Mystery as Sacred

Sacred mystery is profound. It inhabits whatever is inexpressible and unavailable to the constructs of reason and language.  Often it arises in the question without an answer, the zen-like riddle without a rational solution, the perpetually unresolved Rubik's Cube of the spiritual life. In this sense, the quiet way embraces another paradox—faith as hopeful agnosticism, grounded in trust. The quiet way issues permits for and sanctions the search, endorses the expectant seeking for the we know-not-what-but-somehow-long-for of the soul.

Sometimes, sacred mystery enters the reality of life as it is experienced. The mystery of suffering has exercised scholars and people of faith since the time of Job in the Bible and before. It seems an anomaly to suggest that suffering holds sacredness at its heart. Yet there is at times a paradoxical transformation that occurs in the unanswerable mystery of suffering. Often in the deepest cleft of this mystery is an existential cry in the form of a question—the "what is the meaning of it all?" question that follows random raids on the human condition by unruly arbiters of fate. Earthquakes happen, floods descend, tempests squall at the doors of our security. Discord in some form breaches the defenses of our lives. Misfortune brandishes its unwieldy club, leaving us stunned and wordless in its wake. Or perhaps we simply discover at some involuntary way-station in life that we have misread the map of the journey, that we have become lost and weary wayfarers in life's undulating landscape. In such conditions, "meaning" rapidly becomes an operative word, enclosed in questions devoid of answers.

But we have got it wrong when we direct our questions at Providence, said Victor Frankl, who survived the holocaust. Rather, it is Providence that questions us.17  The Jewish theologian Abraham J. Heschel remarked that in fact it is God who poses the ultimate unanswerable question in human terms. But even so, a reciprocal response is implied and resolved, for Heschel, in the only possible way: "[God] whose question is more than our minds can answer. He to whom our life can be the spelling of an answer."18
The mystery of suffering is at the heart of the Christian faith. The life of Jesus, his death and the subsequent declaration of hope and renewal in the resurrection account, present an effectual spelling of an answer to the question of suffering. Other religions have a different spelling, but the meaning is the same. In the few years of his ministry, Jesus didn't just simply preach to the collective. When it came to those who suffered, he was a master of the deep, healing one-to-one encounter. The gospels are full of these encounters. He recognized and ministered to people who suffered physical, emotional, psychological, and spiritual pain; to men and women, both within and outside the margins of society. He made no distinctions. He knew that the collective comprises suffering and struggling individuals caught up in the mystery of it all. In his parables he used analogies of loss and of individuals searching: the woman for a lost coin, the shepherd for the one lost sheep, the lost son for redemption. He told of the one Samaritan, who by example challenged indifference and deep racial and religious prejudices in society; and the one seed that creates the harvest. What renders the Christian faith sacred is its message of love, healing, hope, and reclamation, and, like the Jewish faith of its origin, its belief in the human capacity for strength, survival, and inner renewal in the presence of the accompanying mystery, the Eternal Thou.

Tucked away in the gospels are the simple but powerful statements of what undergirded Jesus's spiritual life. We read that Jesus "often withdrew to lonely places and prayed" (Luke 5:16); arose from his bed "very early in the morning, while it was still dark, left the house and went into a solitary place to pray" (Mark 1:35); withdrew to the desert alone for extended sojourns at crucial junctures (Matt. 4:1-11); or retired to a favorite place, the mountains, away from the crowds, to pray alone by day and through the night (Matt. 14:23). From these accounts, it appears that Jesus was at heart, and by spiritual practice, a contemplative, who knew that we are alone accountable for the depths of our spiritual journey.

Contemplative practice, however, is not unique to the Christian faith. Its particular relevance in times of difficulty or suffering is expressed throughout the world's religions. At the heart of Buddhism—the exemplar of quietist religions—is transcendence of suffering. Existence itself causes suffering, said the Buddha, but this should not dictate or define who we are in our deepest or highest being. Through silent meditation we discover our originative source of being and come to understand "right living." For the Sufi who practices the mystical teachings of Islam, life is an evolving journey in which silence teaches completeness. Everything indicates and embraces its complementary opposite. In joy is the possibility of pain, in pain is the possibility of joy—each condition a lesson guiding us toward spiritual wholeness through the grace of paradoxical proximity. The Maitri Upanishad of Hinduism tells us: "in quietness the soul is One, then one feels the joy of Eternity."19
For the earliest Quakers, suffering was not to be avoided when truth was at stake. They perceived this stance in the world as eminently Christ-like. Never evade suffering in the defense of truth. And like all religions in some way, they taught always to seek the purity of truth, and this in the sacredness of interior silence where the healing spirit lives and guides.

At its most basic and human level, sacred mystery is a quiet companion digging our patch with us in the raw earthiness of life. For most of us, at some time, life hurts. For some, life can seem an impossible struggle at times. What transforms, where the mystery of the human spirit dwells, is in the nitty-gritty of simply getting through life and its challenges with an unbroken soul. The Chilean writer Isabel Allende recounts a friend describing her experience of walking over "red-hot coals," literally and metaphorically, and its transformative alchemy of unbrokenness:

"At that moment, I knew that we have incredible capacities just as we know how to be born, to give birth, and to die," Jean said. "So too, we know how to respond to the red-hot coals that lie in our path. After that experience I am calm about the future. I can face the worst crises if I relax and let the spirit guide me." And that was what Jean did when her son died in her arms: she walked over fire without being burned .20
Sometimes, however, we experience a different mystery. We experience a mystery that gathers us into an inexpressible encounter with grace, one that touches the soul with beauty, with pure perception of Presence and giftedness. At such times, we sense a gentler Presence that awakes the wordless joy of wonder in our lives: a newborn baby casting its tender spell of enchantment in our hearts after months of expectation; shards of iridescent light dancing in the cool dew of a spring morning; a sunset scattering its glowing embers along the shimmering pathways of a quiet sea; the night sky tossing its diamonds across the heavens. Or a moment of stillness after prayer. Sacred mystery de-words us, calls us into silence. "You never enjoy the world aright," said the mystical poet Thomas Traherne, "till the Sea itself floweth in your veins, till you are clothed with the heavens, and crowned with the stars."21 It is the mystic in us that causes us to "dwell poetically" in our lives, to harness more expansive dimensions of being. It is this, amid the dross, that saves us.

The Quiet Way and Early Quakers

In the seventeenth century, George Fox was something of a firebrand preacher. Yet he was also a mystic who understood and promoted the quiet way. Fox was not a stranger to paradox. He befriended it like a familiar conundrum, a maze with pathways that wended in different directions, but which led inexorably to the center. God is mystery, a hidden, "incomprehensible spirit," he said; but wait.. . God is also the living God, always present and accessible to us.22 God, in Christ and in spiritual power, is Presence itself. We know this because we can feel it, experience it, encounter it as our own soul. Truth, light, presence, spirit, and power accompany us on this journey of faith. Faith is a mystery, the gospel is a mystery, the fellowship is a mystery, but we know them all because there is this thing called Spirit, which reveals all, connects all. We make our bond with and connection to God through the depths of this mystery: "Deep is the mystery of godliness! Therefore silence all flesh . . . and as ye grow therein the way of peace will be more prized by you, and the perfect bond [with God] ye will come to know." But here is another paradox. There is a downward trajectory to this mystery of faith. We need to "sink down," he says, "to that which is pure" and "keep down to the seed of God," to the depths of this eternal mystery. But there is also an upward trajectory which lifts us "up to God"—"out of the mortal into the immortal," the heights. Mystery and Presence, incomprehensibility and direct encounter, silence and praise, the depths and the heights—all a celebration of paradoxical proximity. Fox did not see any contradiction in these paradoxes. In the end everything is unity, he attests, "the one power, the one soul, the one heart, the one mind is witnessed ."23 And "this power will keep you all in peace, and in unity, and quietness, and condescension [humility] and love and kindness to one another ."24

Most of all, in these prolific letters of instruction to Quaker groups, Fox embraces the life within. Presence, power, spirit, mystery, light, and truth—all are enfolded in the life within. Seek the life within, he urges, be open and receptive to the experience of God.25 This withinness is the way of quiet and silence, for it is in the silence that God's presence is felt and experienced. He is adamant that Friends should not depart from this state of "stillness and quietness." Like the Franciscan Cisneros two centuries earlier, Fox understood transformation as cumulative in its effect. That is, there are qualities that emanate from the truth of the mystery of faith which bring the individual's experience of divine love to a universal dimension. Such experience brings each person's "heart, mind, soul and spirit to the infinite and incomprehensible God, and from it flows a love to all the universal creation ."26
For Fox, as with Christian mystics before him, God is therefore an "eternal, incomprehensible spirit" who dwells beyond our conceptual boundaries, yet is present and Presence within.27 But this is not just his theory about God. In his journal he tells of his own personal experience of the infinite mystery, the depths: "I saw into that which was without end, and things which cannot be uttered, and of the greatness and the infiniteness of the love of God, which cannot be expressed by words".28 This experienced sense of Presence emerges, for Fox, from silent, attentive waiting on God. Presence is experienced as divine accompaniment and continuing spiritual nourishment. It is an encounter of the heart, a heartfelt and corporately binding experience. "See and feel the Lord's presence amongst you...," he writes, "and know one another in he power of it."29 Presence and the power of it were the vital essence of the spiritual life for Fox, and he extolled them in almost every one of his hundreds of letters.

But Fox also writes specifically about quies, the quiet way. It is the practice of quiet, he believed, that helps us discover the infinite treasures of the inner life. He is speaking of quies whenever he counsels the practicing of the "now," intentional Focus, self-surrender, truth-seeking, and "quietness" or silent waiting. Inner quiet, peace, and spiritual fulfillment, he claims, in their essence, can never be acquired through even the greatest teachings. These things have to be experienced, directly and personally from God. When the way of peace happens in spirit, we will know and feel it in our very depths:

And so comes every spirit here to have a particular satisfaction and quietness in his own mind . . . and so that of God manifested in him, leads his mind up to God, he comes to the quiet and peaceable life, and comes to retain God in his knowledge, and his spirit is quieted, and he comes to hold the truth in righteousness and his mind is not reprobated; and such shall find mercy of God, when their minds are guided up to God, and their spirits and minds are quieted in silent waiting upon God, and in one half hour have more peace and satisfaction, than they have had from all other teachers of the world in all their life time: and here they come to feel that which quiets their minds to God, and they find and feel the way of peace.30
The condition of quiet, according to Fox, is therefore a signposting both to the spirit and to a transformational state of being. This state, for Fox, was not just theoretical. He apparently displayed a rare presence in his being that emanated from his own practice and conviction that the way of quiet facilitates direct experience of God. Moreover, he was able to inspire this way in others. Letters between Quakers in the 1650s express spiritual satisfaction at "quiet" meetings. Early Quaker Alexander Parker wrote in 1655: "the work is great, and many are daily convinced. We have seven or eight meetings every first day, and all are pretty quiet..., one thing [those present] take notice of, that if George is in the company, all the rest are for the most part silent, which they did much wonder at."31 After Fox's death, William Penn wrote that "from a child, he appeared of another frame of mind than the rest of his brethren; being more religious, inward, still, solid and observing," and that as a young man "he taught and was an example of silence."32

When Fox—that most individual of Quakers—wrote his numerous epistles, he addressed almost all of them to groups of Friends. The letters contain teaching, inspiration, instruction, warning, and sometimes rebuke. Fox's friend Isaac Penington sheltered a more sensitive and tender soul. He wrote extensive letters, many from prison, of both pastoral care for individual Quakers and encouragement for Quaker groups. He understood deeply the cumulative principle of the spirit. Transformation of the individual leads to transformation of the spiritual community, and beyond that, of the world. Like Jesus himself, he did not shy away from the depths, including the wounded depths within the person. His quies-focused faith acknowledged the most painful kind of personal struggle. Always he encouraged quietness, inward stillness, waiting for healing, and affirmation of spiritual life and power. He penned some of his most sensitive and compassionate letters to the Lady Conway, who suffered almost daily physical pain and illness:

By casting into the furnace of affliction, the fire searcheth. The deep, sore, distressing affliction, which rends and tears the very inwards, finds out both the seed and the chaff, purifying the pure gold and consuming the dross; and then, at length the quiet state is witnessed.

To a Widow Hemmings, he advises, "learn but in quietness and stillness to retire to the Lord and wait upon him; in whom thou shalt feel peace and joy."33
So what constituted this condition of quiet for Penington? As with Fox, its qualities are spirit, [divine] power, presence, truth, life, and a mode of prayer practiced in quietness and stillness, which encompasses "that ministration of life and power above and beyond names; wherein the life is revealed and felt, beyond what words can utter."34 For Penington, waiting and stillness indicated the attentive passivity necessary for the inward experiential encounter with divine presence. Attentive passivity for Penington—that is, a deep inner stillness, yet alert with expectancy—naturally results in an experience of unity with God and the subsequent transformative effect of God's "visitation to the soul." The spiritual life was not possible for early Quakers without such elemental receptivity and passivity [stillness] of soul before the divine. William Penn sums this up in a book of advice written to his own children, instructing them on their moral and civil duties and personal conduct. On their spiritual practice, he writes:
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So soon as you wake, retire your mind into a pure silence from all thoughts and ideas of worldly things; and in that frame wait upon God to feel His good presence; to lift your hearts to him and commit your whole self into his blessed care and protection. . . . And as you have intervals from your lawful occasions, delight to step home (within yourselves, I mean), commune with your own hearts and be still.35
Do the same, he advises, before you sleep. Each day, he urges, pay attention to your spiritual priorities. There is a practice and a process to the spiritual life. Eschewing all outer and inner distractions, retreat to the "home" within yourself, into a sacred silence, the place of your true belonging. Wait before God. Commune with your own heart—that is, be a presence to yourself—and be still. There, in the home within, you will feel and experience the presence of God. And the locus of this felt presence, this inner encounter? The heart. When this is your practice, he proposes throughout his advice, you will act justly toward God, yourself, and your neighbor.

When asked by a teacher of religious law to state the supreme commandment, Jesus replied: "The Lord our God, the Lord is one. Love the Lord your God with all your heart, with all your soul, with all your understanding, and with all your strength. The second is like it, you should love your neighbor as yourself. There is no commandment greater than these" (Mark 12:28-34). In these commandments, Jesus is saying, is the whole of scripture in a nutshell, the whole law of humanity in the palm of your hand. Love God with everything you are; love yourself (by willing the best possible good for yourself), and in the same way, love your neighbor. In this is the inner mystical law of the quiet way.

Signposts of the Way

In the early seventeenth century, the mystic and theologian of the quiet way, Francis de Sales, whom Quakers published 36 portrayed his faith, like Thomas a Kempis before him, in terms of devotedness. He perceived the world as an interpersonal unity, a wholeness, and the inner life as essentially about journeying, developing the depths of the soul. Prayer wrapped in silence, he said, is a holy quiet. This is how we experience the presence of the divine. And what is the evidence of the divine in the world? Its practical expression in the devotee's life. He was an admirer of Teresa of Avila from the previous century and of her "Prayer of Quiet." For her, the prayer of quiet was simply love realized. "You are loved," she said, "what else do you need to know?" You don't have to do great works; just accomplish what you can, and pay attention to the love in which you do it. In the end, it's all about love. Inhabit inner quiet, live simply, and love God. Teresa was a scaler of spiritual heights through her "mansions" of the soul. Francis was a deep sea diver plunging heroically into waves of seismic change in the seventeenth-century worldview. Quakers were somewhat experienced themselves in the seismological sea storms that broke on the shores of theology in the seventeenth century. In the milieu of it all heaved a whirlpool of spiritual paradox: humanism and theology; the absence and presence of God; the inner and outer quantum of life; the esoteric and the rational; charisma and the quiet way.

Pioneers of the spirit began to sculpt new, more expansive forms in which to shape their perspectives. They found God, not just in church, but everywhere. God within, yet present in the world and in the vastness of the cosmos. God incomprehensible, yet comprehended in the imago of Christ; a divinity beyond imagining, yet grasped in the moment's immediacy of encounter. Fox, as mystic and poet, expressed this juxtaposition in one of his most memorable passages—a contrast to the sometimes inhospitable (to twenty-first-century ears) nature of his rhetoric. In this psalm-like prose poem, he expresses the interconnectedness and majesty of creation, of a dynamic, living Cause of all creation:

He is the living God, who clothes the earth with grass and herbs,

and causes the trees to grow, and bring forth food for you, and makes the fishes of the sea to breathe and live,

and makes the fowls of the air to breed, and causes the roe and the deer,

and the creatures, and all the beasts of the earth to bring forth,

by which they may be food for you.

He is the living God, who causes the stars to arise in the night to give you light,

and the moon to arise to be a light in the night.

He is the living God, who causes the sun to give warmth to you,

to nourish you when you are cold.

He is the living God, who causes the snow and frosts to melt, and causes the rain to water the plants.

He is the living God, who made the heaven and the earth, and the clouds,

and causes the springs to break out of the rocks,

and divided the great sea from the earth,

and divided the light from the darkness,

by which it is called day, and the darkness night,

and divided the great waters from the earth, which great waters he called sea, and the dry land earth; He is to be worshipped who does this.

He is the living God who gives you breath and life and strength,

and gives you beasts and cattle, by which you may be fed and clothed.

He is the living God, and he is to be worshipped.37
This is a God whose vital presence is also experienced within, in the quiet resting and eucharistic flow of silent worship:

Concerning silent meetings; the intent of all speaking is to bring into the life, and to walk in, and to possess the same, and to live in and enjoy it, and to feel God's presence, and that is in the silence (not in the wandering whirling tempestuous part of man or woman) for there is the flock lying down at noon-day, and the feeding of the bread of life, and drinking of the springs of life, when they do not speak words; for words declared are to bring people to it, and confessing God's goodness and love, as they are moved by the eternal God and his spirit.38
Fox saw no contradiction between the "second-moment" expression of the spirit in an outwardly articulated hymn of praise or prayer and the "first-moment" experience of the spirit in inward, silent worship.39 As all mystics do, he is signposting us to a more-than-ordinary consciousness, inviting us to a new kind of conversation about faith. This is a faith based on the way of the poet and mystic. The language he uses is that of vision, metaphor, poetry, and imagination. As such, he signposts us to God as living Presence, primal "cause" of all creation who deserves to be worshipped. This is also a God to whom the appropriate response is, ultimately, inward silence, since, he goes on to write, those who are estranged from "the witness of God in themselves, cannot be still, cannot be silent." For Fox, the purpose of words (as in spoken ministry) is simply to lead us to the sublimity of this first-moment encounter. Inevitably, such an encounter melds both the seeking self and the divine in profound realization of the Presence within.

Signposts of the Quiet Way:

A Personal Journey Begun
The quiet way is in essence a life project for spiritual venturers, for those who inhabit the questions and are willing to risk the journey. It speaks to us as seekers in the precarious and adventurous terrain of God, making us co-venturers with the divine. The quiet way calls us to fathom who we are and how we fit the shape of our depths, of our deepest calling in the project of our own life and spiritual experience. In its essence, the quiet way encourages us to begin an experiment with the sacred, with soul. As such, it relates radically to the life we live now and to the way we co-create the conditions for our own transformation. Transformation, if anything, is a work, sometimes an extended work, of the soul. The task of poets and mystics of the soul has generally been to attempt to give language and meaning to the Mystery, to the call to co-venture with the divine. I do know that the quiet way has always been, at some instinctive level, indivisible from the topography of my own inner landscape.

I was born in North Wales, in a stone cottage built by my paternal great-grandfather in a small settlement of seven houses. Five of these houses were built by my great-grandfather for himself and members of his family. They stood at various heights on hilly fields of wild gorse and fern banks, a setting of endless creative adventuring for myself and my cousins. On the lower slopes of this vale stood the larger, more distinctive family home named Olive House, where three generations of the family lived during my father's childhood and after. When I was growing up, four of the houses were still occupied by my father's family, and the family home still contained three generations. The settlement itself was called Ffos-y-go, meaning a moat, possibly the site of an ancient fort of some kind. When I think of geographical home, this family home is still, in my heart, home. My aunt and uncle there, my godparents, were in every sense like second parents to me, perhaps because they lost their first child, stillborn around the time I was born. When my young brother died tragically, when I was sixteen, and my mother was overwhelmed by bitterness and blame, it was these godparents who came to the village where we were then living and took me with them, gathering me into the safety, shelter, and love of this family home. This emotional and psychologically secure "holding" of me undoubtedly was my salvation in the weeks following the aftermath of my brother's death.

I remember vividly two experiences during this time that shaped and made sense of my later explorations of the quiet way, and which resonated with me, so many eons later, in the circle of silence in my original Quaker meeting in Devon, England. I was with family members who had gathered in Olive House to express their condolences after my brother's death. As each drew up a chair and sat down, we inadvertently formed a circle. The atmosphere, already quiet and subdued, gradually became silent. I remember an uncle sadly shaking his bowed head, an aunt quietly dabbing her eyes with a handkerchief, another getting up and holding my head close against her and gently stroking my hair while I wept. Then we just sat together in the quiet. I remember mostly the experience of comforting silence, my godparents sitting next to me, and that I was not alone. I was, in the deepest sense, accompanied.

The second experience occurred later during a conversation with my godmother, a stalwart of the local Anglican church. We were standing gazing out of the window, deep in one of those reflective discussions on "life, the universe, and everything," when she grew quietly thoughtful, asking herself more than me, it seemed, what life was all about. She didn't have answers any more; she sometimes wondered about God, who God is, whether God, indeed, is. Faith itself had become a mystery to her. This incident made a profound impression on me. I realized that faith could be explored, questioned, reflected upon; that faith was not a static, bound-in-concrete certainty, but a flowing, malleable concept, an ongoing questing dialogue with oneself and with God. This was spiritual journeying, as Annie Dillard expressed it, "not held aloft on a cloud in the air but bumbling pitted, scarred and broken through a frayed and beautiful land."40
My mother's mother lived just a quarter of a mile away in another hamlet of a few scattered houses. My grandfather had died young, in the Spanish flu that swept the world after the first world war, and she never remarried. There were few men of her generation left after the brutal scything of them during this war. She kept chickens for eggs, two cows for milk in a field nearby, damson trees for jam, her faith, and her own quiet counsel. She taught me more than anyone about the quiet, steady, unobtrusive comfort of presence, the inner nourishment of faith, the art of collecting eggs, and how to milk a cow. Undoubtedly, I absorbed from her, and from my father's ability to be quietly present to himself, how to be a presence to myself, an ability that has sustained me throughout my life. I learned how to be a hospitable presence to myself in times of solitude, to nurture and embrace the rich depths of my own inner resources, to quietly ponder the ways of God. In hindsight, my grandmother was a wise elder, extraordinarily accomplished in the hospitality and cosmography of the soul, though her life had been anything but easy ... perhaps because her life had been anything but easy.

Who can tell how such experiences mold themselves into the shape of our later psyches, how things remembered and not remembered determine who we are? Life is dynamic and we are constantly shedding skins, and the contours of memory are not always distinct, though the experience of the memory may well be. The thing about the work of transformation is not to let former "skins" continue to define us, nor to let others define us by "old skins," nor indeed to attire us with remnants of their own unshed skins. Nevertheless, memories often inform us about how we came to be at each way-station on the journey, how we acquired the strength to live with courage and integrity.

All my life, the people who have most influenced me—who "speak to my condition" as Quakers say—have been those who, at some level, have nurtured close companionship with the depths of the quiet way. I see these depths exemplified in profound human presence and spirit—in a presence and spiritual integrity that shines through service, books, poetry, art, music, or in just "being" in spirit in some extraordinary way. I have learned to recognize these profound presences (of many faiths and journeys) as pilgrims of the spirit and—though sometimes struggling like myself—as soul companions on the human journey. These companion pilgrims know that, despite our frailties and defects, we are called to wrestle with the profound mystery of human existence, to explore the deeper intuitions of the soul. I have met along the way my godfather and godmother, my grandmothers (I never knew either of my grandfathers), my father, and my mother, in differing human guises. I am molded for better or worse by the psychical paradox of their proximity in my life and journeying. But I am also "becoming" as an indivisible individual, constantly being born into the complexity and dynamic of the universal human and spiritual community. My life story is attached to my psyche, but I am not my life story.

Conclusion

In the Welsh language the word for journey, taith, means more than simply getting from one point to another. It is related to the verb teithio, to travel, to progress. It indicates what happens along the way, the developmental progress of the journey. We have another word, hiraeth, a word not easily translatable into English. Its sense is one of longing for home, for spiritual home and belonging, for the homeland. Hiraeth also encompasses ancestral longing, a calling of the soul to origins and identity. The only time I have felt anywhere near to hearing its outward expression occurred many years ago while living and working with Maori people in New Zealand. I experienced the rare privilege of being invited to a Maori elder's tangi—a traditional funeral, lasting three days—at a marae (a sacred meeting place, a "home" of traditional and cultural belonging) in a rural community in Gisborne. As our group prepared to be led onto the marae, a sense of deep quietness descended. Then, as we started to process slowly onto this sacred ground, a Maori woman leading us began what I thought at the time was a sonorous ritual lament for the dead. I later learned that it was a ceremonial call, a karanga. The powerful, soulful sounding of the call seemed to fill the mountainous space, rebounding with a resonance that sank deep into my soul. I have never forgotten that primal sound, filled with spirit and ancestral longing and home. It was indeed a call of the soul to origins and exemplifies for me the quiet way, the hiraeth, the longing of the soul for return to its true origins and spiritual home. "Delight to step home," says William Penn "(within yourselves, I mean)."

Waldo Williams (1907-1971), one of our finest poets in the Welsh language, who was also a Quaker, used the word Awen—a word of great spiritual significance in the Welsh language and its Celtic culture—to exemplify this sense of return to our true spiritual source and to transformation. Awen is pure, flowing, always present spirit, similar to the Christian concept of the Holy Spirit. It comprises the primal creative force and energy which rises from the hidden depths, reflecting Tillich's "depth in which we are quiet," to sustain and inspire both the individual and the collective. When we connect with Awen we are transformed. For Williams, this happens in the silence, in worship. Quaker meeting, he felt, should take us toward the silence of listening to God and to wonder, mystery, and connectedness. For him, it is what arises from the quiet, hidden depths of the soul (the Awen) that transforms the world, that brings us home again.41
17. 
Victor E. Frankl, Man's Search for Meaning (New York: Simon and Schuster, 1963).

18. 
Abraham J. Heschel, Man is Not Alone: A Philosophy of Religion (New York: Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 1976), p. 78.

19. 
Upanishads: Translations from the Sanskrit, trans. Juan Mascaro (Middlesex, England: Penguin Books, 1965, 1974), p. 103.

20. 
Isabel Allende, The Sum of Our Days: A Memoir, trans. Margaret Sayers Peden (London: Fourth Estate, 2008), p. 232.

21. 
From Thomas Traherne, The Centuries of Meditations in Happold, Mysticism, p. 371 (see n. 9).

22. 
Fox, Works, vol. 8, pp. 42-43.

23. 
Fox, Works, vol. 7, pp, 60, 23, 102.

24. 
Fox, Works, vol. 8, p. 48.

25. 
See Fox, Works, vol. 7, p. 71.

26. 
Fox, Works, vol. 4, pp. 134, 248.

27. 
Fox, Works, vol. 8, p. 248.

28. 
The Journal of George Fox, ed. John L. Nickalls (Cambridge, England: Cambridge University Press, 1952), p. 21.

29. 
Fox, Works, vol. 7, pp. 28, 76, 97.

30. 
Fox, Works, vol. 4, Pp. 124-125.

31. 
William Caton Manuscript Collection, Box X, The Library of the Religious Society of Friends, Britain Yearly Meeting, London.

32. 
William Penn, A BriefAccount of the Rise and Progress of the People Called Quakers, 1726. Available in the Digital Quaker Collection of Earlham School of Religion: http://dqc.esr.earlham.edu.

33. 
Penington, Letters, Pp. 110-111, p. 97.

34. 
Ibid., p. 22.

35. 
William Penn, Advice of William Penn to His Children: Relating to Their Civil and Religious Conduct (Philadelphia: Franklin Roberts, 1881), P. 17. Available from the Internet Archive of the University of Pittsburgh Library System at: https://archive.org/details/adviceofwilliampOOpenn. (Also widely available under the title Fruits of a Father's Love.)

36. 
As noted by the Quaker historian Rufus Jones, Quakers published Francis de Sales's writings, along with further quietist writings, in the eighteenth century (see The Later Periods of Quakerism, pp. 58-59).

37. 
George Fox, "Epistle to Friends in New England, Virginia, and Barbadoes," Fox Epistle 292 on the website The Missing Cross to Purity, Hall and Joan Worthington, eds.: at http://www.hallvworthington.com/Letters/gfsectionl3.html.

38. 
Fox, Works, vol. 4, p. 134.

39. 
George Tyrrell, a theologian contemporary of Rufus Jones, wrote of silent inward revelation and experience of the divine as "first-moment" experience, with outward expressions involving language as "second-moment" experience. For him, these principles were not in contention, but complementary to each other.

40. 
Annie Dillard, Pilgrim at Tinker Creek (Norwich, England: Canterbury Press, 2011), p. 230.

41. 
Translated into English by Rowan Williams, former Archbishop of Canterbury. His 2012 lecture on Waldo Williams, "Peacemaking and Poetry" (which also addresses Quakerism), is available on video at the website of the Waldo Williams Society at www.waldowilliams.com. (Select Events, then Rowan Williams Lecture; scroll to end of written summary for video.)

