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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,
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When Does Grace Enter?                                           Linda Theresa

What Canst Thou Say?

For me, grace is when I see, feel or 
know things beyond the normal ways. 
Grace is a glimpse of God. Maybe it’s 
easier to say what grace is not: I’m no 
longer in my small ego-driven world 
full of discursive thinking. Instead, the 
heart of grace is beyond time, space, 
and concepts, although miraculous 
events, wondrous insights and blissful 
sensations often form the most lasting 
impressions.

After my initial experience of 
grace, I hungered for more, and was 
even angry for months when the same 
method of prayer didn’t yield the 
same experience of grace day after 
day. Through repeated mistakes, I’ve 
learned that the sure way not to have 
an experience of grace is to expect God 
to follow my greedy, anxious tantrums. 
I did, however, go on to have many 
numinous experiences when I caught 
glimpses of the divine. Also, I felt 
intuitively that there was some com-
monality of behaviors, traits, attitudes 
or conviction that opened the way for 
these experiences to happen. I pored 
through all my old journal entries and 
created a chart of all the experiences 
and the feelings and behaviors preced-
ing them. Can you tell I used to be a 
business systems analyst?

It’s now been several years since 
I created that chart and who knows 
where it is, but its impact continues to 
serve me to this day, because it was re-

ally a model for living a God-centered 
life. I still struggle; I’m no saint. More 
than anything, I hope this article is of 
some use to you and to me, because I 
truly believe we are milliseconds away 
from feeling divine grace each moment 

of the day. I’ve gone through periods 
where God’s presence was deeply felt 
throughout each day, even when I was 

engaged in everyday chitchat or in 
severe pain gasping for breath….

Whatever we seek we shall find. 
Even my greedy, anxious anger at 
not experiencing God’s grace was a 
plea that God honored. One begins to 
learn what attitudes, beliefs and actions 
draw one closer and which ones lean 
toward separation. It’s a world where 
paradoxes abound, but in their midst 
truth is known.

I’ll give you an example. Take any 
duality that gives you some concern, 
such as one person wanting a more 
intimate relationship and another want-
ing more space. Now pretend you are a 
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person at one end of the spectrum and 
have decided to change to be at the 
other end of the spectrum. Write down 
all the feelings and concerns that come 
up. Now pre-
tend you are 
at the other 
end of the 
spectrum 
a n d  m u s t 
change totally. 
Again write down a long list of how 
that might feel. Lastly, find where the 
lists are similar, and here’s the hard 
part: sit with that feeling until you 
transcend it. The only way to tran-
scend it is to fully feel every nuance 
of it. Although it feels like you may 
die, it’s really only the belief in the 
ego that dies. Suddenly, you see the 
truth with indescribable clarity. 

Linda Theresa suffered from multiple illnesses that left 
her with severe chronic pain and muscle weakness. 
She has shared her gentle wisdom with WCTS 
readers on several occasions. At Christmas I invited 
Linda Theresa to write for this issue on Changed by 
Grace. Linda was unable to use a keyboard, and I told 
her I would type her articles. I didn’t hear for several 
months, and finally began to wonder if I should call. 
Then a package came in the mail: two handwritten 
articles and a letter from Linda. 

She wrote, “I’ve been struggling with the irony that 
in order to know God we have to put all else aside, 
but to put all else aside, we have to work very hard. 
Over and over, God has shown me I push too hard 
and try to be perfect too much. Prayer and spiritual 
exercises are necessary, but even more important is 
resting and waiting for God.” 

I had just begun to type Linda’s article when the 
phone rang: Linda had died, and her friend had 
ransacked the house, looking for the article in order 
to mail it to me. I assured her I had it. Her friend said 
she had searched Linda’s address file, wondering 
which person was the editor of WCTS. When she 

When we are open to knowing and 
accepting anything, we enter sacred 
ground. Whether we are allowing 
emotions, ideas, or even physical pain, 

we create an openness 
where a shift is often 
made. When we cre-
ate enough silence, 
we will hear. When 

we make friends with 
the opposite of what 

we usually do and believe, we open 
a gateway. The kingdom of God lies 
within you. Trust it, relax into it, and 
God’s grace will enter.
Linda Theresa lived in Alamosa, 
Colorado, and practiced Vipassana 
Buddhism as a means of living at peace 
with pain. Always upbeat on the phone, 
she lived her truth to the very end. Thank 
you, Linda.

came to my card something told her, “Look on the 
back.” There Linda had written, “Friend and editor 
of WCTS.” 
I returned to typing. This was Linda’s gift to the 
readers and writers of WCTS, from beyond the 
grave. The article summed up everything Linda 
learned about making grace happen—a self-help 
article rather than our usual first person narrative. It 
was three times longer than our usual article. What 
to do? We didn’t feel free to edit it—Linda couldn’t 
approve changes. The editors agreed the article 
was too important not to share in its entirety. We 
decided to excerpt it here and publish the entire 
article on the WCTS website: <http://www.geocities.
com/what_canst_thou say>. 
If you do not have access to the Internet, send $1.50 
to WCTS c/o Rich Himmer, 1035 Hereford Drive, 
Blue Bell, PA 19422. We will mail you a complete 
copy of Linda’s article. 
This is Linda’s gift to us, the readers and writers of 
WCTS. Goodbye, Linda. No longer are you in severe 
pain gasping for breath. Thanks for blessing us with 
your article.

Mariellen Gilpin, Editor of this Issue

In Memoriam: Linda Theresa

Grace Needs No 
Technique

Alfred LaMotte
I trained to be a meditation teacher 

with two wonderful masters of the In-
dian tradition. I also studied Christian 
contemplative prayer at monasteries 
in Europe and America. I was at St 
Joseph’s Abbey in Massachusetts dur-
ing those early conversations leading 
to the Centering Prayer movement. 

Yet the great meditative experi-
ences of my life have come during 
moments of grace, with no intention to 
meditate. I realized something so lib-
erating, yet so threatening to spiritual 
practitioners! Our bodies were initi-
ated into the deepest path the moment 
we were born. We are permitted to 

When we are open to knowing 
and accepting anything, we 
enter sacred ground.
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taste and see the Lord’s sweetness right 
here, in the anonymous sacrament of 
the commonplace, through ear and eye 
and skin and tongue. But are we ready 
to live lives of wonder?

I awake at dawn. For a few mo-
ments, before 
this mind like 
the rustle of 
yesterday’s 
news begins 
i ts  habi t  of 
chatter, I am just 
awake, without thinking. I listen to the 
faintest sounds, and beyond them, to 
the throbbing depth of pure silence. 
I follow that throb to the horizon of 
listening. There is nowhere but the 
present moment, and therefore no time, 
when I am truly listening. Then a robin 
trembles the universe...

Dawn’s half-lit silence, 
changed by the first robin’s song 
to deeper silence.

Nothing prevents me from doing 
this meditation each morning but one 
thing: the concept of doing medita-
tion.

On a work day afternoon, over-
loaded with busy projects, I take a 
short walk in the park. I glance up at 
the cloudless blue sky. How often have 
I looked at it: So available! So cheap! 
Yet now, in a moment of grace, this 
blue-sky-gazing is profound medita-
tion. Usually the sky is the back-
ground of my thoughts. This time, I 
let thoughts fade into the background 
of the sky. I don’t suppress thoughts: I 
just attend to the marvelous blueness, 
using the common gift of sight as my 
spiritual path. Intensely aware of the 
blue quality... the boundless quality... 
the renewing quality of emptiness...I 
gaze until I pass through the vanishing 
point, my eyes completely untangled 
from objects. I am aware but unfo-
cused. Hundreds of tiny muscles relax 
in my face. The gentle smile I had 
when I was a sleeping infant returns 

to this old body. Then I merely close 
my eyes to discover... the same vast-
ness inside!

Sapphire emptiness: 
I look at the deep sky, 
yet gaze into my heart.

A l l  m y 
life I’ve been 
climbing: to 
higher status, 
pay raise, up-

ward mobil-
i ty,  upl i f t ing 

thoughts, up-scale apartments, higher 
standards, higher grades, higher tax 
brackets, higher states of conscious-
ness, the risen life! No wonder I’m 
weary. I’m always fighting gravity. But 
tonight I’ll lie down, spread-eagled in 

the cool grass of my back yard, gazing 
at the faint and distant stars. I could 
worry about tomorrow. Or if I choose, 
I could take no thought for tomorrow. 

Just stay here awhile and commit the 
great American sin: doing nothing. 
My thoughts fade into the background 
as I shift my attention to my body’s 
weight, the sensation of it touching 
the ground. Suddenly, a revelation of 
the commonplace: why did I never 
understand this before? I don’t need 
to experience weight. I can sense it as 
gravity, a ripple in a boundless swell of 
force. I am awash in those star-waves; 
they are part of the same oceanic en-
ergy that keeps me on earth. Her vast 
billow gathers me in, carries me in the 
curve of perpetual here-ness. Where 
does my body end and hers begin? As 
a child surrenders to the breast after 
crying, I surrender to gravity. Ashes 
to ashes, dust to dust. How strange 
that we save these living words until 
our funeral…

I’ve stood up so long.
Now star-dazed in the moist grass,
I am so fallen! 

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

Our bodies were initiated into 
the deepest path the moment 
we were born.

Blue-sky-gazing is 
profound meditation.
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all together as we were for those four 
days. 

I should have expected our time 
there to be unusual. It was my first 
close experience with an ocean, and I 
was awed by the power and mystery 

of the Atlantic. The house we rented 
was the only one of its size in town, 
and in the entire month of September 
it was available only for the exact four 
days we needed it. The week of the 
wedding saw one of the few stretches 
of nice weather in a fall plagued by 
hurricanes. 

Not long after we arrived, I came 
to realize that this was to be a special 
time for my family. It was as if time 
slowed down at the beach house. All 
of us relaxed and let the sea spray 
wash away whatever cares we had. 
We found ourselves 
staying up late 
and rising early 
just so we could 
s p e n d  m o r e 
time together. 
The younger gen-
erations got to know 
each other better, and the older genera-
tions deepened their ties. The favorite 
attractions for everyone were the eight 
large rocking chairs on the front porch. 
It seemed there were always people in 
them, rocking and visiting, from early 
in the morning until late at night.

In this idyllic setting it also became 
very obvious that the oldest generation 
was failing. My mother, in particular, 
experienced periods of confusion and 
weakness, even falling once when she 
got up during the night. We learned 
this was not a new phenomenon for 

Grace by the Sea
Beth Schobernd

Typically the event marking the 
touch of grace is short-lived, fleeting, 
even if the impact is long-term. One 
instance of receiving grace, however, 
lasted four days. In September 2004, 
my son was married in Charleston, 
South Carolina. Our extended family, 
16 of us, stayed in a beach house a 
few miles down the coast. Renting 
the beach house seemed the best way 
to care for the needs of a crowd who 
ranged in age from 21 months to 87 
years. Some of us saw each other once 
or twice a year, but we were rarely 

Mom but increasingly common. 
Since my father was nearly blind and 
deaf, Mom was the caretaker in their 
relationship. This deterioration in her 
abilities worried all of us. Both Mom 
and Dad are fiercely independent, so 
any help would have to be delicately 
offered and provided. My sister, my 
cousin and I spent long hours talking 
about “what if” but managed to do little 
beyond recognizing the problems. The 
aging of my parents had always been 
something I put off thinking about, but 
here it was staring me the face and it 
would not be ignored. I wasn’t sure I 
was up to the challenge.

Slowly, I came to realize that grace 
was also a guest in the beach house. 
There could be no other explanation for 
the sense of peace and calm acceptance 
I experienced. The gift of grace was 
two-fold. Our family was given the 
opportunity to strengthen our bonds in 
the face of the impending loss of our el-
ders. I was given comfort and strength, 
and assured that God would be with 

me no matter what 
the future might 

bring. As my 
parents’ health 
has continued 
to fail, I am 

still held by that 
gift of grace.

Our son and daughter-in-law’s 
wedding was beautiful, a celebration 
in keeping with their beliefs and per-
sonalities. But the wedding, our whole 
purpose for being there, almost became 
secondary to the events that transpired 
at the beach house and the gifts we 
were given. It was a holy time.

Beth Schobernd is a member of Clear 
Creek Meeting, McNabb, Illinois. She is 
wife, mother, grandmother, and librarian. 
She recently served as Recording Clerk 
for Illinois Yearly Meeting.

Blessings 
Beyond Naming

Christine O’Brien
Precious inner teacher
Love that guides me,
My heart is open.
All of creation is my 
blessing,
Calling me to love.
I rest in what is.
My imperfections teach 
me tolerance and 
forgiveness.
Inner teacher, guide me.
Heal my heart.
Heal my ways.
I rest in blessings beyond 
naming,
Always.

Christine O’Brien is a 
member of the St. Petersburg 
Meeting and is working on the 
35th year of Circus McGurkis: 
the People’s Fair, whose 
theme this year is “People 
Make Change: Rosa Parks 
Memorial Circus McGurkis.”

Grace was also a guest in the 
beach house.

The favorite attractions 
were the eight large rocking 
chairs on the front porch.
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A Holy Other
Anonymous,

(as told to Mariellen Gilpin)
For me, grace is not energy, not 

as I see it. It does not begin and end 
or take up space. It oozes into my ad-
ventures. It is always here, there and 
all over. When I speak of grace I think 
of union in and among another, a Holy 
Other, a reality beyond my capacity to 
express. 

In the summer of 1975 I became 
aware of grace. I had been reading a 
lot about Hinduism and Buddhism, 
and especially books by Krishnamurti. 
I attended many of his talks. A book 
by Vimala Thakar discussed observa-
tion so clearly that from that time I 
observed the mind all the time. I sat in 
meditation five or six hours every day, 
observing the mind. Really, I prayed 
without ceasing. It was like being in 
love. I was always intensely thinking 
and feeling toward something. My 
thinking was in terms of enlightenment 
or awakening. I was not in a Christian 
framework. 

I don’t know how to explain this. 
There was something in myself, the real 
me, or something like that. Buddhists 
might say something like no-thing, 
nothingness. It could not be captured 
with a concept. I was being pulled by 
a gigantic magnet. The pull totally 
consumed me, like Song of Solomon. 
Let me try to give an example of what 
I mean. There was a poet who taught 
a course once a week for three hours. 
Sometimes he didn’t come to class. 
Other students came and waited the 
required time, and then left. I waited 
three hours. Now, why did I wait for 
three hours? There was something 
inside that demanded that.

Then one night it happened: sud-
denly I wasn’t there. It was not me 
looking through these eyes. It was 
as if a Native American appeared on 
the blank wall. I don’t know why a 
Native American, but I assume it had 
something to do with having heard a 

talk by a Native American sand painter 
some time before. I would say that my 
mind stopped—but how could I re-
member that, because memory implies 
that the mind was present? It was an 
intensely physical experience. There 
was continuous looking and listening 
and sensing, without mind associating 
with any sense impression. Maybe it 
was like child mind. My adult mind 
stopped or faded into the background. 
I was constantly in the present moment 
for a couple of hours. The body was in-
tense, as if a higher voltage were pass-
ing through it. All night Someone Else 
occupied the space I called myself. 

It was a few years later that I 
developed a concept about the uni-
tive experience not being energy, but 
another reality. That is a concept. 
What I thought was, “I am actually 
in contact with something, call it God 
or whatever.” How did I know it was 
God? God is a concept. The experience 
was on the feeling level. There were 
no concepts. When I try to explain 
now I am using concepts, but it is only 
because I am trying to communicate. 
If I could communicate more directly I 
would not use a concept like God. This 
is very difficult to communicate. 

For instance, in John’s gospel, 
Jesus said, Before Abraham was I AM. 
In the first chapter of the gospel, John 
writes the Word was with God in the 
beginning. It cannot be approached 
intellectually, cognitively or conceptu-
ally. In one sermon Buddha just lifted 
up a rose. This other reality is highly 
paradoxical. Usual rules of logic are 
stretched to their limits. Somehow, 
we know but we don’t know how we 
know. We do not know through sense 
data, touching, tasting, seeing or hear-

ing, smelling or sensing. Still we know. 
When Jesus said, Come unto me all you 
who labor and are heavy laden, and I 
will give you rest, Jesus was pointing 
to this other reality. John talks about 
living water. After we drink it we will 
never thirst again. This other reality is 
not like that with space and time and 
causation. At death the brain will die 
and the mind will end. I seem to be 
talking about another reality which is 
not apprehended by thought. Take, for 
instance, a Zen koan, I see your face. 
Show me your mother’s face before 
she was born. For me, that is pointing 
to another reality. Thinking about it 
will get nowhere. I don’t know about 
all this. It is all pretty slippery. I was 
standing in the holy presence. That is 
the only way I can describe it.

That morning-after in 1975, I 
returned. It was me but a transformed 
me, still a limited me, but a me with 
a chance. My worrying thoughts re-
turned. I felt I had to leave my old life 
behind and live in the presence. When I 
gave talks about meditation and prayer 
my thoughts stopped and another mind 
came forward and spoke. Living in the 
presence, I witnessed my life as it was, 
the self-centered, self-preoccupied me. 
I yearned to live a new life. 

Since grace entered my life I have 
been changed. I have been unsatisfied. 
Only one thing satisfies. There is a 
yearning, a yearning in the body, so 
this is, in a sense, energy, but a dissat-
isfaction with anything else—property, 
relationships, food, jobs, experiences. 
Support myself? What’s that? The 
hunger for this other reality led me to 
give up all my insignificant property 
and study art. This led to an M.A in 
religion, and then on to chaplaincy and 
a divinity degree.

[Editor.: WCTS rarely publishes an article 
anonymously. Naming and claiming our 
mystical experience is an important part of 
what WCTS is. However, in this instance, 
the editors feel clear in supporting the 
anonymity of the author.]

Since grace entered my life 
only one thing satisfies.



6 May 2006What Canst Thou Say?

school sector. Most of my class of 
student teachers had at least applied 
for interviews. I wondered why I had 
not, as I usually plan ahead. Was it 
because I was fifty and frankly afraid 
of entering the job market? Or was 
it a lack of self confidence because I 
was competing with many applicants 
half my age? I had been out of the job 
market for the past 23 years, having a 
family of five children. Or was I caught 
in a gender bind and did not see how 
I could accept the job of my choice 
without uprooting my family? I did 
not plan to move.

Realizing that school was ending 
soon and with it the job hunting ser-
vice, Thursday afternoon I told Gerry, 
my teacher training supervisor, that I 
would tell her on Friday which job I 
wanted to apply for. Friday morning I 
had the following dream.

I was apparently talking with two 
unidentified persons. They seemed to 
be involved with religious activity, I 
believe prayer. They invited me to join 
them. I thanked them but said I could 
not; I had a family and had to stay with 
them. They said, “Go ask your family. 
We would like them to come too.” So, 
in my dream I asked my family and 
their response was, “Sure, Mom. Why 
not?” I offered another excuse: It was 

My Blood, Given
Judith Favor

The great thing is prayer. Prayer 
itself. If you want a life of prayer, the way 
to get it is by praying.              —Thomas 
Merton

These days, I experience prayer 
as a flow of willingness. Prayer seems 
to have a fluid quality. I find myself 
offering my energy for God’s purposes 
as freely as clouds offer soaking rain. 
Love seems to flow liquidly through 
my heart, arteries and veins, touching 
each capillary. God’s very nature 

seems like water to me—or blood—
more than like airy spirit. Heart-love 
even seeps into sleep, bringing a sweet 
sense of Presence while I am deep in 
dreams.

When soul-flow happens, a re-
sounding call echoes through my 
body. When God’s liquid nature 
hums, approximately 78% of me that 
is water sings back. Ancient words 
thrum through my veins. This is my 
body. Jesus was 78% water, too, 
wasn’t he?  This is my blood, given. 
The heart has its reasons that reason 
does not know. Pascal’s mysterious 
words become a breath prayer. Flow 
requires action.

My pounding heart leads me to 
the American Red Cross Apheresis 
Center. After rightly answering an 
unsettling array of very personal ques-
tions about my sex life, I empty my 
bladder and settle into a tilted chaise 
lounge. Two arms rest on pillows, 
stuck with needles. For two hours I 
am connected to a complex machine 
that silently separates blood into com-
ponents. Two pints of red blood cells 

gather in sterile plastic bags while the 
rest is pumped back into my veins. 
Blessings flow along with bodily 
fluid. Healing prayers flow toward an 
unknown leukemia patient who needs 
highly concentrated blood cells.

To Quakers, praying means wait-
ing in the Light, listening inwardly for 
God’s nudges, then following where 
the heart leads. Grace flows when 
strangers exchange smiles. Mercy 
flows when donors and nurses touch. 
Healing flows between kidney donors 
and recipients. Where blood flows, 
God only knows.

May she be cared for tenderly.
May he be well.
May they be loved to the last.

Judith Favor is a member of Claremont 
Meeting, California.

Discernment by 
Means of a Dream

Theodora E. Waring
In May of 1972 I had completed 

the year-long teacher training program 
at Shady Hill School in Cambridge, 
Massachusetts. It prepared student 
teachers to be eligible for good teach-
ing jobs almost anywhere in the private 

It is an overwhelming experience to fall into the hands of the living 
God, to be invaded into the depths of one’s being by His presence, 

to be without warning, wholly uprooted from all earth-born securities 
and assurances, and to be blown by a tempest of unbelievable power 
which leaves one’s old, proud self utterly, utterly defenseless…Dare 
one lift one’s eyes and look?  Nay, whither can one look and not see 
Him?  For field and stream and teeming streets are full of Him. Yet as 
Moses knew, no one can look on God and live--live as his old self. Death 
comes, blessed death, death of one’s alienating will….One emerges 
from such soul-shaking, Love-invaded times into the more normal state 
of consciousness. But one knows ever after that the Eternal Lover of 
the world, the Hound of Heaven, is utterly, utterly real and that life must 
henceforth be forever determined by that Real. Like Saint Augustine one 
asks not for greater certainty of God but only for more steadfastness in 
Him….          —Thomas Kelly

Heart-love even seeps into 
sleep, bringing a sweet sense 
of Presence while I am deep 
in dreams.
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Sunday and I needed to worship with 
my Wellesley Friends Meeting. My 
unidentified companions suggested I 
ask my Quaker meeting. They added, 
“It is ecumenical. We want them to 
participate.” In my dream I did ask my 
friends in Wellesley Meeting and they 
said, “Sure, Dody, why not?” I found 
myself walking along with my dream 
companions.

One of them said to me, “Your 
mother has been trying to reach you.” 
I thought, “That’s funny. She has been 
dead eight years.” But the supernatural 
world is not limited by time. In a puz-
zled mood I said, “That is nice of her. 
I will phone her after the weekend.” I 
was aware that our path had turned a 
corner. Then I saw my mother, exactly 
as I remembered her: turned-up nose, 
freckles, brown hair pulled back. Her 
left eye was still slightly wall-eyed, and 
she had on the gold-rimmed glasses of 
the sixties. Her clothes looked familiar. 
I knew it was Mother, even though I 
also knew she had died in 1962. As 
if it were quite natural, she spoke to 
me. She quoted to me a conversation I 
had with my daughter Kitty long after 
my mother’s death: “As you have told 
Kitty you would go to the ends of the 
earth if she needed you, I thought you 
needed me.” 

I was speechless. It was just too 
difficult to accept. I felt like hugging 
her, but again my rational mind was 
sure hugging a spirit would be like fly-
ing through clouds: nothing there. But I 
did hug her, and to my intense surprise, 
my arms felt her body. Her corporeal 
body stopped my arms from closing. 
She was physically present. This was 
too much to take in. The experience of 
having my arms physically stopped by 

her spirit woke me up. I began to tell 
my husband this dream, exactly as I 
have repeated it here.

I saw that the three most important 
support systems or people in my life 
had all been present: my immediate 
family, my Quaker meeting, and my 
mother. Not one of them stopped my 
association with the two unidentified 
people inviting me to participate in 
a religious event. Mother could have 
been like the angel with a flaming 
sword barring Absalom’s way, but she 
did not. Instead she seemed to know 
better than I that this was a turning 
point in my life—a time of decision 
far beyond which job to take, but a 
profoundly significant career choice. 
All three verbally affirmed me; not 
one raised any question or doubt about 

my choosing to follow into unknown 
religious participation. The message 
seemed clear to me.

I announced to my husband, be-
fore even starting the day, I thought 
I was being spiritually led to attend 
divinity school and start a religious 
career rather than apply for a teaching 
job. There was an authenticity about 
my dream that I knew experientially. 
The fact that my deceased mother was 
absolutely recognizable, and most of 
all quoted words I had said to Kitty 
long after Mother was dead, seemed 
to reinforce the supernatural quality. 
It was almost as if knowing those 
words established the immanence of 
her loving spirit in my life. And she 
thought I needed her at that moment. 
Did she think it that important for me 
to pursue a religious career instead of 
teaching that she had to break through 
the usual barrier?  

Friday I informed Gerry at Shady 
Hill School that I planned to apply to 
Harvard Divinity School instead of 
taking a teaching job. After graduation 
God clearly told me He was ordaining 
me. I have loved being a minister, and 
I know it follows my paternal line.

Theodora E. (Dody) Waring is a lifelong 
Friend and member of Wellesley Meeting, 
Massachusetts. She served as a freelance 
Christian minister and hospital chaplain 
for 15 years.

Forever Changed
Zarinea Lee Zolivea

Volunteer work for the blind was 
one of my community service projects. 
On my first day of work, I had the good 
fortune of meeting Peter as we both left 
at the same time. Peter, who is legally 
blind, introduced himself to me with 
a warm smile and extended a genuine 
handshake. His countenance showed 
happiness and kindness. My intuition 
told me we were kindred spirits. 

We decided to meet the following 
week, and subsequently we have met 
frequently. We were delighted to real-
ize we have so much in common, such 

as religious views, the environment, 
animals, vegetarianism, and ethnic 
diversity. My intuition has become a 
divine reality.   

Peter has also become my mentor. 
He is a man of wisdom. He has read 
many of my poems and writings, and 
has encouraged me to continue writing, 
as well as send some for publication. 
Now, a lifelong dream of writing for 
the public is being fulfilled as I have 
been asked to send articles and poems 
to spiritual magazines for publication. 
God is the author. I take no credit for 

There was an authenticity 
about my dream that I knew 
experientially.

Mother could have been 
like the angel with a flaming 
sword barring Absalom’s 
way, but she did not.

I must look at his soul through 
the eyes of Christ.
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my creativity. I give thanks to Divine 
Spirit for both inspiration and the time 
to write. I try to give those gifts back 
to others by sharing my writing.

Peter introduced me to the Quak-
ers, who also are called Friends. As 
a result, I have met many wonderful 
people who have enhanced my spiri-
tual life. I have learned that they have 
always fought non-violently for peace 
and social justice. Since I was a young 
woman, I have held the values of the 
Quakers. However, demonstrations 
were something my parents 
were against (they were 
mainly concerned for my 
safety). Now, due to Peter’s 
encouragement, I have been 
given incentive and strength 
to participate in non-violent 
demonstrations.

Peter is also helping 
me see the Light in all men, 
especially in our President, 

with whom I am politically at odds. He 
has shown me that Mr. Bush’s way may 
not be to my liking, but I must look at 
his soul through the eyes of Christ, or 
the Divine Spirit.

My life has truly been transformed 
and enormously enriched due to my 
chance encounter with Peter, an angel 
in disguise.
Zarinea Lee Zolivea  attends the 
Claremont Friends Meeting in California. 
She is a literacy teacher and writer of 
poems and short articles.

Birthed Into Grace
Carolyn W. Treadway

Several years ago, early in my train-
ing to become a personal life coach, we 
trainees were guided through visual-
izing our future selves. Usually guided 
imagery doesn’t take me anywhere, 
but this one was different, powerful, 
beautiful. Entering this visualization, 
I never dreamed it would be a profound 
spiritual experience. But it was. 

Guided from present time and 
place into interstellar space, and back 
down to somewhere on Earth twenty 
years hence, I became acquainted 
with my future self—myself twenty 
years from now. After seeing the 
beautiful surroundings and the home 
of my dreams in which she lived, I 
saw my future self clearly, and began 
to get acquainted with her. She was 
beautiful—erect, silver haired, grace-
ful, flowing, calm, smiling, spacious, 
connected, generous, compassionate. 
I loved her immediately! A wise 
woman and respected elder indeed, she 
touched my heart deeply and opened 
my vision of who I might eventually 
be able to become.

At the close of the visualization, 
we were to ask future-self her name. 
What came through to me were two 
names, Graceful and Gracious. I didn’t 
know which. Processing this exercise 
with a partner, we were both moved 
when I named my future self Grace, the 
common denominator of both names 
I’d been given for her. But Grace was 
still an abstraction, very much my 
future self, far into the distant future, 
and as far from me as if we were on 
opposite sides of the Grand Canyon. 
We were instructed to use our future 
self as a resource for our coaching. It 
sounded like a good idea, but I didn’t 
know how. 

Later that day I was coached in a 
practice session by a training colleague 
young enough to be my son. Soon he 
called upon Grace (my future self) to 

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. WCTS 
has a vision—we want to tell the world God is much more various and 
wonderful than our skeptical culture allows. We hope to help Friends be 
tender and open to the Spirit. We need your experience—it may be just 
what someone else needs to know!

Articles that best communicate to our readers generally focus on specific 
events and are written in the first person. There is a special richness 
when the writer goes beyond describing the experience and tells how it 
has changed her or his attitude or behavior. 
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.

Were you expecting Jesus?
We apologize for our delay in production of 
the May issue of  What Canst Thou Say, 
which was originally scheduled to be on the 
theme of “Jesus.” We had some technical 
problems, but this issue was ready, so 
“Changed by Grace” became the May 
issue. The August issue will be on “Jesus” 
and should be out on time.       —Editors
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offer her suggestions. I (Carolyn) made 
comments, but they were abstract and 
lifeless. He asked to speak to Grace, 
and I replied that she wasn’t here, she 
was way over there 
i n  s p a c e  a n d 
dis tant  t ime. 
He asked me 
to show him 
Grace, here and 
now. What would 
she be doing right 
now if she were present? Dancing! 
(The word fell out of my mouth.) My 
young coach rose, pulled me to my feet, 
and started dancing with me, around 
and around the room. It was amazing! I 
moved ever more freely and spiritedly. 
During this dance, I realized that Grace 
was already present, right here and 
now!  She was me and I was her!

In those moments, something 
shifted in the ground of my being. 
The Grand Canyon gap between me 
and Grace disappeared. It was truly 
a moment of grace, where Grace was 
birthed, and Grace birthed me into Her. 
These moments for me were perhaps 
like Helen Keller’s waaah moments, 
the moments when Helen compre-
hended that Teacher Annie’s motions, 
signing into her hand, actually meant 
something—meant the waaaater from 
the pump gushing over her hands. 
From that moment on, a whole new 
world opened up for Helen. My world 
changed, too, from knowing that Grace 
was already within me, from know-
ing inexplicably that Grace and I were 
already one. Of course I have long 
known the fundamental Quaker tenet 
of that of God in every one. But this 
was a visceral knowing, not a head 
knowing. Truly I was gifted by grace 
in these moments.

Grace’s gifts have not left me since 
that day. Moment by moment, I can 
tune in to Grace’s presence or absence 
in me, or to whether or not Grace is 
being expressed through me. Once 

awakened, I can no longer not know 
when I am in, or not in, a state of grace. 
Day by day, I am very often not Grace, 
not gracious, not even graceful. Still, 

Grace guides me, 
and constantly 
invites me into 
a state of being 
which I glimpsed 
so profoundly 

in my own future 
self twenty years 

hence. That vision draws me toward 
her. Would that I could become her! 
Would that I could truly express Grace 
here and now!

Quakers might call my future-self 
visualization an experience of being 
in the Light, or having the Inner Light 
illuminated by grace. Many have had 
such experiences. For me, there is 
now a vision, and an understanding, 
of what it looks like and feels like to 
be in a state of grace (or in the Light). 
This guides my days and illuminates 
my path. Now I am so aware of when I 

do, and do not, act as Grace. My coach-
ing colleagues call me Coach Grace. It 
takes only hearing that name to invite 
me back into the state of being which 
I experienced in that training exercise: 
the state of Grace, and the state of be-
ing graced by grace. From the place of 
grace so much more is possible, even 
in the most mundane dimensions of or-
dinary daily life. For the opportunities 
to learn this, I am most grateful. Grace 

invited me, and continues to invite me, 
to live up to the Light I have. Now I be-
lieve that as I do, more will be granted 
me. May grace gift you too!

Carolyn W. Treadway is a lifelong 
Friend and personal life coach living in 
Normal, Illinois.
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I can no longer not know 
when I am in, or not in, a 
state of grace.

Grace was already present, 
right here and now! She was 
me and I was her!
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Changed 
by Grace

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 separate 
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

November 2006
Evil
Editor: Judy Lumb

Tell us your experience of evil. 
How did you recognize it? How 
did you respond? How have 
you come to regard it since? 
Was it somehow deserving of 
compassion? Where was God 
in that experience? How has 
it changed you spiritually? 
What have you learned? How 
do you prepare yourself to 
face the evil in the world? 
How do you deal with the 
evil within? 
Deadline: August 15, 2006


