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Quakers II 
 

    Quakers II was originally intended to expand from the individual experience of Quakers I to 

the silent worship of Friends or group listening and obedience.   The first story of Quakers II 

offers the opportunity to talk about various aspects of the peace testimony and its roots in 

meeting for worship.  The second opens the possibility of empowering children to take 

responsibility for meeting.  Both stories illustrate the strength and power of silent meeting.   

      One of the ways in which adults and teens wrestle with stories is to simplify and tell the story 

on a level appropriate for children. Presented here in their original form, these stories are long 

and you will probably want to do some shortening, taking care to maintain the heart of each.  

Then find your own additional stories, preserving the core of each in such a way that children 

may find the heart of the story without your assistance. 

      If you do not have access to Quaker journals, try some of the popular children’s picture 

books such as the Obadiah series or Ruth’s Gift: A Family Legend Expanded by Cathy Gaskill, 

or one of several older children’s books by Chuck Fager. 

    

Fierce Feathers 
By L.V. Hodgkin 

 

  The sunlight lay in patches on the steep 

roof of the meetinghouse of Easton 

Township in the State of New York.  It was 

a bright summer morning in the year 1775.  

The children of Easton Township liked their 

wooden meetinghouse.  It was made of 

rough-hewn logs, placed together hastily in 

order to provide some sort of shelter for the 

worshipping Friends.  If a boy or girl 

happened to be sitting in the corner seat, he 

or she could see between the logs right out 

into the woods.  The untamed wilderness 

still stretched away on all sides around the 

newly-cleared settlement of Easton. 

  Moreover, there were no glass windows in 

the log house as yet, only open spaces 

provided with wooden shutters that could be 

closed, if necessary, during a summer storm.  

Another larger, open space at one end of the 

building would be closed by a door when 

cold weather came.  At present the summer 

air met no hindrance as it blew in softly, 

laden with the fragrant scents of flowers and 

pine trees, stirring the children’s hair as it 

lightly passed.  Every now and then a 

drowsy bee would come blundering in by 

mistake, and after buzzing around for some 

time among the assembled Friends, it would 

make its way out again through one of the 

chinks between the logs.  The children, as 

they sat in meeting, always hoped that a 

butterfly might also find its way in, some 

fine day—before the winter came, and 

before the window spaces of the new 

meetinghouse had to be filled with glass, 

and a door fastened at the end of the room to 

keep out the cold.  Especially on a mid-week 

meeting like today, they often found it 

difficult to “think meeting thoughts” in the 

silence, or even to attend to what was being 

said, so busy were they watching for the 

entrance of that long desired butterfly. 

   

For children thought about very much the 

same kind of things, and had the same kind 

of difficulties in meeting then as now; even 

though it is more than two hundred years 

since that sunny morning in Easton  

Township, when the sunlight lay in patches 

on the roof. 

  It was not only the children who found 

silent worship difficult that still summer 

morning.  There were traces of anxiety on 

the faces of many Friends and even on the 

placid countenances of the Elders. There, at 

the head of the meeting, sat Friend Zebulon 

Hoxie, the grandfather of most of the 
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children who were present.  Also gathered 

were his sons, their wives and families, and 

a sprinkling of other Friends.  

  The children had never before seen one of 

the Friends who sat next by their 

grandfather’s side that day. They had heard 

that his name was Robert Nisbet, and that he 

had just arrived after having walked for two 

days, thirty miles through the wilderness 

country to sit with Friends at New Easton 

during their midweek meeting.  The children 

had no idea why he had come, so they fixed 

their eyes intently on the stranger and stirred 

gently in their seats when at last he rose to 

speak.  They had liked his kind, open face as 

soon as they saw it.  They liked still better 

the sound of the rich, clear voice that made 

it easy for even children to listen.  But they 

liked the words of his text best of all: “The 

Beloved of the Lord shall dwell in safety by 

Him.  He shall cover them all the day long.” 

  Robert Nisbet lingered over the first words 

of his message as if they were dear to him.  

His voice was full and mellow, and the 

words seemed as if they were part of the rich 

tide of summer life that flowed around.  He 

paused a moment, and then went on,  

 

“And now, how shall the Beloved of the 

Lord be thus in safety covered?  Even as 

saith the Psalmist, ‘He shall cover thee with 

His feathers and under His wings shalt thou 

trust.’”  Then, changing his tones a little and 

speaking more lightly, though gravely still, 

he continued: “You have done well, dear 

Friends, to stay on valiantly in your homes, 

when all your neighbors have fled; and 

therefore are these messages sent to you by 

me.  These promises of covering and of 

shelter are truly meant for you.  Make them 

your own and you shall not be afraid for the 

terror by night, nor for the arrow that flieth 

by day.” 

  Here the boys and girls looked at one 

another.  Now they knew what had brought 

the stranger!  He had come because he had 

heard of the danger that threatened the little 

clearing of settlers in the woods.  For though 

New Easton and East Hoosack lay thirty 

miles apart they were both links in the long 

chain of Quaker Settlements that had been 

formed to separate the territory belonging to 

the Dutch Traders along the Hudson River 

from the English settlements along the 

valley of the Connecticut.  The Quakers 

occupied a belt of neutral ground between 

the Dutch and English who had been 

disputing with one another. 

  A fiercer contest was now brewing, no 

longer between two handfuls of Colonists, 

but between the inhabitants of two 

continents.  For it was just before the 

outbreak of the Revolutionary War of 1775. 

  “You did well, Friends,” the speaker 

continued, “well to ask to be permitted to 

exercise your own judgment without blame 

to the authorities, well to say to them in all 

courtesy and charity, ‘You are clear of us in 

that you have warned us’—and to stay on in 

your dwellings and to carry out your 

accustomed work.  The report of your 

courage and faith hath reached us in our 

abiding place at East Hoosack, and the Lord 

hath charged me to come on foot through the 

wilderness country these thirty miles, to 

meet with you today and to bear to you these 

two messages from Him, ‘The Beloved of 

the Lord shall dwell in safety by Him,’ and 

‘He shall cover thee with His feathers all the 

day long’.” 

  The visitor sat down again in his seat.  The 

furrowed line of anxiety in old Zebulon 

Hoxie’s high forehead smoothed itself away; 

the eyes of one or two of the younger 

women Friends filled with tears.  As the 

speaker’s voice ceased, little Susannah 

Hoxie’s head, which had been drooping 

lower and lower, finally found a resting 

place, and was encircled by her mother’s 

arm. 

  Her sister Dinah, thought “it is very hot, 

and I am sleepy, too, but I don’t go to sleep.  
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I do wish a butteryfly would come in at the 

window...just for once—or a bird with 

feathers.  I liked what that visiting Friend 

said about being ‘covered with feathers all 

the day long’.  I wish I was all covered with 

feathers like a little bird.  I wish there were 

feathers in meeting for tickling...”  She 

turned in her corner seat and looked through 

the slit in the wall—why there were feathers 

close outside the wall of the meetinghouse!  

What could they be?  Very quietly Dinah 

moved her head, so that her eye came closer 

to the slit.  But when she looked again, the 

feathers had mysteriously disappeared—

nothing was to be seen now but a slight 

trembling of the tree branches in the 

wilderness woods at a little distance. 

   In the meanwhile her brother Benjamin 

Hoxie was also thinking of the visiting 

Friend’s sermon.  “He said it was a valiant 

thing to do, to stay here when all the 

neighbors have left.  I didn’t know Friends 

could do valiant things.  I thought only 

soldiers where valiant.” 

   “Thou shalt not be afraid for the arrow that 

flieth by day,” he thought to himself.  “Well, 

there are no arrows in this part of the 

country any longer.” 

  But it was gentle Mrs. Hoxie, with her 

arms still round her baby daughter, who kept 

the Friend’s words longest in her heart.  

“Shall dwell in safety by Him—the Beloved 

of the Lord,” she repeated to herself over 

and over again. 

  And then, in her turn, Mrs. Hoxie looked 

up, as her daughter had done, and saw the 

same three tall feathers creeping above the 

sill of the open meetinghouse window 

frame.  For just one moment her heart, that 

usually beat so calmly under her gray 

Quaker robe, seemed to stand absolutely 

still.  She went white to the lips.  Then “shall 

dwell in safety by Him,” the words flashed 

back to her mind.  She looked across to 

where her husband sat with an urgent look.  

He met her eyes, read them, followed the 

direction in which she gazed.  Then he, too, 

saw the feathers—three, five, seven, nine 

sticking up in a row. Another instant, and a 

face appeared, looking over the sill.  The 

moment most to be dreaded in the lives of 

all American settlers.  An Indian chief, 

covered with war paint! 

  All the assembled Friends were aware of 

his presence by this time, and were watching 

the window now, though not one of them 

moved.  Mrs. Hoxie glanced towards her 

youngest daughter and found to her great 

relief that Dinah, too, had fallen asleep, her 

head against the wooden wall.  The others 

were mostly older than Benjamin, who was 

twelve.  They were, therefore, far too well 

trained in Quaker stillness to move for any 

Indians.  They would not move until the 

Friends at the head of the meeting had 

shaken hands and given the signal to 

disperse.  Nevertheless, the hearts of even 

the elder girls were beating very fast.  

Benjamin’s lips were tightly shut, and with 

eyes that were unusually bright, he followed 

every movement of the Indian chief, who, as 

it seemed in one bound and without making 

the slightest noise, had moved round to the 

open doorway. 

  There he stood in full warpaint and feathers 

looking with piercing eyes at each man in 

turn, as if one of them must have the 

weapons that he sought.  But the Friends 

were entirely unarmed.  There was not a 

gun, or a rifle, or a sword to be found in any 

of their dwelling houses, so there could not 

be any in their peaceful meeting. 

  A minute later, a dozen other Indians, also 

in warpaint, stood beside the chief.  

Benjamin found it hard not to tremble now 

as he saw thirteen sharp arrows taken from 

their quivers.  He turned his head to look at 

his grandfather and saw Zebulon Hoxie 

gazing full at the chief.  No word was 

spoken, but in silence two powers were 

measured against one another—the power of 

hate, and the power of love.  For steady 
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friendliness to these new visitors was written 

in every line of Zebulon Hoxie’s face. 

  The children never knew how long that 

steadfast gaze lasted.  But at length, to 

Benjamin’s utter astonishment, the Indian’s 

eyes fell.  The  Chief glanced round the 

meetinghouse three times.  Then, signed to 

his followers.  The thirteen arrows were 

noiselessly replaced in thirteen quivers, the 

thirteen bows were laid down and rested 

against the wall. Many footsteps, lighter 

than falling snow, crossed the floor; the 

Indian chief, unarmed, sat himself down in 

the nearest seat, with his followers in all 

their warpaint, but also unarmed, close 

around him. 

  The meeting did not stop.  The meeting not 

only continued; it increased in solemnity and 

in power. 

   “Cover thee with His feathers all the day 

long.” 

  The Friends sat in their accustomed 

stillness.  But the Indians sat more still than 

any of them.  The Indians seemed at home in 

the silence.  Motionless they sat, as a group 

of trees on a windless day or as a tranquil 

pool unstirred by the smallest breeze; silent, 

as if they were themselves a part of Nature’s 

own silence. 

  The slow minutes slipped past.  The peace 

brooded and grew, and deepened.  “Am I 

dreaming?” Mrs. Hoxie thought to herself 

more than once, and then, raising her eyes 

she saw the Indians still in the same place, 

and knew it was no dream.  She saw, too, 

that Benjamin’s eyes were riveted to some 

objects hanging from the strangers’ waists, 

that none of the other Friends appeared to 

see. 

  At last, when worship ended, the two 

Friends at the head of the meeting shook 

hands.  Then Zebulon Hoxie advanced to the 

Indian chief and, with signs, invited him and 

his followers to come to his house close at 

hand.  With signs, they accepted. 

  When the company had arrived at the 

house, Zebulon put bread and cheese on the 

table, and invited all to help themselves.  

Robert Nisbet, the visiting Friend, who 

could speak and understand French, had a 

conversation with one of the Indians in that 

language, and this was what he said: “We 

surrounded your house, meaning to destroy 

every living person within it.  But when we 

saw you sitting  

with your door open, and without weapons, 

we had  

no wish any longer to hurt you.  Now, we 

would fight for you, and defend you 

ourselves from all who wish you ill.” 

  Soon the visitors had all disappeared as 

noiselessly as they had come.  Benjamin 

stole to his mother’s side.  “Mother, did you 

see, did you see?” he whispered.  “They 

were not friendly Indians.   Did you not 

notice what those things were, hanging from 

their waists?  They were scalps—scalps of 

men and women that those Indians had 

killed,” and again he shuddered. 

  His mother stooped and kissed him.  “Yea 

my son,” she answered, I did see.  When 

thou dost remember those human scalps, 

pray for the slayers and for the slain.  Only 

for thyself and for us, have no fear.  

Remember, rather the blessing of that other 

Benjamin, for whom I named thee.  ‘The 

Beloved of the Lord shall dwell in safety by 

Him.  He shall cover him all the day long.’” 

 From The Peaceway Booklet Series 

 Yorkshire Friends Service 

 Committee, 1936 

 

For Discussion 

1. I wonder what the children of our meeting 

think about while they are sitting in the 

silence…  I wonder what they notice with 

their eyes… I wonder what they notice with 

their ears… 

2. I wonder what we would do if someone 

very surprising came into our meeting… 
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3. In the story, what changed the situation 

from one of danger and fear to love and 

friendship… 

4. I wonder how worship feels to you.  Do 

you have a sense of deepening such as was 

described in the story…  I wonder if people 

in our meeting feel peaceful during meeting 

for worship… 

5. I wonder how you feel about the words of 

Robert Nesbitt during meeting for 

worship… 

6. I wonder if there are any words that you 

like to repeat over and over during meeting 

for worship as Mrs. Hoxie did… 

7. The author calls the words of the visiting 

Friend a sermon.  I wonder how this is 

different from sermons in churches… 

8. I wonder why Mrs. Hoxie asked 

Benjamin to pray for the slayers and the 

slain… 

Activities 

1.Build  the meetinghouse out of Lincoln 

Logs or twigs.  Retell the story using Quaker 

play figures. 

2.Look up biblical references. 

 

3. Act out the story, perhaps in a meeting 

house of play cloths draped over tables.  

Spend time in the art center making 

costumes first. 

 

 

 

The Children of Reading Meeting 
 By Elinor P. Briggs 

 

 “What are we going to do?” Hannah’s chin 

quivered despite herself.  Children nine 

years old didn’t cry. 

  In England in the 1660's, Quaker children 

had to grow up very quickly.  Going to 

meeting was not a safe thing to do.  The 

King did not want people to meet in groups 

for any reason except to go to the Church of 

which he was the head.  At any time people 

in meeting might be arrested by a Justice of 

the Peace and taken to prison. 

  This morning Hannah found that her 

mother and father had not come home from 

a meeting that they had gone to the night 

before. 

 “What will we do?” she wondered aloud.   

  “We’ll do just what Father and Mother 

would expect us to do,” her fourteen-year-

old brother Tom replied.  I can take care of 

the farm and you can take care of Little Josh 

and the house, until  Mother and Father are 

let out of prison.” 

   “I wish we could see them,”  Hannah 

handed Josh a spoon so that he could eat his 

bowl of porridge.  “The prison is so dark, 

dirty, and cold.  I wonder if they have 

anything to eat?” 

  “Mother always takes food to the Quakers 

in prison,” Tom remembered.  “We might 

try to do that, if they don’t get home soon.” 

  “If only they had stayed home last night 

and not gone to that meeting,” Hannah’s 

voice broke. 

  “Of course they had to go!  They had to be 

faithful!  Now get Josh ready.  It’s First Day 

and nearly time for us to go to meeting!” 

Tom’s voice was resolute. 

  “To m...meeting?  But, I’m afraid!” Hannah 

cried. 

  “What better place for us to go, then,” Tom 

was gentle but firm. 

  As they made their way to the house where 

the meeting for worship was usually held, 

they were joined by other children.  Their 

parents had not come home either.  And, 

everyone knew that the parents were in 

prison. 

  The house where Friends usually met was 

locked and guarded.  The children went on 

to Friend Lambold’s orchard where 

meetings had been held before.  There the 

gate was padlocked shut. 

  “My father’s granary!” one of the older 

boys suggested. 
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  In the dim light of the old building the 

children settled themselves on bundles of 

hay.  Trustingly, Josh snuggled up against 

Hannah.  Together the children settled into 

silence. Out of the quietness came a soft 

voice offering a prayer.  “Help our parents. 

Help them to be brave and faithful, and 

make us all brave and faithful, too.” A 

calmness came over  

 

Hannah.  The peaceful feeling stayed with 

her even when she heard the sound of 

tramping feet outside the  

granary. 

  The door burst open!  The children looked 

up to see the dreaded Justice of the peace 

silhouetted in the door.  They all remained 

still and quiet. 

“Yet more of you itching to be put in jail!” 

the man  

shouted.  His eyes became adjusted to the 

dimness. 

  “Brats! By my life! Quaker brats!”  Then 

he ordered his men into the granary to drive 

the children out. Hands pulled and jerked 

them out into the road. The Justice of the 

peace ordered the older boys to be beaten.  

He used a cane with a spear in the end. 

  The boys, black and blue and very sore, 

limped home, assisted by the rest of the 

children. 

  “What shall we do next First Day?” 

Hannah asked as she bathed Tom’s back. 

  “We’ll go again,” Tom answered without 

hesitating.  “Nobody can stop us from 

worshiping God together.  We found 

strength and courage today. Nothing can 

keep us from following the Light.” 

   Reprinted from Opening Doors to     

             Quaker Worship 

 Friends General Conference, 1994 

 

For discussion: 
1. I wonder what keeps people from meeting 

in this day and age... 

 

2. I wonder if the children in our meeting 

would continue to meet if the adults were off 

someplace else... 

 

3. Why do you think the children continued 

to meet without their parents? 

 

4. How does the story say that Hannah felt 

during meeting for worship?  How do you 

feel during meeting for worship? 

 

5. Do you know of any Quakers who have 

been put in prison recently?  Why are 

Friends sometimes put in prison today? 

 

Activities 

   In addition to free choice block and art 

areas, you may wish to offer the following: 

 

1. Choose favorite parts of the story.  

Incorporate little people into shoebox 

dioramas depicting favorite parts of the 

story. 

 

2.  Make the story into a play.   


