
former coworkers, or past clients. These people are not as 
close to me as those who had died before, but I still feel sad, 
or have feelings of guilt for not staying in touch better, or 
for not having done more. 

The hint of this familiar sad feeling crept over me one 
Sunday during the ministry of a Friend, when he talked of 
an acquaintance having a tumor in her brain removed. Just 
hearing of someone else experiencing what I know to be 
difficult made me feel sad, but it was also because of the 
thought of death and its associations. Then the topic moved 
to the phrase “being held in the light.” At first it felt odd 
going from emotion (sadness) to intellect (analysis of the 
concept of holding one in the light). But something about 
this shift made me realize that the ability to detach oneself 
from one’s emotional experience might be a key in being 
able to face the subject of death more easily. 

While I’m sure there are other reasons I, like many 
others, have difficulty thinking and talking about death, 
the association of pain and loss with death is a major factor 
in my avoidance of the subject. It is natural and healthy to 
experience sadness, anger, or fear when others die, or when 
we think of our own mortality. We should certainly allow 
ourselves to grieve when in a period of mourning. It can also 
be very difficult to hear about children dying from starvation 
or disease, or innocent people dying because of war. But what 

My experiences of loss are not unique, but I have had 
a fair share of losing family and friends to death. My 

father died of cancer when I was eight. Though I remember 
very little about him, I miss him dearly. Then when I was 
16, my grandfather passed away. He had become a father 
figure to me, so it was like losing two fathers. When I was 
21, my closest cousin, who was only a year older than I was, 
committed suicide. Even now, when I look at a photograph 
of my beautiful cousin I feel an ache of sadness.

Later I lost my grandmother, then several years later, a 
close friend. I had befriended a coworker and we became 
companions. A year later he found out the colon cancer he 
was hoping he had recovered from had metastasized to his 
liver. Along with his daughter and one of his sisters, I helped 
take care of him in the last weeks of his life. At the same 
time, my mother, who was living in Austin, Texas, learned 
that she had developed lung cancer. She moved in with one 
of my sisters who also lived in Austin. While in remission 
she decided she wanted to come back to Missouri to be closer 
to Columbia, where she was born and raised. She moved in 
with me, and we were hopeful that she would recover. But 
a few months later, she developed an unrelenting cough. A 
hospital stay and tests showed the cancer had come back. 
She died soon after. 

Being a caretaker followed by loss is a particularly stress-
ful experience, and takes a toll on your mental and physical 
health. I gradually lost my vitality and had an increase of 
unexplained symptoms. Between the deaths of my friend and 
my mother, I was diagnosed with fibromyalgia syndrome, 
then a few months after my mother died, I found a lump 
in one of my breasts. Interestingly, my friend’s sister, who 
was also one of his caretakers, was diagnosed with breast 
cancer as well.

My health is much better now, and I have a new life 
partner. The pain of loss has dulled, and I am left with the 
memories of loved ones. As I age, I hear of deaths of friends, 
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could be more universal than death and 
dying? This is a topic worthy of my 
attention, so to me it is important to 
examine my own issues, and to find a 
balance between emotional experience 
and objectivity. I have often criticized 
the culture I live in for treating the 
subject of death as taboo, but how can 
I expect others to be more open about 
death and dying when I shut it out of 
my own mind?

I have used my experiences as 
a survivor to be supportive towards 
others going through something simi-
lar, but it has always been limited. How 
can I better use my experiences to help 
others? What inner work do I need to 
do to prepare for my own death and 
what do I want to leave behind me? As 
a social worker, I have talked to many 
people about “Advance Directives” 
(wishes for end of life healthcare), but I 
have not begun to deal with these kinds 
of issues in my personal life. I need to 
think about these things and help loved 

ones prepare for the last stage of my 
life and my death. And finally, how do I 
want to live the life I have left, with an 
increased awareness of my mortality?    
Emotions are natural, their expression 
is usually healthy (if we don’t hurt 
others), and they can aid us in making 
changes. But they have their limits. I 
never saw loved ones close to death 
shed a tear for themselves. When they 
knew for a fact that their life would 
end soon, they accepted it. When I 
told my friend, who had just learned of 
the return of cancer, that I thought he 
was brave, he said (without bitterness) 
“What choice do I have?” Indeed, what 
choice do any of us have? 

Sooner or later we will all die. But 
we do have choices about how we view 
death and how we allow its reality to 
enrich our lives. We will inevitably feel 
sad about the loss of lives, but we can 
remember and honor those who have 
died while celebrating the aliveness 
of life. When dealing with the subject 

of death, rather than letting our emo-
tions immobilize and cut us off from 
others, we can tap into our emotional 
experience to add depth to our inter-
actions with others. By confronting 
death more honestly, we will be able 
to understand ourselves better and be 
closer to peace of mind, and we will be 
able teach and learn more from others. 
To me, what we believe about death, 
or possible life after death, isn’t as 
important as how we lead our lives and 
how we incorporate death, as the final 
phase of life, into the whole of life. As 
one of the Friends ministries pointed 
out on that Sunday in worship when 
the subject of death came up, “It’s the 
process that counts.” 

Jacqueline Pepper is a member of 
Columbia Friends Meeting, Missouri. 
“Life is my spiritual practice. It takes a lot 
of practice to notice the spiritual in life. 
If I say I have certain spiritual practices I 
would feel like a phony because the truth 
is I don’t (other than going to meeting for 
worship).”
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Communication in 
Other Ways

Mariellen Gilpin

I had to wait until my mother was 
safely dead before I could be angry 

with her. She was a much-protected 
only child who never had a chance to 
learn her actions had consequences, 
and she was in sibling rivalry with 
her children. She played practical 
jokes on my brother and me. Thanks 
to one particularly awful joke when 
I was seven, I believed I would be 
a neglectful and abusive parent and 
thus never had children. The story of 
that joke was much in demand during 
family gatherings, always told from 
her vantage point, of having gotten 
the best of me. I grew up assuming I 
wasn’t worthy to have what I needed 
in life. I know she’d had at least one 
“nervous breakdown,” and perhaps 
two, and most of my life she took what 
she called “nerve pills.” The poem that 
appeared in the WCTS February 2011 
issue caused a Friend to tell me, “Your 
mother was demented.” 

I have had lots of experience 
forgiving others over my lifetime, 
and so I’ve developed some strate-
gies for moving beyond the anger. In 
the first place, I simply understood 
from the outset that I had to fully feel 
anger before I could let it go. To deny 
my feelings their expression would 
encourage them to slip out sideways 
and bite me when I wasn’t looking. 
So, I was well past childbearing years 
before I could begin to grieve that I 
never got a chance to decide for myself 
whether parenting was an option.

An odd fact of my illness is that 
I have learned to host “conferences” 
among my internal voices, inviting 
all aspects of myself to express “our” 
feelings. I developed the metaphor 
that I was the clerk of a rather unruly 
internal business meeting. My job 

was to facilitate the business meeting, 
affirming the right of each voice to 
feel what “we” feel, and not rush to 
any decision until we can all come to 
agreement about the way forward. (I 
have also clerked the Urbana meeting, 
so I probably have the world’s most 
unusual resume for clerking a real live 
Quaker meeting.) 

I told my psychiatrist that some-
how an abyss was created between 
me and my feelings, so that the only 
way my feelings could let me know 
how I felt was through causing me 
to hallucinate. My analogy was that I 
was trying to string a phone line across 
that abyss, so my feelings could find 
expression in a way that was legal, so 
to speak. The technical term for my ill-
ness is “dissociation.” In essence, these 
“conferences” have helped to turn dis-

sociation into a gift. Many people don’t 
know how to find out what they really 
feel, and I know I can always find out. 
My voices and I have become a team.

 My mother died in 1995, and for 
the next 13 years, I listened to my 
voices rant and carry on and feel sorry 
for themselves each evening. And at 
the end of each conference, I would 
ask God to help “us” become ready to 
move beyond the anger. Then early on 
the morning of February 13, 2008, I 
had a dream in which my mother asked 
me to forgive her. I woke up instantly! 
It was 2:30 am, and I lay there thinking 
it all through, and finally announced to 
my dream-mother, “I’m working on it, 
but I ain’t there yet.”

It was several hours later during 
a busy day that I suddenly realized 

February 13 was my mother’s birthday. 
Suddenly she had my full attention. 
My mother thought her birthdays were 
very important. She wanted to be sur-
prised, and if she didn’t think the gift 
one chose measured up, she’d take it 
back and get what she wanted. She also 
gave us surprise gifts, and often as not, 
the gifts were not things for which we 
had the slightest desire. I’d have been 
greatly pleased if I could have asked 
for what I wanted, and she’d have told 
me what she wanted. I said many polite 
thank yous. Taking things back was 
not an option for me. When she died, 
I put her birthday (and mine!) out of 
my mind with considerable relief. No 
more guessing games. So, 13 years 
after her death, she asked me to forgive 
her on a date very important to her.

That evening, I told a very good 
Friend about my dream. I don’t 
remember any great insights, either on 
his part or mine, although he certainly 
affirmed my feelings. And, he shared 
his conclusion about his own parents, 
that they were good people who 
“simply didn’t have a clue.” Somehow, 
our conversation left me freer at heart. 
At bedtime, I asked God what to do. I 
didn’t want to deny my feelings, but I 
figured God wouldn’t have let her talk 
across that great divide unless God had 
a purpose.

What came to me then was that 
I know from long experience that 
forgiving hard things is always a 
process, and I could just as easily 
and with full integrity continue my 
journey to wholeness from the stand-
point of having forgiven her. With that 
clarified, I forgave her. What followed 
then was a very handsome apology, 
explaining what was going on in her 
life that caused her to teach me I could 
never mother a child. I can still feel 
resentment when I think about my 
childhood, and I still have the emo-
tional consequences to grow beyond. 
But my voices and I simply don’t need 

I had to fully feel anger before 
I could let it go. To deny my 
feelings their expression would 
encourage them to slip out side-
ways and bite me.



4 November 2011 (3)What Canst Thou Say?

to plow and harrow the past absolutely 
every night. I can focus instead on the 
present, asserting my worthiness to 
have what any reasonable person can 
expect in a relationship.

I told this story to a journalist a few 
years ago, and he challenged me, “A 
lot of people have had experiences like 
this, but I can’t ask them this question. 
I can ask you. Was your experience a 
coming to terms with your feelings, 
or was it a real conversation with your 
mother?” “Both-and,” I replied. I liked 
and respected this fellow: he asked 
hard questions as if he really wanted 
to know what I thought. He went on, 
“How do you know you had a real 
conversation with your mother?” 

Hey, I’ve had lots of “conversa-
tions” that were all inside me; I’ve 
thought a lot about how to tell an inner 
voice from an outer one. I replied, 
“You’ve probably had the experi-
ence of being in total darkness with 
someone you may not know well, 
and you’re trying to say something 
really hard, and you have no idea 
how they’re going to take it. There’s 
a silence when you finish, and it’s 
still pitch dark, but even though you 
can’t see or hear anything, you know 
the person is smiling. That’s what it’s 
like.” The journalist’s eyes widened. 
There was a look of recognition, and 
he said, “People finishing each other’s 
sentences.” There is communication in 
other ways than through sight, sound, 
touch, taste, or smell.

Mariellen	Gilpin is a member of Urbana-
Champaign Meeting, Illinois, and an 
editor of WCTS. She is eternally grateful to 
Carol Roth, who assured her once, “You’d 
have been a kickass mom.”

     Imprint
                                           Carol Roth
Grief comes over me in waves.
I have to push through it, make myself rise.
I look down where tiny Heather gripped my
left forearm so tight the night before she
died, and the imprint of her nails is still red,
but that will fade. My left shoulder where
she nestled into me for weeks, staring into
my eyes, will always feel her weight....
 
What won't fade is the magnitude
of the deep overwhelming love that we felt
for her. She was capable of transmitting
that love also, when she chose to mother her
adopted sister Robin, so different, so robust,
stout and sturdy. The contented sighs that
came from them, the lapping sounds of their
grooming, the softness of their sated snores...
 
She was also very skilled at avoiding her
adopted brother, Jonas. Totally blind, he
tracked her scent, but she navigated around
him expertly. Now, he circles in frustration
and how can we explain to him and to Robin
that Heather has been freed from the pain of 
of the cancer in her brain, that she won't be
suffering, that she is with him in spirit....
 
How do I go on? For the truth is I don't want
to live without Heather in my life. Robin must be
sensing my sorrow, for she has jumped into my bed.
She wiggles non-stop, and I find my hands caressing her.
Her body is so different from the feather weight
lightness of Heather. Robin is hefty; her fur is also rough.
She is seeking consolation, demanding my attention.
My arms gather around her...my tears flow and flow...

Carol Roth is a former editor of WCTS, and our good angel. 



5 November 2011 (3)What Canst Thou Say?

My life slides toward my grave
Life here is like a dream
There is nothing permanent here
Only you, God, don’t change; 
Be with me.
 I stood up and took a little walk 

around the graveyard. There were no 
fresh graves in sight.

What if we all could be immortal 
here on earth. The fear of death would 
be no more. Think of the consequences. 
Everything would be the same forever. 
All evolution would stop. If the births 
did not stop it would soon be very 
crowded. Under my shoes here in the 
cemetery is growing white clover, full 
of lovely blossoms. Those flowers 
and I are a result of countless deaths 
and rebirths. We must die in order to 
let new birth bring new possibilities. I 

watched a large hawk flying above me, 
turning his head left and right. Birds 
were feeding their fledglings. There 
was so much life moving around me.

It sounds so gloomy, to see death 
as the end. Is it possible that the 
essence of our being or soul would 
somehow survive death?

I had a dream. While I was flying 
through the universe I noticed that 
parts of my body got loose and dropped 
off. I watched my arms getting loose 
and falling off. This did not disturb 
me at all. I felt fine. The real true me 
was intact. I just did not need my body 
anymore.

The hope and wish that death is 
just a door to another existence appears 
in every culture—in stories, poetry, 
songs, dreams, music and religious 

teachings—in spite of the lack of sci-
entific proof. Quakers, according to 
Faith and Practice, don’t seem to be 
concerned with death itself. There is 
no query, “Are we aware that we are 
mortal?” The Memorial Meeting is a 
celebration of the life of the deceased.

I started asking anybody I met, 
“What do you think about death and 
dying?” Some say they do not have 
time to think. Teenagers giggle. An old 
lady, a grandmother who cleaned in a 
hospital at night, had much to say. She 
was worried about her family mem-
bers. She wished them to die peacefully 
without pain. She believed in God and 
was not afraid of her own death.

I myself have witnessed very 
closely several deaths. When my 
husband died I was able to follow his 
breath up to the last exhale. Right there 
and then I felt how seductive death is. 
I felt deeply how wonderful it would 
be to die. After struggling for years, I 
have released most of the fear of death. 
I remember often the words Jesus said 
when he died on the cross: Father, into 
your hands I give my breath. (Luke 23: 
46). I picked up a small stone and put 
it on my husband’s gravestone and 
walked back to my present life.

Kerttu Kay Barnett is a member of the New 
Paltz Meeting, New York. “I have been on 
a plant-based diet over 36 years. It is not 
necessary for me to try to meditate any-
more, or follow some chosen practices. The 
best method is to find a quiet place to sit. If I 
sit there long enough, the surroundings will 
become alive. Amazing things show up, all 
in great beauty. This story is a collection of 
many visits to my husband’s grave. I just sit 
and observe, and let thoughts come and go. 
I still do not like the idea of my unburned 
bones in a box. I am already 87 years old; 
not much time left. My friend’s advice: 
When the time comes I need to yield and 
know that the force that brought me here 
by birth will take care of me when I die. 
I cherish the last words of Jesus, ‘Father, 
into your hands I give my breath.’ There 
are no set guides. Everybody has to face it 
alone, with spiritual strengths or without.”

I Did Not Need My 
Body Anymore

Kerttu Kay Barnett

Our family plot is an old cemetery 
in a rural area. I like to visit 

and sit on the stone bench facing my 
husband’s name on the gravestone. I 
often sit here, not so much praying or 
meditating, but letting thoughts come 
as they will. 

A song says: “Everybody likes to 
go to heaven but nobody wants to die.” 
The fear of death seems to be ever-
present in the back of our minds. If you 
are a Christian, life after death offers 
two possibilities. The unworthy may 
be punished by being thrown into the 
eternal fire of hell, or the worthy may 
enter into an eternal bliss of heaven.

 It took years for me to understand 
that we humans don’t know what is 
awaiting us on the other side of death. 
I didn’t believe in hell and heaven 
anymore, but my war experience of 
being machine gunned, surviving 
bombings and seeing piles of frozen 
Russian solders in the snow, as well 
as my beloved brother’s frozen body, 
instilled in me a very strong fear of 
death. I did not know what to do with 
my constant fear of death.

 Once, just by chance, I was in a 
small meeting where questions could 
be directed to a Higher Being through 
a woman medium. I asked, “What 
can I do to heal my fear of death?” 
The answer was: Don’t you believe in 
God, be it Great Spirit, Allah, Jesus, 
the ONE, or any other name? This 
moment started the healing of my fear 
of death. A remarkable help was given 
to me during myofascial release (MFR) 
therapy. I could experience again the 
many, many bad events during the war 
and was able to let them go. That gave 
opening for new revelations. I remem-
bered the verse from the Lutheran 
Hymn:

“What can I do to heal my fear 
of death?” The answer was: 
Don’t you believe in God, be 
it Great Spirit, Allah, Jesus, 
the ONE, or any other name?
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Afterthoughts 
About My Mother

Anonymous
I never liked my mother too much, 

until after she died. When I was 11 
years old, Mama was taken to the 
hospital one night in an ambulance—a 
terrifying experience. She was gone for 
several weeks with no explanation to 
me and my seven siblings. When she 
returned, she was heavily sedated and 
looked like a robot. No emotions. 

Eventually she tossed the Thorazine, 
and then her manic side ruled the house-
hold, with shouting matches in the 
morning while my father was at work. 
Then she dressed up like a lady in the 
afternoon to greet him. We kids lived 
in hell all day, but he saw a lovely lady 
when he returned home. Clearly she was 
mentally ill, but we were ordered to do 
what she said anyway. I knew she could 
be dangerous, and I retreated into my 
own world. I found alternative parents 
in the homes of friends.

But after she died, I was oddly 
drawn toward reconsidering my rela-
tionship with her and starting up a con-
versation. It all started one day when I 
was walking across campus and came 
across a crow feather sticking out of 
the ground with its quill down. “That’s 
odd,” I thought to myself. 

Being one who reads the augu-
ries (signs), I began to ponder who 
the message might be from and why. 
Of course, it was that old crow, my 
mother, trying to reach me. She had 
taught us the symbolism of birds, not 
just their birdcalls, when we were 
children. I think she may have been 
part Native American in her ways of 
finding meaning in nature. The crow 
seemed just right as a symbol for 
her—saucy, chatty, communal, tricky 
and loud. That was mostly why I had 
avoided her. 

So I began paying attention to 
the cultural ways of crows in order to 
glean some wisdom from them and 
my mother. In my mystical family, 
death is seen as a veil between this 
world and the next, so I easily engaged 
my siblings in this game of talking 
with Mama through crows. They had 
each symbolized her with other birds 
(towhees, blue herons), so this did not 
seem strange to them. I started by read-
ing up on the native lore about crows 
and discovered that they are esteemed 
as one of God’s messengers. They 
are also cross-eyed, and can see this 
world and the next. That fit well for 
my mother, because she had second-
sight and could often spook strangers 
by telling what she knew about them. 
I have this gift also, though I try to be 
careful with it. Were we alike?

I looked more deeply into the loud 
and tricky side of her nature, which she 
shares with crow culture. They love to 
feather their nests with what belongs 
to others. They shout to one another 
from treetops, seeming to say, “Come 
to the party at my tree!” Boy, could 
my mom rustle up a gathering in quick 
order. She would be on the phone all 
day, inviting people to our house. Then 
she would disappear saying, “You 
girls handle this,” and then head to the 
woods. How maddening! Why did she 
do that? I thought it over and realized 
that perhaps beneath her communal 
bravado, there was a shy person. That 
was a revelation.

One day while out for a walk in 
my town, I passed by a house where 
my brother and his wife used to live. 
They had moved on to richer territory 
in an upper class city nearby. I had 
lost social contact with them because 
I am definitely an odd person in my 
simple Quaker lifestyle. Well, there 
on the sidewalk in front of the house 
was a crow feather. Damn! Mama was 
up to her old tricks. I knew what she 

was saying to me: ”Call your sister-
in-law.” We had lost touch with each 
other. So, with regret, I placed the 
phone call and received a frosty reply, 
as I had expected. But when I said that 
I had been by her old house and was 
remembering the old days, her voice 
softened, and we had a good conver-
sation. That was always my mother’s 
way: she would not allow a breach in 
family relationships, often ordering me 
to call someone. That old crow feather 
was a reminder of her gift for tending 
to the tribe.

My conversation with my Crow-
Mother lasted for a couple of years, 
until I had made peace with our rela-
tionship. We had no words as children 
for her behavior. My post-mortem 
conversations helped me come to terms 
with her suffering and her dysfunction. 
How could this woman raise eight chil-
dren while she was so broken herself?

In our family, conversations with 
the dead are continued through story 
telling, and sometimes we talk with 
them. Lucky for me I was born into 
the right mystical family tree. There is 
much to be learned, even after death. 
My Mama taught me that.

The author is a Quaker and the member 
of a Southern family with an extensive 
bipolar branch. Anonymity was requested 
to protect the family name.

The family of a two-year-
old child with acute myeloid 
leukemia with a predicted 
life of only months has the 
following motto: “Life isn’t 
about waiting for the storm 
to pass, it’s about dancing in 
the rain.” 
Columbia Dai ly Tribune 
7/11/10, Columbia, Missouri. 
Contributed by Nan George.
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Nothing More 
Intimate

Reene Ann Slack

I shared my father’s passing. He said, 
“I think that I am dying, and it hurts 

to talk.” We told him that he did not 
need to talk, because we had already 
covered that. He started breathing 
quickly and in a very shallow manner. 
My brother left, but I stayed and held 
Dad’s hand. I told him that it would 
be okay to leave, because we all were 
going to be all right, including him. I 
stayed for what seemed like forever 
and finally I said, “Dad, I have had 
about all that I can take.” He squeezed 
my hand, and I stepped out of the 
room, and he died. 

I really don’t believe that there is 
anything more important or intimate 
that you can share with someone, other 
than being born or dying. I see a great 
similarity between the two. There you 
are, safe in the womb, although you 
don’t think about it like that. All you 

know is that you are comfortable and 
all of your needs are being met. Then 
it all starts to change, and you become 
dislodged from where you were, and 
there is great pressure and even pain. 
After what must seem like forever 
you are totally out of your familiar 
dimension and everything is new and 
different. 

 I do not rule out multiple lives. 
The best argument for reincarnation 
that I have heard is, “Isn’t being born 
once as unlikely as being born multiple 
times?” We are already in eternity—I 
mean, draw a line if you wish but to 
me it all runs on together: isn’t that the 
idea? Of course, I also believe that we 
make our own heaven or hell wherever 
we are, and that if you are one with 
God then it is heaven, but if you are 
not one, then it is hell.

Reene Ann Slack is a childhood friend of 
editor Mariellen Gilpin. They used to get 
drunk on words together, walking so far 
behind the rest of the class that Mrs. Hurt 
instructed the class to sing “Slow Poke” 
when they finally entered the room.
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WCTS has a vision—we want to tell the world that 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! Please share your stories. WCTS 
is here to strengthen us all on our journeys. Please let us know how your 
journey has been transformed by your experience.
When you write for WCTS, here are some things to keep in mind. 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 
his/her life. However, mystical experiences and contemplative insights 
may transcend editorial processes, so please consider these guidelines 
as gentle assistance rather than limitations. In general we shy away from 
articles that expound on theoretical or theological propositions. We want 
WCTS to be sensitive to the diversity of our communities, so we avoid any 
writing that would stereotype or degrade any religion or peoples. Write for 
us as frequently as the Spirit moves.
With joyous expectation we look forward to receiving your contribution to 
our worship-sharing group in print.

The Editorial Team of WCTS:
Mariellen Gilpin, Judy Lumb, and Michael Resman

A Gift of Presence
Charlotte Green

My mother died at the age of 
ninety-two. She chose the set-

ting, and it was a parting gift she gave 
to my five siblings and me. Mother 
lived in a nursing home during the last 
six years of her life.  One winter, she 
came down with pneumonia and was 
admitted to the hospital. She coughed 
a lot and breathed with difficulty. 
She slept much of the day. When she 
did wake up, she often said strange 
things. Once she said to me, “I don’t 
remember how to drive.” I assured 
her that I could drive her anywhere 
she wanted to go. Another time, she 
said, “I don’t think I can find my way 
to your house.” 

Days passed, and Mother did not 
seem to get any better. Finally, the 
doctor told us that she had congestive 
heart failure, and there was nothing 
more he could do for her. My sister, 
Margaret, had the courage to tell 
Mother what the doctor had said. 
Margaret told Mother she had a choice 
to fight the disease aggressively or 
to die peacefully, surrounded by her 
family. Mother struggled hard not to 
cough, but she said, “Maybe it’s time 
to go.” 

The following evening, Mother 
told me she was afraid to die and 
that she wanted me to stay with her 
that night. Then she asked me if she 
could come to my house. At first, I 
didn’t know why she was asking me 
this. She must have known she was 
too sick. I wondered if she wanted to 
play my piano, which had once been 
hers. “No, I just want to go to your 
house.” Finally, I understood that she 
was asking to come to my house to die. 

The next afternoon, Mother arrived 
at my house in an ambulance. She lay 
in her hospital bed in the middle of 
the living room, surrounded by her 
six children and many grandchildren. 
We drank tea and told stories. Each 



8 November 2011 (3)What Canst Thou Say?

of us had a chance to go to Mother’s 
bedside and say our good-byes. Later 
that night, the hospice nurse came to 
show us how to care for Mother.

My sister, Ellen, spent the night 
with me. We got up in the early hours 
of the morning to give Mother mor-
phine to ease her pain. We rolled her 
over onto her side to change her posi-
tion. Although our movements were 
clumsy, it felt good to give Mother the 
gift of our care. We kissed her and told 
her that we loved her. 

Ellen went back to bed, and I 
checked on Mother one more time. 
She was very still, not moving, not 
breathing. I felt a deep sadness. I went 
to the bedroom to tell Ellen. We busied 
ourselves with our tasks. I washed 
Mother’s face and hands, and Ellen 
began calling our brothers and sisters 
and the hospice nurse. Margaret came 
soon, and we had time to sit with 
Mother and be with all of our emo-
tions before people began to arrive at 
the house.

It was a sacred time. Our family 
had come together to be present 
with our mother as she was dying, to 
accompany her as far as we could on 
her journey. 

Charlotte	Green is a member of Urbana-
Champaign Meeting, Illinois. For her, 
every death is a spiritual experience.

Everyone said, “Don’t do it. Don’t 
agree to be his guardian and power 

of attorney. You are the last person who 
should be put in this position.” 

I agreed. I was the last person. 
After all, I was his chosen vulnerable 
child, and what he did to me violated 
whatever concept I had that I was to 
be cared for like a gem by my parents. 

No, I can’t do this. Sorry. I’m the 
wrong person.

I went to bed, only to awaken with 
a total change of heart. I knew. I was 
the right person after all. The person 
my father would come to rely upon 
to protect his rights, to do all those 
legal and official things the child of 
an ailing parent does, was indeed me. 
I would be the one to take him out to 
dinner and explain to the server how 
putting a damp towel under his plate 
would create enough friction to allow 
my father to cut his own dinner. And I 
would pick him up when he fell in the 
parking lot.

As time went on through his 
decline, our time together became 

more, not less, real. He came out of 
himself and asked about me. He trans-
formed into a giving child, this person 
who was never this way when I was 
growing up. One day he called me up 
and told me it was his fault that I was 
overweight, that he was sorry, and he 
asked me to forgive him. And I did. 

Bringing my foam pad and sleep-
ing bag, I camped out on the floor of 
his room the night nursing staff told me 
might be his last. He could no longer 
talk, but he squeezed my hand when I 
told him I loved him. He died the fol-
lowing day. 

I became free of his control years 
before he died, because I decided to. 
So when he died, I really did lose my 
father. 

Chris	Johns drew the cartoons in God’s 
Humor (WCTS. November 2005). She is 
a devout practitioner of spiritual ecclecti-
cism, mirroring her taste in practically 
everything else. She finds her spiritual 
connection nurtured while thoughtfully 
pondering the nature of life and love in 
the woods or around a fire, and is known 
to enjoy the occasional mass or silent 
meeting as well. 

Discovering God as Companion: 
Real Life Stories from What Canst Thou Say? 

Mariellen Gilpin, Editor 

“DISCOVERING GOD AS COMPANION underlines the power of ‘we’ sustained by the Religious 
Society of Friends for more than 350 years. Contributing Friends and companions of God have 
drawn so close to the Source of Love that Light streams through their written words into the 
world. Through the testimonies of these writers, readers can glimpse contemplative witness 
as one mark of the whole Quaker community.”  —Judith Favor’s review in Friends Journal 

Retail $15.34, 172 pages Available from FGC Bookstore <quakerbooks.org> (800) 966-4556

More, Not Less, Real
Chris Johns

“The dark minute the caterpillar calls the end of the world is the sun-
filled moment the butterfly calls the beginning.”         —Author unknown

Contributed by Nan George.
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Lessons Before 
Dying
Barbara Bailey Kessel

My mother always had a living 
will (or a very similar instru-

ment, sometimes called an advance 
directive) as far back as I could 
remember, back before pieces of paper 
were filed with hospital bureaucrats, 
back before there were so many tech-
niques for keeping parts of your body 
alive in hospital settings. She would 
say around the kitchen table, “Don’t 
keep me alive past time to go,” and she 
would inform her Unitarian minister 
and her doctor, first thing whenever 
she moved. 

Nonetheless, the questions lurk, 
“When is it ‘time to go,’ exactly? What 
can one do to preserve the natural 
dying process when insurance regula-
tions demand some kind of treatment 
be administered if the insurance is to 
pay for the hospital/infirmary bed?”

One cannot just rest there. I found 
out from my friend Eunice, who is 
a hospice evaluation nurse, that the 
residence infirmary was required 
by insurance regulations to give my 
mother some kind of treatment, so 
they gave her intravenous fluids to 
keep her hydrated. It was intensely 
life prolonging. She herself had will-
fully stopped taking in food or water, 
but the hydration was through a tube 
and needle, so she could not control 
that. I asked, “but isn’t it painful to be 
without water?”The answer was,“No, 
what is painful is to fight the body’s 
shutting down processes.” Thus, my 
mother was in pain because of insur-
ance regulations.”

My next lesson in clearing a 
pathway for Mother’s chosen natural 
death was a place called “hospice.” 
Once Mom was moved into a hospice 
care unit, her suffering and agitation 

ceased. She became very peaceful and 
soon slipped into some level of a coma.   

My final lesson was a spiritual 
one, and came from experiencing what 
Eunice had told me from her count-
less deathbed experiences: people can 
will themselves to stay alive, even in 
a coma-state, until the person(s) they 
want at their deathbed has arrived. In 
this case, it was I who was called in a 
peculiar way to be this person. I drove 
the 200 miles at a moment’s notice and 
arrived to a chorus of, “Oh, it was a 
false alarm. Your mother is not dying 
today after all. Sorry you came all that 
way.” I said that it didn’t matter and 
to the family’s surprise, asked for a 
cot to spend the night. At 5:45 am the 
next morning, I heard her very audible 
breathing stop.

We had the next 90 minutes to 
ourselves, she and I, her body still 
warm and pink and healthier looking 
than it had been for weeks. I felt her 
spirit filling the room. All my grudges 
drained away. As my poet friend, Carol 
Gloor, wrote, “In one moment all my 
past acts become irrevocable.” I felt 
strangely connected to my own birth. 
She smelled of talcum powder. This 
had been the first person in my life. 
Not that I didn’t have a good father, but 
his smells and touch came later. This 
was the person whose attentions and 
dedication had given me the chance to 
be. I gave back to her, perhaps for the 
first time since my babyhood, the deep 
acceptance and delight for her being 
alive, for being sweet matter, that she 
had given me as a baby. I was the one 
of her four children who most needed 
this homecoming. At 7:30 am I called 
the others and told them our Mom had 
died. And I was with her. 
Barbara	Bailey Kessel became a Quaker 
in 2004 upon moving to Urbana and 
attending the Urbana-Champaign Meeting. 
Her actions against solitary confinement, 
and other forms of violence and injustice, 
are her Peace testimony.

Get It Right, 
Right Now

Judy Schleitwiler Wolicki

In February of 1981, my father was 
dying of cancer. He had been in the 

hospital for about 30 days, after sur-
gery for esophageal cancer. The cancer 
had spread. The tumor was inoperable. 
I was told that it surrounded the aorta 
and could not be removed. When he 
was asked why he had recommended 
surgery, the doctor responded that he 
was trying to “buy him a little time.” 
As a result of the surgery, my father 
had a gastro-intestinal tube through 
his nose into his stomach. In his sleep, 
he would pull it out, and the medical 
staff would replace it. Because of the 
tube, Dad could not carry on any kind 
of conversation, though he was awake 
and aware, able to nod or shake his 
head for yes and no.

Because of his illness, I had been 
driving to work. One day, after get-
ting caught in a horrendous traffic 
jam, I arrived at work about an hour 
late. Fifteen minutes later, I got a call 
from my mother, who was at the hos-
pital, saying that Dad had indicated 
that he wanted the family to come. 
My irascible boss, not known for his 
compassion, was very understanding. 
He told me to go, even offering to send 
me by taxi. I retrieved my car from 
the parking garage, and drove to West 
Suburban Hospital in Oak Park.

My six siblings and I arrived at 
the hospital that morning. We stood 
together with Mom in his room, or 
sat together in a conference room the 
staff made available for us. Because 
we felt we had been summoned to say 
our goodbyes, we all expected that Dad 
would die very soon. He did not.

Along with feeling the anxiety 
and grief of what was happening, 
the family did a lot of laughing and 
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joking, with Dad and with each other. 
At a point when Dad was heavily 
sedated, a male nurse picked up on 
our levity. While he was changing a 
bag at the bedside, he was pretending 
it was a musical instrument. Most of 
us laughed. Mom was appalled, and 
said to the nurse, “That is a human 
being!” The nurse was embarrassed, 
apologizing profusely for his error in 
judgment. I was ashamed that I had 
laughed; my mother was right. Human 
beings deserve respect, especially 
when they are unaware of what is going 
on around them.

It was a difficult time for me. I 
was working full time and going to 
law school. I spent as much time as I 
could with Dad, dragging with me a 
heavy briefcase full of copies of cases 
I was using to write a brief that was 
part of the moot court competition. The 
weekend before he died, I sat in a chair 
in Dad’s hospital room, working while 
he was asleep, talking to him when he 
was awake. My dad had wanted to be a 
lawyer, but with a large family and his 
job as a personnel executive, he found 
he was unable to balance his respon-
sibilities with school. He dropped out. 
He was so proud that I was going to law 
school, and I didn’t want to disappoint 
him. Nevertheless I felt guilty that it 
was taking away from my being fully 
present with Dad.

Mom was with Dad all the time 
the hospital would allow. My brothers 
and sisters and I took turns staying 
overnight, once this was allowed. The 
hospital made the second bed in Dad’s 
semi-private room available to us, and 
we took turns sleeping and keeping 
watch. On the last night, my youngest 
brother, David, and Mom and I were in 
the room. I had taken my turn and was 
sleeping in the extra bed. Mom was sit-
ting in a chair at the foot of Dad’s bed; 
David was sitting in a chair between 
the beds. Suddenly, David reached 
over and touched me. I’ve never been a 
sound sleeper, and I woke immediately. 

I don’t know what David said, perhaps 
“He’s gone.” I jumped up and crossed 
the small space to take Dad’s hand. I 
knew immediately that he was dead, 
and that I had been asleep when he 
died. I thought of the words of Jesus 
at Gethsemane and said to myself, 
Couldn’t you have stayed awake to 
watch with me?

Mom described the moment of 
death. She said, “He reached out his 
arms as if to hug someone.” It was a 
welcomed-home gesture. I still say 
to myself sometimes, “Why did you 
fall asleep? Couldn’t you have stayed 
awake to watch with him?” Lately I 
have begun to realize what staying 

awake, being “in at the end,” would 
have been for me. It may not have been 
what my father needed or even wanted.

My mother died in 1995. For some 
time before her death she had been 
saying she was ready. She took me with 
her when she went to visit her doctor 
about a week before she died. She had 
been treated for colon cancer about a 
year before. The doctor said she was 
due for a colonoscopy. There was a 
planned get together with the family 
to look at old photographs that coming 
weekend, and she asked the doctor if 
the test could wait until after the family 
party. He said that was fine.

I knew my mother expected that 
her death was near. She checked into 
the hospital on Monday. I was then 
working as a pastoral minister in a 
church. On that Monday evening I had 
a meeting, and had told the young man 
who was acting as receptionist that he 
could hold my calls, unless my mother 

called, in which case he should let me 
know immediately. When I came out of 
the meeting, there was a message from 
my mother. When I called, she said, 
“Come here, I need you.” I felt I had let 
my mother down. I went immediately 
to the hospital.

Mom was doing the prep for the 
colonoscopy. She asked me to help her 
to the commode, and held out her glass 
for me to pour more of the awful stuff 
that is part of the prep. She raised the 
glass and said, “Well, it won’t be gone 
if I don’t drink it,” and put it to her 
lips. Her hand shook and she spilled 
some of the liquid. I reached for the 
cup and realized that she was staring 
into the corner of the room, and she 
did not respond when I spoke to her. I 
called the nurse. They came and lifted 
Mom into bed, examined her, and left 
to call the doctor.

Mom had a strong will and a strong 
sense of what she wanted in terms of 
health care. She had made it clear to 
her doctor that she wanted no extraor-
dinary measures. She had great faith, 
and wanted to be allowed to die if it 
was her time. The nurse came back 
into the room and asked me to come 
out to the nurses’ station to take a call 
from the doctor. Mom’s regular doctor, 
Dr. Montgomery, was not on-call; his 
partner spoke to me. He said that Dr. 
Montgomery had spent a lot of time at 
the hospital earlier, writing orders that 
reflected Mom’s wishes. He asked me 
if I agreed with this. I said that those 
were her wishes. He said he wanted 
to make sure that we were all “on the 
same page—hers.” He said that they 
would do what could be done to keep 
her comfortable, but would take no 
extraordinary measures. I told him that 
I agreed with this; it was my mother’s 
wishes.

The next day, while my daughter 
Anne and I were with her, and I was 
holding her hand, Mom turned her 
head to look at the phone. She could 
not speak or communicate, except with 

Mom described the moment 
of death. She said, “He 
reached out his arms as if 
to hug someone.” It was a 
welcomed-home gesture. 



11 November 2011 (3)What Canst Thou Say?

her eyes. I told her that Anne had called 
everyone. She relaxed.

Again my brothers and sisters and 
I gathered around a parent’s bedside. 
We spoke to Mom, saying our good-
byes and expressing our love. We left 
her to rest, shared a meal at a local 
restaurant, and went to our respective 
homes. My oldest sister, Barbara, had 
come in from Wisconsin, and was 
staying with me. At about 6 am the 
next morning, the phone rang. It was 
the doctor, calling to tell me that Mom 
had passed away during the night. 
Later, Dr. Montgomery called me. He 
said, “In a million years, I would never 
have expected her to die of a stroke.” I 
said, “She knew she was going to die, 
even when she came to see you. She 
accepted it.”

In spite of Mom’s acceptance of it 
being her time, I felt bereft. I wished 
I had gone back to the hospital after 
dinner to stay with her, so that she 
would not be alone when she died. 
Then I remembered what she had 
often told me: “No matter who is there, 
you are alone when you die.” I think 
she believed this was as it should be. 
Again, being there at the end would 
have been for me.

Because it was a stroke, not heart 
disease or cancer that took Mom’s life, 
sometimes I have wondered whether 
I should have agreed to comfort care 
only, in spite of Mom’s clear directive. 
If something could have been done 
that would have made it possible for 
her to speak, would she have wanted 
the extra time? Then I remember the 
last month of my father’s life. Given 
the choice, I don’t think he would have 
wanted the extra month, in the hospital, 
with the pain and inability to speak. In 
both cases, we had the opportunity to 
speak and show our love. We had the 
opportunity, if we needed it, to ask for 
forgiveness, or to offer forgiveness.

I’ve had a few other lives since 
becoming a lawyer. In 1999, I received 
a Master of Divinity degree. In 2001, I 
became a chaplain. In 2005, I went to 
work for Vitas, a hospice company, as 
a team chaplain. I visited the dying in 
homes, hospitals, assisted living resi-
dences, and nursing homes. My expe-
rience with deaths in my own family, 
and especially the deaths of my father 
and mother, informed my ministry to 
the dying, to their families and friends.

In my work as a hospice chaplain, I 
encountered many instances of people 
who died when family members were 
gone for very short periods of time, 
after having sat with the dying for 
hours. Because of my sadness (and 
even feelings of guilt) about not being 
there at the time of my parents’ deaths, 
I can identify with their sense of loss. 
When people tell me about it, I often 
have said that I think it must be very 
difficult to leave, and perhaps that is 
why they “sneak off” while you are 
gone.

I have been present at many 
deaths, some so peaceful that the 
person just slipped away, taking fewer 
and shorter breaths until there were 
none. One death for which I was pres-
ent was not so peaceful, and the look 
on the woman’s face was different 
from any other I had seen. I described 
it as one of surprise, but it could have 

been dread. The woman had not really 
been able to express herself in the 
weeks before her death. I sometimes 
I think her death was hard for her and 
her family because she was unable to 
accept the love that was offered to her 
by her daughter, by the hospice team 
and by the facility staff. This may 
have been because she did not feel she 
should be forgiven for things she had 
done, and could not forgive herself. I 
wish I had done more to help her and 
her family to express hurts and accept 
forgiveness, as well as love.

I sometimes think that hell is the 
state we put ourselves in because we 
cannot accept love and forgiveness.

My work as a chaplain, and my 
faith, have helped me not to be afraid 
of death. That work and faith, and my 
experience of my parents’ deaths, also 
make me realize the importance of set-
ting my relationships right, right now, 
not waiting for or expecting to have the 
time to do it just before I die. 

Judy	Schleitwiler	Wolicki is a member 
of 57th Street Meeting and a frequent 
attender of the Downers Grove Meeting, 
Chicago. Judy includes various types of 
meditation in her daily practice. Walking 
meditation is one of her favorites, as it 
includes exercise and opportunities to 
experience nature, as well as what is going 
on inside. Judy will begin the duties of 
Illinois Yearly Meeting’s Field Secretary 
in November.

A Website That Might Be Helpful
The Final Exit Network website address below will take readers directly 
to a remarkable, positive journal by a woman who chose her time of 
death. She’s sweeping in her atheism—all religion and spirituality is 
necessarily bad—but she makes some spiritually sound choices about 
how to deal with her belongings at the end of her life. Some readers may 
be turned off by the very idea of scheduling one’s death, so to speak. 
But the editors decided that providing the link allows readers to decide 
for themselves whether to follow up. 

<finalexitnetwork.org/nl/FEN_Special_summer_2010.pdf>
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Martensen writes as both insider 
and outsider, and in his final chapter 
discusses the ethical quandary of a 
doctor who sees a terminally ill patient 
suffering needlessly, but is prevented 
by law from ending the agony with a 
lethal dose. Endnotes provide help-
ful guidance on evaluating internet 
sources of medical information, many 
of which (like pharmaceutical com-
panies) gloss over the negative effects 
of a treatment option. The book is 
engagingly written and an important 
navigational aid when dealing with the 
medical industrial complex.

Final Gifts: Understanding the 
Special Awareness, Needs, and 
Communications of the Dying. 
Maggie Callanan and Patricia Kelley, 
1997. Bantam Books. Reviewed by 
Mariellen Gilpin. Recommended by 
Elke Narkiewicz.

There are sharp similarities among 
deathbed experiences in radically 

different cultures: visions of loved 
ones or spiritual beings; feelings of 
peacefulness and being loved; seeing 
a bright light or another place. Dying 
people don’t seem to feel fear, but to 
be concerned about those they leave 
behind. Unlike near-death experiences, 
which are sudden, in progressive ill-
nesses the process is more gradual; 
dying people drift from one world to 
another. They have more time to assess 
their lives and complete unfinished 
business. They may appear disoriented, 
but confused talk may still be signifi-
cant, expressed in symbolic language. 
By examining a metaphor based on 
the dying person’s life experiences, we 
can better understand what the person 
is trying to tell us. Final Gifts offers 
information and suggestions to help 
us learn from the dying.

The authors describe two general 
kinds of messages. One, what the 

person is experiencing, discusses meta-
phors of preparing for travel or change; 
being in the presence of someone no 
longer living; seeing a place; knowing 
when death will occur. In the second 
category are communications about 
what is needed for a peaceful death: 
needing reconciliation; being held 
back; nonverbal communications such 
as smiling and waving at someone not 
there; symbolic dreams; choosing a 
time to die. 

Suggestions for learning from 
symbolic messages include instructing 
all caregivers to keep a log of gestures, 
conversations, or anything said by the 
dying person. Talk with one another 
about these comments and gestures; 
there may be important messages, 
however garbled or vague. Watch for 
key signs like staring through you or 
reaching for someone unseen. Make 
gentle inquiries such as, “Can you 
tell me what’s happening?” Accept 
and validate what you are told; don’t 
argue or challenge; carry a metaphor 
forward: “Do you know when the plane 
leaves?” The authors hope you will 
see dying people as teachers, beacons; 
people who can illuminate whatever 
exists beyond this life. Our lives may 
be changed by what dying people can 
teach us.

Share the Care, Cappy Capossela 
and Sheila Warnock, 2004. 348 
pages. Touchstone Publisher.
Reviewed by Nan George. Recom-
mended by Beth Burbank.

The subtitle of the book is “How to 
Organize a Group to Care for Someone 
Who Is Seriously Ill,” and the book 
delivers the necessary information to 
do just that. The authors begin by dis-
cussing the care group itself. Though 
all are connected with the person who 
is ill, many may be strangers to each 

Book Reviews
A Life Worth Living: A Doctor’s 
Reflections on Illness in a High-
Tech Era. Robert Martensen, 2008. 
Farrar, Straus and Giroux, Publisher. 
240 pages. Reviewed by Mariellen 
Gilpin. Recommended by Nan 
George.

A Life Worth Living is a book for 
those who face hard choices about 

serious chronic illnesses or conditions. 
To become seriously ill is to enter a 
twilight zone, dark and confusing. 
Anxiety may paralyze us, just when we 
need to learn a vocabulary of disease 
terms and treatment options. Few 
unambiguous choices come forward. 
Interventions may work, only to fail 
precipitously.

Martensen, an emergency physi-
cian and medical historian and ethicist, 
is a compelling storyteller. He writes 
about the agonizing death after many 
surgeries of a patient whom doc-
tors approvingly called compliant, 
and about the noncompliant patient, 
a doctor himself, who lived three 
years full of meaning and service 
after refusing medical interventions. 
Martensen writes about the frequency 
of psychotic response in intensive care 
units, and about the frequent loss of 
cognitive function as a result of heart 
surgery. Should the heart patient have 
made some lifestyle adaptations and 
refused the surgery?

Both the very old and the very 
young are often treated with unrelent-
ingly invasive procedures without 
consulting the wishes of the child 
or the elderly patient. Patients with 
developmental disabilities are often 
regarded as non-persons; current social 
policies leave the mentally ill to suffer 
and die needlessly, due to lack of pre-
ventive health services. All of us are 
likely to die surrounded by strangers in 
a hospital, separated from loved ones.
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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
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WCTS Editorial 
Meetings and Date 

Changes
On Labor Day, the three volunteer staff 
editors of WCTS had a conference 
call meeting The conclusions of that 
meeting are reported in the companion 
web versions of this WCTS (72:2). 
Feel free to write us to discuss these 
conclusions or anything else.

WCTS readers/writers will notice a 
slight change in dates for the next 
two issues, an earlier deadline for 
the February issue, and a later one 
for the May (June) issue. This is to 
accommodate WCTS team member 
Judy Lumb’s leading to go to Africa, 
as described at <judylumb.com/
africa-2012/africa-2012.html>.

other. The first goal is to change these 
mostly-strangers into a group of trust-
ing individuals whose sole intent is to 
make the life of the ill person as com-
fortable and non-stressful as possible. 
There is a list of suggested questions 
and exercises to facilitate this coming 
to know and trust each other.

The chapters that follow include 
discussions on how to organize the 
group, the jobs the group will likely 
need to take on, and the issues that 
might arise. Throughout Share the 
Care, there is an emphasis on handling 
the stress of being a caregiver and 
how to say no when necessary. One 
of the more important sections deals 
with how to interact with your friend’s 
medical team and family—critically 
important tasks. The authors’ discus-
sion of how to interact with the other 
significant people in the caring group is 
excellent. In addition, there are discus-
sions on how to be with someone who 
is critically ill, perhaps dying, with tips 
on the kinds of things to say or do, as 
well as those words or deeds that are 
not helpful. 

The authors encourage partici-
pants in the group to know their 
limits. Whatever a member is able to 
do is really enough, and whatever one 
doesn’t want to do or can’t do, one 
shouldn’t do. Someone else will be 
able to do it. The group functions best 
when all are doing what they enjoy and 
are capable of doing. 

One additional aid suggested by 
someone on a web site is to keep a jour-
nal in the home of the person who is ill, 
so each caregiver can leave a message 
for the person who takes the next shift. 
The journal should include how the 
ill person was feeling (calm, agitated, 
etc.), and the food and medications 
taken or refused. The journal can also 

include those things that the caregiver 
might have done, such as clean the 
bathroom, or straighten clothes in 
the dresser. These notes will help the 
incoming caregiver step into the flow 
of care that preceded their arrival. 

This is a practical book, not a 
theoretical one. The authors make the 
setting up of the group and the duties 
the individuals in the group will have 
as comprehensive as possible, with 
a number of charts and lists. For 
example, there is a sample of a medical 
history form, how to organize medica-
tions, and how to keep the medication 
list current. 

This is not a dry or dull book—sto-
ries of those being helped and the reac-
tions of individuals in the caring group 
are plentiful. The authors’ style is 
conversational, not pedantic. I would 
highly recommend that every Meeting 
have a copy of this invaluable book. 
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Death and 
Dying: 

Resolution

August 2012
Unity
Editor: Judy Lumb 

The glory which thou gavest me I 
have given to them, that they may 
be one, as we are one; I in them and 
thou in me, may they be perfectly one. 
John 17:22-23. Whether it is a sense 
of unity during Friends business 
process, unity with all of life, a sense 
of the emails during a committee's 
deliberations, or the experience of 
God's presence and power, unity is a 
concept important to Friends. When, 
where, how, and with whom or what, 
were you filled with a sense of unity? 
Share your stories of unity with our 
readers.

Deadline: May 15, 2012

February 2012 
Shame
Guest Editor: Lois Pomeroy with 
Mariellen Gilpin 
The expense of spirit in a waste of 
shame...(Shakespeare, Sonnet 129). 
Some of us ate shame for breakfast 
when we were very little, and have 
spent a lifetime learning to invest 
our spirit in healthier ways. Can 
you remember a time before you 
were shamed? How has baby-shame 
manifested in adulthood? How did 
you realize shame crippled you? What 
made you decide to change? What 
spiritual practices have helped you let 
go of ancient shame? Has Spirit helped 
you move beyond it? Share your story 
of healing from inappropriate shame.

Deadline: November 1, 2011 

June 2012
Disability
Guest Editor: Faith Paulsen 
with Mike Resman
Has your spiritual journey been 
affected by having a disability or 
loving someone who has a disability? 
Have your struggles and pain altered 
your relationship with God? Have you 
sought healing? In your experience, 
have you seen a difference between 
healing and curing? What has been 
necessary for healing? How do you 
see Divine love being expressed 
through your experiences? Do you 
resent what you’ve lost and/or are 
you grateful for what you’ve gained? 
What would you like to share that 
might help others?

Deadline: March 15, 2012 


