
 

God has always been 
important to me.  I have had deep 
and direct experiences of God in 
meeting for worship.  I have gone 
to God for support and guidance at 
key times in my life.  But my 
relationship with God changed after 
my partner, Dan, died.  My grieving 
was deep and hard, and I was 
unable to feel God through the pain.  
I felt like I was in an unrecog-
nizable place, alone and bereft, sure 
that I had been abandoned by God.  
As the pain eased over time, I came 
to understand that God had been 
there all the time, holding me, 
giving me the strength and grace to 
go on.  I realized that I had been 
closer to God during that time than 
at any time in my life, just unable to 
see God because I was so closely 
held that I could not see or 
recognize Him.  I came to 
understand that I am a mere 
extension of God, and that it is in 
God that I live and move and have 
my being. 

I began spending more time in 
prayer, as the only appropriate 
response of gratitude for God’s 
goodness to me.  I sought out times 
of retreat, to spend time alone with 
God.  I went to a Trappist monas-
tery for a weekend, where I felt 
joined deeply to these men who 
devoted their lives to prayer for no 

other reason than to love God.  I 
understood what Thomas Merton 
meant when he talked about 
monasteries as the places that keep 
the world from coming apart.   

After some months, my first 
instruction came: the word anchor 
kept rising.  It was not clear to me 
what that meant.  Am I to seek to 
anchor myself to God?  Am I to 
anchor others to God?   What forms 
might my call to anchor take?  I 
was having lunch at a Shalem 
contemplative prayer program with 
people I had known for only a few 
days.  The conversation was the 
sort of polite conversation one has 
with people one does not know 
well.  For no clear reason, I 
changed the subject and began 
talking about reading Julian of 
Norwich, a 14th century anchoress 
who spent her life in solitude in 
prayer for a particular church.  I 

talked about my call to be an 
anchor in some way.  They were 
smiling and glancing at each other, 
and then told me they were lay 
members of the Order of Julian of 
Norwich, an Episcopal monastic 
contemplative order. 

For some time, I considered 
joining a monastery.  My call is like 
that of contemplative monastics—
to spend my life with the central 
focus of loving God.  But the form 
of the Catholic and Episcopal 
contemplative monasteries is not 
right for me.  At my core I am 
Quaker, not Catholic or Episco-
palian.  I am to seek to live out that 
same call in a Quaker form.  I was 
meant to experience my call in the 
monasteries, but to follow my own 
path. 

I knew my job was getting in 
the way of that call, and I kept 
waiting for a way to open.  After 
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much work in discerning my call, I 
realized that I had to step out 
without knowing the path, and that 
the time to do so had come.  I have 
quit my job to spend the next few 
years full time in relationship with 
God.  A clearness committee 
worked with me to discern a second 
instruction.  With their help, I have 
discerned my purpose is to “live 
into an awareness of the presence of 
God.” 

Living out 
this instruction 
has led me into 
a different life.  
I move at a 
slower pace.  I 
take hours in 
the morning to 
be in different 
forms of prayer: 
journaling, sitting, writing prayers, 
walking.  Over time, my awareness 
of the presence of God has 
increased.  Sometimes it as though 
God is sitting beside me.  Other 
times, I sense God rising up 
through me, filling me, like I am a 
glove on the hand of God.  I am 
more aware of God in other people 
I meet passing on the sidewalk, 
working at the grocery store, 
walking a dog.  I find that I can 
hold that awareness through simple 
physical day-to-day activities—
washing dishes, raking leaves, 
cleaning the house, cooking, paying 
bills.  I cannot seem to hold that 
awareness when I am too engaged 
in “my head,” as in doing academic 
work for a biology paper I am 
writing.  Perhaps I will grow into 
being able to hold onto my 
awareness of the presence of God 
when I am intellectually engaged, 
but I cannot now. 

Recently I was given a third 
instruction.  From a deep place, I 
was writing about a dream and what 
it might mean for the community.  I 
easily recognized most of the 50 or 

so lines of the poem as being from 
me and my thinking, like deep 
worship-sharing.  In the middle of 
this poem, though, four lines 
appeared that seemed out of place, 
not of-me. 

Reach over the gulf. 
Connect heaven and earth. 
Carry back the message: 
 God is. 
I have been sitting with this 

instruction.  
I sometimes 
hear it as 
that I am to 
“live God.”  
I am being 
called to 
live out this 
love of God, 
to live so 
that God is 

obvious in the world through me.  
My inner contemplative work of 
loving God carries into the outer 
world. 

I can feel myself being led to 
follow this instruction in work that I 
am doing for New England Yearly 
Meeting.  To my surprise and with 
some resistance, I found myself led 
to clerk a working party under the 
care of the yearly meeting Ministry 
and Counsel, The working party is 

to help monthly meetings thresh our 
relationship with Friends United 
Meeting in the face of its 
discriminatory employment policy 
against gays and lesbians.  This 
work is not the contemplative 
interior work that I thought God 
had in mind for me this year.  The 
concern is contentious with deeply 
held beliefs and feelings on both 
sides.  Although I am a gay man, 
my leading does not have to do 
with any position on the concern.  
Rather, I feel called to hold the 
process in God’s care, to anchor 
Friends in remembering that we are 
seeking God’s will, not ours.  How 
do we love each other in spite of 
deep differences on particular 
issues?  How do we witness the 
Truth as we see it while loving God 
in others?  This leading feels like a 
way to “live God,” a way to anchor 
us as Friends, a way to carry back 
the message: God is.  I pray that 
God will give me the strength and 
grace to love God by serving in this 
way.  That will only be possible if I 
focus only on my love for God.  
 

Phil Fitz  is a member of 
Northampton (MA) Meeting.  He is 
currently in the School of the Spirit 
Spiritual Nurturers Program.  

My awareness of the presence  
of God has increased… 

 I sense God rising up through me … 
 I am more aware of God in  

other people. 
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About a year ago I was at a 
small conference of Friends who 
travel in the ministry.  It was an 
occasion steeped in deep worship 
and deep searching for God’s 
guidance.  Reflecting the central 
themes of the vocal ministry, much 
of my worship centered around 
what is the condition of our world?  
What is God asking of me?  Have I 
been faithful?  Do I have the clarity 
and courage to be faithful to what is 
put before me?  

 And then, in the final 
worship, I sensed a sharp 
rebuke from the Inward Guide.  
“Willfulness,” it said.  “This is 
willfulness masquerading as 
submission to God.”  
“Willfulness?” I asked.  “Yes, 
willfulness.  It is not about 
what you can do to save the 
world or to save the Religious 
Society of Friends.  That all 
centers around you.  Can you 
center your life around me?” 

 That started my quest 
of now several months of 
trying to learn more about what it 
would mean to center my life 
around loving God.  Below are 
excerpts from my journal over this 
period.  As you will clearly see, I’m 
still a work in progress.  Some of 
the entries are a dialogue between 
me and the Inward Voice so they 
move back and forth between 
referring to me as “I” and as “you.” 

 

March 23, 2004 
How does one know God?  

Spend time with others who know 
God and ask for an introduction?  
Give God a call and say “let’s hang 
out”?  Look for God’s footprints in 
all that you see? 

At this stage in your spiritual 
development it is not a matter of 

merely looking for beauty/ 
harmony/sunshine and saying 
“there is God.”  You have to look at 
it all:  the interplay of light and 
shadow, birth and death, fair 
weather and storm, the destructive-
ness of nature as well as the 
harmonies, human kindness and 
human cruelty.  All are manifesta-
tions of God. 

This is your task:  look at it all, 
especially the parts you don’t want 
to look at.   

 

March 24, 2004 
What do I see when I look 

upon my God?  A shower of love 
for me.  I’m beautiful and precious.  
The whole world, the whole 
universe is beautiful, precious, 
magical.  Even people who annoy 
me, beautiful, precious.  A gift, not 
a project. 

 

April 11, 2004 
Jesus’ eyes of compassion are 

for me.  Jesus looks on me with 
compassion.  There she is, Pat 
McBee, just as she is.  Flawed, 
fearful, judgmental, at times 
undisciplined, not able to stay 
awake and watch with me.  
Splendid in her desire to love the 
Breath of Life, in her kindness, her 

generosity with her time and love, 
her discipline in doing things 
thoroughly and well, her willing-
ness (however hesitant) to learn.  
Just as she is, a child of the Breath 
of Life, learning to toddle toward 
her loving parent. 

Striving is not needed to earn 
God’s love.  When you give up 
your striving and egotistical worry 
about whether you’re ok, all you 
have to do is let the compassion 
flow through you.  Open your heart 
and let it fill and fill, and fill and fill 
and fill until it can hold no more 
and begins to overflow out of your 
eyes, out of your mouth, out of your 

pores.  When you’re finding it 
hard to love someone, just 
remember that Jesus is in there 
ahead of you. 

 

April 15, 2004 
Who is my God?   
All of it is my God:  Gray 

skies today,  a friend’s kindness, 
more U.S. deaths in Iraq, people 
in Nicaragua cutting down their 
shade tree to have fuel to cook 
their beans.  This is what it 
means to look upon God―it 
means look at it all, rumbling 
and churning, sending out flashes 

of beauty and cries of pain.  This is 
the day the Breath of Life has 
made, rejoice and be glad in it. 

How does one look at God and 
not die?  You can’t.  This is an 
exercise in refining the ego.  The 
idea is for you to die to yourself, to 
become more transparent to 
compassion. 

Feelings have emerged:  fear, 
shame, hurt, anger, rage, confusion, 
numbness.  These are the gifts of 
the command to look upon God, to 
look upon the world as it is.  Don’t 
blink or turn away.  Don’t try to fix 
it.  Go ahead and feel your feelings.  
Com·passion is about feeling with 
another person.  You can’t be 
compassionate to others’ feeling 

 

Day by day, day by day 

Oh, dear Lord, three things I pray 

To see thee more clearly, 

Love thee more dearly 

Follow thee more nearly, day by day. 
 

The musical Godspell  
adapted this song from a prayer by  

St. Richard of Chichester (1197-1253) 

To Love Thee More Dearly 
Patricia McBee
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When we love God with all our heart and with all our strength, 
then in this love we love our neighbors as ourselves, and a 
tenderness of heart is felt toward all people, even such who as 
to outward circumstances are to us as the Jews were to the 
Samaritans…In this love we can say that Jesus is the Lord and 
the reformation in our souls, manifested in a full reformation of 
our lives, wherein all things are new and all things are of God. 

John Woolman, Journal 

these emotions unless you get to 
know them yourself. 

 

June 3,2004 
If that is what God is, then 

what does it mean to love God? 
Throughout my life I have 

reflected from time to time about 
what it means to know God, but I’m 
not sure I have ever posed the 
question to myself, “What does it 
mean to love God?” 

To love God.  Reverence for 
all things just because they’re 
wonderful.  To love God is to love 
all that is, to wonder at it, to be 
awestruck by power and complexity 
and beauty.  Even human incom-
petence is to be held in reverence 
for the human, the swirl of 
molecules and impulses, emotions, 
splendor, and frailty. 

That’s what it is to love 
God―to love all the manifestations 
of Godness.  To love them, hold, 
cherish, honor.  Not alter, fix, or 
judge.  To love is to love.  Love it 
all, marvel in it, fall down in 
reverence to it.  Wowie, zowie!  
Whiz, bang! Gee whiz! Sigh… 

Loving God includes resting 
easy with birth and death, creation 
and destruction, storm and pesti-
lence, accepting the thorn as part of 
the flower and the flower as part of 
the cactus. 

To serve God.  Service feels 
different when infused with love.  It 
might include (or exclude) any kind 
of activity:  tender caring, firm 
rebuking, but infused with love, 

motivated by love, expressed 
through love.  Serving God includes 
cultivating compassion, constancy, 
hope, kindness, generosity, tender-
ness, clarity, firmness, reliability, 
humility, simplicity, steadfastness, 
beauty, power, 
rhythm, 
balance. 

 
August 9 

I am 
called to know God in the 
seaminess of human beings and the 
works wrought by human hands, in 
pain and confusion and desperation.  
I am called to move closer to 
disorder that I cannot fix and to 
love the people I find there, perhaps 
also to have them feel touched by 
love. 

 

September 5 
The way cannot be made 

straight. 
Human nature doesn’t change, 

human struggles remain the same 
from generation to generation, cent-
ury to century, millennium to 
millennium.  Is it my lesson to live 
into my helplessness?  Well, yes.  I 
have to live into my helplessness, 
the way cannot be made straight, 
not among Quakers, not in electing 
the right U.S. government, not in 
forestalling global climate change.  
What to do will clarify when I 
accept my helplessness.  Love will 
certainly be part of that doing.  
Love, respect, reverence. 

 

September 8 
This is a hard shift in 

perspective for me.  My lifetime 
focus has been on the wrinkles that 
I can smooth.   

Love,  reverence,  respect .   
Simplicity, 

peace, 
integrity, 

community, 
equality: these 
are attitudes, 

modes of relationship.  Not actions. 
 

October 13 
Respect, reverence, love.  I’m 

getting there in theory. That is, 
when I think about things, interpret 
things, I am more and more 
expansive, more ready to keep low, 
to see various points of view and 
honor them.  But in practice I find 
myself petulant, angry, controlling, 
reactive.  Am I more emotionally 
reactive than before or am I 
noticing it more because of the 
contrast with how God is inviting 
me to be? 

Love, respect, reverence for 
myself.  Note the emotions as they 
come up.  Honor the vulnerability 
that contributes to the emotions.  
Give your vulnerability over to 
faithfulness.  Trust in your deep 
safety. 

 

October 25 
Groundedness is a state of 

being connected, held, tapped into 
the source.  To be grounded is to 
surrender to God’s power, to 
surrender to love, respect, and 
reverence.  Grounded is what I need 
to be consistently loving, reverent 
and respectful. 

One needs to be grounded to 
be able to tolerate being helpless.   

 

October 28 
That’s what helplessness is all 

about:  working within an imperfect 
situation that I can’t make right― 
and doing it with respect, rever-
ence, and love. 

To love God is to love all that is. 
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Don’t waste energy on things that generate worry, anxiety 
and anguish.  Only one thing is necessary: Lift up your spirit 
and love God.  

Padre Pio 

November 10 
The goal is to have a holy 

interaction in which both another 
person and I feel God’s presence, 
then any changes either of us needs 
to undergo will be in the hands of 
God’s transforming power. 

 

Patricia McBee is a member of 
Central Philadelphia Meeting and 
part of the WCTS editorial team. 

The retreat is summer camp 
for grownups in October.   We 
meditate.  We listen to deep wis-
dom.  We walk mindfully.  After 
lunch, I take a canoe out onto the 
lake and paddle slowly.  A turtle 
basks on a log.  We are peaceful. 

That night the frost kills the 
rose blossoms.  The overtaxed 
power system fails. 

When my alarm wakes me up I 
put on all the clothes I brought; my 
legs are layered like cigars.  In the 
predawn I walk to the huge tent.  
Orion hangs over the entrance, his 
Dog Star romping among the 
treetops.  We are a thousand people 
meditating in the huge tent.  The 
bell guides our meditation, bringing 
us back to mindfulness.  We 
breathe into the present moment, 
the cold, the dawn. 

After breakfast the sun rises 
above the trees.  I walk out of the 
dining hall. I feel the sun on my 
face like a mother’s touch.  My 
mind is as clear and spacious as the 
autumn sky. 

A leaf dangles at the end of an 
invisible strand of spider web, at 
eyelevel.  A group of us stop, in 
wonder and delight.  [Later, Mark 
tells me that he saw it, too, and that 
there was no spider web.  He saw 

someone pass his hand over the 
leaf, which did not move.] 

I sit on a rock and soak up the 
sun, full on my face.  I have 
become the turtle.  I am the 
sunlight.  I am the leaf suspended 
by a maybe-spider web. 

 There is no separation. 
©2004 Anne C. Highland, Ph.D.  

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. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 

Dielectric 
 Eric Sabelman 

Here is a strange simile, a 
melding of science and theology 
trying to describe the relationship 
of God and humankind. 

God is like the parallel plates 
of a capacitor, and we are the 
molecules of dielectric between 
them.  A capacitor is formed from 
two flat sheets of metal; they do not 
contact each other, but are 
connected through a source of 
power.  Electrons from one plate 

move to the other, impelled by the 
power, creating a voltage difference 
between the plates. 

The plate from which electrons 
are drawn is often called the ground 
plane; it represents the tangible 
world that God has made.  The 
charged plate on which the 
electrons accumulate is at a higher 
potential; it represents those aspects 
of God we call spiritual:  compass-
sion, justice, mercy, love. 

But God is not the plates of the 
capacitor nor the power source 
alone.  Between the plates, even if 
nothing but empty space is there, is 
an electric field that is the essence 
of God, joining all into a single 
circuit.  There is no need for 
anything to flow across the space 
between the plates; God’s essence 
simply IS. 

We, if we could be separated 
from God’s essence, would be 
molecules of a bland, inert 
substance—a sheet of wax or 
plastic, a film of oil, a layer of 
metal oxides.  We would have no 
direction, no polarity, no up nor 
down, no high nor low. 

Place us in the field between 
the plates of the capacitor, and we 
are changed.  Whatever free elec-
trons exist in us (and they are 
necessarily few) are moved by the 
field.  We are transformed by the 
essence, oriented with feet toward 
the ground and head toward the 
spirit.  We reach, we stretch, we are 
made into a new substance, having 

The Retreat 
Ann C. Highland
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A love there is which does not cease, to the seed of God in you 
all; and therefore doth invite you every one… the well-beloved of 
the Father is here, and this is he who is the fairest of ten thousand, 
there is no spot nor wrinkle in him; long did my soul thirst after 
your beloved, come into Wisdom’s house…Oh! love truth and its 
Testimony, whether its Witness be to you or against you, love it, 
that into my Mother’s house you all may come, and into the 
Chamber of her that conceived me, where you may embrace and be 
embraced of my dearly beloved one, Love is his Name, Love is his 
Nature, Love is his life, surely he is the dearest and the fairest. 

Sarah Blackborrow 
From Garman, Applegate, Benefiel, & Meredith 

Hidden in Plain Sight: Quaker Women’s Writings 1650-1700 
 

now polarity like and yet only a 
mirror of God. 

 But, though God remains 
God, and the field remains within 
the space between the plates, God 
is not entirely unchanged by our 
presence.  Because we are there, 
polarized and reaching upward, 
more charge can be stored on the 
higher potential plate.  We are 
made new, but God becomes more 
of what God always is. 
  

 Eric Sabelman is a bioengineer 
who works in rehabilitation 
research.  A member of Palo Alto 
Meeting, he is active in Pacific 
Yearly Meeting and College Park 
Quarterly Meeting. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~  

Loving God With 
Our Whole Being 

John R. Ewbank  

Some of the part-time mystics 
have benefited from the vocational 
mystics in the nunneries and 
monasteries.  A choice for substan-
tially constant prayer would not be 
my choice.  My aspiration has been 
to transform the institutional matrix 
for more nearly approaching the 
freedom of choice about everything 
for everybody.  Except for situ-
ations in which I have an obligation 
for dominance, I have sought to 
shed any propensity to dominate the 
choices of others about anything.  

Decades ago I recognized uni-
versal interconnectedness.  My 
longevity is attributable in part to 
my good luck in learning more 
about nutrition, exercise, emotional 
implications, and self-discipline 
inherent in training in prayer.  The 
24-7 constancy of my love for God 
transformed me far more than I was 
able to transform the institutional 
matrix.  

 
The uncertainty of the duration 

of the lifespan of an individual is 
among the glories of this great 
adventure.  Learning to accept love 
and to be loving is not merely a part 
of learning to pray but of learning 
to live joyfully.  Relishing the 
intensity of work, the intensity of 
sleep, the intensity of recreation, 
the hearty laugh, all these are a part 
of the self-discipline of a commit-
ment to mysticism.  Loving God 
with one's whole being leads to 
commitments, not for one hour per 
week, but for 24 hours per day 
seven days per week.   

Being an engineer, chemist, 
and patent attorney, I have accepted 
the ongoing transformations in the 
universe as my contemporary living 
God.  Earthquakes, hurricanes, epi-
demics, cancer, insanity, etc., are 
just as much a part of God's work 
as all of the love of a prayer circle.  
© 2004 John Ewbank.    

John Ewbank has been active in 
Abington Monthly Meeting in 
Jenkintown, PA, .since 1951.  He is 
winding down his patent practice of 
67 years.  

 

God, It’s You I 
Love 

Mariellen Gilpin 
Some years ago I was in a 

period of spiritual ferment because 
I realized I could not say I loved 
God.  I had faith in God; I prayed a 
lot.  But I couldn’t detect that I 
loved God.  A small child loved 
whoever loved him or her; it was a 
reflected love, a love that was a 
natural response to being loved.  I 
knew God loved me, so why 
couldn’t I say, “I love you, God”? I 
tried, but I couldn’t honestly feel 
love, so I said, “I’m sorry, God.  I 
can’t say it yet.  I’ll do it as soon as 
I can.” 

During that period I was 
awakening in the night, fighting the 
hallucinations that are part of my 
mental illness.  I was trying to train 
myself to choose not to hallucinate.  
One evening after dinner at a 
friend’s house I realized I was 
anticipating going home and having 
a good hallucination.  I biked home 
saying, “Now God,  I  understand  I  
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Tell Us Your Stories! 
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 expectation we 
look forward to receiving your 
contribution to our worship-
sharing group in print. —The 
Editorial Team of WCTS: Kathy 
Tapp, Patricia McBee, Mariellen 
Gilpin, Eleanor Warnock, Judy 
Lumb. 

 

have to learn to be sane.  But 
please, don’t make it more than I 
can fight tonight.” 

I woke up at two o’clock and 
my physical symptoms were at their 
most seductive, in effect saying, 
“Come play with me!” I was torn, 
but then I rolled over in bed, 
slammed my fist into my pillow—
quietly, since my husband was 
asleep—and said, “God, it’s you I 
love, not these phenomena!” And I 
rolled over and went to sleep. 

I learned that love was not just 
a feeling, not primarily anyway.  
Feeling was how we first found out 
about love.  But it was also a series 
of decisions—choices—behaviors.  
And most important, love was a 
way of seeing. 
Mariellen Gilpin, is a member of 
the WCTS editorial team.  She 
celebrates the many ways God has 
helped her deal with mental illness. 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~  

 
 

At 33 I was married to a good 
husband, had three healthy children, 
friends, a lovely home and was 
involved in community affairs.   I 
should have felt successful and 
happy.  Instead, internally I was 
dust and ashes.  Nothing gave me 
joy. 

I decided there were too many 
years ahead of me to continue in 
this gray way.  What was missing?  
Was it this “God” which so far I 
had managed so well without?  
While pegging out the clothes I 
decided that something did exist, 
and I’d go for it.  I bought a book 
on the subject but found it was of 
no help.  However, my inner 
yearning day and night was very 
real. 

One morning I woke up and 
felt full of energy and very well.  
All of my senses were keener― 
colours, smells, hearing―all of 
nature radiantly surrounded me.  I 
laughed and said, “For goodness 
sake, I’ve been sickening for 
something all these months and 
now I’ve thrown it off―it’s 
wonderful.”  At this time, Lynn, my 
7 year old was hurried into hospital 
for an emergency appendix op-
eration.  It turned out that the 
ailment was not the appendix, but 
doctors couldn’t say what it was.  I 
visited the hospital daily, and she 
was very ill.  It puzzled me that I 
was not worried but completely at 
peace.  Deeply within I knew that if 
she lived all was well, and if she 
died all would be well, that 
underneath were the everlasting 
arms.  I thought to myself that I 
must have seen this last bit on some 
church billboard. 

Almost a month went by and 
one day, after visiting Lynn who 
lay thin and white with a brown 
liquid oozing from the corner of her 
mouth, peace left me.  When I 
arrived home I crossed the bedroom 
floor for a weep on the bed.  As I 
did so, a stern voice said to me, 
“You haven’t enough faith.”  My 
next thought was that the word 
“faith” was not part of my 
vocabulary.  Could this be God who 
was talking to me?  As I stood 
there, it was as if I was being 
drenched like the time I washed my 
hair under a waterfall, but this 
drenching wasn’t water, it was love.  
And every person who lived was 
being drenched with love like this 
all the time.  I had found God!  No, 
God was making himself known to 
me―God had been there all the 
time. 

For some time afterwards I 
found it difficult to just walk when 
going down the street―I wanted to 
dance and skip.  I wanted to find 
high buildings and shout from their 
rooftops, “I love God and God 
loves me!”  I was running over with 
joy.  Lynn recovered shortly after-
wards. 

My life changed.  It became 
full of meaning―everything I did 
was for God.  I felt very tender to 
all and sundry, and became 
interested in everyone I met.  I also 
knew that I didn’t have to help 
everyone―only those who came 
within my orbit.  My health 
improved, and I had boundless 
energy.  An inner heavy dragging 
sensation vanished.  I  felt released 
from The World and its values, and 
oh what a relief that was.  I felt 
more “at home” in the world at the 

Drenched with Love 
Vera Dickinson 



 
What Canst Thou Say?                                  8 February 2005 

 

Love 
 

Mike Resman 

These eyes have never seen You 
my love 
and I know they never shall. 
  
I am content to contemplate 
the nearest glimpse of You: 
  
the reflection of a buttercup 
dew drop's gleam 
green of a hillside painted with a forest. 
  
I will look for you with my heart 
where I see You shining through a 
million suns. 
  
Nor will this skin be touched. 
  
But my soul, 
What You've done. 
  
I'm immersed in a Love 
bigger than time 
past space 
  
my every particle 
infused, saturated 
  
love 
comfort 
peace 
grace 
  
You. 
 
 Mike Resman is a member of 
Rochester Minnesota Monthly 
Meeting, and serves children with 
disabilities as an occupational 
therapist in the public schools. 
 

same time, and lost some of my fear 
of the sea.  Creepy crawly things 
became more friendly―although 
some of the dislike of these has 
returned over the years.  Time 
seemed able to stretch.  There was a 
neighbour and two friends whom I 
divined had ailments, and these 

could be cured if they had Faith.  I 
could tell when a minister spoke 
what his inner condition was 
regarding God.  This state of 
inwardly knowing others lasted for 
about ten weeks which I have since 
regarded as being in a state of 
grace. 

I began to read the Bible and 
books with a spiritual content.  One 
night I was 
sitting up in 
bed reading a 
book written 
by a psy-
chiatrist who 
was treating 
his patients 
by faith.  One 
of his patients had rheumatism.  I 
was wearing what I had been using 
since teen-age, padded sleeves on 
my upper arms to keep warm as I 
had rheumatism there.  I said to 
myself, “I’ve got rheumatism, and 
it can be helped by faith.  Well I’ve 
got enough of that.”  I threw the 
pads into the waste-paper basket in 
the corner.  As I did so a light 
seemed to shine inside of me, and I 
raised my arms above my 
head―something I hadn’t been able 
to do since I was 14. 

I lived in this joyful state for 
almost a year.  I had the sensation 
of a helpful presence always 
being just behind my right 
shoulder.  But one day I felt a 
little niggle of bad temper.  This 
was so unpleasant― as if I’d 
been walking in heaven and one 
leg had gone through into hell.  I 
didn’t want this to happen again.  
I determined to look for a group 
of people who had the same sort 
of experience as me and find out 
what they did.  I first approached 
a chemistry teacher friend of ours 
who was about to become a 
Baptist minister, and told him my 
story asking to be steered to a 
God-minded group.  He 

explained that my body had had 
its chemistry upturned, but it 
wasn’t something to be worried 
about, it would pass and all 
would be well.  So I went to the 
Presbyterian Minister in town and 
told him my story, asking to join 
the group in his church who had 
had similar experiences.  He told 
me that such a group didn’t exist 

in  his  church,  
that I was a 
young and im-
pressionable 

woman with a 
temperament 
which   was 
changeable ,  
and   that   this  

would settle down with maturity.  
Increasingly amazed I made the 
rounds of various church services in 
town and drew a blank.   

Finally my husband suggested 
that I look up the Quakers.  I hit the 
day of their Monthly Meeting, but 
as I liked what I had experienced I 
asked to stay on for the business 
meeting, too.  At the end of their 
meeting I was offered the London 
book of Christian Faith and 
Practice in the Experience of 
Friends.  There at the beginning 
were the accounts of people who 
had had similar experiences to 
mine.  I had found my group! 

The direction of my life and 
family changed.  Once I became 
God-centred I welcomed difficult 
work presented to me.  It was an 
opportunity for showing my love.  
Fortunately I have a husband 
willing to be supportive enough to 
undergo the changes of home, jobs 
and activities and even the 
introduction into our home of 
difficult personalities for months or 
even years.  The “presence” lasted 
many years, but finally faded away.  
I grieved about this at first, until 
realizing I was now out of 
kindergarten and operating on my 

Once I became God-centred I 
welcomed difficult work presented  

to me.  It was an opportunity for 
showing my love. 
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own.  We look back with wonder 
and pleasure on the variety and 
interest of it all―and it is still 
continuing.  Now 80 years old next 
year, I find the thought of death 
holds no sting.  That of God in me 
will go back to God.  Joy! 
Vera Dickinson lives in Motueka, 
New Zealand. She writes that “your 
little magazine [WCTS] is filling a 
present gap for me in the N.Z. 
Quaker scene at present.” 

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~  

Every Moment  
Christine O’Brien 

Since I was a child, I have 
always felt God's presence in this 
life. Both of my granddaddies were 
ministers, and my Grandma often 
talked to me about things of the 
Spirit. The relationships in my 
family were based on love, and we 
always worked at practicing a 
"grace-filled engagement with the 
world." My earliest memory is 
feeling filled with Spirit, a state in 
which I always find great joy.  

As I've grown, I have come to 

see God in all around me. The 
miracle of my body, the trees and 
sky, bluejays, lizards, moths, all 
these are parts of God's body. The 
whole Earth is sacred; it feeds me 
physically and spiritually. Eating is 
life for life, and this is a sacrament, 
every time.  

In the spaces of my day, there 
is often a piece of scripture, or of a 
hymn, which sings to me. It makes 
me conscious of the possibility of 
happiness. It reminds me of my 
connection with something larger 
than this moment. I am alert to the 
heartbeats of Spirit surrounding me 
and breathe the breath of God.   

In my life and journey, I love a 
lot.  How am I to love in a God-like 
way? If I am awake to the call, I 
may find the grace to love not only 
in a human way, but also, with the 
love that passes understanding. 

"Create in me a clean heart, O 
God, and renew a right spirit within 
me."  A clean heart gives every 
moment a new possibility; a right 
spirit makes me able to see it. I pray 
this everyday. 
Christine O'Brien, a member of 
Sarasota Meeting in Florida, is 

very grateful that her home, Lizard 
Hall, was not blown away by all of 
the hurricanes. 

 

WCTS Is  
Ten Years Old!
In October 1994, Jean 

Roberts and Jim Flory sent out 
the initial issue of What Canst 
Thou Say? writing, “It is like 
launching a kite: Jean and Jim 
will run down the beach to get it 
airborne, but lacking the breeze 
of your contributions of articles, 
responses, questions and quotes, 
it will not fly.”   

In the years since, nearly 
twenty volunteers have helped 
publish WCTS, and more than 
a hundred writers from fourteen 
North American Yearly Mee-
tings as well as Australia, 
Britain, New Zealand, and 
Belize have shared their 
stories.  

WCTS has 316 subscribers 
in 42 states and 7 countries.   

Thanks, Jean and Jim, for 
your vision -- and thanks to you, 
our readers who are also our 
writers.  May we all find new 
ways to celebrate God’s 
presence and power during the 
next ten years.  Keep those 
articles, responses, questions, 
quotes and poems coming!  
Your sharing gets the word out 
that God did not stop com-
municating with people after 
inspiring Holy Writ.  
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(See instructions for authors on page 7) 

May 2005 
Spiritual Emergence(y) 
Editor: Jennifer Elam 

with Kathy Tapp  
Many people have experiences of 
God for which they do not have 
words or frameworks for under-
standing. In a 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 
helped another through such an 
intense encounter with the Spirit? 
How did you navigate this intense 
time? What was helpful? 
 
 

Deadline:  February 15, 2005 

August 2005 
Seeing 
Editor: Sue Spirit 
 with Mariellen Gilpin  
Sometimes we look at the 
world around us—a sunrise, an 
old oak covered with fireflies, 
mist over a river bottom, birds 
taking flight, the glisten of 
Spirit in another creature’s 
eyes—and see straight through 
to God. Sometimes what we 
see changes us forever. about a 
time you really saw. What did 
you see?  Did you go looking 
for it, or was it a pure gift?  
How were you changed?  Is 
seeing part of your practice? 
 
Deadline:  May 15, 2005 
 

 

November 2005 
God’s Humor 
Editor: Judy Lumb  
 

Deep in worship have you found a 
chuckle of delight growing in you? 
Has an irony or paradox of 
faithfulness brought you to laughter? 
Has a message during prayer (or a 
coincidental event) amused and 
challenged you? Have you awoken 
from a dream laughing out loud? 
Has  God helped you to laugh at 
your own folly and set you back with 
your burdens lightened? Please 
share your experiences of God’s 
humor and remind us of the joy of 
being close to God. 
 
Deadline:  August 15, 2005 
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