was to be her life. The perfect 
word from the perfect source. Amen.

Susan L. Folsom, raised Episcopalian, attends 
a small spiritual group in Peterborough, New 
Hampshire, whose members have different 
practices. One member, who is Quaker, encouraged 
her to write for WCTS. She has found great comfort 
in Quaker Parker Palmer’s work and, especially, 
the works of Evelyn Underhill. 

Wings
Robb Lapp – May 8, 2013

Way over there
On a high branch of that yet leafless tree
I see a large form, tall and dark
Silhouetted 
Against a cumulus-dotted blue afternoon sky.

With a graceful swoop
An alert redtail is airborn.
A few majestic flaps of widespread wings,
And my companion is soaring,
Silently,
Effortlessly
Searching the fields below.

In another place, Elmira.
In another time, I was fourteen,
Strapped tight in the rear seat of a sailplane,
Its artificial wings stretched out straight,
Searching cumulus thermals
As though it, too, was gifted
With the secret of flight.

On its own.
No motor.
Could it stay aloft?
Could it soar?
Would it have a trajectory of its own?
Could it defy gravity even for a time,
In spite of turbulence,
Or on days when there are no lifting thermals?

Over four summers,
This sailplane’s wings
Became my wings.
I grew cautiously fearless.

Maybe I could fly, too, with wings not of my own making.
In spite of turbulence,
Or on days when spirits will not be lifted.

Yes, I found wings
When I had courage for daring a vocational choice,
When I married my beloved Jan,
When I faced the challenges of parenting,
When I defied two Bishops,
When I preached sermons that changed at least my life,
When I stood down a guy with a loaded Uzi,
When I shaped the institutional structures of a new city,
When I stood on the roof of a house I built,
When I intervened to save a life.

What a thrill it is to soar
On wings that are not appended miracles,
On currents that are the holy mystery which holds life together.

Robb Lapp is a United Church of Christ (UCC) minister who never wrote 
a poem until he was 80. His ministry has been mostly civil rights, low 
income housing, and community institutional development, though he 
has served as organizing minister of two new UCC churches.
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Practicing 
Nonviolence in 

Washington, D.C.
Ken Southwood

In 1966 I was in Ann Arbor, adviser 
to a group of high schoolers in 

the meetinghouse, and clerk of the 
Michigan Area Committee of AFSC. I 
was not a Friend but long an attender at 
meeting. That year there was a March 
on Washington to oppose the Vietnam 
War. I was British, in America on a 
student visa, and sure I needed to stay 
out of trouble. But I decided to march.

We went to Washington in a 
chartered bus, arrived early, and were 
slowly walking through the street 
towards the gathering point. Ahead of 
me were members of the high school 
group, carrying a banner they had 
worked on through the night. Coming 
in the other direction were three men 
in rough working clothes. As they 
passed the teens one of them grabbed 
the banner and ran off .

There was confusion and shouting. 
“That’s ours!” “You can’t do that!” 
“Get a policeman!” To which the man 
called back, “It’s mine now!” and he 
whirled the banner poles around his 
head to smash them against a street 
signpost. They didn’t break, and he 
ran across the road away from us and 
knelt down, unrolling the banner to rip 
it up. The other two men were walk-
ing on. I looked at this. What was the 
nonviolent thing to do? I had never 
needed it before. So now what? The 
teens were running off in all directions, 
calling, shouting; there was confusion 
and I was standing there groping for 
what to do.

So I did the most obvious thing. 
I needed to be near him, so I walked, 
deliberately slowly across the road 
towards him. I arrived and stood near 
him. What now? So I just started talk-
ing. “Do you believe America is the 

land where everyone is free to speak 
his mind? Do you believe in freedom 
of speech in America?” And so on, 
burbling cliches and inanities.

The man looked up, surprised, 
and then bent down to go on ripping. 
This approach to destruction was suc-
cessful. The banner was being ripped 
up and I was standing there, still talk-
ing. He finished, satisfied, and got up 
to follow his two friends down the 
road. I followed him, still burbling. 
He whirled around and faced me. “If 
yo wa’ in ma ahmeh Ah’d know what 
to do wi yo!” I froze. Was he going to 
hit me? I said the only thing that came 
into my mind. “I was in the air force!” 
Not specifying which air force. At least 
we’d been on the same side. He turned 
and ran off and I stopped, turned, and 
walked slowly back to where the griev-
ing teens were gathering the remains 
of their banner.

So much for my nonviolence.
About a year later I was eating 

lunch in a Catholic cafeteria near 
campus, and a priest came up and 
asked if he could join me. Surprised, I 
welcomed him, wondering why. He put 
his plate opposite mine and sat down.

“You probably don’t remember 
me,” he said, and I signified agreement, 
smiling.

“Well, I remember you. Last year 
I went on the March on Washington 
and I saw that man grab the banner to 
tear it up and I saw what you did. And 
I have remembered that ever since.”

So I have wondered. What did the 
ripper of the banner remember?

Ken Southwood is a member of San 
Antonio Meeting. He has a long history 
with AFSC and community work.

WCTS Has Two New Blogs!
quakermystics.wordpress.com

worshipsharinginprint.wordpress.com
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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, possessions, past hurts, 
ideas, relationships, addictions, 
habits, distractions? 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

August 2014
Sacred Places
Guest Editor: Kathy Tapp with 
Judy Lumb
Sacred places each have their 
own story, presence and energy; 
yet what they really do is help 
us access the sacred place within 
ourselves. They lead us to our 
connection with God/Spirit/ Light. 
Tell us about that place of comfort, 
inspiration, healing, whether it be 
in Assisi or your own backyard, 
that place where you have gone 
‘on pilgrimage’. Why did you go? 
What was it like? Were you alone, 
or with others? Has a revelation 
come to you in your sacred place? 

Deadline: May 15, 2014 

Trials and 
Temptations


