What canst thou say?

You will say, Christ saith this, and the apostles say this: but what canst thou say?  Art thou a child of Light

and hast thou walked in the Light, and what thou speakest, is it inwardly from God?           George Fox
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On Spiritual Monogamy
by Bob Schmitt

  
How often I have seen disappointment in the faces of newcomers to our meeting, who look to those of us who have been with Friends for years with the expectation that we are steeped in the tradition. In their hearts, there seems to be a yearning to learn more, while too many of us know barely more than the newcomer. I believe there should be more of us who are committed to grounding ourselves in our religious tradition; more of us who are committed to spiritual monogamy within the Religious Society of Friends.

I was again reminded of my concern about spiritual monogamy at the FLGC Midwinter 2000 gathering in California. This gathering was hosted at a yoga retreat center. Beyond the deep hospitality was offered by the residents of this community, I was aware of the groundedness and depth of their commitment to their chosen spiritual path.

If I had traveled to Mt. Madonna for a yoga
retreat, my expectation would be to deepen my understanding of yoga as a spiritual tradition/path. I would learn from people who were steeped as deeply as they could be in the practice of yoga. How strange it would have been to find listed in their program anything like, "Introduction to Quakers" or "Vocal Prayer

in the Quaker Tradition."


I have wondered why it is that in my home meeting, at yearly meetings, FGC summer gatherings, and Pendle Hill, I am as likely to find Friends teaching
about yoga, Buddhism, Native American spirituality, and Wicca, as about Quaker practice. Have we become a religious society of dabblers? Why is it that many Friends seem more comfortable chanting words in languages they don't know than offering vocal prayer in languages they do know?


I have dabbled in all sorts of disciplines and traditions and have found power there. (I still say my Hail Marys if I wake in the night from a dream of terror.) I don't believe that there is only one way. I do
believe that I have come to a point where I choose to 

practice a limited set of disciplines so that I can go deeper into my knowing and following the Spirit. In some way this feels like an arbitrary decision. I could
have just as readily chosen a Zen path, or a Catholic monk's path. But I am clear that this Quaker tradition continues to hold power for me.


Some of my clarity about spiritual monogamy came when I was practicing taijiquan in the early 90s. My instructor wanted me to commit more deeply to it. And I knew that to advance, I would have to commit to
coming more than once a week, to practice the form every day. I struggled with this. I came to an understanding that while there would be nothing wrong in making that commitment, I knew that it would be at
the expense of my Quaker involvement. It also became clear that what was required of me was to commit to being a Quaker as deeply and as fully as my tai chi teacher wanted me to commit to her discipline.

       I want to go deeper and I know I am still in the shallow waters of what this tradition holds. It is enough for me. I find myself in this place of spiritual monogamy. A place of marrying myself to this particular spiritual practice. Of wanting to read, to watch, to listen, to experience all I can about being a Quaker.


This deepening for me involves reading our histories, particularly periods around the separations; seeking out weighty Friends wherever I can find them and learning from their experiences; exploring all the other branches of Friends thus being reminded of what was lost and gained in the separations; expanding my daily practice of being a Friend.


This commitment to spiritual monogamy includes deepening my understanding of the testimonies; practicing the reality of continuing revelation; committing to a particular monthly meeting with whom I ride out the dry times, the hard times. For me, spiritual monogamy is the commitment to go deeper, to explore the problems and struggles in our histories, and currently, in my home meeting; to face the difficulties of community life and to face my own limitations.


There is a treasure here in the traditions and practices of Friends. Without a deepening of our commitment and experience of these practices
by at least some of us, we are at risk of losing this treasure.

Bob Schmitt is a member of Twin Cities Friends Meeting (St. Paul, MN)  were he currently clerks the Committee on Ministry and Counsel. Bob has  traveled among Friends carrying a concern for Faith and Practice, and a concern for nurturing the roles of minister and elder.

Mysticism and Its Meaning 

in Other Traditions, by Jean Roberts


My interest in mysticism was prompted by my own powerful mystical experiences in 1984. When I was able to question what had happened to me -- I was affected not only spiritually but also mentally and physically -- I had to go beyond the Quaker community for insight. In one of my searches I found an idea about mysticism shared by an individual spiritual seeker within the Catholic tradition and Eastern sacred traditions. That idea is that human evolution is still taking place and the mystical experience is part of that evolution, and so the importance of the mystical experience seems to lie not only in its meaning for the individual, but also in its implication for humanity. 


Is it possible that mystical experiences throughout the ages point to the potential of human consciousness and its evolutionary path? If this is so, then we have a wealth of information in our own Quaker history just waiting to be examined from that perspective. Since the whole human race is involved in evolution, we also have a responsibility to look at other religions and sacred traditions that have their roots in mysticism and learn what they have to teach us.


Within the Catholic tradition, a Jesuit priest and scientist by the name of Pierre Teilhard de Chardin upset the hierarchy of the church with his ideas. In her biography of de Chardin entitled Spirit of Fire, Ursula King writes: “(de Chardin) argued that a materialistic understanding of the world led to a dead end. Only a spiritual view of evolution could do justice to all the phenomena around us.” Hoping that these thoughts and others even more radical would be forgotten if he were in a far-off place, the Catholic Church sent him to China. It was during these times of exile that de Chardin’s ideas came together and eventually formed the basis for numerous essays, lectures, and books. 


De Chardin wrote: “One may say that a hitherto unknown form of religion--one that no one could as yet have imagined or described, for lack of a universe large enough and organic enough to contain it--is burgeoning in the heart of modern man, from a seed sown by the idea of evolution….Far from being shaken in my faith by such a revolution, it is with 

irrepressible hope that I welcome the inevitable rise of this new mysticism and anticipate its equally inevitable triumph.”


Along with Western religions, Eastern sacred traditions have much to contribute to our understanding of mysticism. 


The science of yoga came into being only after people observed a force acting on and within the human body. This forceful energy resulted in various movements, including shaking. (In yoga these spontaneous stirrings are called kriyas. It is the same shaking or quaking that gave Quakers their name.) These movements and various body poses and postures had as their purpose the facilitation and release of powerful energy engulfing the body. Continued observation of this phenomenon led to the development of the yogic discipline. The source of the energy activating the human body was named kundalini from the Sanskrit word kundala meaning, “coiled.” Its location was described as being at the base of the spine, coiled (as it were) like a serpent. In the Jewish tradition this source of energy is known as the “Holy Wind” and in Christianity as the Holy Spirit.


In looking at the history of mystical experience, we as Friends can participate in furthering its evolution by sharing our own spiritual experiences, listening to others, and acquainting ourselves with the mystical traditions of other cultures. In this way, we can continue the work begun by early Friends.
With some changes, reprinted with permission from Friends Bulletin, May, 1997. Jean Roberts has been involved in Quaker activities and committees for almost forty years. She has also been active in the Kundalini Research Network and the Seattle Area Spiritual Emergence Network.

Praise the Lord 

with Timbrel and Dance 

By Amy Perry


Liturgical dance in a broad sense is as old as religious gatherings themselves are; Judaeo-Christian liturgical dance has a long history that includes David dancing before the Lord, the Psalmist’s exhortations to dance, and the circle dances that are known to have been a part of early Christian worship. Both doing liturgical dance and watching liturgical dance feed my soul.


By “liturgical dance,” I mean dance done (I deliberately do not say “performed”) during a public worship service. The word liturgy has to do with public worship, and I believe it refers to all of the actions and words that the worshipers engage in, such as hymns, announcements, prayers, and unprogrammed periods. 


Before I tell you how liturgical dance feeds my soul, for you to understand better what this “food” is, I will describe it as I know it. First, a general, factual, external description. I have the good fortune to be a member of an Christian interdenominational volunteer liturgical dance company based in the city I live in, Indianapolis, Indiana. Please note that as I describe our company and as I describe liturgical dance, I will use the words “service,” “church,” “congregation,” and “members of the congregation,” even though I am unsure whether Friends use these terms. (I am a new Friend, officially speaking, although I feel as if I have been a Friend for a long time unofficially.) “Congregation” is the only term I know of that distinguishes the watching worshippers from us, the dancing worshippers. I do not want to use the terms “performers” and “audience,” for reasons that I will explain later.


My company dances during regular services at churches of various Christian denominations, including Catholic churches. We dance approximately four times a year. We wear flowing clothes of simple design: longish flowing skirts (trousers for the men) and long-sleeved tops. Usually we wear all white, but for a dance depicting a dark moment, we wear black. Our movements also are simple (they have to be, because most of us are amateurs!). The movements are based on ballet, pantomime, and sign language. We rehearse hard and we look polished, although not perfectly professional. That is, we move in unison but do not all move in the same manner-we keep our individuality. As for music, we use both tape-recorded music and/or the choir of the church where we are dancing. We use music ranging from spirituals through old-favorite hymns to lesser-known anthems. I like learning new songs. I like knowing that a large number of excellent and beautiful anthems exist. Often the songs are very moving.

The fourteen dancers in my company all are members of different places of worship (except for one member and I, who both are Friends at the same meeting). What unites us is a love of God and a love of expressing our faith trough movement. We use our bodies, including our faces, to express our faith. 


Many places of worship have their own liturgical dance choirs, composed of their own church members and functioning similarly to choral choirs. As far as I know, everything I have said and will say about my company is true of liturgical dance choirs, except possibly for the frequency of dancing and the going to various churches.


Now that you know the external facts about the kind of liturgical dance that feeds my soul, I will tell you the significance of the dance to me. The most important thing about our dancing is that it is an integral part of the worship service, just like a hymn or a prayer. I avoided the word “perform” earlier, because we consider ourselves not performers parachuting in to land on a stage and dazzle an audience, but worshippers assisting the other worshippers in the pews to commune with God. I get to worship and I get to help others worship. When I am dancing, and when I am rehearsing, having this responsibility and role helps me worship with greater awareness and more intense feeling. 


We are physically close to the congregation. We move up and down the aisles and we dance up in the front. I like it that we are on the same level as the worshippers. It makes me feel as if I’m a part of the congregation and enhances my feeling of being a servant-leader. Sometimes congregation members even join us for a brief series of simple movements. I like it when this happens, for it makes me feel closer to the members of the congregation. It also makes me feel more as if the word of God is real and effective in our world today.


We are conceptually a part of the service. Months before the service, our director begins consultations with the pastor and the minister of music about which songs to use and at which points during the service. Because of this integration, when a dance begins it feels very natural in the order of things. It is a privilege to be an integral and needed part of a worship service and to know that the service has been thought out carefully. It makes me feel holy and blessed and fortunate. more careful and thoughtful person, I believe. 


Being a part of the worship service means that we act out many Bible stories and many religious and spiritual concepts. Acting these out, including portraying 

the emotions on my face, makes me live them in a way that I never would otherwise. I feel the situations much more than I do when I read a scripture aloud, and certainly more than when I read a scripture silently. The involvement of my limbs, my torso, and my face, coupled with the involvement of my mind as I hear and comprehend the words of the singers, intensifies my emotion and intensifies my feeling of closeness to God.


Our “Amazing Grace” is a good example of the type of emotions I am speaking of. As I bend over and crunch myself up during the words “A wretch like me,” I feel separated from God and I feel ashamed and worthless. Then a few moments later, as I act out “now I see,” by sort of sparking and splaying my hands apart in front of my eyes, and smiling, I feel joy and a kind of triumph. So the dances bring home the meaning of the songs and scriptural passages in a very intense way.


I enjoy seeing and hearing many different worship services. Going to the various churches and seeing their similarities--for example, that they all honor Christ, they all are concerned about their ailing members, they all have mission outreaches, and they all care about their young people, affirms in my own mind the oneness of Christians.


Liturgical dance gives me a way to receive from strangers and to enlarge my spiritual community, by connecting one-on-one with congregation members. Sometimes someone I make eye contact with while dancing is really caught up in the dance and looks at me directly and openly. Some people come up to us after the service and take our hands and thank us. When I see tears in their eyes or hear a catch in their voice, I know we have done our job. I always say, “Thank you for having us. It’s a privilege to dance” (and often I choke up, too). 


My company is a second church for me. All of us members feel close to one other during rehearsal, during services, and between engagements too. We usually begin rehearsal holding hands in a circle with each one praying as he or she feels moved. In general conversation we share concerns, victories, compliments, ideas, helpful information, and humor. We are not at all competitive. For several years this group was my only spiritual support.


I mentioned earlier that watching liturgical dance also feeds my soul. I love to watch our director dance. Her fluid body and lovely expressions convey her faith and her love of God, God’s beauty and glory and God’s love for us. I also like to watch the other members of our company dance. Their love of God comes out in their gracefulness, in the individual ways in which they do the movements, and in their expressions. Watching the others is moving to me.


The name of our company sums up the meaning of liturgical dance for me. Its name is Jubilate. I find the name very fitting for two reasons. Jubilate is the Latin word for ”rejoice.” We Jubilate members greatly enjoy dancing for the Lord. “Jubilate” also is the plural imperative; a loose translation would be “You people, rejoice!” The plural is illustrative of an essential aspect of all liturgical dance: its communal nature. We don’t dance for money or for private events. We dance in worship services that are open to the public. Although we deeply enjoy our dancing, we would not-and in fact, don’t-get together to dance just for our own enjoyment. Whenever we get together to dance, it is always to rehearse for an upcoming service. I consider my liturgical dancing a public service. I am glad I personally get so much out of it, too.


My director observes, “Dance bypasses the intellect and goes straight to the heart.” This bypassing has always been true for me. Recently I started ending my meditation time sometimes with dancing out a prayer or a passage of scripture. (I don’t do it from memory; rather, I stop the dance to glance down at my Bible or prayer book; I say this in case any of you want to try it.)  I find that dancing

…I do not feel that ours is the only lawful manner of worship; I do not even think it at all clear that it would be for all people and at all times the most helpful. But I do believe it to be the purest conceivable. I am jealous for its preservation from any admixture of adventitious ‘aids to devotion.’ I believe that its absolute freedom and flexibility, its unrivaled simplicity and gravity, make it a vessel of honour prepared in an especial manner for the conveyance of the pure water of life to many in these days who are hindered from satisfying their souls’ thirst by questionable additions to the essence of divine worship.”

Caroline Stephen in Quaker Spirituality: Selected Writings, Edited by D. Steere, Paulist Press, 1984.

instead of reading helps me think with more awareness about the meaning of the passage. In general, making the gestures of a feeling tends to create the feeling within oneself. This reality has been the source of a great blessing to me on more than one occasion. 


I believe that liturgical dance appeals to the mystical impulse within people. Dance is wordless. Yet is says more than words. It says things more deeply, more directly, and more simply. To touch someone gently says more than, “I feel tenderly toward you.” I believe that God is infinitely greater than any words can express. Because dance says so much more than words, dancing is the closest I can come to expressing His greatness.

Amy Perry is a member of First Friends Meeting in
Indianapolis, Indiana. She began attending liturgical
dance classes eleven years ago. She believes dancing
helps her listen to her inner voice.

CHRISTIANITY AND BUDDHISM:

FINGERS POINTING TO THE MOON

by Sondra Beal, Berkeley Meeting


Christianity never made sense to me even though I grew up as a nominal Christian in various Protestant denominations. As my rational understanding developed in the first two years of college, I, like so many other young people, became an atheist, an  outcome which satisfied my intellect but not my soul


Then, at age twenty, I discovered Buddhism. I found that in Buddhism, unlike Christianity as I then  understood it, it was all right, even expected and  encouraged to look at doctrine symbolically, as a "finger pointing to the moon," rather than literally.  The idea that truth must be experienced, that it can  never be described in words, appealed to me. When  many years later I discovered Quakerism, I found  there was in fact at least one part of the Christian  tradition which placed this same emphasis on direct  apprehension of truth. 

 
 Through Quakerism, I have been exposed again to the Bible and to the Christian language that seemed so incongruous in my youth, and I have come to see  that this language, too, is just a finger pointing at the  moon, that the reason Biblical language does not  make sense is because it describes a world which  cannot be experienced on a rational level. And I  have also found that Buddhist ideas have often  bridged the gap and made meaningful to me what had  been nonsense  in the Gospels. 

 
 For example, the best Buddhist teachers know how   to employ "skillful means" to bring their students to the realization of truth. Since the truth cannot be spoken, means must be found to help the student break through ordinary ways of perceiving. Words, along with nonverbal methods, may be employed;  but when words are used, the teacher understands  (and the student comes to understand in retrospect)  that they do not represent truth itself and may be employed differently with different students. Thus, a teacher may tell one student, "Be more independent," and another, "Learn to depend on others more,"  depending on the spiritual state of each student. 

 
 Thinking of this, I was able to understand why   Christ’s teachings often seemed contradictory to me.  Since I had been taught as a child that the Bible was  absolute  truth, it had never occurred to me before I  was exposed to Friendly ways of thinking that the reason Jesus was a great teacher was that he was able to discern the particular state of each of his followers and use the appropriate "skillful means" for each.  Thus, my Buddhist experience, together with the open approach to the Gospels I found in Quakerism,  allowed me to resolve one of my earliest puzzles about  Christianity. 

 
 The idea of sin and salvation had also always  puzzled me. How could a man's dying two thousand  years ago take away my sins! Would there not be  consequences of my actions, no matter what? But again, analogy with Buddhist principles has allowed me to penetrate the meaning of "salvation," at least a little. George Fox spoke about experiencing the  innocence prior to the Fall. Is that not similar to the breakthrough of satori (an instant of enlightened consciousness in Buddhism) which allows one, as a Zen koan states, to see one's "original  face  before  one's parents were born"! One then understands that karma (the sequence of action and consequence) is  not a description of the functioning of the physical  world so much as a state of mind, and that one can gain freedom from the burden of one's fate, even  while that fate remains the same. In Christian terms, that very freedom is itself salvation. Belief in Christ, who achieved this state to perfection, allows one to see this otherwise hidden potentiality in oneself. It allows the Inner Light to shine, or in Buddhist terms, allows one's Buddha nature to begin to manifest. 

 
 I realize that I have moved from a comparison of Buddhist and Christian ideas to, in the previous  paragraph, a synthesis. And this is exactly what has  happened in my life. I simply choose the suitable vocabulary to describe my religious experience  depending on whether I am speaking with a Christian  or a Buddhist. I am sure this would be considered by some a theologically loose approach; and it is certainly true that the two religions are quite different in their cultural history and therefore in their surface  manifestations and ways of describing reality. To give but one example, Christianity has a dualistic Hellenic heaven-and-hell philosophy as part of its heritage, while Buddhism has Hinduism with its concepts of  reincarnation. These two different underlying assumptions about life before and after earthly existence must necessarily affect the language used in describing experience, including, of course, religious  experience. However, I believe that the very   function  of both religions is to move human beings beyond their usual parochialism to a more universal understanding of what it means to be alive. Thus, both  religions ultimately point to the same moon.  

 
Quakers are fortunate indeed to have a heritage   which emphasizes direct apprehension of the spirit,  thus avoiding the pitfalls of Literalism. The increasing  exposure to Buddhism and other Christian faiths poses challenges which, when met, can only help keep  Quakerism true to its own tradition.  

Reprinted with permission from Friends Bulletin, March  1989.  During the 1990’s while in her early 20’s Sondra Beale lived in a Buddhist Temple in Japan.  She came home unfulfilled then suddenly “got it” twelve years later.  She discovered Friends in the late 1980’s and is a member of Berkley, Calif. Monthly Meeting.

Being Fed

Carmen S. Bruce

On the Seventh Day,

I sit with the sangha

listening to the fountain

in the fish pool

in the corner

and the near inaudible

tick, tock

of the clock

on the wall.

I see the orange silken fishes

with ribbon fins

as they come to the surface opening to suckle.

On the First Day,

I sit among Friends

listening to the Beauty that surrounds and indwells me.

I see that of my Beloved in everyone,

and I too come to surface opening to suckle.

Carmen Bruce is on sabbatical at Pendle Hill this year, after graduating from St. Mary's Ecumenical Institute. She has attended Stony Run Meeting in Baltimore since 1994.

Waking Up This Morning…

By Phil Mullen

        I'm a natural morning person: each day my eyes open (without any clock) at about 3:30 a.m. I always feel rested & especially fresh; I love that feeling!)

       My first practice is to sit up on my bed, look out onto 15th Street from my 9th floor window to see any car lights, and say a little dedication of the day: "Thank you for this wonderful day!" It's an intention. I choose the day to be wonderful, whatever pains it may turn out to contain, simply because it's a day in my life.
        Then I pray a little "gatha" (literally, "song") composed by Thich Nhat Hanh: Waking up this morning, I smile. [Then I do.] Twenty-four brand new hours are before me! I vow to live fully in each moment,
And to look at all beings with eyes of love.
         Then I haul myself out of bed, and waddle off to the bath. Then I pray, using various prayers -- the Jewish "Suddur," the Anglican Book of Common Prayer, and the Roman Missal. I like following the church year, celebrating all the feasts;  and I even keep my own little "book of feasts" with days for people I especially honor such as Hildegaard of Bingen,.


Then, from about four to six, I do "lectio" (spiritual reading) and formal meditation (counting breaths, or watching the mind do its thing, or loving-kindness practice, or "tong-len" --"receiving/giving," -- a Tibetan blessing).

    
By that time, often, I feel pretty darn good, and turn on National Public Radio as I jump in the shower. As the news with its daily quotient of tragedies reaches me in the shower, I pray for both the victims and those who are harming them.

    
 The last part of dressing is to put on a little religious medal; I pray: "May I see every person today as Christ, and see myself as Christ, and be joyful in Christ meeting Christ."


Before leaving the apartment I bow to the Eternal, saying again: "Thank You for this wonderful day in my life!" and take the four Bodhisattva vows:
Sentient beings are numberless: I vow to save all of them! Delusions are numberless: I vow to end all delusions! Dharma teachings are numberless: I vow to learn all Dharma teachings! The Buddha way is unattainable; I vow to embody it!

 
There are days I miss; but most mornings, that's what I'm up to.  I want to stay aware that underneath what the world and my life look like, is the real story -- the story as God sees it: Every person I meet is the Christ. (I've never met anyone who was not Christ!)
Every person I meet is the Buddha (the person who's awake).  What counts is being present in my own life,
being here/now. (Most of my life, I sleepwalk like everyone else.) Though I happen to be a Protestant/Catholic/Quaker/Buddhist sort of  Christian, I
no longer believe it matters in the least to the Eternal whether one is religious or an atheist: what does matter is whether one manifests compassion & wisdom.

Phil Mullen never met a religion he didn’t like. He is a 20-year employee of Philadelphia Yearly Meeting where he worked with offenders and victims, some of whom were the same people. This essay was written for sharing with fellow members of Central Philadelphia Meeting.
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Baptism of the Holy Spirit in Earlham Hall, Earlham College, 1962

By Dodi Waring


       
In February 1962 I thought my daughter Kitty Waring, a junior at Earlham College, sounded a bit blue so I went out to visit. We decided to attend Clear Creek's potluck supper. Afterward, we walked in the nearby cemetery. Kitty had something she wanted to tell me. She used the metaphor of the path we were traversing. "See, Mom, look behind us the path we are on has turned a corner. I feel as if my life has too. I have been baptized in the Holy Spirit." 


I knew nothing of that term so I asked her intellectual questions, I was still puzzled when we went to bed. The next day she suggested I drop in and talk with two or three Earlham professors whose lives had been turned around by their Baptism of the Holy Spirit. I did, including one venerable Professor whose Quaker roots went back to Philadelphia, which made me feel I could accept his story. He spoke of the Holy Spirit often filling him up after periods of emptiness in his life. Kitty and her two best friends took me out to supper next day and tried to explain to me how their lives were consumed with a new devotion to Christ since receiving the Baptism of the Holy Spirit. I plied them with rational questions, which did nothing to help me understand what had happened to them. Sunday evening when Kitty was at the Library I sat in her dorm room and talked to God. I acknowledged how I had told my children to pray to God but frankly my prayer life wasn't real for me, I felt that those people who were baptized with the Holy Spirit had something far better.


I sensed I was being offered an opportunity to come closer to God. I did not know what it would mean in my life, but I was willing to walk in faith and step out. I knew my Quaker conscience would not let me use any language unfamiliar to me. We do not talk about baptism because we do not follow that sacrament; we don't talk about the Holy Spirit much but do talk about the Spirit within. The only words I could think of were " Here I am God. Will Your Holy Spirit get in touch with my spirit?" I felt I had made a tremendous commitment with no idea how it would impact my life. I felt like Chicken Little expecting the sky to fall down imminently.


When Kitty returned from the Library I told her in a very embarrassed manner that I had committed myself to God. She was thrilled and rushed off to tell her friends who gathered around, laid their hands on me, prayed in tongues and assured me I had been baptized in the Holy Spirit. I knew I would never do anything as unusual as speak in tongues. They told me to ask for a sign from God. I inwardly asked that my husband Tom would accept whatever was happening to me and not ridicule it. That night I spoke in tongues in my dream. 


The next two days I felt as if I was filled with effervescent champagne, a bubbling over of new life. I went to the Library to find a Bible. I had a new hunger for the Bible and God's Word. I slept soundly, ate ravenously and leapt across campus. I felt renewed in a mysterious way. For the first time I became aware of a deep spiritual thirst.


Then the day came for me to fly back to Massachusetts. Kitty and I had breakfast together then she left for 9:00 class. I sat in the lounge of Earlham Hall, pondering the amazing new vitality I felt. I thought the following words." O God I wish something dramatic had happened so that all this new life won't disappear when I return to my family responsibilities in Cambridge, Mass."


Soon I began to be shaken; my body shook as if I had a fever. My jaw dropped and I spoke in tongues or syllables unintelligible to me. I don't know how long I sat thus until I heard footsteps coming up the stairs, open the lounge door and ask if I was all right. She must have seen me shaking. When I carefully replied, the shaking stopped. I knew something important was happening to me but I did not have any idea what. I just sensed it was important to let it continue. So I left the kitchenette and went to Kitty's room. A friend was there, so I sought the common bathroom and entered a cubicle. 


I immediately fell on my knees as the only appropriate posture. My arms went upward as I was shaken again. I strongly felt I was in God's Presence, and Jesus Christ was off to my left waiting. I was totally overwhelmed with a sense of awe. I could not control the shaking. My jaw mouthed syllables again but this time inaudibly, as if God did not want us to be interrupted.


My upheld arms became weary, my throat became dry and my knees hurt from kneeling on the tile floor. "I sat back on my heels and the shaking stopped. But as soon as I was rested it began again and I rose to my kneeling position. I was not being harmed so it wasn't evil. Maybe God had heard my unspoken wish for something dramatic. If so, that means God knows all my thoughts!


I was oblivious to my surroundings. I felt like a newborn baby, naked and unprotected in God's Presence. He saw through all my clothes, achievements, actions, age. He knew me completely. It was disconcerting but not dangerous to be so defenseless. I experienced such a complete happiness and awareness of being loved that I asked to become a funnel through which this new bliss could be passed on to others. 


My knees and arms cried out for relief so I rested again. Again the shaking resumed and I was on my knees with raised arms once more. I was enveloped in a total Love that had no concern for what I had done or not done in my life. I did not want to ever leave that Love.


Kitty had returned by noon and found me in the bathroom. I sensed this bliss and mysterious awesome Presence would end if I spoke to her, but I owed Kitty a response to her concern for me. "Yes, I'm all right, Kitty."


My life has never been the same since. I felt led to enter Harvard Divinity School and become a Hospital Chaplain at age fifty.

Dody Waring is a lifetime Friend. She is a member of Wellesley Meeting, Massachusetts. After graduating from Harvard in 1967, she then served as a freelance Christian Minister and Hospital Chaplain for 15 years.

Sun Dance Epiphany   

By Tom Nowel


A number of years ago, prior to the Spirit having led me to Quakerism, I had the opportunity, or rather the gift, of being acquainted with a Lakota headman and his family who live on the Pine Ridge Indian Reservation. Having done some reading of Native American spirituality, I was somewhat prepared for those 
 experiences in which I observed and participated during my occasional visits to the reservation.


A witness to four sun dances, and participant in several others, I was always moved by the power which the personal and physical sacrifice produced. During these deeply spiritual times, the Great Mystery, God moved among the people and revealed him/herself in wonderful ways -- in an eagle gliding high over the sun dance arbor. 


The earth produces and sustains life. It is the mother, the female side of the Creator. It is the gift for which the people celebrate through the physical sacrifice of the sun dance. One late night during the sun dance, I was invited to a special sweat lodge with a number of "medicine men" from various reservations. This was a powerful sweat. 


During the chanting and offering of ourselves, my eye became fixed upon a flickering bit of charcoal clinging to one of the heated, glowing stones in the middle of the prayer lodge. And then I was free and floating for a minute or a second. 


This has been the only out of body experience of my life. It was frightful and powerful. It stunned me and has stayed with me. It was a great gift. These experiences remind me that God's love and expectations are not limited to a Christ-centered revelation but instead exist in many forms. The witness of God on this continent to and through the original inhabitants speaks in powerful ways. The messages of respect for the earth and all living things, as part of the Creator's plan, have great relevance and urgency today. 


I wrote this after returning to Ohio from the sun dance.

Praying for all life…and especially for prisoner 

Gwarth-ee-laas (Leonard Peltier)

in the sweat lodge
the grandmother
holds our nakedness
like newborns

our spirits open,
are carried upward
by hot steam

i pray for all life,
give thanks for the sun,
remember prisoners in cold cells.
we chant a Lakota prayer
words i do not understand
fill me with spirit,
refresh with cold, sweet water

mitakuye oyasin

Note: Many Lakota prayers end in "mitakuye oyasin" especially prayers concluding a sweat. It means "all my creation." We pray for all God's creation, the four leggeds, two leggeds and one leggeds (trees). They are all part of the Great Mystery.

Tom is Assistant Clerk of Miami Monthly Meeting in Waynesville, Ohio and is completing a 30-year career of union organizing.

REVIEW  (
Anam Cara, by John O’Donohue, HarperCollins, l997.  Reviewed by Kathy Tapp 

who says, “To me O'Donohue's work definitely helps share a non-dualistic tradition that feed one's soul.”

          "It is strange to be here. The mystery never leaves you alone. Behind your image, below your words, above your thoughts, the mystery of another world waits." With these words, John O'Donohue begins his book on Celtic spirituality. With lyrical language and evocative images, O'Donohue draws the reader into the rich, non-dualistic Celtic world. 

          Anam is the Gaelic word for soul; Cara is the Gaelic word for friend. O'Donohue explores this theme in many layers. "To be holy is to be natural, to 
befriend the worlds that come to balance in you." The early chapters address the intimacy of true soul-friends and talk about befriending the body: "the 
body is your clay home, your only home in the universe...your face is the icon of the body, the place where the inner world of the person becomes 
manifest." 
          O'Donohue celebrates a spirituality of the senses, speaking of the senses as "thresholds of the soul." He says that too often people try to achieve spiritual transformation by using the will as a kind of hammer to beat their life into proper shape. Rather than this "externalist and violent" approach, O'Donohue suggests: "your soul knows the geography of your destiny...it will 
take you where you need to go, but more important it will teach you a kindness of rhythm in your journey." He writes about the unprecedented spiritual hunger of our times and about how the "neon light" of modern 
consciousness is similar to the harsh bright light of an operating room. 

          "Lacking graciousness in the presence of mystery, it wants to unriddle and control the unknown." O'Donohue states that when the spiritual search becomes too intense, the soul stays hidden, for it was never meant to be seen completely and is more at home in soft light--candlelight perception. "Rather than trying to expose the soul or offering it our fragile care, we should let the soul
 find us and care for us."

          He goes on to explore inner friendship, solitude, and the awakening of creativity--and speaks of the ways in which familiarity can sabotage our attempts to come home to our--selves and our souls. "Generally, the familiar, precisely because it is the familiar, is not known. Behind the facade of the familiar, strange things await us. We reduce the wildness and mystery of person and landscape to the external, familiar image."

          O'Donohue next delves into the arena of work, where: "the invisible hungers to become visible, to express itself in our actions." He says, "Your life 
becomes the shape of the days you inhabit. Days enter us." The book then addresses the theme of friendship as life draws to an end, "the soul as temple of memory" and, finally, friendship with death itself.

          The structure of the book follows a circular pattern, in accordance with the Celtic reverence for the circle. O'Donohue explains that the six chapters of the 
book revolve around a hidden silent seventh chapter "which embraces the ancient namelessness at the heart of 

the human self."

 John O'Donohue is an Irish poet and Catholic scholar. He has also produced  tapes which further explore Celtic spirituality.  

Dear Editors,


For some time now I have loved your publication, and have been ever so grateful to you for carrying on this ministry. It has helped me time and time again, and I always look forward to sitting in my rocking chair and
reading it when it arrives. This last one (Wholeness in the Midst of Brokenness) completely bowled me over. As a survivor of an incident of sexual abuse three years ago, and as someone who has a lot of friends who suffer from depression, one copy of this issue is not enough for me!!! Is it possible for me to get 10 more? There are SO many people I want to give the whole issue to: the leader of my
Sexual Abuse In Relationship group, my counselor, Several friends who suffer from depression, the leader of a cancer support group of a dear friend of mine whose cancer finally killed her a month ago, my spiritual director, and the (Quaker) boarding school one of my sons goes to.  I am eager to distribute these!!! Thank you so much for this valuable ministry. I am sure it enriches many more lives than mine!
Blessings, Allison Randall
77 Pleasant Street, Apt. N
Greenville, NH 03048
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August 2000:  CALLED TO INTERCESSORY PRAYER. EDITOR:  MARIELLEN GILPIN

A ministry of praying for others can be a voyage of discovery  about ourselves, our loved one, about prayer, about God.  Tell us about your experiences praying for others, and what you have learned from them.  DEADLINE:  June 1.

November 2000:VISIONS AND VOICES. (Note change in date!)  EDITOR:  KATHY TAPP

Have you felt the presence of the Spirit through having a vision or hearing an audible voice that speaks to the inward ear?  Has the Spirit spoken through your other senses, a “holy fragrance,” a “flavor,” or sense of being physically touched?  How do you recognize this as the Spirit?  What meaning have you given it?  

DEADLINE: Sept. 1.
“I am a rabbi but I often go to Mass. I sit there and I try to understand and to discover the numinous, the unique experience of God in that liturgical exercise. I think trying to understand the spirituality of the other person of faith is a very important step forward.” 
--Leon Klenicki Witnessing Together, April 1999, as quoted in Sacred Journey, February 2000.
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From the Editor


	Mystical experience brings self-transcendence, unity, joy, and love. Whatever the spiritual or religious tradition, there is convergence in the experience of the Divine. Traditions are the menu from which we choose the teachings, practices, and prayers that keep us alive during spiritual famines, that nourish us in quiet contemplation, that fill us to overflowing at the mystical love-feast. Traditions ground us in shared experience, reveal the paths taken by those who have gone ahead of us on the spiritual path, teach us ways to keep our spiritual connection and to pass on to others the gifts we receive.


	When I was asked to edit this issue the rebel in me protested, “I don’t pay much attention to the past, I like to live in the present.” But I began to think of all the varieties of prayer and meditation I use and of the traditions that developed and preserved those practices. I realized my resistance did not honor my joyful participation in the Dances of Universal Peace, which draw upon Sufi, Native American, Christian, Muslim, Hindu and maybe some other traditions.


	So I did agree to take on the job of editing this Traditions issue, and have been delighted by the variety of articles people contributed. Bob Scmitt raises provocative challenges to deeply commit to and to teach quaker spiritual practices instead of the practices of other traditions.  His is the lead article because I believe his message to be immensely important.  Amy Perry wrote about liturgical dance as a tradition. Phil Mullen, who has “never met a religion he didn’t like” describes his eclectic spiritual practice. The Buddhist tradition is reflected in a poem by Carmen Bruce. In an article by Dodi Waring, we learn about a transformational experience that occurred when “they laid their hands on me, prayed in tongues and assured me I had been baptized in the Holy Spirit.”  Tom Nowel writes of the Sun Dance in prose and poetry. Jean Roberts, a former What Canst Thou Say? editor and frequent contributor to WCTS, wrote, “Is it possible that mystical experiences throughout the ages point to the potential of human consciousness and its evolutionary path?  If this is so, then we have a wealth of information in our own Quaker history just waiting to be examined from that perspective.”


	Quakers, from George Fox to Douglas Steere, to those whose words you find here, embrace the truths of Christianity, and, in the insights gained by attention to the inner light, discover the universal truth of Divine Love that transcends all divisions.				


Thy Editor,


Linda Lee








“To experience the full fruits of the Spirit, we need to pray with all of our body. We need to sit when the Spirit says sit, pray when the Spirit says pray, and move when the Spirit says mov


			Mark Judkins Helpsmeet 


		   (Friends Journal, Feb. 2000, p.19)
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