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You will say, Christ saith this, and the apostles say this: but what canst thou say? Art 
thou a child of Light and hast thou walked in the Light, and what thou speakest, is it 
inwardly from God? ------ George Fox 

Guidance 

Stretch Out Your Hands Maurine Pyle 

F or several years I rented a 
bedroom in my condominium to a 
boarder. Todd wasn't just any old 
boarder. I had met him at our 
Quaker meeting one Sunday morn
ing where he had gone seeking 
solace for his troubles. Somehow 
his life got tangled up with mine. 
That is how God does it. A simple 
hello eventually leads to someone 
living in your back bedroom. What 
brought Todd eventually to my 
door was a deep desire for spiritual 
direction, something he had longed 
for all of his life. I became his 
guide and mentor for three years 
while he struggled. 

One night at the dinner table as 
we were enjoying his good home 
cooking, I noticed that he was very 
sad, more sad than usual. When I 
inquired, he told me his friend 
Betty, an Internet buddy from Colo
rado, was quite ill with breast 
cancer. I suggested that we sit and 
pray for Betty after dinner. 

As we centered into silence I 
immediately and clearly heard a 
word-fragrance. I held onto this 
word until our meditation had 
ended. I knew exactly where to go 
next-Song of Songs, Chapter I. 
Although I rarely touch this book of 
the Bible, I quickly found the verse 
I was looking for: "When your 

name is spoken aloud, it is like a 
spreading perfume." I told Todd 
that this was a message for Betty. 
He was used to my odd intuitive 
ways so he immediately went to 
send her an email message. Her 
reply came in an instant: "Bless 
Maurine. That quotation was cross
stitched by a friend of mine and sits 
framed on my mantle next to my 
children's pictures." 

How did I know? I did not 
know. I am willing to bear a mes
sage and this one was stunningly 
specific. What did it mean? To me 
it meant God was sending a direct 
blessing to Betty to comfort her. I 
was simply the messenger. 

From the Editor: 

In the Book of John 21:18 Je
sus says to Peter, "I tell you 
solemnly as a young man, you fas
tened your belt and went about as 
you pleased. But when you are 
older you will stretch out your 
hands and another will tie you fast 
and carry you off against your 
will." Afterwards, Jesus said, 
"Follow me." 

I first stretch out my hands and 
then I follow where I am led. That 
is how some miracles are worked. 

Maurine Pyle, Lake Forest Friends 
Meeting, Illinois, is servant leader, 
otherwise known as clerk, of Illinois 
Yearly Meeting. 

It has been a rich experience to receive these testimonies to the 
many ways guidance can change a moment, change fives. These 
stories show that guidance can come in many forms-through 
dreams, animals, writing, fragrances, stones, strong nudges, and 
from internal knowings. A quote included in the email signature of 
one contributor addressed a quandary in this editor's fife and gave 
the perfect counsel. Thanks to al/ who shared their stories of being 
led. 

KathyTapp, 
~rlitnr fnr thi~ i~~IJ{:l 



Brief Encounter 
Anne C. Highland 

On an afternoon that was too 
windy for the beach, when we were 
all immersed in our books in our 
own sheltered garden, why did the 
restlessness suddenly ripen within 
me so that I announced that I was 
going for a walk along the road? 
Off I went, and, at a fork in the 
road, I made the unusual choice of 
going where I had been before, in
stead of exploring new ground, 
because I felt drawn toward the 
fresh-water pond. As I entered the 
gap in the hedge enclosing a small 
park at the pond's edge, I saw a 
young woman sitting on the grass 
beside her bicycle, smoking. The 
birds hovered very near her, which 
told me something of her nature, 
and also that she had been there 
awhile. As I approached and smiled 
at her, she began to talk, giving me 
the highlights of her 30-something 
years-the drunk driving convic
tion that resulted in her getting 
around by bike, the abusive boy
friend, the deep knowings from her 
tribal and Creole heritage, the de
spair that hit her every day. 

We sat on the grass together. 
She did not need psychological in
sights. She needed another human 
being to hear the pain in her heart 
and reflect to her the beauty of her 
spirit. 

As we ended our conversation, 
I folded my hands and bowed my 
head. "Namaste," I said. "Do you 
know what that means?" 

"Yes," she said, and returned 
that salutation: God within me rec
ognizes and honors God within you. 
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I resumed my walk. On my 
way back, she passed me, riding 
home on her bike. She blew me a 
kiss. 

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. 

A Deer Shall 
Lead Thee 

Hazel Jonyak 

In the months leading to the 
US invasion of Iraq I vigiled with 
others in our small town. I placed 
throw rugs ("Persian" and Ameri
can) on the icy parking lot, hung 
words of hope written on dishtow
els and pillow cases on an old
fashioned drying rack, and held a 
blue and green earth flag my 85-
year-old mother had sewed. My 

four-year-old grandson often stood 
with me, and when airplanes flew 
overhead my womb contracted with 
the fear of what planes over Bagh
dad would mean to Iraqi families. A 
double-vision of this reality (dark
windowed Suburbans and pickups 
whizzing by the Kwik-Stop across 
the street from our peace witness) 
and Near East reality (grandparents, 
mothers and fathers, children 
poised in fear of US power) forced 
me to express my heartache with 
the simplest and most utilitarian 
household materials: cloth, wood, 
and diaper pins. 

When the attack on Iraq was 
announced, we gathered the next 
evening at our local Tree of Peace, 
an Arbor vitae, planted in ceremony 
by Jake Swamp of the Mohawk 
nation some twenty years ago. The 
flames from our candles and the 
songs of perseverance we sang 
couldn't comfort me or stop my 
crying. 

I retreated to my lair, a one
room house in the woods. Near 
morning, from my dream world I 
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glimpsed a mother and child ante
lope pass by the window at the 
southeast comer of my home. They 
were a subdued reddish-brown, 
with the little one behind its 
mother, quietly continuing their 
journey toward a logging path to 
the west. 

With their brief presence in my 
world I was soothed. These exotic 
pronged antelope, kindred to our 
white-tailed deer (waawaashkeshi
wag), gracefully entered our north 
woods radiating quiet centeredness. 
Then, at a thrift shop, I happened 
upon a four-inch pronged antelope 
created of paper and glue. It was 
red-orange, with touches of golden 
iridescence. I placed this kneeling 
antelope at the top of my bookcase, 
kitty-corner to my bed, to remind 
me of the peace and acceptance of 
the dream-visitors. 

At about the time of the 
planting of the Tree of Peace 
twenty years ago, I had been scared 
in an encounter with a flesh and 
blood deer. My daughter and I had 
been driving to my brother's home 
at dusk. With no warning, a winter
starved doe ran into the side of our 
maroon Bronco. She was terribly 
hurt, unable to move, with two of 
her legs broken. As I placed my 
hand on her head and looked into 
her eyes, I was astounded that this 
deer which I had fatally injured 
communicated no fear or anger to
wards me. (Perhaps I had expected 
her to try to bite or get away from 
me, but it was more like an intimate 
connecting.) The deer had to be put 
down and there was no way I could 
do it. 
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A friend drove by, and stopped 
to put the deer out of its misery. We 
placed the body in the back of the 
Bronco and I drove on tremulously. 
My brother helped me gut the deer, 
and we found only twigs and bits of 
popple bark in her stomach. I took 
the carcass home and hung it out
side to cool-but couldn't return to 
normal myself. In an awful enact
ment of Ojibwe sharing of my "first 
kill," I gave meat to friends and 
family, but could not bear to par
take of the deer myself. 

A couple of days later an 
Ojibwe elder came to visit. When I 
told him of the death of the deer, 
Bill told me I needed to put asemaa 
(tobacco) down to honor the spirit 
of the deer. After he left, I placed 
tobacco on the hide of the deer. 
Immediately I was comforted. The 
giving of tobacco placed the inci
dent into the realm of the sacred
out of the grotesque. And with 
Bill's help later that spring I 
scraped and stretched the hide, 
noting how visceral and pungent 
life, death, and transforming-of
hide can be. (Bill had me soak the 
hide for three days so that the hair 
would slip off more easily!) 

In my experience the antelope 
dream after the attack on Iraq and 
my killing of the deer (or the deer's 
offering her life to me) are con
nected. The antelope and deer 
brought an image or energy to 
smooth out my habitual agitated 
righteousness. The bombing of Iraq 
struck me especially hard, knowing 
that our Indo-European roots are 
shared with the ancient civilizations 
of the Near East, and that the 
United States was re-enacting bar
baric ignorance and oil-lust against 
relatives. With my own killing
encounter of the most gentle of a 
gentle species, I, too, have shared 
the aggressor position, and was 
healed only with the grace of my 
counterpart, the deer. 
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With one last deer-car en
counter, and death, I have now 
given up my car and driving. On 
November 14, my grandson and I 
were driving a car loaded with 
squash from my mother's garden. 
When we passed the tiny town of 
Birchwood, Wisconsin, a young 
forked buck came from the woods 
so quickly we didn't even see him 
until he was sliding up our hood to 
be tossed fifteen feet into the air. 
The buck hit a pickup coming from 
the opposite direction, and was 
dead when he hit the ground. I 
placed tobacco on his body and 
gave up my largest complicity in 
oil-consumption. 

Neither my grandson nor I 
were hurt, and now I walk the five 
miles to the college where I work 
sometimes, unless I catch a ride. 
(I'm not completely pure!) 

The little antelope remains 
on my bookshelf, and the deer I 
meet on my travels are no longer in 
danger from me. And when the US 
goes resource-grabbing, I don't feel 
personally implicated through life
style guilt. 

Indinawemaganadag 
(all my relations). 

Hazel Jonyak attends Gathered 
Friends or Northern Meeting or the 
FGC Gathering when possible. "I 
appreciate the Inner Light and re
ceptive attitude and peace witness 
of Quaker practice. I also value 
sweat lodges and living in the 
woods for insights and guidance. " 
She is non-native, was married to 
an Ojibwe man, and has a Polish
Ojibwe daughter and grandson. 
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On Being Led to 
Say the Right 

Words 
Anne Curo 

I can remember many instances 
during my lifetime when I blurted 
out exactly the wrong words. I 
could immediately tell I had done it 
by the effect my words had on my 
listeners. But I can also recall a few 
occasions when I said exactly the 
right thing. And I realize I can not 
take credit for this, because the 
words appeared in my mouth unre
hearsed and unexpectedly. I knew 
they were the right words, because I 
observed their effects. More often 
the right words would come to m~ 
much later, and I would find myself 
wishing I had said them, but in the 
incident I am about to recount, the 
words were there when needed. 

It was soon after the birth of 
my second child, Gwyneth. I was 
very concerned how I would intro
duce her to my two-year-old son 
Christopher, a sensitive child who I 
knew was full of apprehension 
about his new sister. I'd been an 
older sibling myself and wanted to 
relieve some of his fear. We were 
just home after two days in the hos
pital, and I'd placed my beautiful 
baby girl on the bed and brought in 
my little boy to see her for the first 
time. I could tell he was scared. I 
was emphasizing to him that this 
was his little sister, but I didn't 
know what else I was going to say. 

He fearfully looked into her lit
tle eyes, which were wide open, 
apparently looking directly at him. 
Without thinking, I said, "Look at 
her, she loves you!" This, of course, 
was my wish for them, but I had no 
idea whether it was true. Or even 
whether it was an accurate predic-
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tion. I could feel him soften and 
relax. He became more interested. 

From that moment on, he al
ways treated her with tenderness 
and she responded lovingly: 
Throughout their childhood, they 
got along well and played together 
peacefully. The dreaded sibling ri
valry that I'd seen so often in other 
families never really surfaced. They 
always had a good relationship. 

Even today, two years after 
Christopher's death at age 39, my 
daughter still says sadly, "Christo
pher was like my twin." 

Anne Curo is an attender of San 
Diego Monthly Meeting and spent 
last year at Pendle Hill. She's 
written for Friends Journal and 
Friends Bulletin, and her pamphlet 
''Meditations on the Prayer of St. 
Francis" was recently published by 
Pendle Hill. 

illustration by Helene Huber 
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Hearing the 
Stones 

Marcelle Marlin 

One day I heard the stones 
speaking to me. 
Over four seasons I had been 
walking the same path 
through the woods, up the hill to the 

pond, 
from summer to fall to winter to 

spring. 
My mind had become calm 
better able to reflect 
the wide blue sky, the heavens, 
able to listen and receive. 
Now as I came down the trail 
I could hear a low, steady 

singing 
a humming, a vibrating. 
I awakened to the cliff-like 
walls of stones 
I'd passed day by day 
their layers visible as ridges, 
gray, 
spotted with lichen and moss. 
All along they had been 
communicating to me 
teaching me solidity, 
stability 
endurance to remain 
and hold fast 
over long ages 
amid many changes 
silent, solid, peaceful. 

Marcelle Martin, a member of 
Chestnut Hill Meeting (P A) is the 
author of the Pendle Hill pamphlet, 
"Invitation to a Deeper Commun
ion. " 

May 2004 



friends in Salem that morning to came to sing in the rotunda (and in 
inform them of my plan and ask for one case, to open a House session A Spirit-Led Fast 

Peg Morton assistance. When I arrived two days by singing uninvited!), to stand 
later for an action, there were Mi- holding signs and participate in a 

In the wee hours of a Monday chelle and some of her friends, couple of news conferences and 
morning this July, the thought ready to camp out with me and rallies, to make personal visits of 
swam into my brain that I could support me during the following friendship, to bring supplies, and to 
devote the week to a fast and vigil week! camp out to protect me at night. 
on the steps of Oregon's state capi- What was happening to me The nights were incredibly beauti-
tol in Salem, in support of raising was a spiritual leading. My experi- ful, with cool, clear air and skies in 
revenue for human services. ence has been that most of the time, the intensely hot weather, and 

I had for many months been but not always, when there was a glimpses of the new moon. 
involved in the movement to stop true spiritual leading, the way Many disabled people were 
the war in Iraq. Meanwhile, Oregon opened for it to work out. That was among my supporters, taking turns 
legislators had been enclosed since what happened with this fast and sleeping near me and telling me 
January inside their marble walls vigil. No leading comes out of the their stories. One of my new friends 
attempting to balance a much- blue. For me, this was a part of a was living with AIDs. He was re-
diminished state budget. A small long-term leading to make fasting, moved from the Oregon Health 
group of mostly disabled people as a bodily, spiritual and political Plan because, they said, he had not 
had been trying to raise the atten- discipline, an integral part of my made a payment. It turned out that 
tion of the public, and the life. As an activist with a very full he had, but the information had not 
legislators, to the suffering and in- life, this leading represented a pull been transferred from the computer 
stability that was already occurring in a different direction. I couldn't to the records. Meanwhile, he was 
due to loss of medication and fast and organize! off his medications for two months. 
services to thousands of low- The leading has unfolded only Another of my supporters informed 
income Oregonians. This gro~iuiP________________ me that he too had been 
approached many of removed from the 
us in the peace "You are providing a voice for me." Oregon Health Plan. He 
movement, asking us lived with Post 
why we were not Traumatic Stress 
involved in their struggle. I am re- gradually, while I have waited for Syndrome, was subject to panic 
tired from the mental health my heart and mind to inform me of attacks, and feared being around 
profession. As a war tax resister, I each next step. I have joined others people. He was homeless. 
am very aware of the billions of tax in day-long fasts around political Media coverage for this fast 
dollars that go for current and past events, and engaged in a 5-day and vigil was extensive and an im-
military spending, leaving very lit- juice-broth fast on the fIrst anniver- portant part of publicizing an issue 
tle for human needs. Touched by sary of 9-11. A few years ago, I that had not been receiving ade-
the descriptions of what was hap- joined a national two-week fast to quate attention and grassroots 
pening to disabled people in our close the SOA (Army School of the support. A lobbyist said, "You are 
state, I began traveling to Salem Americas), and, last year, joined lobbying outside while we are lob-
with the group. some Dominican sisters at the Fort bying inside." A disabled woman 

The genn of my idea to fast Benning SOA demonstration in a living with mental illness said, "I 
came from the fact that another 36-hour water fast. do not have a voice in there. You 
woman, Michelle Darr, had fasted, I began this summer's fast and are providing a voice for me." 
vigiled and camped on the same vigil to raise Oregon state revenue Countless people have since told 
steps for 56 days and nights during for human services exactly one me that they held me in their pray-
the Iraq war. My heart leapt up and week following its conception. As I ers and their thoughts. It became 
my spirit opened at my idea. There sat there, I was joined and sup- clear to me that we were doing the 
was never any question about a de- ported by an ongoing stream of right thing at the right time, in-
cision. That it might be unsafe to people, quite a few of them Friends creasing public awareness and 
camp out on the steps never oc- and/or members of the Salem Fel- involvement. While I was there, I 
curred to me. I called some lowship of Reconciliation. They was able to make contact with sev-
Fellowship of Reconciliation 
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eral Eugene area and other legisla
tors. Those personal contacts were 
important also. 

It was exciting to me that two 
other women decided to fast and 
vigil on the same steps, consecu
tively. We were able to have an 
ongoing presence for three weeks 
and two days. 

I am determined to slow 
down." 

When I returned home, the 
legislature was still in session, 
struggling. More participants in the 
Eugene community joined the 
grassroots struggle. There was a 
carefully planned news conference, 
followed by a line into a cyber-cafe, 
where we each could enter letters to 
our legislators on a computer. And 
there were many letters to the edi
tor. 

The legislators finally voted 
the budget and went home. Al
though services are still greatly 
diminished in Oregon, a fair num
ber of Republicans had joined the 
Democrats to pass a budget that 
would restore many services. Taxes 
were raised to accomplish this. We 
were informed by some legislators 
that our presence was helpful in 
keeping them there, struggling for 
better results. Now there is a tax 
initiative that could well undermine 
these legislative accomplishments. 
So the work continues. 

Meanwhile, each of us is per
sonally influenced in one way or 
another by our actions. As I sat 
there on my juice-broth fast, in the 
shade of the north side of the 
building, my body cleansed itself 
out. With expanses of quiet be
tween visitors, my soul was cleaned 
out also, and welcomed the Spirit to 
flow through me and out in a way 
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that had never happened to me be
fore. I gave more fullness of 
attention to those who spoke to me 
than is usually the case. I thought, 
"This is the way I am meant to be." 

I have thought of legislators, 
enclosed in their marble buildings, 
dealing with fmancial figures, and 
of corporate executives, inside their 
glass walls, walled away from the 
suffering, the real stories of real 
people. 

And now my question is: To 
what extent am I, and perhaps other 
good people working for justice and 
peace, separated from the people 
and groups for which we try to ad
vocate, separated by the demand of 
our jobs and families, and in activ
ist time spent in front of computers, 
on the phone, in meetings, inside 
the walls of our all too homogene
ous faith communities? Yes, 
organizing work is important, but 
do we, or how can I, find the space 
to be "the way I am, and we are, 
meant to be," to be more fully hu
man? I am determined to slow 
down, to leave more space in my 
life, to spend more time walking, in 
reflection, and meeting and know
ing people from diverse back
grounds. Can I do that and not 
swing back into my beloved old 
patterns? That is the question. 

Peg Morton, age 73, is a devoted 
member of the Eugene (Oregon) 
Friends Meeting. 

A Centering 
Experience 

Carol Bosworth 

After weeks of dark emptiness 
in my prayers, I felt I had lost the 
"center". I had learned to recognize 
the center experience during my 
classes in prayer at Pendle Hill the 
year I was a student resident. Even 
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in dark empty prayer, feeling cen
tered can comfort and support my 
being. Now for a time I had been 
unable to fmd that centered place, 
which I hungered for in my daily 
prayer time. It is the place that is 
easier to pray and live from. I kept 
on trying, anyway-by sitting 
down, being quiet, waiting in 
prayer, being aware. For many 
weeks I had been lost from center 
and didn't know what I should do 
differently. 

One day as I sat in prayerful 
waiting, seeking again, suddenly I 
felt a push, a feeling I perceived 
with my whole body and spirit to
gether, my whole self. I was pushed 
as if by a large gentle hand, invisi
ble to me in the darkness of my 
prayer; I was pushed distinctly from 
my left side towards the right, and 
suddenly I was centered. It took my 
breath away for a moment. It felt so 
good to be on center after so long 
being lost! (I must confess I ex
perimented right then in that time-
I purposely left the center and then 
felt the push back onto it again, out 
of the darkness where I swim in my 
spirit.) This experience gave vast 
comfort for me in my dark prayer. I 
know now that Someone is there 
watching for me who won't leave 
me lost for too long! Just having 
seen salmon returning upstream in 
their home rivers to spawn, I felt I 
was being cared for in the same 
way they must be, to be able to find 
their home river from the depths of 
darkness in a vast ocean. Some
one's hand brings each of us home. 

Carol Bosworth is a member of 
Corvallis (OR) Monthly Meeting. 
She is retired from raising children 
and working as a research scientist, 
a bus driver, and an office assis
tant, and now she is happily 
learning how to write stories and be 
alive. 
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Belize Park: From 
Dream to Reality 

Judy Lumb 

Barranco is a beautiful village 
on the coast in southern Belize. Sit
ting atop a fifteen-foot cliff above 
the black volcanic sand beach, one 
can see the mOlUltains of Guatemala 
rising on the other side of the bay. I 
asked, "What is between here and 
the Sarstoon River, the southern 
border of Belize?" The answer 
came in Creole: "Lone bush." I 
thought, "What an opportunity for a 
national park!" Not two months 
later the Sarstoon-Temash National 
Park was declared, just as I had en
visioned. 

This is a story about being led, 
how one small step at a time was 
revealed to me. I had been invited 
to teach the Barranco Women's 
Craft Group to make quilts, but be
fore I went, I was led to make some 
calls about a co-management proj
ect. Co-management of protected 
areas is my special interest, the in
tersection between the environment 
and the people. Belize is blessed 
with a wealth of natural resources 
but the government does not have 
the resources to manage these areas. 
So local people co-manage pro
tected areas in partnership with the 
government. 

I called government officials 
to see what their plans were for the 
Sarstoon-Temash National Park. 
Would they be receptive to a pro
posal for co-management? This 
park was surrounded by five in
digenous villages - one Garifuna 
village on the coast, and four Kek
chi villages in the rainforest. There 
were no other national parks co
managed by either culture. It 
seemed an excellent opportunity. 

I inquired about funding such a 
project. This was unusually forward 

What Canst Thou Say? 

of me to make these calls. I was 
ill-mostly confmed to hammock 
or bed-and I didn't get out much. I 
was able to use my computer from 
my hammock and published the 
Belize Audubon Society Newslet
ter, so I knew who to call. 

I mentioned co-management of 
the park to the women as we 
worked on the quilts, but they were 
very focused on the sewing and did 
not respond to the park discussion. 
About six months later I got a letter 
saying, "Judy, you know that tourist 
thing you were talking about? You 
have to come back and help us 
write a proposal. A man came say
ing there was money." I responded 
that I would be there for the dugu in 
August. 

That August was an incredible 
experience of being led. Before I 
caught the boat for Barranco, I was 
offered two indigenous language 
dictionaries and Bibles in the same 
languages. I didn't have enough 
money to buy the books, so I went 
to the bank and got a cash advance 
to cover the books and my expenses 
for the whole month. I had only 
planned to stay in Barranco a week 
and had not brought much money, 
but this small exchange made it 
possible for me to follow the lead
ings that were to come in Barranco 
for the rest of the month. 

A dugu is a week-long family 
healing ceremony that is profoundly 
spiritual. The Garifuna people are 
devout Catholics and their tradi
tional culture is intertwined with 
their Catholic religion. Both a 
Catholic priest and a traditional 
priest officiated in an atmosphere of 
spiritual depth that opened my heart 
to be led. In the midst of all the 
Masses, drumming and dancing, 
small, incremental steps were re
vealed to me a little at a time over 
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the entire week: 
"You should come and stay in 

Barranco for a month to study the 
Garifuna language. " 

"Next February would be a 
good time to do that. " 

"There should be a gathering 
in Barranco of the five villages sur
rounding the park to discuss co
management. " 

"J can't organize a workshop, 
but in February Rob Horwich (an 
expert on co-management) will be 
in Belize to help. " 

"You should visit the four 
Kekchi villages. " 

"But wait a minute-Jean 
barely walk! Barranco is only 
reachable by boat- there are no 
vehicles here. These villages are 
four, eight, and eleven miles 
away!" 

"You can rent a horse." 
"OK, J found a horse to rent, 

but there is no saddle. " 
"Another family has a sad

dle. " 
I had just mentioned to my 

friend Shorty that I might visit the 
Kekchi villages when the Village 
Council Chair of one of those vil
lages walked up--from four miles 
away! 

After the dugu, we held a vil
lage meeting in Barranco to pro
pose the idea of a gathering, and all 
agreed it was a good idea. Then I 
took a short walk with Shorty
four days, spending a day in each 
village. My horse was very slow 
and obstinate. It took Shorty 
pushing a wheelbarrow behind him 
to make him move. The fourth 
village was Crique Sarco; it was up 
the Temash River about 40 miles, 
so Shorty rented a boat. I asked the 
people in the villages if they would 
be interested in coming to a 
workshop in Barranco. They all 
were willing, but they didn't 
understand what a national park 
was. They thought I meant a 
football (soccer) field. 
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When I got home I made a few 
calls from my hammock and eve
rything fell into place. I was 
chosen, not because I could do the 
work, but because I knew who to 
call. I got a promise of funding of 
the workshop, arranged for two fa
cilitators who spoke both Garifuna 
and Kekchi, and invited govern
ment officials to participate. 

I had just written a short pro
posal and mailed it out when my 
father died. For several months I 
was not functional. It was the up
coming workshop that snapped me 
out of that depression. 

By the end of the workshop, 
the communities had agreed to par
ticipate in this co-management 
project. They now have a large 
grant and are in the process of as
sessing the flora and fauna to 
develop a management plan. 

While I still follow their prog
ress, my role was only to bring the 
workshop into being. In retrospect I 
can see how all those individual 
leadings fit together-the book of
fering that led me to get enough 
money, the appearance of the Vil
lage Council Chair, the availability 
of a horse and saddle. I think it was 
only because of the spiritual depth 
of the dugu that my heart was 
opened enough to receive the mes
sages. What else am I missing in 
my mundane daily life? 

Judy Lumb is a member of Atlanta 
Friends Meeting, but lives in Belize, 
Central America, where she edits, 
publishes, and writes. 

What Canst Thou Say? 

Guidance Through Writing 

Dialogues With 
the Inner Guide 

Phil Rizzo 

Many years ago I attended 
classes at High Point Foundation in 
Pasadena headed by a lady I now 
call my spiritual mother, Edith 
Stauffer. In one class we were in
structed to write a letter to our 
Higher Self. That was fun and easy 
but we all looked at each other 
when Edith suggested that we have 
the Higher Self write back. It was a 
turning point in my life because I 
discovered what the ancients called 
Spiritus Familiaris. Daimon, the 
positive form for demon was the 
word Socrates used to refer to his 
voice of genius. As a result of this 
exercise I began to journal conver
sations with this archetype long 
before I ever heard of the book 
Conversations With God, which I 
suspect is the result of similar 
communications. 

My journaling went on for 
years and the material was to me 
authentic. It was one of those inde
scribable Knowing experiences and 
its value beyond my ability to de
termine. I have one hundred pages 
double spaced that I've gleaned 
from the hundreds of pages I've 
written. 

This information is available 
to all of us. It simply entails trusting 
the thought rather than editing it 
with the cognitive mind. Simply 
allowing the words to flow rather 
than examining them before putting 
them down on paper. I know that it 
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is universally available to us be
cause I conducted a course in local 
community colleges using this con
cept. The students were amazed at 
what they found themselves writ
ing. You may be also. 

I do not give my cognitive 
mind credit for being able to grasp 
all of this material. I trust it because 
it all has a positive tone. I have had 
to do some editing in the interest of 
brevity. Here are a few samples of 
what I wrote: 

My question: What help can 
you be to me today? 

Answer: I am like the eye of a 
needle. You are the thread. Place 
your heart with me and I will direct 
you to your true fate. Together we 
will sew the seams of the garment 
that is your destiny. Let your hand 
rest on the sword of life and live 
forever. 

Release yourself to the essence 
of life. Quit striving. Life does not 
cling by its fmgernails from a cliff. 
Life soars like a beautiful bird cre
ating strength for others who need 
it. 

On Guidance: The Lord has a 
plan for all. It is the same plan: 
That you come to recognize your 
oneness with Him. There is no 
other plan. Life is an adventure 
guided by the will of that partici
pant. What he perceives he 
becomes. No more, no less. 

I am able through my knowl
edge of the reality of Him to guide 
you to the place of knowing. 

On Forgiveness: Forgiveness 
has no bounds. It is the gift of the 
holy spirit to all of life. Releasing 
the evil of the past is essential to the 
digestion of events of the future. 
Without forgiveness one is forever 
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bound to the evil in ways that are 
destructive to the self. 

On being and doing: Doing is 
not wrong but it is lower than be
ing. Being must control the doing. 
Being is the essence of the doing. 
Being is the essential self. Doing is 
the work of the self. 

Being is the way of the lover. 
Doing is the way of the worker. 
Being is oneness with the central 
self. Becoming aware of your one
ness with Him is the major work of 
man. 

Can you tell me how I can 
avoid the trap of anger that I fall 
into so instantly unconsciously? 

By being less concerned with 
the false picture of who you think 
you are. You have fabricated a ten
der ego that requires your 
environment to fit you rather than 
you to fit your environment. 

Love, of course, is the answer. 
In time you will provide a response 
rather than a reaction. Perhaps you 
need to write again, "Who am IT' 

From where does man come? 
Man has been housed in the 

mind of God from the beginning. 
His essence was created the very 
earliest of efforts by the Most High. 
Man is part of the evolution of con
SCiOusness. 

Man can become conscious. 
This is the first step in his devel
opment. To become conscious is to 
be able to observe one's own 
thoughts. Think about what you 
think. This is the beginning of the 
road to true peace and union with 
Him. 

Phil Rizzo is a recent member 
and 10 year attender at Orange 
Grove Meeting in Pasadena, CA. 
He is retired and works as a docent 
teaching 3rd and 4th graders about 
the local Indians. He is also a do
cent at a nature center where he 
helps teach children to appreciate 
nature. 

What Canst Thou Say? 

by Helene Huber 

Poems and 
Peace Missiles 

Helene Huber 

This morning, after listening to 
a lecture by Marianne Williamson 
about meditation and prayer, it 
suddenly dawned on me that the 
practice of writing my "obser
vations without judgment" for 
the past thirty years has served 
me well. The practice was be
gun at Krishnamurti' s 
suggestion, when I studied un
der him years ago; it led to my 
receiving insights and answers 
to my many questions, as well 
as guidance and an end to my 
inner conflicts. Also, to my sur
prise, I began writing little 
poems and Joy! entered my life. 
Fear, which had been with me 
since I had a very scary experi
ence at age nine, began to 
lessen. 

In 1990 I began to start 
every morning with a half hour 
of written prayer. In 1997 this 
evolved into creating Peace 
Prayer Missiles combining an 
uplifting message with a bit of 
art. Through all of these years, 
All That Is has encouraged me. 
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I was guided to Quakers in 
1981, February, when I was a 
stranger and they welcomed me, 
befriended me, and have loved and 
encouraged me ever since. 

In the silence 
A painter pays homage 

Reflecting joy back to 
Creator and Creation. 

Boldly, yet 
quietly 

Nature speaks to us 
Peace 

Be still .... 

Helene Huber is a member of 
Gwynedd Friends Meeting and the 
Fellowship of Quakers in the Arts. 
Two of her "peace missile" art im
ages are included in this issue. 

Tell Us Your Stories! 

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

With joyous expectation we look 
forward to receiving your contribu
tion to our worship-sharing group 
in print. - The Editorial Team of 
WCTS: Kathy Tapp, Patricia 
McBee, Mariellen Gilpin, Eleanor 
Warnock, Judy Lumb. 
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Excerpts from 
By the Grace of God 

For twenty years Ethel and 
Jack Haller recorded whatever 
came to them in the openness of 
prayer listening. They recently 
compiled a book of the spiritual 
advices they received. 

Dearly Beloved, 
As you wear a blanket, snug 

wrapped 
Or let it fall loosely about you, 

available at need, 
So the security of God's love is 

about you, 
Loose-hung but there, 
Or tightly gathered to enfold you as 

you reach for it. 
Trust in the fabric of love to be 

tough and long wearing. 
Amen. 

Dearly Beloved, 
The Spirit comes like a strong yet 

gentle wind, always coming. 
Coming and becoming are the spir

its of mankind. 
Live expectantly: 

coming events 
coming blessings 
coming persons 
coming understandings 
coming clarity, everything coming. 

Live like the wind, gentle, steady 
and strong. 

Nothing eternal is going, always 
coming. 

Only the material goes. 
Be buoyant. 
Be transported. 

You are always coming and be
coming. 
Amen. 

Each human has the task of 
identifying what inner feelings or 
thoughts are true guidance and re
acting in response. It may be a 
hunch or it may be a vision. It may 
be a thought placed in the mind. It 

What Canst Thou Say? 

may seem like a voice. It may be 
words forming in the mind. It may 
come as a dream. As a person 
learns to recognize which signs 
within are the gift of guidance and 
follows them, they will increase and 
become stronger. As the individ
ual's faith grows, so will the 
guidance. As the brain functions 
better with use and atrophies with 
disuse, so it is with our channels of 
communications. We are with you 
in spirit. 

Ethel and Jack Haller spent ten 
years with the American Friends 
Service Committee, and several 
years volunteering with UNICEF 
and local service projects. Jack died 
in 2002 and Ethel has continued to 
record spiritual advice. 

Tractor Dream 
Lynda Schaller 

I generally don't pay much at
tention to my dreams. But over a 
decade ago, I had a series of dreams 
about my father. Each dream was a 
variation on the theme of my dad 
helping me with his kindly support. 
In one dream I was floating down a 
stream which narrowed to an ex
tremely tight space closed in by 
rock. Dad was a nearby presence; 
his encouragement helped me ne
gotiate the claustrophobically 
difficult passage. 

Then I dreamed that I was at 
my parents' house on the farm 
where I grew up and where they 
still live. I stood in the living room 
looking out at dad's empty tractor 
driving itself around and around the 
house. What, I asked myself the 
next morning, does a driverless 
tractor lurching round and round 
me mean? Though my dad was 
conspicuously absent from the 
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dream, I knew it was another in my 
series. I applied the only scrap of 
dream analysis that I had garnered 
along the way: a vehicle is the 
body. 

So, the tractor is me. I am 
lurching around in circles. With no 
driver. BINGO! Father is not in the 
driver's seat. 

My spiritual background and 
life at that time included growing 
up in a Protestant church with an 
emphasis on a nurturing, caring 
father-figure God and on living 
spiritual values as taught by the life 
of Jesus. Sin, guilt and fear were 
not given much attention. As a 
young adult, I kept the values but 
shed the parts that felt like mythol
ogy. I went through agnosticism, 
atheism, nature and feminist pagan 
spirituality, and eastern spirituali
ties, especially Buddhism. By the 
time of my dream series, I was a 
seeker ready for a spiritual home. 
The calling to a spiritual commu
nity-a Buddhist one, I thought
was stirring in me. 

And then came that dream. My 
real-life dad does have those posi
tive fatherly qualities of the God of 
my childhood, and the dream's 
message became obvious: God 
needs to be in the driver's seat of 
my life. 

The image of childhood God 
seated on my dad's red tractor, 
bumping along a furrow, made me 
chuckle. And while I had long since 
laid aside the father-image of God, 
even the word God, I found that in 
thinking about the meaning of my 
dream, the God of my childhood 
had tremendous archetypal power 
for me. While I no longer related to 
the anthropomorphic and gender
lopsided image, the feeling and di
rect experience behind the image 
were juicy and rich-and true. 
There was something there that I 
wanted in my life again. With this 
realization, the dreams stopped. 
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I didn't know immediately how 
to integrate and manifest this expe
rience in my life. Eventually I 
reclaimed the word God when I 
discovered it to be a potent door to 
my connection with the divine 
Great Mystery. Over time I moved 
through other resistances. While 
some ambivalence remains, that 
dream metaphor from childhood set 
my feet on the path that led to my 
local Friends meeting. Last year I 
became a member. 

I still smile when I think of 
that tractor. I suspect that sacred 
silliness is a hallmark of my lead
ings, that when something pokes 
me in the ribs and makes me laugh, 
I should listen up, pay attention. 
With time, the tractor image has 
taken on a whimsical animated 
character, lurching around in cir
cles. While all my phases have been 
essential to who I have become, I 
am grateful to have ceased my 
lurching and circling, and to have 
settled into my spiritual home and 
community. 

Lynda Schaller is a member of 
Kickapoo Valley Monthly Meeting 
in rural southwestern Wisconsin 
and lives at Dancing Waters, an 
intentional community. She cares 
for a developmentally disabled man 
who lives with her family. 

What Canst Thou Say? 

Book Review 
"What is my goal in life? 

What am I striving for? What is my 
purpose?" With these questions, 
Carl R. Rogers opens Pendle Hill 
Pamphlet 108 entitled, "A Thera
pist's View of Personal Goals." 
How do we heal the gnawing, or 
even compelling, sense that some
thing is not right or is missing in 
our lives? 

Rogers suggests people heal 
their lives by moving away from 
facades, shoulds or oughts, pleasing 
others or meeting society's expec
tations. Instead, we should move 
toward being a process, being with 
the complexity of all we feel, being 
open to experience, accepting oth
ers and trusting ourselves. 

Rogers speaks more in 27 
pages than most books do. I have 
found comfort time and time again 
in Rogers' writing, because, from 
my experience, he tells a way to 
recognize and be true to the still, 
small voice that is God's will. 

Review by Linda Theresa 

Please Help Us 
Share the News 

Subscribers to What Canst 
Thou Say? will receive a second 
copy with the August issue. We 
urge you to share the extra copy 
with a friend, or post it on your 
meeting's bulletin board. Weare 
enthusiastic about the themes, the 
contributor responses, the depth and 
breadth of sharing in the newsletter, 
and we'd like to reach even more 
readers with these stories that show 
the Divine working in people's 
lives. Please help us get the word 
out! 

Recently, Friends in England, 
Australia and New Zealand have 
written for subscriptions, and we 
look forward to receiving articles 
from Quakers in other countries. 

If you have more ideas about 
helping us share, please get in 
touch. Thank you. 

--------------------------r----------------------

SUBSCRIPTION FORM 
Please send this form to: WCTS cIa 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 $ __ 

I cannot afford $8, enclosed is $ __ . Please keep me on the mailing list. 

Name! __________________________________ __ 

Address ________________ _ 

Citv. State. ZiD ______________________ , 
-------------------------------
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Please write for What Canst Thou Say? n~ 
(See instructions for authors on page 9) ur--0 
August 2004 November 2004 February 2005 V 
Precognition Darkness Loving God With Our 
Editor: Mariellen Gilpin Editor: Judy Lumb Whole Being 
Foreknowledge may come visu- Darkness descends in every life, Editor: Patricia McBee 
ally, in a feeling or a voice, or an whether through outward chaos Some strands of our spiritual heri-
inner knowing. We may feel help- (war, abuse, treachery) or inward tage focus simply on loving God
less to stop a calamity, we may be (depression, unresolved anger, not straining for truth or right ac
anchored in deep prayer, or we grief). Sometimes darkness comes tion, just focusing on God and on 
may simply have more time to when the evil of this world seems loving God ever more fully. From 
think how to respond. What was overwhelming. Darkness is also the this, they say, flows not a reclusive 
your experience of knowing in ad- sweet respite in which we rest and contemplative life, but a grace
vance? How did it work out in the find growth, wholeness and solace. filled engagement with our world,· 
end? Do you want precognition The dark night of the soul can be a loving all we meet, and living with 
again? What has seemed to be fonnative step on the contempla- a natural clarity and fearless faith
the purpose for the foreknowing? tive journey. Tell us your exper- fulness. How have you cultivated 
What seems to help bring about iences of darkness, of God's pres- this single-minded love of God? 
precognition? ence in the dark, and of the new How has it affected your engage-
Deadline: May 15 things that grew in you in the dark ment with the world around you? 

time. Deadline: August 15 Deadline: December 15 
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