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You will say, Christ saith this, and the apostles say this: but what cant thou say? Art thou a 
child of Light and hast thou walked in the Light, and what thou speakest, is it inwardly 
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Dalton Roberts 

I  once had a dream a good 
friend died of a heart attack. It so 
disturbed me I got out of bed and 
recorded it in my journal at three 
o'clock in the morning. 

The next day my secretary 
asked, "Do you want me to send 
flowers to Bill?" I asked why and 
she said, "I thought you knew. He 
had a heart attack last night and is 
in the hospital." I sat there frozen, 
half in disbelief and half in awe. I 
went home and got my journal 
notes and showed them to her. It 
sure surprised her. 

When Bill was able to return to 
work, I showed him my journal 
notes and he said, "Why didn't you 
tell me?" I had the dream at the 
same time he had the heart attack. He 
said, "I'll tell you one thing: if you 
ever dream anything about me, I 
want you to come tell me." 

I cannot remember anything 
similar ever happening to me. My 
mother often saw things that were 
coming and described things to us 
before they occurred. 

So why did it happen to me this 
one time? I think I was meant to get 
up and hold my friend in the Light. If 
we believe our prayers actually help 
others, maybe my prayers 
contributed to his recovery. I hope 
so. I want to believe it, because I 
love Bill very much. 

It also made me aware how
much I loved him and how deeply I
would miss him if he passed on.
Such thoughts make us more atten-
tive to our beloved friends and
more regular in praying for them,
checking on them, and telling them
we love them. 

Since knowings are a gift they are
not something to brag about or feel
special over. Paul wrote an entire
chapter (I Cor. 12) on gifts and
ministries. Knowings might fall
under a word of knowledge or dis-
cerning of spirits or prophecy. He
goes to great lengths to show no
gift is superior to another. My 

What is the extra WCTS 
enclosed with this issue? 
The "sample issue" is for pro-
moting WCTS to new readers. 
See page 5. 

prayer is to have a little of all the
spiritual gifts he describes as they
are needed in my daily walk. 

Dalton Roberts is author, song-
writer, musician and columnist. He
belongs  to  no church but  en joys
Quaker silent worship and Unity
services. 

From the Editor: 

George Fox wrote his journal to show "the dealings of the Lord with me." 
The articles in this issue on knowings remind us, as Carolyn W. 
Treadway has said, "What has happened once can happen again." Our 
authors share some remarkable tales of seeing, dreaming, intuiting and 
hearing what was to come. They remind us always to listen, because God 
may break through at any time. 

Perhaps the most important benefit of knowings is that we have been 
enabled to respond reflectively instead. of react emotionally—while 
knowledge may not change the event as it unfolds, it changes our 
choices. And, too, the writers have learned God cares about the sparrow 
falling to the earth. Thanks to our writers for sharing not only their experi-
ences but their reflections on them. 

Mariellen Gilpin, Editor 



 

Anne C. Highland 

We forgot to pack the can 
opener. We never understood how 
the Swiss army knife got left be-
hind. All we had was my little 
pocketknife, good enough for 
making shavings to start a fire, but 
not capable of opening our cans of 
food. We were the only campers on a 
remote lake, separated from civi-
lization by a good day's paddling. 

I made an inventory; we had 
enough packaged food to survive: 
gore, oatmeal, naked rice, a bit of 
fresh fruit. But eating would not be a 
pleasure without the canned food. 

During the next day, when we 
never left camp because of the rain, I 
sat in my hammock sheltered under a 
couple of ponchos, watching the rain 
sweep across the lake. As the hours 
went by, I felt my mind being 
washed clean by the rain, becoming 
translucent. And toward evening the 
Light came through. As the dinner 
hour approached, I knew, and I told 
Virgil, if we paddled down the 
lake to the portage, and walked the 
portage trail to the next lake, at the 
far end of the trail we would find a 
can opener. In my mind's eye I saw 
campers on the shore of the next 
lake. 

"Yes, but how did you know?" 
Virgil would ask later. 

At the end of the half-mile 
portage trail we came out onto the 
shore of the next lake, carrying our 
cans in our cooking pots. But there 
was no one in sight, nor was there a 
campsite within view. I looked in-
ward for guidance. "Let's wait a 
bit," I said. As I lifted my head, a 
canoe came into sight around the 
point, but it was paddled by two 
young men in bathing suits. No 
pockets there for a Swiss army 
knife. They beached their canoe 
near us. They carried hatchets; they 
had come for firewood. 

We explained our predicament.
"Wait a few minutes while I go
back to camp. It's just around that
point. I'll bring you a can opener,"
said the older of the pair. 

When he returned he seemed
empty-handed because what he car-
ried was so small. It was a flat piece of
aluminum no larger than my
thumb. "Take it," he said. "It's both a
can opener and an emergency
spoon. Someone gave it to me when I
needed it. And now it's yours for as
long as you need it." 

I still carry it in my briefcase,
not because I need to open cans
with it, but because it helps me re-
member we live within a Mystery. 

Anne C. Highland is a clinical
psychologist in private practice in
Philadelphia. She attends Gwynedd
Meeting. She is preparing a book of
vignettes for publication. 

Pam Melick 
Until I was in my twenties I ig-

nored anything that couldn't be
explained by the five senses. But in
recent years knowing has some-
times meant hearing someone's
thoughts before they have spoken. In
other moments, I have glimpsed what
was to come, followed by a deep
sense of knowing. Many times,
however, the knowing comes in the
form of a question: "What if?" or
"What would I do if?" 

One such moment came in Oc-
tober 1995. My father underwent
open-heart surgery. Because it was
his second bypass, recovery was
slow. Previously undiagnosed dia-
betes slowed his recovery even
more. What should have taken
weeks to heal was stretching into
months. The still small voice inside
said I needed to visit him. I didn't
know what exactly would unfold, but
I knew I needed to go. 

When I arrived at the airport, I
was given a seat next to the emer-  
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gency exit. Then, I was asked the
Question that would frame the rest
of the weekend: If there were an
emergency, could I open the door
and help other passengers to safety?
As I waited, I  wrestled: What
would I do if the plane crashed?
How heavy was the door? Would I
be able to lift it? Would I be calm
enough to save lives in that type of
emergency? I didn't know why, but
I knew I needed to know the 
answers before I got to 
Columbus. I am happy to 
say  the  f l igh t  was  un-
e v e n t f u l .  B u t  s t i l l  i t  
nagged: Would I be calm 
enough to save lives in an 
emergency? 

I arrived at the convalescent
hospital to take my father to his
apartment. My father, impatient as
always, couldn't wait to leave. I
checked with his nurses to see if he
had eaten breakfast: he had been
stubbornly refusing food for the last
several weeks, dangerous fora dia-
betic. They assured me he had
eaten. I took him home, sat him in
his favorite chair, left him a little
food, and went to the grocery.
There was little in the house for a
diabetic heart patient to eat. When I
left, he was alert, rosy-cheeked,
happy to be home, and assuring me
he was fine. 

W h e n  I  r e t u r n e d  h e  w a s
slumped in his chair, too weak to
lift himself. I half-carried,
half-walked him to the toilet, where
he became violently ill. My
mind whirled. In one divine
moment, the words formed clearly
in my mind: sugar  crash .  My
mind raced  through everything
my mother had told me about
managing her diabetes. I ran to the
kitchen, poured a glass of juice, and
insisted he drink it. I was right. His
blood sugar had dropped
dangerously low. 

We spent the afternoon arguing. I
stubbornly insisted he eat to keep 

his blood sugar up. He stubbornly 
insisted he wasn't  hungry and 
didn't want to eat. My brother Ray 
arrived late that afternoon. I had 
arranged to have dinner with a 
friend and spend the night with her. 
My last words going out the door 
were, "Make sure he eats something 
every couple of hours." 

Ray called me about eleven. 
My father had taken a painkiller 

and was hallucinating. Was it the 
pain killer or something more seri-
ous? I  told Ray to dial  911.  I  
returned to find the paramedics 
trying to persuade my father to go the 
hospital. My father had refused to eat 
that evening and his blood sugar was 
so low he could have slipped into a 
coma. Because he was lucid, the 
paramedics couldn't take him to the 
hospital without his consent. They 
suggested we do what we could to 
raise his blood sugar. And if he 
passed out, call them. 

I got another glass of juice, but 
my father was too weak to sit up. 
As Ray and I worked on a better 
method for giving him the juice, my 
father started to vomit. He was on his 
back, and my only thought was, "Oh 
Lord, he's going to aspirate." I 
shouted for my brother to help me 
roll him over. I pulled from the 
front and Ray pushed from the 
back. Never stand in front of some-
one in the midst  of projecti le 
vomiting. We managed to get him 
into the bathroom again. 

As we sat with him, encouraging 
him to drink his juice, I quietly but 
firmly explained to him the 
ramifications of the last hour. If 

Ray hadn't called me, if I hadn't
figured out what was going on, we
could have been attending his fu-
neral, not feeding him juice. For the
first time my father began truly to
comprehend the consequences of
refusing to cooperate with those
who wanted to help him heal. 

My father had left the hospital
against medical advice. He ate only a
little of the hospital breakfast. My
brother was always an observer, 

not a doer. He would have 
been hard-pressed to handle 
things alone.  Had one of 
Dad 's  f r iends  taken him 
home instead of us, he could 
have died alone from insulin 

shock. Divine Spirit guided me
that weekend. It is the only way I
had the knowledge and insight pre-
c i s e l y  w h e n  n e e d e d .  A n d
beforehand, Divine guidance gave me
the questions I needed most to
prepare to save my father's life,
twice. 

I would not trade glimpses into my
future for anything. But drama has
lost its allure. I pray the subtle nudges
become more integrated and the
questions keep me on my path. I want
to know where I'm being led and what
I am expected to do, and I do it
willingly. And I will reserve drama
for those important, lifesaving
questions. 

Pam Melick is Chicago Northside
Meeting's representative to Illinois
Yearly Meeting. She recently refin-
ished the aged kitchen cabinets in
the IYM dining room. 

I want to know where I'm being led
and what I am expected to do, and

I do it willingly. 
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I had told Barb just the night 

before that I had lit a candle and 
prayed for her, and that I would go 
back to the church and do the same 
the next day while she was in sur-
gery. Although I was Quaker, my 
in-laws were Catholic, and I knew 
going to Saint Mary's and lighting a 
candle would mean something special 
to Barb. 

She was scheduled to go into 
surgery at 8:30 Friday morning. A 
hundred little things caused me to 
run late, and I didn't get to church 
until a couple of hours later. I was so 
late I almost didn't go. I found out 
later she had gone into surgery late, 
and was still being operated on while I 
was praying for her. 

I called my
husband. She
was fine. The
doctors were 

pleased. 
Should I say

something?
Should I tell him what happened in 
church? 

I decided to tell him, and we 
planned I would stay with my fa-
ther-in-law. I didn't know what I
could do; I just knew I didn't want 

Charleen Krueger 

Despite reading, meditating,
holding people in the light, .praying,
and other daily spiritual practices,
sometimes being led is like being
poked with a  sharp s t ick.  He 
leadeth me beside the still waters:
my version usually reads "S/He
drags me to the river and dunks my
head until I surrender." But recently
there has been a sweet scent sum-
moning me in the right direction. 

Before Christmas, at an inner city
meeting for worship, I heard a man's
footsteps as he entered, and with him
came a whiff of frankinc e n se  an d  
my r r h .  W h en  we  introduced 
ourselves after meeting, he said he 
had been suddenly homeless, but
he and his family were being 
sheltered by the meeting. 

On my way to visit a meeting two
hours from my home, I passed a man
at the side of the road looking at a 
flat tire. I smelled frankincense and 
myrrh again. But the devil on my
shoulder said "You'll be late for 
meeting!" Poke went the stick; I 
pulled over, and gave the man a can
of stuff that inflates the tire and
temporarily seals the leak. 

Closer to the meeting, I stopped at 
a small store to check my directions. 
There was that smell again! I
thought, Now what? in a not-too-
kindly manner.  Poke, poke. I
looked around the parking lot and
saw a woman looking at an obvi-
ously dry dipstick. I gave her two
quarts of oil, and I wasn't even sur-
prised I had it in my trunk. She told
me I was a blessing. I told her we had 
both been blessed that day: she with 
oil, and I with frankincense and
myrrh. 

Charleen Krueger is a member of
Claremont Meeting, CA. Her
bread job is nursing, but she is a
knitter 

and designer. "We are knit together
by our love of God and each other,
reflecting God's love to each other
and the world. " 

Jennifer Frick 

When I entered Saint Mary's
that morning in January of 1995,
the church was empty and still. A
few candles flickered in front of the
statue of Mary. I had come to light a 
candle and to pray for my
mother-in-law, Barb, during her 
surgery. I had 
just begun to 
pray when I 
was startled 
by an over-
whelming 
sensation. 
It seemed to come from outside me.
The feeling flooded through me,
filled my chest and flowed down
through my arms. I lived in con-
stant doubt, but I could not explain or 
ignore it. 

I opened my eyes and looked
around. I stood up. I shook my arms
and swung them about. I paced up
and down the aisles of the church,
but the feeling would not go away.
It neither lessened nor changed, and
did not fade until several hours after I 
left Saint Mary's. 

There were no definite words, 
no voices r inging through the
church or whispering in my ear.
There was only this—absolute and 
total knowing: She's not going to 
make it through this. Yet, that she 
would die didn't seem likely. She'd
had so many tests to see if she was
strong enough for surgery. All of 
the doctors were certain she would
be fine. And yet I knew. I knew as I
had never known anything before. 

ething before it  
with my theology. 

Carmen Bruce 

While walking today, 
I came upon a nest. 
It had fallen from a tree, 
landing on my path to rest. It 
was empty as was I. 
And its message was to fly. 
And its message was to fly. 

Carmen Bruce belongs to 
Providence meeting, PA. She 
lives as much as possible in the 
present moment, where she 
writes poetry. 

Knowing som
happens conflicts

And yet I knew
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him to be alone when his wife died. 
Monday passed uneventfully. The 
bypass surgery had worked; her 
toes were pink. What had the mes-
sage meant? 

Barb was a heavy smoker, and 
her lungs were not good. On Tuesday 
the doctors put in a breathing tube. It 
was very uncomfortable, and they 
sedated her. 

She suffered a massive stroke. 
Half her brain was destroyed. On 
Friday, my father-in-law made the 
decision to turn off the machines. 
The doctors predicted she would 
last only a few hours, but her husband 
said, "She's a fighter," and he was 
right. She died Monday. 

Why had I received this warn-
ing? David, my son, had died at 
birth a little over a year before, and I 
had received no such warning 
then. There were things I could 
have done to prevent David's death. It 
didn't seem fair. Why had I been 
warned about Barb but not David? It 
didn't make sense. I could do nothing 
for Barb, and yet I knew. But because 
I knew, I stayed with my 
father-in-law, and he was not alone. 

I do not believe in predestination, 
and knowing something before it 
happens conflicts with my theology. 
And yet, in the end, there is only 
this: I knew. 

Jennifer Frick can't get clear to pray 
for anything else, or center, until she 
has prayed for others. She is a 
member of West Richmond Friends 
IN, and a graduate of Christian 
Theological Seminary. 

Dreams and 
Visions 

Sadie Vernon

One morning I woke up very sad 
and my grandmother finally got me to 
tell her what my tears were about. I 
had a dream in which I saw my dear 
Uncle P in a coffin in the parlor. She 
assured me he was well, that she had 
heard from him and he would be 
home soon. I felt better, but so 
needed to see him. Ina few weeks he 
came and I felt better. Then it 
happened: a few weeks later he fell 
ill and never recovered. There he 
was in that coffin, just as I had seen 
him. It was devastating to a 
five-year-old. My grandmother knew 
I wanted an explanation. 

"You have second sight. If you 
see anything like this again, don't 
tell everybody. Just tell me. People 
will want to pay you to tell them what 
you see. Do not ever get that started."

After leaving home I was 
made aware whenever a member of 
my mother's family passed on. At my  
g randmothe r ' s  pa ss ing  I  
dreamed of angels carrying her 
away. My Uncle Wallace's death 
was also made known, as I saw an-
gels carry him away. ... 

One morning I woke up after a 
terrifying dream. I was nervous and 
afraid to leave the house, though I 
knew I had to teach school. I was 
not ill and my class would be waiting. 
The dream went like this: 

I was on my way to school 
when just at the railway junction I 
saw a girl on a bicycle and a little 
dog beside her. Coming from the 
right was the doctor in his car. He 
did not, really could not, see the 
girl coming up the grade. Coming 
around the left curve was a truck. I 
could not. see it but heard it grinding 
its way around the slope. As the girl 
got on the bike with the dog 

Help Us Get 
The Word Out 

Tucked inside this issue of 
WCTS is our new sample 
issue which includes articles 
from past issues and an in-
vitation to subscribe. We are 
asking each subscriber to 
share with others in their 
meetings. Will you show it to 
your friends? Post it on the 
bulletin board at the meet-
inghouse? If you want more 
copies of the sample issue you 
can download them from 
http://www. geocities. com/wh 
at_canst_thou_say/ or write 
to m-gilpin@uiuc.edu, or Ma-
riellen Gilpin, 818 W. 
Columbia, Champaign, IL. If 
you know others who hunger 
for companionship on their 
journey to God, please let them 
know about WCTS. 

running beside her, she turned almost
in the doctor's path and he swerved
to avoid her, just as the truck came
around the bend. The car bounced
against the truck and was turned in
the opposite direction. As the truck
driver put on his brakes, some men in
the back of the truck were flung up and
over and some just lay on the
ground as though they were dead or
injured. I was standing about six
inches from the front wheel of the
truck with my back against a barbed
wire fence. 

I really wanted someone to go
with me to school. The Senior Matron
was very busy; the yard boy was
out; and nobody could understand
my fear. I finally got the children's
matron to agree to go. 
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We were no sooner in the very 
spot where I was in the dream when 
the whole thing went off as I had 
seen it. The only difference was 
that in the dream I was alone, but in 
the event someone was with me! ... 

If I lie on my back, I see lots of 
colors, all colors of the rainbow 
swirling around. That is the way the 
visions start, but if I turn over, I can 
stop it. So, I pile up pillows beside me 
in bed so I never roll over onto my 
back. I do not want to see the visions 
because they relate to the future and I 
am prepared to live one day at a time. 
It is going to happen anyway. If I 
cannot change anything, I do not 
want to know. 

Excerpts from In Transit: The Story 
of a Journey. Sadie Vernon, 2000. 
Judy Lumb, Editor. Available at 
<angeluspress. com>. 

Sadie Vernon is the only Belizean 
Quaker. She was Executive Director 
of the Belize Council of Churches, 
work supported by Friends United 
Meeting Missions. 

The Right Tools 
Mary K. Mallett 

My father was dying at a very 
inconvenient time. It was 
mid-August when my father's 
nursing service in Florida said he 
was within days, if not hours, of 
death. I should plan to come to 
Florida as soon as possible. The 
problem was my two dogs. 

I called my in-home dog sitters, 
but they were completely booked 
for the rest of August. The other 
dog sitters were also unavailable. I 
called kennels and veterinarian of-
fices but, due to the short notice and 
the peak travel season in Maryland, 
absolutely no one could take the 
dogs. These dogs were too large 
and too elderly to be crated and 

flown. I had only one choice--drive 
to Florida and take the dogs with 
me. 

As I was packing my little Geo 
Metro to make a quick exit to 
Florida, I prayed that God would 
keep my father alive a few more 
days so I could say good-bye. I had so 
much to take—money, clothes, ice 
chest. Then there were the dogs' 
needs—bowls, treats, food, leashes. 

I was retrieving my sun-hat 
from the closet by the front door 
when I heard a voice—not my own 
voice nor the voice of anyone else I 
knew. It was certainly not the still 
small voice I have heard during 
Quaker Meeting. This voice was 
loud, clear, and very emphatic. It 
said, "Take the tool kit. You'll need it 
for the broken window." I envisioned 
a broken house window. I retorted 
out loud, as though I had always 
heard voices, "But I'm going to a 
hospital to be with my dying 
father. Why would I be fixing a 
window?" I heard the voice again, 
patient but as emphatic as the first 
time, "Take the tool kit. You'll 
need it for the broken window." 
"OK," I said, grabbing the tool kit 
from the front closet. It certainly 
could not hurt to have tools for such a 
long drive. 

When I was within 60 miles of my 
father's hospital, I telephoned my 
Florida niece. She advised me to 
wait until the next morning to arrive. 
She had made reservations at a 
near-by dog kennel that closed at 6 
PM, but would reopen early the next  
day .  I t  was  dark  when I  
checked the dogs and me into a 
motel for one last night. 

It was also dark early the next 
morning when I repacked the car. 
The dogs were in the rear of the 
hatchback as I nervously backed 
out of my parking space. Bam! I 
had backed into something in the 
darkness behind my car. The dogs 
jumped into the front of the car as 

pellets of broken glass from my
hatch window flew toward them.
The dogs were terrified but un-
harmed. A large tractor-trailer had
parked behind me and, in my emo-
tional distress in the pre-dawn dark, I
had backed into the trailer. There was
not a scratch on the trailer, but my
hatch was bent outward at a crazy
angle, hanging loosely, as though it
would fall off. 

I sat down fora good cry while I
waited fora tow truck. My mind
reeled--could I wait to get this re-
paired? Would I get to my father in
time? When the tow truck arrived, I
explained to the driver I was trying to
hurry to my father's deathbed. The
driver showed great concern. He
said, "If only I had brought my
smaller tools I could fix the hatch
so it would close securely. You
could go buy a piece of plastic and
tape it over the window until you
can get back to Maryland. I wish I had
brought the smaller tools; then you
could be on your way to your father." I
remembered the tool kit. The driver
found the perfect pair of small pliers
and secured the hatch. 

Within a few hours the dogs
were settled in the kennel and I was at
my father's bedside, saying my
goodbyes. 

hi this special time God (or
God's angels/spirit-guides) spoke to
me loud and clear. Even though I
doubted my own precognition, I
had complied with what I was told.
Since that time, I have learned to be
more open to divine communica-
tion, and I try harder to make good
use of all the tools God has pro-
vided. 

Mary Mallett is a member of Sandy
Spring Meeting, Maryland. She has
completed several workshops in
psychic mediumship, which have
helped her understand many of the
divine communications she has re-
ceived, both within and outside of
meeting for worship. 
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Kerttu Kay Barnett 

My long friendship with Diana 
began when we were students at 
Pendle Hill in 1957, she from Eng-
land and I from Finland. When my 
family was looking fora way to 
leave New York City she found us a 
house very close to her home in the 
Hudson Valley. She was like a sister 
to me and a devoted aunt to 
my children. Hardly a day went by 
that we did not talk or visit, and she 
spent many holiday celebrations 
with us. We were bo th  ac t ive  in  
t he  Quaker  meeting. 

One summer she Went to visit 
France and became ill. She came 
home at once and was diagnosed with 
leukemia. I visited her at the hospital 
nearly every day for several months. 

After numerous blood transfu-
sions the doctors sadly announced 
there were no more treatments for 
her, and she was allowed to go 
home as long as her temperature 
was normal. 

Late one evening I received a call 
from her niece, who had come from 
Australia to help take care of her. 
Diana wanted to know the remedy I 
had used to lower my son's fever 
when he was very young. This was 
such a strange question that I 
immediately drove to her house to 
see if I could help. 

Diana seemed normal. A few days 
before some friends had taken her to a 
park, and she had been able to walk a 
little. Perhaps she was getting better. 
She did have a low grade fever, but 
refused to go to the hospital. I went 
home. 

Next morning I got ready to drive 
to my volunteer job. I felt a very 
strong power take hold of me. I did 
not have any will of my own. I had to 
obey whatever was directing me. I 
started to drive, but not to my 

job. I drove right to Diana's house. 
This did not make any sense, since I 
was there the night before. I entered 
Diana's bedroom. 

A lady from a religious com-
munity nearby was reading a Bible 
aloud. Diana's husband told me she 
had used the bathroom at two 
o'clock, returned to bed, and lapsed 
into a coma. She was breathing qui-
etly. We three were sitting in the 

silent room when her breath grew 
uneven. Then there was a breath in 
and one out, and nothing more. She 
had left us. We summoned two 
Quaker friends. We all sat in si-
lence around her bed until her body 
was taken away for burial. 

I had been summoned to wit-
ness Diana's death. She knew how 
afraid I was of death, how close to 
death I had been during the war. 
She waited until I arrived before 
she took her last breath. She gave 
me a priceless gift, to see that death is 
so simple: one breath in and the other 
out and nothing more. There were 
many hints and messages given to 
me what was going to happen. If I 
had not been so blind perhaps I 
would have had more insight to 
respond. 

Kerttu Kay Barnett is a member 
of the New Paltz Meeting, NY. She 
repeats the Jesus Prayer and 
watches her breath, which holds 
her in the here and now. Her aim is 
to be aware of her breath all her 
waking hours, and perhaps in sleep 
as well. 

Elizabeth F. Meyer 

I belong to a meeting which has 
had many wonderful presiding 
clerks over the years, and those 
who have never served in that role 
view the job with awe, feeling they are 
not spiritually ready to be clerk 

of the meeting. I was no ex- 
ception. 

About  a  year  and a  half  
before I heard the nominating 
voice, I was finishing a stint as 
the clerk of a yearly meeting 
committee. I had enjoyed my 

work with that committee, and I 
was feeling a sense of loss that this 
term was coming to an end. I felt at 
loose ends because I did not feel a 
leading to anything else. Then, in 
meeting for worship, I was holding 
this sense of loss in the Light when I 
received a clear impression that God 
had other work for me, and I was not 
supposed to be clerking committees at 
this time. This impression removed 
my feeling of loss, and over the next 
year and a half I resisted attempts by 
others to get me to serve as clerk of 
committees. I did not know what this 
other work might be, but I was patient 
and calm when I remembered the 
impression I had received. 

About six months after I re-
ceived this impression, I began 
serving on my monthly meeting's 
nominating committee. I came on the 
committee when our meeting was 
struggling to find a new assistant 
clerk. The assistant clerk serves as a 
kind of clerk-in-training, and then 
becomes the presiding clerk in two 
years. Thus, when the meeting 
approves a new assistant clerk, it 
effectively is naming its future pre-
siding clerk. After an extensive 
search, nominating committee 
found a person willing to serve as 

She gave me a priceless gift, to see 
that death is so simple: one breath 
in and the other out and no more. 
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assistant clerk, but some members
objected, and the nomination was
withdrawn. An acceptable candi-
date finally was approved, but not
before there were many hurt feel-
ings. The whole controversy served to
make people even more reluctant to
be nominated for assistant clerk. 

A year later, I was washing
dishes on a sunny winter afternoon. I
stood in 
a pool of
light that
streamed 
down 
from the 
skylight 
overhead. I was in a dreamy mood,
enjoying the winter sun and letting my
mind wander where it would.
Thoughts about nominating com-
mittee drifted across my mind: how
much I had enjoyed service on that
committee; how the committee
would soon have new members in-
cluding Barr Morley, one of the
spiritual giants of the meeting; how
this year we had to find a new as-
sistant clerk. 

Then, I heard the voice. It was
loud and clear. I did not hear it with
my ears, but it was as clear as if
spoken by someone in the room. It
said, "You know, don't you, Betsy,
that when Barry comes on nominating
committee, he will suggest you for
assistant clerk." 

The voice threw me into a
tizzy. I knew the voice had to be
right because its authority was so
clear, but I felt unprepared, and our
meeting's standards were so high.
Didn't the nominee almost have to be
able to walk on water to be approved?
I had thought I might take a turn as
clerk ten years down the road, but
now seemed too soon. I tried to think
of others who could be nominated,
and I comforted myself with the
thought that we would not begin the
assistant clerk search fora number of
months. 

A few weeks later, the nomi-
nating committee met with its new
members, including Barry. Some-
one groaned, "We have to find an
assistant clerk this year." 

Barry piped up, "That will be
no problem this time. I know who it
will be." He pointed to me. 

It took several months before I
felt comfortable accepting the in 

evitable, and I
had to be sure

the 
committee 
considered

other candidates

and was comfortable nominating
me. As I worked with Barry in the
nominating process, I discovered he
had a real gift for knowing who
should fill which positions. I had to
trust Barry was right in my case as
well. 

Serving my meeting as assistant
and then presiding clerk turned out to
be a labor of love. I treasured
every minute of those four years,
especially the many challenges. The
constant need to rely on the Spirit
f o r  d i r ec t i on  and  a s s i s t an ce
strengthened my faith, and I felt the
love and support of the whole
meeting. The nomination was ex-
actly what I needed at that point in my
spiritual formation. 

What was that "nominating
voice" I heard? Was it the voice of
God or was it merely intuition putting
two and two together in my
subconscious? Certainly, I knew
certain facts that could add up in-
tuitively: that Barry would come on
the committee, and that Barry re-
spected and sought to encourage
me. However, Barry was a spiritual
mentor to many, and I had no hint
he might have seen me in a clerking
role. Moreover, the voice spoke
with such authority and had such a
sense of other, that is, not being of
myself, that I believe the voice was 

more than just intuition. I think of it as 
intuition informed by the Spirit. 

Like many Friends, I want to 
serve God according to the Divine 
will, but discernment is a challenge. 
My experiences of first receiving 
the impression that there was other 
work and of later hearing the nomi-
nating voice has given me comfort 
as I continue to seek to discern how 
God would  use  me.  I  fee l  the  
promise that God is with me, con-
stantly  forming me for future 
service as I seek to serve in the pre-
sent. God will lead me step by step, 
and if I should get lost, God will 
call me back. I might even hear a 
voice. 

E l i z a b e t h  " B e t s y "  M e y e r  i s  a  
member of Sandy Spring Meeting in 
Maryland. 

J o y c e  W  P ov o l n y  

Second sight is the only sight 
Worth having. 
For the pure in heart 
(That clarifies the eye) 
Shall see God as He is 
And not as we imagine 
Him to be. 

Joyce Povolny became a member of 
Evanston Meeting, Illinois, in 1958. 
"That there is that of God in everyone 
and the Christ within teaches you 
Himself, without need of clergy and 
formal church, perfectly fits my soul 
and is the foundation from which my 
poetry comes." 

God is with me, constantly 
forming me for future services as 
I seek to serve in the present. 
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I  rea l ized jus t  how rea l  the  danger  
had been and how those words had 

reached me jus t  in t ime.  

Out of the Blue 
Carol Roth 

As coord ina to r  fo r  s even  
meetings from 1989 to 1991, I visited 
each meeting often. I loved the long 
drive through many small towns, 
especially when the peach orchards 
were in full bloom. At home there 
were six children, and the 
constant calls for attention 
granted me scant time to breathe, 
let alone think, but on those long 
stretches of quiet country roads, I 
was able to enjoy my surroundings 
and savor the peace and quiet. 

That's exactly what I was doing 
when I approached a portion of a 
heavily traveled road. It was fa-
vored by tractor-trailers, for once 
into the town it fed into other major 
routes. As usual, congestion was 
heavy on this road I had taken hun-
d r ed s  o f  t i mes .  Ahead  l ay  a  
narrowed stretch of road caused by a 
small bridge over a creek. Crossing 
the bridge meant that one drove in a 
half-circle, which had been the scene 
of accidents. Coming toward me 
were three cars, followed by the high 
dome of a tractor-trailer. In back 
of me was a line of traffic. 

I was focused on the road ahead 
when all of a sudden I heard words, 
Look in your rearview mirror. The 
words were sharp and loud as 
though being spoken by someone 
sitting beside me. My hands tight-
ened on the steering wheel, my 
stomach gave a lurch, and as I was 
wondering where in the world these 
words were coming from I heard 
another command, Do it now! The 
words seemed to reverberate with 
an urgency I could not ignore. 

My eyes flicked up to my rear-
view mirror. I gasped out loud. In 
back of me, crossing over the solid 
white line, speeding up the road 
about four car lengths behind me, 
was a sporty red convertible. The 
three cars that had been coming 

toward me had gone by, but the 
driver in the convertible seemed 
oblivious to the tractor-trailer 
coming toward us fully in view, 
straightening out as it came around 
the curve. The driver of the red 
convertible was intent on passing 
all of us, and not only I but also 
everyone behind me was in for a 
massive chain reaction accident. 

Other drivers blew their horns. 
What could  I do to avoid this, to 
help stop this? I was about to reach 
closing distance with the semi when I 
heard the words, Slow down. Im-
mediately, without hesitation, I 
began to slow down, praying the 
cars behind would see my brake 
lights. The red convertible was al-
most beside me. A young woman 
brushed her hair, one hand on the 
wheel. I braked harder, being careful 
not to come to a complete stop. I 
could hear the loud sound of the 
blaring horn from the tractor-trailer, 
the driver steering it to the right. I 
also steered my car to the right as far 
as I could. 

The driver of the convertible 
never gave a hint that she saw ei-
ther of us, that she understood the 

  

 

danger. She was beside me now. 
The opening created by the 
tractor-trailer driver and me was just 
wide enough for her to drive 
through, and she roared by without a 
backward glance as she sped around 
the half-curve; then she was out 
of sight. I was shaking but kept my 
car under control, easing back into 
the proper portion of my lane. I 
glanced at the tractor-trailer driver. 
His face was ashen. He tipped his hat 
and I nodded as we passed. 

As I came fully to the end of 
the half-circle, I saw a police car, 
parked behind the red convertible. 
He must have been waiting to catch 
speeders. I pulled over and walked 
up to the police officer, who was 
bent over the driver's door. The 
young woman was screaming and 
cursing. I asked if I could speak to 
him about her and told him what 
she had done. All the while, she 
continued to curse, to demand she 
be allowed to go on her way. She 
then began to call me names, saying I 
was lying and she had not passed in a 
no-pass zone. 

The police officer took statements 
from other drivers who also pulled 
over. When it became apparent she 
would not stop her raving, he 
locked her car up and placed her in 
the police car. I got in my own car 
and drove away, intending to go 
straight to the nearest meeting, but 
once I was back on country roads 
again, I knew I had to stop, to re-
group, to regain some sense of 
peace. I stopped my car next to the 
first field I came to. It was covered in 
dense clover; yellow buttercups 
could be seen everywhere, and  

ahead was a cluster of trees. I 
sat under a large maple, grateful 
f o r  t h e  s h a d e .  I  c o u l d n ' t  
c o m p r e h e n d  w h a t  I  h a d  

experienced moments before. 

Questions tumbled. Where 
had the warnings in my car 

come from? Without any notice, 
those three commands had come: 
Look in your rearview mirror; Do it 
now; Slow down. The words did not 
come as thoughts but as clear di-
rectives from someone present 
beside me. Something Holy had 
been in that car, granting me in-
stantaneous foreknowledge of an 
event about to occur. I had been 
told what to do, when to do it, and my 
life had been spared as well as those 
of everyone around me. Tears welled 
as I realized just how real 
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the danger had been and how those 
words had reached me just in time. 
My heart swelled with gratitude, 
awe, wonder, and thanksgiving at 
the soul-knowledge Someone cared 
about me and everyone else around 
me. Out of the blue, once again, 
communication with the Source; I 
whispered a fervent "Thank you" as I 
went on my way. 

Carol Roth is a poet, a writer, 
and a person on a journey to reach 
the center of her soul. 

 

Flooded with 
God's Life 

Reg Naulty 

I had a very religious boyhood 
and youth. When I went to univer-
sity, I studied philosophy, partly 
because the philosophers were the 
only ones in university who spoke 
about God in a serious way. But 
they were strongly atheist. They 
were good, friendly, highly intelli-
gent, and helpful, but they were 
unrelent ing in thei r  a theism.  
Moreover, it was often implied 
there was something dishonest 
about religious belief, that it in-
volved deliberate self-deception. 

I pursued my religious enquir-
ies in this context for years, and 
when I was well into my Ph.D., 
studying alone in the library, I was 
flooded with God's life, so that it 
was within and around me, power-
ful  and undeniable,  peaceful,  
loving, joyful. The experience 

lasted about twenty minutes. It hap-
pened again next day, also for about 
twenty minutes. 

There was a slightly curious as-
pect of my reaction. The experience 
was not overwhelming: it did not 
make me incapable of doing any-
th ing  e l se .  Af t e r  I  had  been  
wondering at it delightedly for 
about fifteen minutes, I asked myself 
what else I should be doing, a 
question that embarrassed me. 

It was only later I realized the 
experience wasn't meant to occupy 
my whole life, and it could co-exist 
simultaneously with ordinary mun-
dane pursuits. Since then, I have 
sometimes been aware, for days at a 
time, of God's love and peace 
within, in a less intense way, as I 
went about my daily life. This ex-
perience was never as engulfing as 
the ones in the library, and at its 
strongest, was exactly as Mar-
maduke Stevenson wrote in 1655: I 
was filled with the love and pres-
ence of the living God, which did 
ravish my heart when I felt it, for it  
did increase and abound in 
me like a living stream, so 
did the life and love of God 
run through me like a pre-
cious ointment giving a 
pleasant smell. 

Reg Naulty is a mem-
ber of Canberra Meeting, 
Australia. He is a retired 
senior lecturer in philosophy 
and religion at Charles Sturt 
University, Riverina. 

E x c e r p t e d  a n d  r e -
printed by permission of Reg 
Naulty, from This We C a n  
S a y :  A u s t r a l i a n  
Quaker Life, Faith and 
Thought, an anthology 
published by Australian 
Yearly Meeting of the Soci-
ety of Friends (Quakers) 
Inc. 2003. 

I read the May issue this morning in 
the car, after parking at work and 
before walking in, and it helped me 
get off to a better start for the day. I 
was cranky for some reason, and 
the articles I read brought tears to my 
eyes and gave me perspective. Thank 
you to everyone! Amy Perry 

– – – – – – – – – –

Sometimes I am way too casual in 
how I treat these very spiritual 
things. At the time I am always 
awe-stricken, reverent, very deeply 
grateful, overwhelmed with the 
soul-knowledge I am given a great 
gift. But then everyday life swal-
lows me up. I do not ever forget, 
but my mind focuses on the here 
and now. I am grateful to contribute 
to WCTS. For it is then I unlock my 
heart where the treasures exist. And it 
is then I am once again awash in 

Tell Us Your Storiesl 

What Canst Thou Say is a 
worship-sharing group in print Its 
richness comes from the generous 
sharing of readers with one another. 
Articles of 350 to 1500 words can be 
submitted by e-mail to 
m-gilpin@uiuc.edu. If you cannot 
send by e-mail please send a disk in 
Microsoft Word or generic text format 
or your paper copy to WCTS, 818 W. 
Columbia, Champaign, IL 61820. 

With joyous expectat ion we look 
forward to receiving your contribu-
tion to our worship-sharing group in 
p r i n t .  — T h e  E d i t o r i a l  T e a m  o f  
WCTS: Kathy Tapp, Patricia McBee, 
Mariellen Gilpin, Eleanor Warnock, 
Judy Lumb. 
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Letters -- Continued 
gratitude and aware of how much 
God loves me and how much I love 
God. Carol Roth 

Blessings to you! What Canst Thou 
Say? is one of the very few publi-
cations that I read every single 
word of, every issue. It is a very 
precious thing. Rita Varlet 

My continued gratitude to WCTS. 
The themes and contents provide 
good news and comfort during 
these troubled times. Carmen 
Bruce 

 

Does your meeting or a wider 
Quaker group have a newsletter or 
website? We can send you an an-
nouncement about WCTS—by 
email—save your newsletter edi-
t o r  h a v i n g  t o  t y p e  t h e  
announcement herself. Write or 
email m-gilpin@uiuc.edu. Help 
someone learn about our extended 
family of readers. 

Near Deer 
Michael Klinger

I was driving up-river from a 
Quaker gathering around midnight 
one summer Saturday night. The 
evening was cooling off, there were 
patches of fog. At the last minute I 
decided to turn off the main road 
and take a back road past the nursery, 
along the creek. 

As soon as I chose to do that, I 
saw in my mind 's  eye,  as  i f  a  
flashing neon sign, the single word, 
deer. It was so emphatic I slowed 
down. It took 15 seconds to go up 
the hill, down the other side past the 
nursery, 20 seconds to pass the 
dam; there was a bit of fog. 

The road leveled off then, and 
sure enough, from right to left 
through the mist two deer suddenly 
ran across in front of the car. I 
stopped, paused 8 seconds, and one 
more deer jaunted across. I said a 
quick prayer thanking the Great 

Spirit for alerting me to the pres-
ence of deer. Consequently, neither 
the deer nor the car got hurt. 

Although these experiences are 
rather affirming cool 
attention-getters, I don't need 
them to believe. There have been 
numerous other knowings over the 
years, becoming more frequent, many 
of a numinous and profound 
nature. I thank God. 

Michael Klinger is a member 
of Harrisburg Meeting, PA, and 
former clerk of Worship and Ministry 
committee. He is a singer and 
songwriter ter and member of Fellow-
ship of Quakers in the Arts. 

(This article was received late, 
and the formatting of this issue was 
already worked out.) 

SUBSCRIPTION FORM 
Please send this form to: WCTS c/o Margaret Willits 

P.O. Box 5082, Sonora CA 95370. 
Enclosed is my check to What Canst Thou Say? 
 _____ $8 for a one-year subscription  _____ $15 for two years 
 _____ $5 for a one-year electronic subscription 
 _____ $30 for a complete set of back issues 

Enclosed is a contribution of $ _____  

1 cannot afford $8, enclosed is $ _____  Please keep me on the mailing list. 

Name __________________________________________________  

Address ________________________________________________  

City, State, Zip ___________________________________________  

Phone  _________________ Email  
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Please write for What Canst Thou Say? 
(See instructions for authors on page 10) 

November 2004 
Darkness 
Editor: Judy Lumb 

Darkness descends in every life,
whether in outward chaos (war,
abuse, treachery) or inward (de-
pression, unresolved anger, grief).
Sometimes darkness comes when the
evil of this world seems over-
whelming. Darkness is also the
sweet respite in which we rest and
find growth, wholeness and solace.
The dark night of the soul can be a
formative step on the contempla-
tive journey. Tell us your exper-
iences of darkness, of God's presence
in the dark, and of the new things
that grew in you in the dark time.
Deadline: August 15, 2004 

February 2005 
Loving God with Our 
Whole Being 
Editor. Pat McBee 
Some strands of our spiritual heri-
tage focus simply on loving God
—not straining for truth or right
action, just focusing on God and on
loving God ever more fully. From
this, they say, flows not a reclusive
contemplative life, but a
grace-filled engagement with our
world, loving all we meet, and living
with a natural clarity and fearless
faithfulness. How have you
cultivated this single-minded love of
God? How has it affected your
engagement with the world? 
Deadline: November 15, 2004 

May 2005 

Spiritual Emergence(y) 
Editor. Kathy Tapp and 
Jennifer Elam 
Many people have experiences of 
God for which they do not have 
words or frameworks for under-
standing. Ina moment or in a day, 
new understanding, visions, voices, 
or bodily sensations break through. It 
can be profoundly disorienting. 
Family and friends may fear for 
our mental health. Have you had an 
experience of spiritual emergence 
or have you helped another through 
such an intense encounter with the 
Spirit? How did you navigate this 
intense time? What was helpful? 
Deadline: February 15, 2005 
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