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What Canst Thou Say?

I am the light that is above 
everything… Split the wood and I am 
there. Lift the stone and you will find 
me there. (Gospel of Thomas)

When I read the above quote in 
the February issue, I was reminded of 
a dream I had ten or so years ago when 
I was studying spiritual direction at 
Chestnut Hill College: 

I was in a simple frame house 
staying overnight with friends. My 
bed was in the kitchen and I snuggled 
under the covers and fell asleep. In my 
dream I was awakened by the feeling 
of a presence in the room. I called out 
in the darkness in a terrified voice, 
“Who’s there?” 

My friends came rushing and 
turned on the light. The dishes which 
had been left dirty from the night before 
were washed and neatly stacked. I ran 
to the window and looked in the back 
yard. The logs that had been strewn 
about had been cut and neatly stacked. 
I cried out in wonderment, “It’s Jesus! 
Jesus was here!” 

I felt blessed that he had been so 
close. The river that ran alongside 
the house began to rise and a gentle 
flowing of water came through the 
house and covered our bare feet. 

I woke feeling quietly and lovingly 
cared for. My thoughts turned to the Zen 
teaching that when someone reaches 
enlightenment the work becomes Chop 

wood, carry water. Jesus was that 
enlightened person.

I’d come a long way from my 
Jesus-phobic days. How did a nice 
atheist rational girl like me end up 
dreaming about and praying with Jesus? 
I’d spent a lot of time in 
my thirties throwing out 
everything I’d learned 
in my Episcopalian Sun-
day school classes and 
bravely, valiantly deciding 
God didn’t exist. I had a lot of sibling 
rivalry with Jesus. I remember wanting 
to be God’s special child and resenting 
Jesus being favored. I took one last stab 
at spirituality by crawling through the 
doors of a local Quaker meeting. It 
seemed safely free of those troubling 
images of crosses.

The empty space of my atheism 
had made room for an unexpected 
presence. I was sitting at my desk at 
work one day, factory noises thumping 
outside, drawings scattered about. I 
had this intense desire to pray, so I 

closed my eyes 
and felt drawn 
into a new level 
of consciousness. 
The being in front 

of my inward eyes 
was a tall man in flowing white robes 
with sandals. Majestic, electric, love 
flowed out of this man into my body in 
a way I had never experienced. I could 
hardly breathe. I fell to my knees at the 
feet of the one I came to call Jesus and 
prayed words from my childhood.

From the Editors

It is always a rich experience to edit an issue of What Canst 
Thou Say? But this issue on Jesus holds special treasure. The editors 
notice intriguing parallels: whether the writers were seeking wisdom in 
Hindu ashrams, Buddhist temples, medieval European churches, or 
Quaker meeting, their experiences, insights and messages affirm and 
complement each other and feel like part of a larger whole. The editors 
feel a sense of the meeting, perhaps even a corporate message for 
modern Friends. One writer tells us, “I have joy!” In that spirit, we offer 
Friends’ encounters with Jesus. 

Kathy Tapp and Mariellen Gilpin
Editors for this issue

Majestic, electric, love 
flowed out of this man.
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Lord, I am not worthy so much 
as to gather up the crumbs under thy 
table. I prayed this over and over for 
two hours in joy and humility. I could 
imagine no greater honor than to be in 
this presence. Oh! Now I understand! 
This is the experience which has fed 
Christianity for over two thousand 
years! I was so excited. 

Had I been raised in a different 
culture I might have called this man 
Buddha, Mohammed or Moses. Jesus 
is the incarnation of God’s holy spirit 
that was able to find his way into my 
heart. He has quietly, patiently seen me 
through becoming a spiritual director, 
clerking a lively diverse meeting, a 
six-month illness, three children going 
off to college, doubting times, faithful 
times, and most recently the death 
of my marriage. If I come to him he 
will sit meditatively and listen to my 
ranting; he will hold me when I am 
crying; he pulls me thrashing out of 
the water when I think I am drowning. 
He quiets my soul with his stillness. He 
loves me with his whole heart. 

Connie Lezenby is a member of Gwynedd 
Meeting in Pennsylvania; she is an 
architect and spiritual director.

The Heart of 
Christ

Alfred K. LaMotte
In 1972, I was a pilgrim to the 

medieval shrines of Europe, seeking 
the heart of Christian prayer. I’d 
already explored the wisdom of India 
with a guru. I told him I longed 
for Christ: I was not a Hindu. Be a 
Christian, he said. Take this meditation 
into the Church. 

In the crypt beneath the church in 
Vezeley, France, I discovered the tomb 
of Mary Magdalene. I had no idea she 
was buried in France. For the first time 
in my life, I prayed through a saint: 
O Mary, mother of prayer, guide me 

to the heart of Christ! I wasn’t even 
Catholic. 

Much later, I learned her mythic 
story. After the crucifixion, Mary 
Magdalene boarded a ship bound for 
Britain with Joseph of Arimathea. On 
the coast of Provence, where now is the 
port of Marseilles, Mary disembarked 
while Joseph continued to Britain with 
the Holy Grail. Living in a cave in the 
hills, Mary became the first Christian 
mystic.

I forgot about my prayer to Mary 
Magdalene. During 
my travels I later 
shared my long-
ing for the heart of 
Christ with an old 
priest. We did not dis-
cuss Mary Magdalene. We spoke of 
Gregorian Chant and the old traditions. 
Mumbling about an abbey in the south, 
he scribbled a note: Besancon, near 
Carpentras. I stuck it in my wallet.

A month later, by sudden intuition 
I got off the train in Marseilles. I took 
another train to Avignon, where I 
reached for the crumpled note in my 
wallet. Besancon, near Carpentras. 
Carpentras was a three-hour bus ride 
into Provence. There I hitched a ride 
to Besancon: not even on the map, no 

bus, no train, few cars. The village 
dozed in golden light. Poppies and 
lavender danced in the fields. Granite 
hills shimmered in waves of heat. 
Everyone in Besancon was napping. 
Was there an abbey? My driver didn’t 
know. I started to hike. 

Covered with dust and sweat, 
I walked for hours: no abbey, only 
the drone of crickets. At evening, I 
tried one more country lane. The sun 
was an orange candle on a purple 
ridge. I ambled another mile, through 

apricot groves, a flock 
of goats: then I saw 
the dome...

An ancient Ro-
manesque dome of 

well-fitted stones, 
farm house and cinder-block dormi-
tory, tidy gardens; no sign. From the 
chapel came a sound as timeless as 
the longing in my heart: Gregorian 
chant. 

I knelt in gathering darkness where 
nine young monks chanted Vespers. 
An oil lamp flickered from a niche in 
the granite altar. Carved in relief upon 
that stone was a woman, wild and 
naked, long hair covering her breasts. 
She held the oil lamp in her hand and 
gazed at me. 

Gazing into the abyss, I gazed 
into the face of Christ.
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After Vespers, they greeted 
me in silence and beckoned me to 
supper: vegetables, cheese, lentil 
soup and bread without words. 
The head monk and I returned to 
the chapel and whispered, despite 
the rule of silence. I was invited 
to stay.

I don’t even know the name of 
this place, I said.

C’est La Priore de la Mad-
eleine. 

Who is she? I asked, pointing 
to the woman in the altar.

La Madeleine. The Magdalene. 
Only then, after weeks of wandering, 
did I recall my prayer at her tomb. 
Her cave was in these hills, said the 
monk. This shrine was built for her 
in the ninth century. She was the first 
Christian monk. And you are just in 
time for her feast. A Catholic feast 
begins with Vespers at sundown. I 
had arrived at Magdalene Priory 
precisely at Vespers on July 21. The 
next day was the Feast of St. Mary 
Magdalene. 

 For months I worked in the 
apricot groves, sang the daily Latin 
Hours, rose for Vigils at 3 a.m. 
But the real duty was prayer. In 
that ancient dome, before the soft 
granite gaze of the Magdalene, I 
prayed for hours each day, using 
the meditation technique of my 
guru. The stillness inside me grew 
boundless, then vibrant, then 
dazzling. I tasted the light at the 
center of the soul, where the tiny 
bud of this I bursts into the blossom of 
God’s Am. Yet I longed for a personal 
connection to the Infinite.

Suddenly, doubt shattered my 
devotion. Can I unite with Christ 
through a meditation technique 
from India? Impossible, impure, 
even adulterous! I vowed to give up 
meditation and adopt the Jesus Prayer. 
I would only use the name of Jesus as 
my mantra. But nothing united me with 
Christ like my guru’s subtle method. 

Then came my breakthrough. 
I realized that the conflict was not 
about East and West, but intellect and 
experience. God cannot be thought 
about, for God is. I must surrender my 
intellect, and plunge into a darkness 
without concepts, a silence without 
thought. From that emptiness, love is 
born: light from darkness, Christ from 
Mary’s womb. Meditation deepened 
and softened, softened and deepened, 
until my longing was fulfilled. Gazing 
into the abyss, I gazed into the face of 

Christ. I saw no form; his features 
were dissolved in light. When two 
kiss, they are one: the beloved 
is nearer than the lover’s own 
heart. They are one, yet two. The 
Song of Songs says, For your lips 
are sweeter than wine, and your 
name is perfume poured out! I 
tasted wine beyond lips, sweetness 
beyond naming. The person of 
Christ was essentialized in the 
sapphire radiance at the center of 
my soul.

Taste and see that the Lord is 
good! cried the Psalmist. O seeker, 
trust in the authority of your own 
direct experience. For we are not 
led by knowledge to the heart, but 
by the heart to pure knowledge.

Alfred LaMotte teaches practical 
spirituality for the workplace for 
all who struggle with the query: 
How can I take my soul to work? 
He is a member of Olympia Monthly 
Meeting, Washington.

Jesus’ Eyes
Patricia McBee

For most of my life Jesus 
has not been a central part of my 
spiritual or devotional life. Hav-
ing grown up Catholic and then 
Quaker throughout my adulthood, 
I have never been in a setting that 
challenged me to acknowledge 
Jesus as my savior or to declare 
a particular relationship with 

him. However, in recent years I have 
increasingly recognized Jesus’ teach-
ing, his ministry of healing, and his 
own spiritual experience as important 
guides for my journey.

A few years ago, on retreat, I 
sensed in the room a circle of spiritual 
teachers from throughout the ages. 
Jesus was among them. That was the 
first time I had that sense of Jesus’ 
presence. Then in worship a few weeks 
later, on Easter Sunday, I focused spe-
cifically on inviting Jesus to be with 

As I Have Showed You 
James Baker

At a time of deep searching
Suddenly
There He was.
Stand up—You are in the Presence 
of the Risen Christ.
The most male of beings
yet the most female of awarenesses
I looked deeply into His eyes
and I know now what compassion is
and unconditional Love.
Wordlessly I asked Him questions
about my family, myself.
His answers surprising,
accurate, years later.
The experience decades ago
still fresh as yesterday—
of the reality of his touch,
The Presence of His Being
the understood imperative;
Go and love others
as I have showed you by My life—
There are no words sufficient….

James Arnold Baker has retired and 
returned home to his family, especially 
to be with and help his youngest son 
and three littlest grandchildren in 
Nelson, British Columbia. He retains 
his membership in Downers Grove 
Meeting, Illinois.
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Roshi Jiyu Kennett honored her 
Buddhist lineage by opening each 
meditation session with a traditional 
chant that named a long line of spiritual 
teachers. I joined in, mispronouncing 
the unfamiliar Asian names but trying 
to keep up with the chanted pattern that 
led us into silence. 

Suddenly I was infused with light, 
lots more light than the autumn sun 
sent through the zendo window. This 
light was warmly radiant, 
bringing a sense of joy 
that made my heart beat 
fast, leaving me feeling 
deeply calm and wildly 
excited at the same time. 
What just happened here?

Remembering that I had come to 
Shasta Abbey to practice Buddhist 
meditation, I tried to turn my attention 
back to the empty breath, but I could 
not do it. The light was too intense, 
the love too overwhelming. Inwardly 
I heard words that are written on my 
heart to this day, words from Jesus, 
the Christ: These are not your saints. 
Don’t pretend to be Buddhist. Come 
unto me.

Did the experience last thirty 
seconds or thirty minutes? Time 

me in worship. I prepared to visualize 
Jesus’ presence, but realized I didn’t 
know what to vision to call up. I asked, 
How shall I envision you? Do you look 
like the pictures? I sensed that Jesus 
walked over, stood directly in front 
of me, and stooped down so we were 
directly facing one another. He invited 
me to look into his eyes. 

I found myself falling into deep 
pools of loving compassion. The ex-
perience was so intense that my own 
eyes ached as though they would burst. 
It was an infinite moment of pure love. 
And then Jesus said, When you see 
these eyes, you are seeing me.

Since that time I have seen Jesus 
a number of times. There is a man in 
my meeting who looks at others with 
those eyes. Sometimes I recognize 
that I, myself, am looking out through 
Jesus’ eyes. When you’re out and about 
in the world, look for those eyes of 
compassion. You may be surprised to 
find yourself in the presence of Jesus. 

Patricia McBee, a member of Central 
Philadelphia (PA) Meeting, travels 
and teaches about deepening Quaker 
practice. She is on the WCTS editorial 
team.

An Ineffable 
Presence

Judith Favor
My first direct experience of 

Jesus happened on a sunny September 
morning in 1979, during a meditation 
retreat at Shasta Abbey. I was thirty-nine 
years old. A yearning for something 
more had brought me back for a third 
helping of sitting meditation. I did not 
know what I hoped to have happen at 
the Buddhist retreat center; I could not 
name what I sought. I only knew that 
some inchoate longing within me was 
growing so urgent it could no longer be 
denied. So I returned to sit in silence 
with others in a simple meditation hall 
on the high slopes of Mt. Shasta. 

dissolved in the ineffable and undeniable 
presence of love. I felt directly 
addressed in the same combination of 
acceptance and challenge that marked 
Jesus’ teachings in the Gospels. The 
spoken invitation and the soul-stirring 
warmth combined to convince me I 
had indeed been touched by the same 
power that converted fishermen into 
apostles. The experience set my life on 
the Way, endeavoring to love God, self 

and neighbor with all my 
heart, with all my mind, 
with all my soul, and 
with all my strength. 

One unexpected and 
unbidden encounter with 

the Living Christ, in a Bud-
dhist monastery of all places, set one 
woman on a course of Christian min-
istry and lifelong service to the least of 
these. As a retired pastor in the United 
Church of Christ, a convinced member 
of the Religious Society of Friends, a 
grandmother, seminary teacher and 
spiritual guide, I sometimes ask: What 
gives you hope? What helps you stay 
aware of the basic wonder and mystery 
of life?

For me, it comes through an 
intentional combination of silent 

K
en Tapp

Suddenly I was in-
fused with light.
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attention and spoken word, solitude 
and service. I like to imagine the gospel 
of John starts, In the beginning was the 
Silence, and then came the Word. The 
unprogrammed worship of Quakers 
offers me a word-free, doctrine-free 
zone in which to wait in the Light 
with others, to rest at the center with 
Friends.

The ethical teachings of the 
historical rabbi Jesus appeal to my 
rational mind. The warm presence 
of the Risen Christ moves my heart. 
The energetic vitality of the I AM, 
Alpha and Omega, is embodied in my 
bones, blood and vital organs. And 
my soul responds devotionally to the 
ultimate universal Source, the Essence 
of Love.

Judith Favor is a member of Claremont 
Meeting, is active in Southern California 
Quarterly Meeting, and offers retreats at 
Ben Lomond Quaker Center. 

I Give Thanks
Janet Means Underhill

The candles held us in the soft 
light out of the surrounding darkness. 
I was seated about five feet from a 
Russian icon of the face of Jesus. 
It had not been my intention to be 
there. Tilden Edwards, then director 
of the Shalem Institute for Spiritual 
Formation, had invited participants 
to join in an evening presentation of 
Russian icons. 

My response had been negative. 
Why would I, a Quaker, want to sit 
with icons? A dear friend  was deeply 
fed spiritually by icons. I had attempted 
to use them, but they never spoke to 
me. All day my will struggled with an 
inner voice and palpable energy which 
kept nudging me to attend. In my usual 
resistant, heels-digging-ruts-into-the-
carpet fashion, I entered the darkened 
room. There were four icons on easels 
in the front. I was drawn to sit facing 
the face of Jesus. 

The soft glow of the candles and 
reverence of the setting held us as we 
went into silence. Tilden spoke softly, 
then left us to be with the Mystery. We 
were in a covered meeting. 

As I sat with the Presence, I was 
moved to look at the face of Jesus. His 
gaze became alive. I was drawn into 
his compassionate eyes. He reached 
his hand through my body and held 
my heart. I could see my heart. It was 
the shape and texture of a rough, hard 

geode. I was amazed to realize my 
heart was so hardened. Jesus and I sat 
together with me held in his loving 
gaze and him gently holding my heart. 
Warmth began to flow through me. 
My heart broke in two, revealing a 
shimmering crystal interior. My tears 
flowed. Wounds were healed. I give 
thanks.

Janet Means Underhill is a member 
of Lake Forest Meeting, Illinois, and a 
longtime member of Illinois Yearly Meeting’s 
Ministry and Advancement Committee.

A Sense of 
Homecoming

Kim Lacey
Raised as a Quaker in the non-

pastoral tradition, I had a Kundalini 
experience (spiritual awakening) in 
my early 40s. I began to explore other 
spiritual practices. I was led to visit the 
Johrei Center in San Francisco. I was 
attracted because Johrei, a derivative 
of Buddhism, includes an energetic 
practice, similar to the bodywork 
practice of Reiki. Practitioners are 
trained in channeling energy through 
their hands to the recipient. The 
practitioner and recipient sit in chairs 
a couple of feet apart. The practitioner 
does not touch the recipient, but simply 
holds his/her hands out, palms toward 
the recipient. The energy is intended 
to bring spiritual healing.

My first visit was profound: I was 
visited by God himself (an old man 
with long grey hair and beard!) He 
advised me not to forget where this 
experience had occurred. About a 
year passed before I returned. While 
the meditative state was pleasant, I 
was disappointed I wasn’t aware of 
anything but the room. I breathed in, 

The Whole Time
Mariellen Gilpin

Thirty years ago I worked with a woman named Sandy, a born-again 
Christian. We often shared about our faiths. I told her I wasn’t a Jesus-
person, but a God-person. I told her, “I trust Jesus. If God were out when 
I wanted to talk to Him, I’d talk to Jesus!” 

Sandy lent me an article which suggested I invite Jesus into my life, and 
just see what happened. The experiential approach to Jesus spoke to 
me, a Quaker, so that night I invited Jesus into my life. And there was 
an Answer, right there and then: “I’ve been here the whole time.” 

I was filled with a sense that Jesus really, really understood what it meant 
to be human, and here was a Friend I could be myself with. On the spot 
my prayers changed from being directed to a Father to conversations 
with a Friend closer than my own skin. 

Mariellen Gilpin is a member of Urbana-Champaign meeting, Illinois, 
and an editor of What Canst Thou Say?

I was drawn into his 
compassionate eyes.
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However, my thoughts forced 
me back to the strange events of the 
preceding morning. How could I have 
been so totally misled! I had checked 
out of my hotel carrying a makeshift 
blanket roll containing two items that 
were the property of the hotel. How-
ever, as I was forced to open my pack 
on the sidewalk in front of the hotel, I 
firmly declared the pillow and blanket 
were a loan from Indian friends. 

Although I did not then realize 
it, I had uttered an outright lie—not 

only was I a liar, 
but a petty thief! 
I forfeited the 
blanket to the 
indignant clerk 

when he showed 
me the hotel’s 

name printed on 
it, but remained a thief because I had 
insisted on taking away the pillow. 

While recalling these acts I real-
ized I had betrayed one of the primary 
instructions of my Christian faith. Fur-
thermore, I saw a devastating flaw in 
my justification for a scientific career; 
it was now apparent my judgment of 

reminded myself to let go my judgment 
and just observe. Shortly, I became 
aware of a yellow light at the edge of 
my “vision” (my eyes were closed). I 
turned my attention to the yellow to 
see what it was and, suddenly, I was 
aware it was Jesus.

While a bit surprised, having never 
met him, and certainly never having 
bidden him come, I was extremely 
pleased and gratified. Jesus welcomed 
me to the family, he being my brother, 
and God was there, too. There was a 
sense of homecoming, and I wanted to 
stay as long as I could. 

I asked them both why I was 
having this very Christian experience 
in an Eastern, Buddhist-related setting. 
They informed me they needed me, 
Christianity needed me, because I am 
a woman. Jesus and God told me I was 
better suited than they to restoring the 
feminine aspect of Christianity. When 
we closed with our hands held in a 
circle, my visit with Jesus and God 
ended.

I have begun a friendship with 
Jesus. He is my spiritual teacher. Even 
though Buddhist and metaphysical 
practices remain of interest, I now 
clearly understand I am a Christian. 
I am grateful for the clear message I 
received that day.

Kim Lacey attends Central Coast 
Preparative Meeting (Pacific Yearly 
Meeting). She strives to find the common 
threads and bonds of the varied Christian 
faiths.

Jesus is My Guru
 Allen T. Ansevin

I was raised in a liberal Protestant 
church, but in midlife I asked, Does the 
Jesus of the Scriptures remain valid for 
our time? I read accounts about a holy 
man in India named Sathya Sai Baba 
who seemed remarkably like Jesus in 
his miracles and many of the things he 
taught. Both teachers were on my mind 

during Meeting for Worship when I 
asked myself, If I had lived in Palestine 
when Jesus walked among the people, 
speaking to them face to face, would 
I have called him a troublemaker and 
blasphemer, or would I have gone to 
hear him preach, and perhaps climbed 
a tree (Luke 19: 2-6) to see him bet-
ter, as did Zacchaeus? I concluded I 
would have gone to listen to Jesus; I 
think I came as close to a baptismal 
experience as my reflective Quaker 
disposition would allow. I decided I 
also should go to In-
dia to see Sai Baba, 
whose universal 
teachings of truth, 
love, and selfless 
service seemed 
remarkably akin to 
those of the Master 
from Nazareth.

And so it was as a modern day 
Zacchaeus on New Year’s Day, 1978, 
I flew to India. On the morning after 
my arrival at the ashram, I sat cross-
legged along with a couple of hundred 
devotees of many faiths in the huge, 
dimly lit, central prayer hall. 

 I have new perspectives 
that allow me to deepen my 
devotion to Jesus.

K
en Tapp
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what constitutes Truth could become 
severely distorted. The intellect, my 
dearest and most prideful possession, 
had been unfaithful to me! Tears began 
to flow. 

I began to consider that the events 
of the previous morning may not 
have been fully accidental but were a 
lesson tailored to my specific spiritual 
deficit. In fact, my experience was 
consistent with reports from others 
who claimed an indirect instruction 
during their visit to Sai Baba. An 
authentic spiritual master may choose 
to plunge a purifying needle into a 
boil of the devotee’s personality to 
relieve an infection of the spirit. I think 
this is what Jesus intended when he 
reproved Martha, and later Thomas. 
Sathya Sai Baba, who has an uncanny 
knowledge of those who come to him, 
is well known for employing such 
radical procedures. Such treatment 
was certainly not what I came for, but 
my Quaker inner voice told me that, 
indeed, this was what I had received. 
My confidence in my capacity to know 
true and false was broken, and with it, 
my arrogant scientific mindset.

Now, many years later, I can see 
my spiritual philosophy has been 
vastly broadened by my contact with 
Sathya Sai Baba and his followers. In 

consequence, I have new perspectives 
that allow me to deepen my devotion 
to Jesus. 

Hindus believe whenever human-
ity descends into spiritual deficit, God 
sends a Savior—an Avatar or highest 
type of guru—to redirect people to 
righteousness. The parallel that ex-
ists in Christian teaching leads me to 
see in my own faith features that are 
typical of a guru religion. Christians’ 
assertion that Jesus is God, to be hon-
ored and worshipped as the incarnate 
part of a mysterious Trinity, closely 
replicates the long-established tradi-
tion of Hindus, that an individual’s 
guru is properly worshiped as God 
Incarnate. While Jesus may properly be 

worshiped as an incarnation of God, it 
is not clear that the disciples regarded 
him as the creator of the universe. 
Again and again Jesus acknowledged 
his subordination to God the Father. I 
now see Jesus as an Avatar, possessing 
Higher Consciousness, a divine man, 
worthy to be worshiped as an incarna-
tion of God, but not thereby the only 
Son of God. Nevertheless, having 
been given a lesson in India about the 
limitations of my intellect, I could be 
mistaken and must remain open to 
superior truth.

Allen Ansevin retains ties with Live Oak 
Meeting, Houston, Texas, but attends 
a charismatic Episcopal church and 
awaits further Light.

The Gift
Susan Rose

Easter, 1994, fell on the first First 
Day of the month. Our Meeting holds 
Meeting for Business on the first 
First Day. We also traditionally have 
a breakfast and egg hunt on Easter. 
Meeting decided to postpone its 
Easter activities until the second First 
Day—for Friends, every day is Easter. 
Clearly, however, on the world’s Easter 
Sunday, Jesus and his passion and 
resurrection were on our minds as we 
gathered for worship. In the silence 
a Friend said he believed Jesus had 
not died on the cross, but fainted, was 
presumed dead, was buried, and later 
was revived by his friends and spirited 
away from the tomb. Some minutes 
passed. The silence deepened. A Friend 
rose and into that deepening silence 
said, Christ is risen!

These messages led to many others, 
messages widely divergent in their 
view of Jesus, in their acceptance of the 
truth of his death and resurrection, but 
each reflecting the speaker’s lifelong 
struggle to comprehend Jesus’ story. 
The meeting was profoundly moving, 
as Friend after Friend spoke his or her 
deepest convictions.

Encounters with Jesus
Joyce B. Adams

When I am alone, sometimes a Presence, like a second breath, has 
animated the space around me. As I work or walk alone, my concentration 
yields. I look up to feel the divine breath, intensely concentrated yet 
unseen and unheard. It is too alive, warm, vibrant to be abstract Spirit. 
The eternal “I am” has taken individual form. Many speak of meeting 
Jesus in a mountaintop experience or deep crisis. In truth, I do not base 
my witness on a particular moment of glory or relief. I experience the 
fullness of Jesus’ presence not in a vision or emotion, but in the unique 
closeness of the encounter. The Presence is inseparable from what I 
identify as Self.

Joyce B. Adams, a member of Bloomington, Indiana, Meeting, has 
a concern for the relationship between spirituality and creativity, 
contemplation and writing. 

Yet sometimes when the sun 
comes through a gap 

these men see God the Father 
in a tree: the Holy Spirit in the 
rising sap; 

and Christ will be the green 
leaves that will come 

at Easter, from the sealed and 
guarded tomb.               

—Patrick Kavanaugh 



8 August 2006What Canst Thou Say?

The next First Day Friends continued 
to speak of their understanding of 
Jesus. I was experiencing the essence 
of the Society of Friends. What bound 
all of us together? We had such widely 
divergent views of God, of Jesus, of 
eternal life. To my mind came that 
lovely promise: Where two or three 
are gathered in my name, there I am 
in the midst of them (Matt: 28:20). And 
then Jesus sat in the empty place in 
front of me, and he listened to Friends’ 
messages and smiled, it seemed to me 
with joy, that we are still struggling 
to answer the question he asked two 
thousand years ago: What do people 
say of me?

I have come to think of a Friends 
meeting as conjuring Christ. This 
suggests that my sense of his presence 
is a figment of my imagination. The 
paradox is: his presence is real. I have 
read that the Biblical meaning of the 
Glory of God speaks to God’s action 
in the world. Christ is the Glory of 
God, and his action is love. That is 
what Jesus’ life witnessed to and what 
Christ comes to teach us: to love God, 
to love one another and ourselves, and 
as we do we build heaven on earth in 
this place and in this time, in the midst 

of our meeting, with the Glory of God 
in our midst.

I am lifted up, better than ever I 
was. This is Jesus’ and his people’s 
gift to me: the gift of redemptive love 
that gathers and binds me to the people 
called Friends. Alleluia!

Susan Rose is a member of Patapsco 
meeting, Maryland, and facilitator of the 
Friends worship group at the Correctional 
Institute in Hagerstown—a player in a 
story about building heaven on earth.

Complete Joy
 Liz Wine

I sat in meeting for worship in 
Lancaster, England, with amazing 
Young Quakers from all corners of 
the Earth and all walks of life. Then 
Jesus joined me in worship. I was in 
ecstatic shock as I realized who came 
and sat across from me. He had a clear, 
bearded face like those in children’s 
books, but mostly I recognized him 
because I felt it in my heart. Someone 
was led to speak out of the silence, in 
their native tongue of Spanish. Jesus 
turned in his chair to listen. I asked 
him if he understood and he said, Yes, I 
know all languages, even the language 
of the heart. I was unable to speak, 
while he smiled.

We sat together; then in the midst 
of my centered worship, I felt a tug 
on my heart, as if another soul was in 
need of comfort. I thought, Someone 
over there needs you more than I, 
and unconsciously my head turned 
toward the unknown person. Jesus 
also heard the unspoken call for help; 
I was enthralled that we were together 
listening and being worship-ful. I told 
Jesus, I’ll wait here. I sat silently, 
completely in awe. Then he came 
back, which I had not been expecting. 

Instructions for Authors
We welcome submissions of articles of 350-1500 words and 
artwork—line drawings or artwork suitable for black and white 
reproduction—that illustrate the theme of an issue, or that we might 
retain for use in future issues. Please send your text submissions in 
Word or generic text format and artwork in high resolution jpeg files. 
Photocopied art and typed submissions are also accepted. Send via 
email to <m-gilpin@uiuc.edu> or diskette, or hard copy to WCTS, 
818 W. Columbia, Champaign, IL 61820. 

All authors and artists retain copyright to their articles and artwork 
published in WCTS. WCTS retains the right to publish initially and 
also to reprint in WCTS anthologies. If you want to reprint an article 
from WCTS, please contact us for permission.

K
en Tapp
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I pondered, You have time for me? He 
replied, I always have time for you. I 
apologized, since I hadn’t been making 
time for him when he had been making 
time for me. 

Worship ended, and I was so deep 
in silence I couldn’t move, as other 
Friends shook hands and hugged. 
When I walked out of meeting I 
walked on air, filled with a new sense 
of true hope, in contrast to my usual 
melancholy state. I asked my friend 
from Belarus to teach me to say I have 
joy in Russian, for I was filled with 
complete joy. Whenever I am down 
and feel tired or hurt now, I pull back 
to this joyful experience, to remind 
myself I am loved and cared for, and 
to remember, I have joy!

Liz Wine is 23 and a member of University 
Friends Church and Topeka Friends 
Meeting, Kansas. She dabbles in both 
the unprogrammed and programmed 
traditions of Friends.

A Jesus Quaker
Wayne Yarnall

1991: I know I’m on a journey. I’m 
not clear on the spiritual part. I imagine 
that I sense that of God in myself. I 
don’t know what God is and do not 
have a sense of direct communication 
of God through me.

1992: I had a spiritual vision in 
worship. My readiness for this vision 
was related to a disagreement at the 
Western Gathering of Friends. I shared 
that the feeling I have during a deeply 
gathered meeting might be like the 
feeling of accepting Jesus in one’s life. 
The young Evangelical Friend said it 
was definitely not like that. I said: In 
that case, accepting Jesus is a new 

experience I can look forward to. I 
didn’t know what I had set myself up 
for. Two weeks later during worship, 
Jesus appeared in the empty space 
between two Friends. I felt more 
awake, alive and alert than ever before 
or ever since. I felt warm all over, safe; 
that I was fine just the way I was, and 
I didn’t need to do anything. It was a 
mystical experience like no other. 

1994: I am still learning from this 
vision and working on what it means 
to me. Nothing tells me with certainty 
it was Jesus. I am culturally and 
religiously conditioned to use Christian 
language. It is also the language that 
most conveys the experience to others 
of similar conditioning: I saw a male 
with long hair and a white robe. 

Friends asked if my life changed. 
I thought not, but my wife said when 
I fell down I no longer issued a string 
of cuss words. (I have muscular 
dystrophy). Two years later I have to 
admit my life has changed profoundly. 
I do not yet accept my vision was 

Welcome Joan, Rich, and Wayne
 —Thanks to Margaret
As we announced some time ago, our dear Friend Margaret Willits 
wished to move on from her job as our bookkeeper and subscription 
manager for WCTS. Rich Himmer has offered to be our subscription 
manager, Wayne Yarnall will share his expertise with Rich as needed, 
and Joan Johnston has stepped forward to be our bookkeeper. Margaret 
has kindly helped in the transition to the new team members. Thanks, 
Margaret, for your faithful service, and thanks to Rich, Wayne, and Joan 
for joining the editorial and production team. And thanks to our Readers, 
who always come through when we need them.

Voice with a Message
Linda Lee

In 1995, while trying to heal from chemical sensitivities not well 
understood by physicians, I learned to enter deep meditative states. I 
asked for healing messages. After several weeks of daily meditation, 
images of my forgiving others and myself, and of others forgiving me, 
appeared spontaneously over several days. The fourth day, as I sat on a 
stone bench in the garden at the Indianapolis Museum of Art, I knew the 
sequence was finished. I opened my eyes and sat quietly. There was a 
sharp sound and a sudden pain in my heart. My heart has cracked open, 
I thought. Tears wet my cheeks. I was amazed, awed, and humbled. I 
thought, Something profound has happened. I want to talk to someone 
about this. But who? Then I heard a voice that was not mine and was 
not of my invention: “Jesus could be your guide.” 

“Where did that come from?” was my startled reply. I had not been 
oriented toward Jesus, but toward God. What a mystery, what a 
surprise—Hearing that voice was like hearing the ocean instead of 
simply reading about it. 

Linda Lee is a poet and former editor of What Canst Thou Say? She is 
a member of First Friends Meeting, Indianapolis, Indiana.
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Jesus, but I do know I had a profound 
mystical experience that has changed 
my life forever. 

My opening to receive the vision 
might never have happened if it 
weren’t for my Evangelical Friend. I 
cannot ignore Evangelical Friends as I 
continue on my spiritual journey.

1995: I am sensing that there is 
someone (Jesus?) or some spirit walk-
ing with me. It (or he) is there for me to 
draw upon as needed. This is a very new 
understanding, comforting but scary. 

I have had successes: I worked 
with a motel to install an elevator, 
so any wheelchair person can get to 
the restaurant and meeting rooms. I 
worked constructively but firmly with 
biweekly phone calls for 26 months! 
On January 6 we celebrated the ribbon 
cutting for the new elevator. A plaque 
said: This elevator is the result of the 

work of Wayne Yarnall. I didn’t do it 
alone. Jesus walked with me.

2006: My life ran smoother for 
about three years after my vision; then 
slowly declined. I waited passively 
to be called again. I gave up waiting, 
and my life stopped running smoothly. 
My progressive disability took a toll, 
and I had periods of anger, screaming 
and depression. Last summer I began 
a quest to reconnect with the living 
Jesus.

About the same time, my voice 
started to break when singing before 
meeting, and tears flowed at times. I 
made my first visit to an Evangelical 
Quaker church. I was struck how 
Quaker they were, how spiritual. My 
voice still broke. The sanctuary was 
down one step and I carefully backed 
my wheel chair down the ramp. A 
month or so passed, and I felt called 

to return. I was stunned to find the 
sanctuary was now level—it was 
phenomenally welcoming. Again I 
was unable to sing, and tears flowed. 
With trepidation I visited the third 
time, and again felt Jesus present in 
the room. My tears were unstoppable. 
I went back the next week. I had a 
warm feeling of coming home. My 
voice was strong, my singing ability 
returned, and warm tears flowed. I 
now call myself a Jesus Quaker. Jesus 
is once again running alongside me in 
my 5 mph wheelchair. I don’t think he 
will leave this time.
Wayne Yarnall was Business Manager 
for Friends Bulletin and currently 
attends Cherry Grove Friends Church, 
Battleground, Washington. He buzzes 
around with his electric wheelchair, 
raising awareness of the needs of 
disabled Friends <adabuild.com>.
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SUBSCRIPTION FORM 
Please send this form to:  WCTS c/o Richard Himmer, 
  1035 Hereford  Drive, Blue Bell PA 19422-1925.
Enclosed is my check to What Canst Thou Say?
_____ $10 for a one-year subscription   _____ $18 for two years 
_____ $  5 for a one-year electronic subscription
_____ $40 for a complete set of back issues 
_____ $15 for partial sets (Volumes 1 - 20 or 21 - 40) 
_____ $  1.50 for individual past issues
Enclosed is a contribution of $_____
I cannot afford $8, enclosed is $____
 
Name__________________________________________________

Address________________________________________________

City, State, Zip___________________________________________

Phone  _____________       Email ___________________________

A WCTS Anthology
Bogert Fund Makes It Happen

The WCTS team has selected some of the articles that appeared during our first ten 
years of publication for an anthology. The Bogert Fund has given us a grant to publish 
this anthology, entitled Discovering God as Companion: Stories from Friends Today. The 
book will bring under one cover some of your favorite stories from Stephen Angell, Carol 
Roth, Marcelle Martin—over fifty Friends share their experiences of God’s presence and 
power. Stay tuned for more information—soon you can have your very own copy!

The Face of Christ
Joyce B. Adams

Several years ago, I was at a retreat. 
After a short meditation, we received 
a special greeting to pass on to others. 
We began to move around, greeting 
one another. One woman, Rita, using 
crutches, sat off to one side. She waited 
for others to greet her, but no one did. 
After some time I approached her. At 
the sharing later that night, Rita spoke, 
“Tonight as I was waiting in my chair, 
someone finally came to me and I saw 
the face of Christ.” 

I could not believe at first that 
such a force had come through me. 
This experience taught me when God 
wants to appear in human form, s/he 
does not wait to find a saint, but rather 
works with the material on hand. My 
neighbor is in the grocery line; he 
is sitting next to me at meeting; she 
takes my blood sample at the clinic; 
he drives me in a taxi to the airport. If 
I am alert and hospitable, in the next 
person I may meet Jesus.

Two of them were on their way to a 
village called Emmaus….Jesus himself 
came up and walked along with them; 
but something kept them from seeing 
who it was. He asked them, “What is it 
you are debating as you walk?” 

They halted, their faces full of 
gloom, and one, called Cleopas, 
answered. “Are you the only person 

staying in Jerusalem not to know what 
has happened there…?” 

“What do you mean?” he said. 
“All this about Jesus of Nazareth,” 
they replied, “a prophet powerful in 
speech and action… our chief priests 
and rulers…crucified him….This is the 
third day since it happened….” 

“How dull you are!” he answered. 
“How slow to believe all the prophets 
said!...” Then he began with Moses 
and the prophets, and explained the 
passages which referred to himself…. 

They reached the village.… “Stay 
with us, for evening draws on….” He… 
broke the bread and offered it to them. 
Then their eyes were opened, and they 
recognized him….They said to one 
another, “Did we not feel our hearts 
on fire as he talked with us on the 
road?”                     —Luke 24:13-32 

Joyce B. Adams, a member of Blooming-
ton, Indiana, Meeting, has a concern for 
the relationship between spirituality and 
creativity, contemplation and writing. 
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February 2007
The Workplace
Guest Editor: Alfred K. LaMotte 
 with Patricia McBee 
To turn all the treasures we possess into 
the channel of universal love becomes 
the business of our lives.... (John 
Woolman). Have you sorely needed 
spirituality in the workplace? What 
are your spiritual practices at work? 
Have you known God’s presence 
on the job—God’s interest in that 
repetitive task, difficult customer, office 
gossip, intransigent boss, dysfunctional 
colleague, wrongly-ordered profession? 
How were you changed? How has your 
working changed? 
Deadline: November 15, 2006

May 2007
Unseen Hands 
Editors: Kathy Tapp and   
             Mariellen Gilpin
Nothing in death or in life, in the 
realm of spirits or superhuman 
powers…in heights or depths…
nothing in all creation can sepa-
rate us from the love of God. 
(Romans 8:38). Have you ever felt 
you were being helped by unseen 
hands? Who do you think your 
helpers were? What did you learn 
from the experience? How has it 
affected your spiritual journey? 
Tell us your stories.

Deadline: February 15, 2007

August 2007
Hospitality
Guest Editor: Maurine Pyle 
with Mariellen Gilpin
Do not neglect to show hospitality, for 
by that means some have entertained 
angels unaware (Hebrews 13:2). 
Have you made room in your heart 
for the other, the one who is different 
from you? Have you been challenged 
to shed prejudices and be taught by 
God through the stranger? What 
was it like? Did you have second 
thoughts? How did you make room 
for the other? In sharing the gift of 
hospitality, have you entertained 
angels without knowing it?
Deadline: May 15, 2007


