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Led by the Spirit
Leah Rampy 

“See, I am doing a new thing! Now it 
springs up; do you not perceive it?
 I am making a way in the desert and 
streams in the wasteland.” —Isaiah 
43:19

This passage from Isaiah is alive for me 
as I think about Shalem. It seems so very 
clear that the Spirit is breathing into the 
work of Shalem, fanning a longing in 
individual hearts for living prayerfully, 
moment-by-moment with God. And 
because the Spirit desires more than 
we can dream, we have been led on an 
amazing journey that is both beyond our 
imagination and our efforts. 

As we look back to where we were 18 
months ago, we might be forgiven for 
wondering how a full-time staff far 
fewer than before might do anything 
more than “hold the line.” It seemed 
that it might be difficult to continue all 
of our programmatic offerings and to 
expand to new locations and offer new 
programs. And yet—the board and 
staff also were given a vision of part-
nerships. Although it wasn’t clear what 
kind of partnerships, nor with whom, 
there was something about partner-
ships that clearly beckoned. 

With the wisdom of hindsight, we 
see now how new partnerships have 
emerged to support contemplative liv-
ing and leadership and to expand the 
reach of Shalem. These partnerships—
some new and some expanding—are 
exciting and rich with possibility. 

In Seoul, South Korea, an ecumenical 
group of clergy and lay leaders have 
been participating in Shalem programs 
in the United States and in Seoul 
and continue to bring contemplative 
grounding to their communities in 
South Korea. Throughout the U.S. and 

in South Africa, nine teams of associ-
ate faculty have led Shalem’s Personal 
Spiritual Deepening Program in their 
communities. We are beginning our 
fifth School of Prayer in partnership 
with the Washington National Cathe-
dral and our first in partnership with 
Howard University’s Rankin Chapel. 
And at the request of St. Rose of 
Lima Parish, we’ve offered a series on 
spiritual friendship. Also, we have just 
announced a new partnership with 
Lancaster Theological Seminary (LTS) 
to launch a new Master of Divinity 
program with a specialization in spiri-
tual direction whereby participants 
will take coursework at LTS and also 
be part of Shalem’s long-established 
Spiritual Guidance Program. 

We are excited by these possibilities. 
Because of these partnerships, pro-
grams that offer contemplative prayer 
and practices have emerged in new 
communities and reached new popula-
tions while offering rich learning for 
Shalem. And we notice a common 
theme: we did not originate these 
partnerships; indeed we didn’t even 
imagine them! Behold, the Spirit is do-
ing a new thing! 

This experience with partnerships has 
led us to notice some things about 
how the Spirit has worked with us. 
First, it’s been helpful that we began 

by opening to where the Spirit might 
be inviting. Because we sensed that 
partnerships were a part of our call, 
we were more open to them when 
they emerged. Without that initial 
discernment process, we might have 
been slower to embrace partnerships 
when they came knocking at our door. 
Opening to what God might want to 
co-create, even when details were far 
from clear, has been a rich blessing.

Second, we have continued to set an 
intention to embrace our charism of 
radical trust. There were no clear blue-
prints for many of these partnerships. 
Always with the possibility for won-
derful things came a potential “down-
side.” Sometimes we felt we were 
skating on thin ice. We chose to invite 
“experiments,” and when things didn’t 
work as we’d hoped, we counted it as 
important to our learning.

Third, and undergirding it all, we are 
very clear who is leading Shalem. Yes, 
we have a dedicated and knowledge-
able board. Our staff is amazing and 
hard working. And some of us even 
have a role that seems to suggest 
leadership. We work well together and 
are a committed team. Yet individually 
and collectively, we are not the lead-
ers of Shalem. The Spirit is the true 
leader of Shalem. No carefully crafted 
strategic plan, no hard working team, 
no well-honed operation could have 
created what the Spirit enabled during 
this past year. 

We are humbled by and deeply grate-
ful for being entrusted with this work. 
And we wait with open hearts, praying 
for radical trust, desiring spiritual 
discernment in all things, unable to 
fully imagine where the Spirit will be 
doing new things, making a way in the 
desert and streams in the wasteland
 
Leah is Shalem’s Executive Director.
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Concretely and realistically, the life of 
prayer has been beckoning to me for a 
long time. A prayerful life is something 
I have always sought but didn’t have 
the vocabulary or the deep founda-
tion to allow. From growing up with 
a fundamentalist mother, in a Presby-
terian Church, in a traditional West-
ern context, to graduating from the 
Christian Academy in Japan, attending 
a bible institute and graduating from 
San Francisco Theological Seminary 
and Drew Theological School, the 
calculating, intellectual mind was well 
informed. 

The contemplative life is different from 
what I have been schooled and raised 
to believe is so. The open, spacious, 
thankful heart that resides in all spaces 
of the mind and body gives a light 
yet deep, appreciative grounding to a 
mundane, common—now extraordi-
nary—existence.

Shalem’s program and staff offered a 
key to opening a real transformational 
way of seeing Christ in my soul. I 
remember first meeting them, and 
having to sit and listen for one of the 
very first presentations to an older 
gentleman sharing words of wisdom 
was far from appealing to me. Then 

Jerry May opened his mouth, and the 
image of the cute older man charming 
the group melted away.

The words were simply this: God is 
with us completely and fully at all 
times, in all ways, in all places, and al-
ways, in all ways. I believe the way he 
so simply stated it was that we always 
have enough of God with/in us. 

As if this weren’t enough, he followed 
this profound truth with a simple 
exercise. He instructed each of us to 
face one other person and then in the 
silence be present with each other. 
He encouraged us to close our eyes 
and silently realize the presence of 
God, the other person and us for a 
few minutes. Then he instructed us to 
open our eyes and converse with the 
person with whom we were paired. 
What he shared and what became so 
powerful in this exercise weren’t the 
words or the conversation that ensued 
but the realization that the words were 
insignificant yet part of us together. 
It didn’t matter what we said or what 
we did at this point as long as we kept 
the realization, the openness, to God’s 
presence with us as we shared with 
someone else about anything and in 
any way.

This Aha realization from that first 
residency has continued with me: 
when we speak of God being with us, 
it is a literal, totally complete truth. 
Nothing more than simply this—God’s 
presence is always “at hand.” 

God is fully, completely, totally here, 
whether I feel it, believe it, sense it, 
see it, or need it to be. God just is.

This is a clergy person’s dream come 
true. This is a follower of God’s dream 
come true. This is a spiritual pilgrim’s 
wandering search fulfilled.

David is a graduate of Shalem’s Clergy 
Spiritual Life and Leadership Program.

I live in the mountain wilderness of 
West Virginia. I also love to spend 
time in the high desert of New Mexico. 
Both places of natural wonder open 
me to God. Confronted with the 
magnificence and starkness of the 

landscape and the infinite variety of 
creation, I am compelled to stop, be 
still, listen, and see. In the face of 
Nature’s simple presence anything I 
have in mind to say or do becomes 
insignificant and ineffectual. God has 

me where God wants me: filled with 
awe and gratitude. Little known to me 
in the moment, I am being energized 
with the love of God to infuse all my 
experiences in life. I am reinvigorated 
in the call to be faithful and true.

†¢

God With Us
David Emery

Into the Wilderness
by Trish Stefanik
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It is on the mountain and in the desert 
where I am inclined for Sabbath-
keeping. It is there that I am reminded 
again and again of who I am at my 
core and my humble, precious place 
in God’s world. There is not a lot of 
baggage any of us can take on a trek 
up a mountain or across the desert. 
It will eventually become too heavy 
or cumbersome, and we must leave 
it behind – the stuff of a lifetime of 
accumulation, external and internal. 
Mountain and desert experiences call 
us to lay bare any and all expectations 
and claims. We are called simply to 
receive God’s grace. I have discovered 
that God’s grace is revealed in many 
forms in the wild, whether they are 
moments of amazing beauty or inci-
dents of sheer terror. 

Beauty is all around me. It is in tiny 
wildflowers and towering trees, an 
intriguing diversity displayed in a vast 
spectrum of color, shape, pattern, and 
texture. The four seasons lend even 

more splendor and mystery to reality 
with their particular expression in 
life’s cycle. All of my senses are en-
gaged as I encounter bloom and fruit, 
rock and clay, still and running water, 
light and shadow at play, clouds mor-
phing into whatever I can imagine, 
seedlings stretching down into the 
dirt and up toward the sun, fanciful 
mushrooms and ferns and other living 
things growing where I thought it 
impossible, and leaf and limb swaying 
with the wind.

Then there is the incredible array of 
creatures from insect to bird to mam-
mal and other kind. My ears perk up 
at the call of a cricket, tree frog, or 
coyote. My eyes delight in the grace-
ful spring of a white-tailed deer. My 
heart flutters as a striking black and 
white magpie whirls in flight. I watch 
my step and crane my neck for all 
that moves underfoot, overhead, and 
around the bend. 

All of my experiences with Nature 
have not been pleasant. There are the 
bug bites and stings, sunburn and 
rashes, thorns and thistles, stumbles 
on loosened rock, and seeing up 
close what I would rather not see, a 
snake, for instance. The most trau-
matic encounter I have had was with 
a rabid fox. I survived the attack and 
the shock, but the occurrence begs the 
question, Where was God in that? I 
took the opportunity later to imagine 
wrestling like Jacob with an angel to 
learn to trust God more deeply. A few 
months after the incident, I was taking 
Sabbath time in a different natural 
place and met another fox. This one 
leapt away immediately. I took the 
opportunity to again explore how my 
relationship with God could deepen. A 

few more months later when I was on 
retreat in the desert and spied pointy 
ears and two eyes staring at me from 
a ravine, I was filled with fear as I 
imagined the desert’s version of a rabid 
fox. I soon was relieved when this fox 
turned out to be the Abbey cat. I took 
the opportunity to smile at God as I 
would with an old friend. 

With each new venture into the woods 
or canyon I do not know what to 
expect, and somehow that is good. I 
cannot be naïve about “the wild” in 
wilderness, but what it has to teach me 
about my self, God, and life is invalu-
able. Ultimately I realize that my nature 
is mysteriously connected to all cre-
ation. To be out of touch with that is to 
never fully understand what it means to 
be human as well as to miss an invita-
tion to know God more intimately.

To be in communion with Nature 
helps me realize that there is some-
thing both beautiful and terrifying in 
me. And I must learn to make friends 
with that. To take the time to be in 
solitude and reflect prayerfully helps 
me to get in touch with God’s love and 
to discern how I might respond. There 
is much I do not understand and will 
never know. But one thing has been 
emblazoned on my heart by Sabbath 
on the mountain and in the desert: I 
am not alone. God is with me. And God 
is with each one of us through all of 
life’s experiences. That is something 
worth taking the time to recognize and 
to behold with gratitude. 

Trish Stefanik, a graduate of Shalem’s 
Leading Contemplative Prayer Groups 
and Retreats Program, is also part of the 
Rolling Ridge Study Retreat Community 
in WestVirginia.. 

†¢
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It felt like an answer to prayer. It felt 
like a gift of encouragement for the 
part of my heart that was aching. Who 
would have guessed that an afternoon 
at the New York Public Library and 
an unexpected and brief stay in Times 
Square on New Year’s Eve would feel 
like an answer to prayer. But somehow 
it felt that way to me.

Let me begin with at least part of the 
heartache. I had been pondering the 
people applying for the Spiritual Guid-
ance Program and was deeply touched 
by the beauty of their souls as revealed 
in their applications. I felt so blessed 
that the Spirit had brought such won-
derful people to this ministry of holy 
listening and prayerful presence. People 
from a wide variety of backgrounds and 
denominations were being drawn to a 
contemplative approach to this ministry 
and all had willingly led lives of sacrifice 
and dedicated service to others. Several 
had served overseas as missionaries and 
several would be coming from overseas. 
The heartache came from reading the 
requests for scholarships. What most 
folks needed was not that much in the 
scale of some people’s lives, but the large 
number of scholarships needed meant 
that we could not possibly reduce tu-
itions enough to meet their needs. I kept 
wishing there were some way I could 
connect this group of deserving souls 
with people of means so each could 
bless the other, but at that moment, I 
just felt sad and a bit stuck. 

Carrying this in my heart, I came to 
New York to take my 89-year-old aunt 
home after a month in rehab following 
hip replacement surgery. Family from 
out of town were coming to New York 
for the day and we were planning to 
meet at the New York Public Library to 
see the exhibit on Judaism, Christianity, 

and Islam that my nephew had helped 
create. As I entered the building, I 
passed though the security checks at 
the door and waited under the enor-
mous Christmas tree for my family. 
The exhibit consisted of sacred scrip-
tures and prayer books from all three 
monotheistic religions and highlighted 
the similarities as well as illustrated 
the differences between these three 
Abrahamic traditions. The tour guide 
expertly led our group of Christians, 
Muslims, and Jews to all the cases of 
illuminated manuscripts and sacred ar-
tifacts. There was something about this 
friendly group sharing the sacred from 
each others traditions that felt hopeful 
and exciting. On a more personal level, 
it was encouraging to see my brother 
and sister-in-law affirming the interfaith 
work of their far more liberal son.

Basking in the glow of familial love 
and appreciation, we wandered out-
side and decided to see if we could 
catch a glimpse of Times Square. We 
could see the bright lights, but the 
barricades were up and the police 
were consistently sending folks away. 
We continued to wander down the 
street when we were approached by a 
tall young man offering to give us the 
tickets needed to get through the bar-
ricade. We were hesitant at first, but 
decided to see what would happen, so 
we passed through to the open, largely 
empty street connecting us to Times 
Square. We thanked the unexpected 
stranger and went on down to the next 
set of barricades. After being turned 
away again, we decided to look for 
food before leaving the area. As we 
left the restaurant, we looked again 
to see what we could see. Just as we 
drew close to the barricades, the police 
decided to open them and let more 
people through. We were checked by 

several police officers, but found our-
selves, much to our surprise, stand-
ing in the midst of the happy, excited 
crowd gathered at Broadway between 
the loud and lively bands and the still 
to be dropped crystal ball.

Looking around at the seemingly end-
less river of folks shaking long blue 
balloons, wearing wild and crazy New 
Year’s Eve hats and sporting flashing 
2011 glasses, I felt a renewed sense of 
hope for our country and our world. 
It was as if folks somehow left their 
prejudices and resistances with their 
inappropriate parcels behind the long 
series of police barricades. There was 
a sense of friendly connection and 
openness to the other in the crowd 
that was warm and welcoming. There 
was a sense of joy and delight that was 
palpable. It was almost as if the laugh-
ing Jesus were here with us celebrating 
the goodness that is possible in joyful, 
openhearted community. There was a 
sense of happy anticipation about the 
future and the possibilities it might 
hold that was contagious. It was as if 
we all clearly belonged to something 
bigger and better together. It was as 
if the deep Oneness that underlies 
all of creation was, for this unique 
moment, made clearly visible, and we 
could revel in a sense of deeper, wider, 
warmer unity and connection. As we 

An Answer to Prayer
Liz Ward
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walked back through the police bar-
ricades so I could return to the care of 
my aunt, I could feel the ache in my 
heart lighten even though nothing had 
tangibly changed in the circumstances 
causing the pain. 

While this was only part of one day 
and in the scale of life only a small 

moment in time, it freed something 
in me, at least for a while. On some 
level of my being it felt like a moment 
of truth about God’s heart and God’s 
yearning for creation. Despite the 
crazy veneer, New Year’s Eve in Times 
Square felt like a time of holy revela-
tion, of healing and hope, of promise 
and new life. It felt like a loving gift 

that just unfolded as we lived in the 
moments of intention and attention of 
the afternoon and evening. It felt like 
an answer to a prayer I only partially 
knew I was praying. It felt like a mo-
ment of grace. Glory be, glory be. 

Liz is the director of Shalem’s Spiritual 
Guidance Program.

As the wind roared, I heard a long, 
awful cra-aaa-ack and looked out 
the window to behold a huge white 
pine lying prone along our driveway. 
A wind gust of about 65 mph had 
snapped it off four feet up its trunk! 
Then I noticed what appeared to be 
several other trees standing beside it at 
a precarious angle. 

When our tree service came, we 
learned that the leaning trees were 
actually several huge limbs from the 
broken tree, which had become caught 
in mid-fall on neighboring trees, and 
we discovered to our dismay that two 
others—an old hickory and an even 
older spruce—had been irreparably 
damaged by the fallen limbs, so would 
also have to be removed. 

After the work was done, we counted 
the rings in the stumps. Twenty-two 
for the hickory, twenty-seven for the 
spruce, and thirty-two years that the 
white pine had stood—the whole 
time that our children were growing 
up here. Now we looked out upon 
a changed landscape, our neighbor’s 
house and yard more visible, and their 
old apple tree just beyond our yard.
It happened on December first, and 
I’d been at home sick with laryngitis 

all week. When I returned to work I 
learned that a coworker had lost more 
than 30 trees on her land, and in fact 
had watched many of them fall, like 
matchsticks, as the near hurricane force 
winds tore through and changed the 
county forever. A hillside on the other 
side of town had a swath that was com-
pletely flattened by a microburst.

My heart ached at the loss of so many 
trees. The white pines had been hit 
hardest in this storm, our second 
devastating windstorm of the year. 
The first, back in July, had completely 
uprooted huge trees in many towns. 
On an autumn woodland walk, I had 
photographed that first destruction, 
amazed to see our simple woods so 
altered. I felt both sorrow and awe at 
the power of nature. Now I was eager 
to get back into the woods and see 
what this new storm had wrought, 
secretly hoping that this time the trees 
had been spared. 

It had snowed, highlighting the lights 
and darks, and was warm enough that 
the woods were heavy with snow mist. 
There is something about mist that feels 
like the Cloud of Unknowing to my 
soul. God was in the mist. I walked out 
into it, feeling uplifted. Large trees had 

fallen across the path in some places. 
Amid the starkness of the white ground 
and the dark trees the only colour was 
the soft brown of the remaining beech 
leaves and the exposed blonde wood of 
the broken trees. 

I sat down and asked myself, “How 
have you prayed about this?” Holding 
still in the mist, I noticed that there 
was no wind at all, not even a breeze. 
The ache in my heart had been pure 
prayer, a beseeching, an acknowledge-
ment of loss and fear, a yearning after 
the strong trees that are no more, a 
yearning after wholeness and good, 

†¢

The Living Trees
June M. Schulte
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I first met Sarah* in the intensive care 
unit. I’m a hospital chaplain, and from 
time to time my duties include do-
ing rounds in the ICU. I go from bed 
to bed, seeing how people are feeling, 
sometimes getting into a brief conversa-
tion, often being asked to offer prayer. 
But many of the patients are on ventila-
tors—breathing tubes that make spoken 
conversation impossible. There are tricks 
you can use to substitute for the spoken 
word—eye blinks, lip movements, hand 
squeezes, foot wiggles, very occasionally 
a patient can write, once in a while you 
can use a letter board, where you and 
the patient laboriously spell out a few 
words, one letter at a time. I’ve learned 
to read faces pretty well under these 
circumstances, but often I can’t make 
out what the patient is trying to tell me. 
I hate it when that happens, because the 
people are so vulnerable and their situa-
tion is often grave.

When a patient is on the vent, as Sarah 
was, I ask if they would like me to pray. 
Out of respect for their autonomy, I 
never pray out loud unless their wish for 
prayer is unambiguous. In Sarah’s case, 
her slate blue eyes shined at me with 
urgency when I stood by her bedside. 
The life force seemed to radiate from 
her despite all the tubes and drugs and 
machines. But when I asked her if she 
wanted me to pray, she gave no indi-
cation, positive or negative. So I told 

her that I wasn’t going to pray since I 
couldn’t tell if it was her wish for me to 
do so and I wanted to respect her wishes.

She was in the ICU for two weeks, and 
we had the same exchange, if it could be 
called that, every time I visited. One day, 
however, when I went in she was sitting 
up in bed, ventilator-free! We had a brief 
conversation, kept short because ICU 
conversations are supposed to be short 
and because she was still hoarse from 
the breathing tube. But I learned two 
things: Sarah was a non-practicing Jew, 
and she wanted me to keep visiting her.

In time she was moved out of the ICU to 
a regular bed, and over several weeks we 
did a lot of talking. Early on I asked her 
if she believed in God and she waved 
her hand dismissively—”I don’t believe 
in any of that stuff.” So we talked about 
her hopes for the future, the meaning of 
life, and how she was bearing up under 
her long hospitalization. She was in her 
late 60s and was suffering from a terrible 
infection, which necessitated a seeming-
ly endless volley of powerful antibiotics, 
many with unpleasant side effects, and 
all to no avail. She endured it all with 
only occasional complaints. As her stay 
lengthened and her body weakened, her 
need to talk about ultimate things grew. 

I was filled with admiration for her 
courage and resonated to her hunger. I 

prayed for her in private, but of course 
respected her dismissal of “that stuff” 
and so never prayed out loud in her 
presence. But as time went by I felt 
a growing need to do that. It was a 
strange feeling, as if there were a prayer 
inside me wanting to push out into 
the world, a prayer that could only 
be expressed aloud by her bedside. 
Each time I saw her the pressure of the 
prayer grew stronger.

Finally one day I did something I have 
never done before. After we had been 
talking for a bit I said to her, “I wonder if 
by any chance you would be willing for 
me to pray for you out loud?” Her eyes 
widened in surprise. “You wouldn’t have 
to pray yourself, you could just watch. It 
might be interesting,” I added, knowing 
she was an intellectually curious person 

†¢

growing, green life. Had I heard an 
answer to my yearning? As I waited, 
words came back to me from a Lenten 
retreat meditation, which a seeker I 
used to meet with offered a few years 

ago. “Let go of all that is dead. Release 
what is no longer growing.” The Word 
seemed to be to make peace with the 
changed landscapes of my life. I need-
ed to receive what comes after. I could 

feel the turning within, like morning 
stretching after a long sleep.

June is a graduate of Shalem’s Spiritual 
Guidance Program.

A Lesson in Surrender
Joan Maxwell
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and suspecting that an “interesting” 
experience might appeal to her. “You 
don’t have to agree, I won’t do anything 
without your permission, it’s entirely up 
to you.”

She shrugged and said, “Okay, if you 
want, go ahead.”

“Are you sure?” I was aware that my re-
quest was as much for my benefit as for 
hers, and worried that I was overstep-
ping professional boundaries.

“Sure, it’s fine.”

So I prayed, enormously grateful to be 
able to let the pulsing prayer inside me 
come out, careful to respect her religious 
background, praying to “the Holy One” 
and not using any sectarian terminol-
ogy. The prayer was short and simple, 
asking that Sarah be blessed, and asking 
that one day she might come to know 
the Holy One herself. When the prayer 
finished I opened my eyes and looked at 
her. She was watching me with mild cu-
riosity. “How was that for you?” I asked.

She shrugged. I thanked her for letting 
me pray and the conversation moved 
elsewhere.

One terrible day when I went to her 
room she was lying flat and still in her 
bed—in a coma and doing very poorly. 
The next day was the same. But the 
third day she was sitting up again and 
waved urgently to me. “I’m so glad you 
came,” she said. “I’ve been wanting to 
talk with you.” 

I took a seat. “Tell me,” I urged.

“Well,” she said, looking down, “I’m 
kind of embarrassed.” I raised my hands 
questioningly, asking myself what a des-
perately ill woman with over a month 
in the hospital could possibly have to 

be ashamed about. After a moment she 
continued. “You know I was terribly sick 
the last couple of days. In the midst of 
it, when I lost all hope...I PRAYED,” she 
said in a rush. “I prayed. I begged for 
help. I didn’t believe but I didn’t have 
anywhere else to turn. So I prayed. And 
God answered me...” Tears ran down her 
cheeks, the first I had ever seen from her 
throughout all her suffering. Tears ran 
down mine as well. We sat quietly for 
several minutes, looking at one another, 
weeping silently in what seemed like a 
holy communion of souls.

“And now...?” I finally asked. “Is God 
with you now?” 

“Yes,” she said, her hand on her chest, 
her fierce blue eyes shining. “God is here 
with me now.”

And from that day on, every time I vis-
ited her she told me that God was with 
her. A few times I asked her if she would 
like to pray with me, but she always 
refused. “Too personal,” she would say 
with a little secret smile. “But you can 
pray for me outside if you like.” 

I wish I could say that Sarah got well 
and left the hospital dancing, but I can’t. 
She died. But before she died she was 
truly alive.

For me the take-away from this story 
has to do with surrender. Sarah totally 
surrendered herself into God’s hands. 
She opened her heart and God filled it. I 
wonder, can I do that before I am dying?

Joan Paddock Maxwell, M.T.S., is a pal-
liative care chaplain and a graduate of 
Shalem’s Leading Contemplative Prayer 
Groups & Retreats program.

*Sarah’s name and identifying details are 
changed to protect her privacy.

†¢

Aging Gracefully
Adela Rose

Lady with the cup
so smooth and pure—without 

blemish
born into her space.

Then water—filling her cup
causing smooth parts to become 

worn
generosity overflowing

rippled edges—turning green
a natural process for her material.

She doesn’t mind showing age
as her cup runs over

glowing beauty and peace—the 
feeling there

love brimming over.



8 S h a l e m  I n s t i t u t e  J u l y  1 ,  2 0 0 9  -  J u n e  3 0 ,  2 0 1 0

I was innocently listening to the seminar 
leader in our clergy program and trying 
to follow the instructions. He was ask-
ing us to embody certain passages from 
scripture. I found it challenging to take 
in the words and then let my body find 
a posture that reflected the meaning of 
the passage. A little embarrassed by this 
exercise, I turned to face the wall rather 
than the other participants in the class. 
The leader began reading familiar words 
from the Gospel of Luke, 
‘The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because 
he has anointed me to bring good news 
to the poor. He has sent me to proclaim 
release to the captives and recovery of sight 
to the blind, to let the oppressed go free, to 
proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor.’ (LK 
4: 16-21 NRSV)

In this text, Jesus is in his hometown 
synagogue, reading from the words of 
the prophet Isaiah, letting the words 
announce his calling. It is a passage near 
and dear to every clergy person’s heart. 
It is often read at ordination services, in-
viting the newly ordained to experience 
more deeply the consciousness of Christ. 
It is also an invitation to participate in 
this sacred mission and to pray for the 
anointing of God’s holy Spirit for one’s 
work in the world.

Remembering my own ordination, I let 
the words wash over me, surrounding 
me with the sense of God’s immediate 
presence, God’s anointing spirit. Then 
moving gently, I let my body stretch and 
open to embody and embrace the words. 

Facing the wall while doing this, my 
gaze naturally included the nearest 
window. Outside there was a grove of 
trees—old, stately, beautiful, shading the 
gently sloping lawn. One of these trees 

filled the frame of my window, its lush 
greenness offering respite from the sum-
mer heat to any wandering soul outside.

Then clear as a bell, I heard the tree 
announce its vocation, “the Spirit of the 
Lord is upon me…” 

I was startled into attention. 

“And has anointed me,” the tree seemed 
to continue, “to bring good news to the 
poor, release to the captive, recovery 
of sight to the blind, freedom from op-
pression…” 

I sat down immediately, wondering 
about what I had just heard. 

Let’s be clear. I believe that all of cre-
ation is God-soaked, filled with God’s 
energy and grace. Within that sacred 
landscape, trees have been important 
to me—climbing them as a young girl, 
picnicking under their shade, wonder-
ing about the nests in their branches, 
admiring their colors, blossoms and 
shapes in the changing seasons. There 
are many times that I’ve found comfort, 
healing, freedom and beauty in the 
company of trees.

However, it had never occurred to me to 
consider that trees might have a mission 
in the world that is ordained, commis-
sioned, and anointed by God’s Spirit for 
a sacred work. In that moment, I had 
a surprising new sense of partnership, 
mutual respect and shared vocation with 
this part of God’s creation.

At Shalem, we have been exploring 
partnerships of many kinds, formal 
and informal—with our graduates, 
participants, and volunteers, with other 

institutions, seminaries, and universities, 
with congregations and other spiritual-
ity programs near and far. This has been 
tremendously exciting as new and sur-
prising collaborations have emerged.

Clearly we need partners to be about 
the profound work of spiritual deepen-
ing and nurture for contemplative living 
and leadership. In fact, we need as many 
partners as possible. In a recent meeting 
on partnerships at Shalem, Tilden Ed-
wards reminded us that Shalem is “a tiny 
branch on God’s massive world tree.” 
There are many other branches on God’s 
world tree, and all are needed.

Now I am looking at tress and wonder-
ing what this might mean for partner-
ships. Their green is gone along with 
the steamy heat of summer. Yet the 
bony winter branches hold many future 
budding possibilities. I notice the winter 
light—thin, luminous, breathtaking and 
improbably beautiful. “There’s a certain 
slant of light, on winter afternoons” 
writes Emily Dickinson, “…when it 
comes, the landscape listens.” 

Perhaps the first step in a partnership is 
simply to listen. I’m dedicating myself to 
that this winter.

Carole is Shalem’s Senior Program Director.

†¢

PARTNERSHIPS
Carole Crumley
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Christianity is a soul
 of immense power

 which bestows
 beauty,

 significance
and lightness

 on whatever it is
 you’re already doing.

—Teilhard de Chardin

When bringing a contemplative orien-
tation to any subject, it is valuable to 
name our deepest intent. So in dealing 
with conflict as contemplative lead-
ers it is important to say the intent 
is prayerfulness, not outcome. That 
is the contemplative posture of our 
being. Engaging conflict prayerfully is 
our first hope, not conflict resolution. 
This is a significant shift in the playing 
field of conflict. 

We hope to move from problem solv-
ing with the grasping reactive mind 
to prayerful engagement with creative 
possibilities, open and surrendered to 
God. The main thing is the way—the 
prayerful, open way; the outcome is 
up to God.

Prayer and precarious come from the 
same Latin root, “to depend on grace.” 
Dependence connects to the idea 
that control is functional atheism. As 
contemplative leaders we are out of 
control in the land of Trust. That can 
feel so threatening, perhaps especially 
in leadership. Trust is fundamental in 
the contemplative arena, incorporating 
desire, willingness, surrender. Trust is 
the land of detachment. It is vulner-
able and risky.

As challenging as it is, the contempla-
tive way offers the ground for a new 
kind of freedom in conflict, for courage 
to make countercultural choices and for 
deepening a subversive mentality.

Paul’s words come to mind. Be trans-
formed by renewing of the mind in Christ 
Jesus, not conformed to the world. That 
instruction inspires me to pray for 
deeper availability, individually and 
corporately. And in particular, I want 
to lift up three things:

God’s Timing—It is not my timing but 
God’s timing. In fact, “Not I” is a help-
ful mantra for me. I remember being 
slowed down in the forming of a new 
church by six months of prayer and 
discussion about the name. I learned 
the hard lesson Bonhoeffer wrote 

about in Life Together: the necessity of 
loving the community more than my 
idea of the community. It was certainly 
valuable for the pastor to learn that at 
the start of forming a new community.

Expectancy—We need to loosen 
agendas or expectations; be open and 
willing to join God’s action; inside 
and outside, in ourselves and others. 
Jerry May’s first chapter in Will and 
Spirit, distinguishing willingness and 
willfulness, addresses this so well. It 
is really hard when you have a clear 
vision to not nail it down and to keep 
exploring how it might further unfold, 
especially when part of call is to keep 
lifting the vision, proclaiming it to 
the limit of what you see, and to be 
humble enough to know that limit 
may continue to move. We talk a lot 
about growing edges, but the growing 
might be about the edge receding or 
becoming foggy. Or I may be invited 
yet again to see that others have the 
clarity for the way through the fog.
	
Patience—Freedom from results is 
grounded in patience—a softness in 
self and for others that is good ground 
for grace to flow unimpeded, or less 
impeded. 

What is deeper than conflict? It is that 
well of living water. “A spring overflow-
ing its spring box,” Rumi said; a differ-
ent source of knowing that he calls a 
“freshness in the center of the chest… 
preserved inside you.” Ah—there’s the 
promise! And therein lies hope.

Ann is the director of Shalem’s Leading 
Contemplative Prayer Groups & Retreats 
Program.

A reflection to support 
prayerful engagement  

with conflict

•	 Think of a particular group 
conflict you are or were engag-
ing. Describe the conflict in one 
sentence.

•	 What is your sense now of God’s 
hope in this situation?

•	 What conflict is/was within you?
•	 What ‘intensities’ (agenda, 

emotion, etc.) are obstacles to 
prayerfulness?

•	 What do you imagine the re-
sponse would be to practicing or 
inviting silence?

•	 What question might open more 
space for God?

•	 What might deepen your prayer-
ful engagement in this conflict?

†¢

Engaging Conflict Prayerfully
Ann Dean
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The precocious comic strip character 
Calvin (in Bill Watterson’s Calvin and 
Hobbes) once said that he doesn’t like 
real experience because it’s too hard to 
figure out, you never know what’s go-
ing on, and you don’t have any control 
over events. He said he preferred to 
have life filtered through television. 
“That way you know events have been 
packaged for your convenience! I like a 
narrative imposed on life, so everything 
logically proceeds to a tidy conclusion! 
And if you don’t like what’s happen-
ing, ‘click,’ you change the channel and 
there’s something different!”

Calvin’s view reflects the dominant part 
of our psyche that T.S. Eliot was talking 
about when he said that human beings 
can stand only a little bit of truth. It is 
the part of us that presses for securing, 
clearly understood, controllable order. 
Much of the mass media caters to this 
side, because that’s what most easily 
sells. Yet when I’m finished with an 
exposure to such media, something in 
me feels vaguely cheated and empty; it 
leaves my deep soul starved.

My deep soul, my spiritual heart, is not 
afraid of what the little boy Calvin called 
our “real experience.” Staying with real 
experience is staying with what is given 
in the moment without rushing to take 
it over with our interpretive minds. Such 
staying-in-the-moment is an act of faith. 
It says that I can trust a larger Presence 
to be there, that it is not an empty mo-
ment needing to be filled by my precon-
ceived ideas. It is a full-of-God moment 
needing my emptiness, my willingness 
not to bring anything but my desire for 
God to be God. Such an orientation 
frees me to dip into the moment’s full-
ness with a sense of appreciation rather 
than dread, over-grasping, or restless 
boredom. I can feel the pregnancy in 

the moment, something that is lovingly 
alive yet hidden, positively affecting me 
though I don’t quite know how. To me, 
this is the essence of prayerfulness: a 
willingness to be given in trust, without 
precondition, to the Divine ever-present 
in the living moment. 

From such givenness-in-the-moment, 
repeated hundreds of times a day, I 
know that I live into the happenings 
of daily life with a difference. Instead 
of sensing myself on my own, I sense 
myself as part of a larger divine reality 
incarnate in everything that is. In the 
moment of giving myself to that larger 
presence, something happens to my 
usual protectiveness and striving. These 
don’t completely disappear, but they 
serve a different purpose. Instead of be-
ing heavy engines to support all I must 
do as I sense myself to be alone, on my 
own, they become what I think they 
were meant to be: functional facilitators 
for my living in the world as a divine 
off-spring. My protectiveness and striv-
ing become light, expedient friends, 
along with all my other ego functions. 
They then become useful in facilitating 
God’s radiant life in and through me 
serving the ultimacy of boundless love 
rather than “bounded” self.

Indeed, our whole being is an expres-
sion of that divine love. Everything 
that we are and do is meant to be a 
reverberation of the divine bounty that 
plays us into being. But we don’t find 
much support for this version of real-
ity in daily life. We are pressed instead 
to treat ourselves as ultimate, the 
world as accident, and the moment as 
a vacuum to be quickly filled. This is 
why I find it so vital to intentionally 
lean back into God, trusting the divine 
Spirit to be flowing through every-
thing, veiled in every thought, feeling, 

image, and sound. So many times I 
have found that such leaning draws 
me into daily living with new freedom 
for compassion, joy, and whatever may 
be authentically called for. What is 
most given is subtle, a sense of greater 
confidence in God’s involvement in 
whatever is happening, a feeling of 
freedom to appreciate God’s Heart/
Mind mysteriously at work and play in 
me and around me. I also often taste 
something of the radiance of the mo-
ment just as it is, full of God.

Since we find so little cultural sup-
port for such leaning into God in the 
moment, it can be helpful to give 
ourselves some protected times for 
intensive practice. That can be one of 
the values of a retreat or regular spiri-
tual group. We also can give ourselves 
a little time each day for a longer 
“sitting” in the immediate, open pres-
ence. Where it’s possible, we might 
also practice at times a modern kind 
of fast, a media fast: fasting from the 
sensory overload and contrivance of 
what comes to us from the pervasive 
presence of mass media. We can put 
away reading materials and turn off 
our television, computer, tape deck, 
and all other processing media. Then 
we can let ourselves be given to God 
amidst the unpackaged, uncontrolled 
“real experience” of the living moment.

Valuing the Living Moment
by Tilden Edwards
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When Calvin grows up, I hope he will 
come to love the beauty of the imme-
diate moment in God’s hands. Every-

thing of value flows from the moment 
that is given to God.

Tilden Edwards is Shalem’s Founder and 
Senior Fellow. This article is reprinted from 
Shalem News, Summer 1995.
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annual fund contributions

Many thanks to the following Shalem Friends who contributed gifts to our Annual Fund between July 1, 2009 and June 30, 
2010, a total of $336,802 from 681 people. Those gifts received after June 30, 2010, will be listed in next year’s annual report. 
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Bruce & Alessandra de 

Bosis Lugn 
Jill Morehouse Lum 
Mike & Jan Lundy 
Louise & Michael 

Lusignan 
Sarah Lutterodt 
Jennifer Lutz 
Patricia Lynch 
Ginger Lyons 
Jane E Lytle-Vieira 
Richard & Mary 

Macheski 
Sandra R. Mackie 
Susan Maddox 
Marlene & Milton Maier 
Gabriel Makhlouf 
Noreen Malone 
Ron Mangine 
Nicolas & Mari Carmen 

Mariscal 

Trevis Markle 
Anne Martin 
Eva Martin 
Herbert J. Martin 
Mary & Bill Mason 
Susan Kline Massey 
Parel Mathai 
Joe & Cris Matney 
Westina Matthews 
Monica J. Maxon 
Joan Maxwell 
Denise Giacomozzi May 
Mary Shaw May 
Sheila Mayson 
Judith McCallum 
Steven L. McClain 
Katherine R. McFaul 
Mary McGowan & 

Roberta Kerins 
Jack McGrath 
Maureen McIntyre 
Jennifer McKenna 
John McMurry 
Stephanie D. McNeill 
Leanne McPherson 
Bill McTiernan 
Sally & Bill Meadows 
Jo Meglen 
Nawrie Meigs-Brown 
Fredrica K. Meitzen 
Mary Jo Melberger 
Clara S. Mercado 
Lydia Mercado 
Maury Merkin 
Mercy Metherate 
Gail Meyer 
Maria Teresa Meyer 
Darlene Meyers 
Glendora Meyers 
Charlie Micallef 
Leslie Miller 
Louise E. Miller 
Bobbie Miner 
Mary Ann Miya 
Carol Monchick 
Tiffany A. Montavon 
Vikki R. Montgomery 
Carroll Charles Moore 
Lynda F. Moore 
W. Taylor Moore 
Bill & Grace Moremen 
Michael Moriarty 
Sue Mosher 
Pat Mousaw 
N. Randall Mullins 
Jennie Sue Murdock 
Susan O. Murphy 
Joseph & Alice Murray 
Darlene B. Muschett 

Sharon Mussomeli 
Rhoda & William Nary 
Joanne Neel-Richard 
Katherine Nelson 
Patricia Nicholson 
Nancy Ellen Nikiforow-

DeVore 
Edna & Doug Noiles 
Ann F. Norton 
Sheila Noyes 
Shirley Nugent 
J. Ellen Nunnally 
John Nurnberger 
Mary Louise & Anderson 

O’Day 
Chester & Sue O’Neal 
Grace Ogden 
Diana Oliphant 
Erin A. Oliver-Neault 
Clare Openshaw 
The Osprey Foundation 

of Maryland 
Alyce Ostrow 
Laurence A. Pagnoni 
Diane & Ron Paras 
Donald & Alixe Park 
Carole & Wayne Parrish 
David C. Partington 
Betty Payne 
Shirley H. Pearse 
Nae H. Pearson, III 
Dawn Peck 
Lynn Penney 
John Perito 
Nan Perkins 
Cindy & Stephen 

Peterson Wlosinski 
Sandra Phaup 
Bruce & Kirstin Pickle 
Gene Pistacchio 
Rita Pister 
Pauline Pittinos 
Edward & Marjorie 

Poling 
Margaret J. Porter 
Alicia Porterfield 
Katherine Potter 
Catherine & Robert 

Powell 
Dorothy Pratt 
Jean Preslan 
Mary B. Pulick 
Paul & Judith Purta 
Ann Quinn 
Mari Quint 
William Rainbolt 
Joyce Rains 
Leah & David Rampy 
DC Rao 
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Howard Ratcliffe 
Ellen E. Ratmeyer 
Mary Ann F Rehnke 
Ruth Reynolds 
Velma Rice 
Judith Richardson 
Lisa B. Richey 
Patricia Richter 
Lois Nell Richwine 
Katherine Riggins 
Barbara & Andy 

Ringgold 
Kim Risedorph 
Angelina Rispoli 
Patience Robbins 
Mary Ann Robinson 
Susan Porter Robinson 
Suzanne & Davis 

Robinson 
Cindy Rogers 
Jean & David Rogers 
Jane Rohrbach 
Marie Romejko 
Adela N. Rose 
Barbara Rosenbaum 
Peg Ruetten 
Diane Rusch 
Mari Russell 
Diana Ruth 
Lynne Rychlec 
Mimi Saayman 
Janet & Paul Salbert 
Barbara Sanderson 
Aurora A. Santiago 
Eunice Schatz 
Frank Schenck 
Mark Schilling 
Elaine Schindler, HM 
Mel Schlachter 
Erika Schleifman 
June M. Schulte 
Timothy M. Schumacher 

Joanna Schuman 
Inez E. Scott 
Matthew Scott 
Ted & Ana Seale 
Lyta G. Seddig 
Guy & Dana Semmes 
Luette G. Semmes 
Connie Seraphine 
Philippa C. Shepherd 
Carroll Anne Sheppard 
Selinda Sheridan 
Martha Sherman 
Jayne Shontell 
Sharon Shutler 
Mary Agnes & Robert 

Silberstein 
Kathryn Sinopoli 
Jeanne Skelly 
Betty W. Skinner 
John & Betty Smallwood 
Cathy Sody 
Jacqueline & Phillip 

Solem 
Karen Lee Sorenson 
Tara Soughers 
Katherine Spaar 
Carol & Bob Spangler 
Joanne & Edward 

Springer 
Carol & Mid Squier 
St. Paul’s Episcopal 

Church 
Wanda J. Stahl 
David & Sarah Stang 
James & Loretta Starr 
Ann Starrette 
Rhenda Steele 
Trish Stefanik 
Charles J. Stephens 
Eugene Steuerle 
Arthur W. Stevens 
Carolyn Stevens 

Tupper Stevens 
Beverley Stewart 
Charles N. Stewart 
Joan & Peter Stogis 
Marie Stoltzfus 
Anne Stone 
John & Ruth Stone 
Phil & Anne Stone 
Nancy Strickland 
Kate Stulce 
Gertrude Summers 
Jean H. Sweeney 
Elizabeth H. Swenson 
Kay Tarazi 
Marianne M. Taylor 
Therese A. Taylor-

Stinson 
Timothy Teates 
Jay M. Terbush 

Sara Beth Terrell 
Mary Thomas 
Karen D. Thompson 
Charles & Lee Tidball 
Jim & Lois Todhunter 
Carla Sams Toenniessen 
Frank & Linda Toia 
Frances A. Toler 
Thomas J. Travers, CSSR
Joe Trester 
Barbara B. Troxell 
Mary & Ted Tschudy 
Charles Tucker 
Margaret Tucker & 

David Schlafer 
Mark Tucker 
Elizabeth Tuckermanty 
Cynthia Turner 
Clair Ullmann 
Pat Underwood 
Elizabeth Upton 
Jeff Vamos 
Bonny Vaught 
Betty Voigt 
Nancy Wagner 
Nancy E. Waldo 
Bonnie L. Wallace 
Kit Wallingford 
Cynthia Byers Walter 
Elizabeth & Bill Ward 
Joanne Ward 
Nancy Watson 
Patti V. Weikart 
Nancy Weir 
Robert Weisner 
Patricia Welch 

Linda Wenger 
Tonya Wenger 
Alan Wenrich 
Barbara Whelan 
Jacqueline L. White 
Kathryn White 
Susie White 
Gladys Whitehouse 
Suzanne Dale Wilcox 
Marjorie Wilhelmi 
Earle Williams 
Larry Williams 
Laurie Williams 
Norma & Larry 

Williamson 
Randolph Williamson 
Jonathan S. Willis 
Jean M. Wilson 
Nancy M. Wilson 
Sandra H. Wilson 
Michael Winn 
Jean Woessner 
Harry & Genelda 

Woggon 
Susannah W. Wolfe 
Women of St. Peter’s 

Episcopal Church 
Christine E. Wood 
Jean Woods 
Anne Wotring 
Amy Yarnall 
Marilyn & Alan Youel 
Katherine Young 
Martin T. Young 
Carol Zellner 
Cecilia Marie Zondlo
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From	I n Honor Of

Eleanor & Robert Abarno. . . . . . . .       Rose Mary Dougherty
N. Franklin Adkinson. . . . . . . . . . .          Rose Mary Dougherty
Daniel Albrant . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .               �Shalem’s Personal Spiritual 

Deepening Program
Susie Allen. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                  �Spiritual Guidance Class of 

Winter 2009
Betsy N Anderson. . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Lisa Myers
Sarah Bailey. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Donald Krickbaum
Judith Baum. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 All Seekers
Lerita Coleman Brown. . . . . . . . . .         �Martha Campbell and Rich 

Macheski
Tina Brown-Eckart. . . . . . . . . . . . .            Rose Mary Dougherty
Lalor Cadley. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Sister Mary Dennison
Cynthia Chappell. . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Thursday AM group
M�arilyn L. Charles &  

Reuben Simmons . . . . . . . . . . . .           Carole Crumley
Marshall P. Craver. . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Liz Ward
Clare C. Crawford-Mason. . . . . . . .       Thursday AM group
Carey Creed. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Thursday AM group
Ellen Cronin. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Thursday AM group
Ellen Cronin. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Dena Foster’s 75th birthday
Carole Crumley . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Clark Lobenstine
Ann Dean. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                   Carole Crumley
Alida DeCoster & Perry Beider. . . .   Bill Dietrich
Dee deMontmollin. . . . . . . . . . . . .            Donald Krickbaum
John Denham. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                Charlie Browning
Lilyan Dickerson . . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Thursday AM group
Rosemary Dickerson. . . . . . . . . . . .           Thursday AM group
Robin Dorko . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                Bill Dietrich
Clare Marie Doyle. . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Rich Macheski
Mary Ellen Doyle. . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Rose Mary Dougherty
Jacqueline Dunlavey. . . . . . . . . . . .           Thursday AM group
Betty J. Dunlop. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .               Louise Miller
Gene & Alma Espinoza . . . . . . . . .        CeCe Balboni
Judith L Favor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .               Bill Moremen
Liz Forney . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                  �Winter 2010 Guidance Class
Doris & Richard Froelich. . . . . . . .       �Shalem’s hardworking staff 

and board
Mary Jo Gallagher. . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Ann Brennan
Patricia Geadelmann. . . . . . . . . . . .           Martha Campbell
Mary Gordon. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                Jane Milliken Hague
D. E. Harris . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Rev. Margaret Guenther
Barton L Hellmuth. . . . . . . . . . . . .            Tina Brown
Ann & John Hisle. . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Thursday AM group
John Holden & Mary Beaudoin . . .  Patience Robbins
Kathy Jackson. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Phil Stone

From	I n Honor Of

Carolyn A. Johnson . . . . . . . . . . . .           Robert L. Tate
Barbara Kane . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                Thursday AM group
Albert J. Keeney. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              �Tilden Edwards and Carole 

Crumley
Brenda Kiser. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Elaine M. Dent
Betsy Kitch. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                  John I. Kitch Jr. 
Richard & Christine Lawrence. . . .   Rose Mary Dougherty
Ginger Lyons . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                �Spiritual Guidance Program & 

staff, Winter 2005 Class
Sandra R. Mackie. . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Marlene Maier
Ron Mangine . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                Lena Mangine
Mary & Bill Mason. . . . . . . . . . . . .            Gordon Forbes
Louise E. Miller . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Bill Dietrich
Diane & Ron Paras. . . . . . . . . . . . .            Rhoda Nary
Leah & David Rampy. . . . . . . . . . .          �Ann Dean, Carole Crumley and 

Tilden Edwards
Mary Ann F. Rehnke. . . . . . . . . . . .           Elizabeth Ward
Lois Nell Richwine. . . . . . . . . . . . .            Marlene Maier
Susan Porter Robinson. . . . . . . . . .         Marshall Craver
Susan Porter Robinson. . . . . . . . . .         Douglas W. Craig
Cindy Rogers. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                Donald Krickbaum
Peg Ruetten . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Lois Lindbloom
Philippa C. Shepherd. . . . . . . . . . .          Thursday AM group
Sharon Shutler. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .               �Rob, Natalie and 

Virginia Shutler
Kathryn Sinopoli . . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Lin Ludy
Jacqueline & Phillip Solem. . . . . . .      Rose Mary Dougherty
Karen Lee Sorenson. . . . . . . . . . . .           Jayne Shontell
Katherine Spaar . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Carole Crumley
Shalem Staff . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Anne Grizzle
Ann Starrette . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                Betty White
Eugene Steuerle. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              �Bill Dietrich and Joan Hickey
Carolyn Stevens. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Monica Maxon
Anne Stone. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                  Phil Stone
John & Ruth Stone. . . . . . . . . . . . .            Phil and Anne Stone
Therese A. Taylor-Stinson. . . . . . . .       �Shalem staff--past and present
Margaret Tucker & David Schlafer. Monica Maxon
Mark Tucker. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Marshall Craver
Elizabeth Tuckermanty. . . . . . . . . .         �Anne Hopewell, Anne Russell 

and Leah Warner
Elizabeth Tuckermanty. . . . . . . . . .         Anne Grizzle
Elizabeth Upton. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Carol Cutler
Cynthia Byers Walter. . . . . . . . . . .          Sister Mary Clark 
Gladys Whitehouse . . . . . . . . . . . .           Martha Campbell
Marjorie Wilhelmi . . . . . . . . . . . . .            Carole Crumley
W�omen of St. Peter’s  

Episcopal Church. . . . . . . . . . . .           �Jayne Shontell and 
Diane Hazzard

 	 Tribute Gifts FY09-10

†¢
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From	I n Memory Of

Nancy C. Adelman. . . . . . . . . . . . .            Clark Hand
David M. Bridges. . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Jerry May
Christina Brown. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Clark William Hand
M�argaret Bullitt-Jonas &  

Robert Jonas. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .               Gerald May
Mary & Paul Corzine. . . . . . . . . . .          Jack and Joan McCloskey
Gaynell Cronin. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .               Fran Holt
Carole Crumley . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Clark Hand
Thurman & Loretta Davis. . . . . . . .       Clark W. Hand
Florence DeRemer . . . . . . . . . . . . .            G. Daniel Little
Wilda Dockery. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .               Gerald May
Elizabeth Downs . . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Chris Lower
Jacqueline Dunlavey. . . . . . . . . . . .           Angela Emig Hegner
Tilden & Mary Edwards. . . . . . . . .        Marie Babare Edwards
Karen Eppert . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                Betty Meluch, OCD
Virginia Keller Essink. . . . . . . . . . .          Clark Hand
Alan W. Evans . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .               Clark Hand
Doris & Richard Froelich. . . . . . . .       Clark Hand
Samuel R. Gammon. . . . . . . . . . . .           Mary R. Gammon
Ruth Ann Harris. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Elvin P. Harris
Joan E. Hatcher . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Elmer R. Shippee
Shannon & Ted Howard. . . . . . . . .        Clark Hand
Marian T Humphrey. . . . . . . . . . . .           Joan Lynch Humphrey
Carol Ingells. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Jerry May
Maria & Mel Jenkins . . . . . . . . . . .          Neville and Colin Beckles
Lynne & Larry Joseloff. . . . . . . . . .         Clark Hand
Julie Kaplan. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Clark Hand
Frank Kenney. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                Phyllis
Elsa Littman. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Wayne Teasdale

From	I n Memory Of

Donna M. Lord. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .               Gerald May
Trevis Markle. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                Clark Hand
Herbert J. Martin . . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Jerry May
Clara S. Mercado . . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Luis Fidel Mercado
Pat Mousaw. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                 Michaeline Caracciolo
J. Ellen Nunnally . . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Jerry May
Clare Openshaw. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Clark Hand
Shirley H. Pearse . . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Mary Weber Hall
Bruce & Kirstin Pickle. . . . . . . . . .         Clark Hand
Paul & Judith Purta. . . . . . . . . . . .           Clark Hand
Paul & Judith Purta. . . . . . . . . . . .           Gerald May
Leah & David Rampy. . . . . . . . . . .          Clark Hand
Barbara & Andy Ringgold. . . . . . . Clark Hand
Angelina Rispoli. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Michael Patierno
Patience Robbins . . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Clark Hand
Jean & David Rogers . . . . . . . . . . .          Jerry May
Joanna Schuman. . . . . . . . . . . . . . Shaun McCarty
Martha Sherman. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Clark Hand
Jacqueline & Phillip Solem. . . . . . .      Jerry May
Phil & Anne Stone. . . . . . . . . . . . .            Mary Nell Almon Stone
Nancy Strickland. . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Gerald May
Kate Stulce. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .                  Charles and Betty Emerson
Thomas J. Travers, CSSR . . . . . . . .       Gerald and Rollo May
Karen D. Thompson. . . . . . . . . . . .           Gerald May
Margaret Tucker & David Schlafer. Clark Hand
Nancy E Waldo . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .              Avril Makhlouf
Elizabeth & Bill Ward. . . . . . . . . . .          Clark Hand
Nancy M. Wilson. . . . . . . . . . . . . .             Sarah Nobles

†¢
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Statements of Financial Position and Activities

The Condensed Financial Statements shown below were derived from the audited financial statements of the Shalem Institute 
for Spiritual Formation, Inc. These condensed statements do not include all disclosures normally included in financial 
statements prepared in accordance with generally accepted accounting principles. Shalem’s most recently filed 990 is 
available upon request.

Condensed Statement of Financial Position
as of June 30, 2010 and 2009

	 2010	 2009

ASSETS

CURRENT ASSETS	 $85,094	 $90,476

  INVESTMENTS

Temporarily restricted
      for facilities costs	    -   	 -
Board designated	 496,675	 469,861

   TOTAL INVESTMENTS	 496,675	 469,861

FIXED ASSETS	 15,783 	 13,385

OTHER ASSETS

   Contributions receivable in
      future years 	 ___	 1,084

   Other	 23,771	 23,767

TOTAL ASSETS	 621,323	 598,577

LIABILITIES AND NET ASSETS

CURRENT LIABILITIES	 76,517	 28,868

NET ASSETS

   Unrestricted	 453,205	 $389,499

   Temporarily restricted	 91,601	 180,210

          TOTAL NET ASSETS	 544,806	 569,709

TOTAL LIABILITIES & 	

 NET ASSETS	 $621,323	 $598,577

Condensed Statement of Activities
for Years Ended June 30, 2010 and 2009

	 2010	 2009

REVENUE AND SUPPORT

Programs, contractual work
    and publications	 $504,567 	 $499,059	

Contributions	 410,370 	 323,332	

Investment income (losses)	 66,261 	 (156,999)	

TOTAL REVENUE 

AND SUPPORT	 981,198 	 665,392

EXPENSES

P�rograms, including allocated 
staff compensation	 633,861 	 979,557

A�dministration: 

Staff compensation & benefits	 50,443 	 80,743

   Rent and other	 289,315 	 171,719

Fundraising expenses	 32,482 	 93,275

TOTAL EXPENSES	 1,006,101 	 1,325,294

Total Increase (Decrease) 

in Net Assets	 (24,903) 	 (659,902)

NET ASSETS, Beginning of Year	 569,709 	 1,229,611

NET ASSETS, End of Year	 $544,806 	 $569,709
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Shalem Long-Time Donors
The following list lifts up a special group of people, those who have given faithfully to Shalem for 20 years or more! We are 
deeply grateful for their long-time, prayerful partnership with Shalem—a partnership that has sustained Shalem’s ministry 
and helped contemplative prayer and practices take root around the world.

30 years and more
Susan Dillon 
June Dunn Davis
Tilden Edwards
Milo & Wendy Coerper
Sue Baczynski
Marlene & Milt Maier
Marilyn Derian
Sandra Wilson
Robert Duggan
Eleanor Merrick
John Denham
Jack & Claudia Upper
Barbara & David Osborne
Carol Lobell
Dolores Leckey
Monica Maxon
Ed Bauman
Mary Louise O’Day
Louise & Michael Lusignan

25-29 years
Carolyn Irish
William & Grace Moremen
Carole Crumley
Erin Oliver-Neault
Celia Hahn
David Greer
Dana Greene
Maria Teresa Meyer

Norman Fedderly
Susan Bell
Ruth Reynolds
Margaret Tucker
Jeannette & Stanley Bakke
Michael & Barbara Jupin
Mara Delli Priscoli
Rhoda & Bill Nary
Amory Wade
Elizabeth Dorsey
Judith & Paul Purta
Barbara Meinert
Merrill & Tim Carrington
Louise E. Miller
Margaret Benefiel
Eleanor & Robert Abarno
Martha Dillard
Donald Campbell
Joanne Neel-Richard
Joan Stogis
Robert & Maggie Silberstein
Mary Lou Judd Carpenter

20-24 years
Anonymous 
Jack Hutchings
Anne Fries
Mary Shaw May
Virginia Hayden
Clare Openshaw

Christine Wood
Mary Coelho
Rusty Butler
Ann Kulp
Bill & Linda Barnard
Clara Mercado
Jeanette Cureton
John Lose
 J. Seymour Flinn
Daniel Klement
Patience Robbins
Donna Lord
Mary McGowan & Roberta 

Kerins
Mary Crummer
Louise Berman
Doris Froelich
Jean Wilson
Paula & Todd Endo
Ellen & Michael Cronin
Kendrea DeLauter
Barbara Troxell
David Jamieson
Heidi Joos
Paul Bailey
Joan Curley
Carol Monchick
Carol Fitch
Edna & Doug Noiles
Isabella Bates

Adrianne Ehle
Samuel Gammon
Teri & Bill Hocking
Neil and Virginia Eklund
Elizabeth & Bill Ward
Roderick Dugliss
Philippa Shepherd
Marcella Keefe-Slager
Carolyn Johnson
Elizabeth Fribance
Linda Kapurch
David Bridges
William Bone
Jean & Dave Rogers
Jean Preslan
Anne & John Elsbree
Marilyn Charles & Reuben 

Simmons
Delcy Kuhlman
Alice Immler
Susan Murphy
Eva Martin

Shalem Fund 
Donors
June Davis
Marie B. Edwards Estate

New Books from Shalem’s Founder, Tilden Edwards Gerald G. May  
Memorial Fund 

Devon Allen

Margaret Bartel

Suzanne Clark

Raymond E. & Naomi C. Dungan 
Foundation

Reba Gabel

Larry Hastings

Catharine Kopac

Carroll Charles Moore

Grace Ogden

We make every effort to acknowledge each donor. If an error has been made, we sincerely apologize and ask that you let us know.
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Charlotte Harrington Maxson Moore 
(1916-2009) was a long-time participant 
in Shalem programs who graciously 
remembered Shalem in her will. At 
the news of her passing, those of us at 
Shalem remembered her as well. 

Like the Navajos she worked and lived 
with, Charlotte walked in beauty. Her 
love of God and God’s creation shone 
through her for all to see. And her 
time with the Navajos and with the 
Dakotas gave her glimpses, she later 
said, “of the wonder of learning gently 
to let God guide.”

Charlotte was a graduate of Shalem’s 
Spiritual Guidance Program and 
Shalem’s Personal Spiritual Deepening 
Program. In fact, she was in the first 
class of the latter, a group that fondly 
called themselves the “Pilot Whales” 
and who, as she wrote, “experienced a 
growing awareness of the symbolism 
of the water as the enfolding Love of 
God—and that cleansing, healing tears, 
too, are a part of that sea.”

Charlotte grew up in Homer, NY, but 
traveled to South Dakota after graduate 
work at Cornell University. It was there, 
teaching at St. Mary’s School for Indian 
Girls, that she met her husband, Edward 
Moore, an Episcopal priest serving as 
a missionary on the Rosebud and later 
Pine Ridge Reservations. Although part 
of their married life was spent back in 

New York, she and her husband eventu-
ally returned to work with the Navajo 
community in Arizona. Charlotte’s cre-
ative teaching continued all of her life, 
including when she retired to Alhambra, 
CA, and she was also a spiritual advisor 
to countless individuals.

From California, Charlotte journeyed 
back for Shalem’s summer retreat 
whenever she could, and part of one 
her summer retreat reflections is 
printed here.

We give great thanks for Charlotte’s beau-
tiful life and her loving gift to Shalem.

A very dry season had turned the thirsty meadows brown. We likened it to 
our own dry seasons when the reality of a loving God seemed remote. The 
aridity was, perhaps, God’s tool for letting us take our rightful places as a 
part of rather than masters of creation. We were comforted by the knowl-
edge that the roots of the grass were alive, awaiting the healing of the rain. 
Much as I missed the lush, green grass, the brown meadow took me back, 
in spirit, to the brown sea of waving grass on the Dakota prairie and, much 
later, to the high desert in Arizona where I spent seven years “walking in 
beauty” with the Navajos at Good Shepherd Mission.

The path of Shalem’s summer retreat, strewn with spiritual gifts bestowed 
during my life among Native Americans, has left me singing with the Na-
vajo: You see, I am alive. You see, I stand in good relation to the earth. You see, 
I stand in good relation to the gods. You see, I stand in good relation to all that is 
beautiful. You see, I stand in good relation to you. You see, I am alive, I am alive.

Charlotte Maxson Moore  
Shalem News, Summer 1998

Shalem’s Shekinah Society
We gratefully acknowledge the following members of the Shekinah Society who have put Shalem in their wills—

Margaret Bullitt-Jonas
Merrill Carrington 
Carole Collins 
Jean Crawford
John Denham
Rosemary Dickerson 

Susan Dillon
Tilden Edwards
Alan Evans
Judith Favor
Doris Froelich
Joann Klink

Ann Kulp
Kirby Lewis
Brooke Morrigan
K. Sheila Noyes
Mary-Louise O’Day
Clare Openshaw

Laurence Pagnoni
Don & Alixe Park
Paul Purta 
Lisa Richey 
Betty Stoddard
Joan Stogis

Jan Thurston
Linda Toia
Nan Weir
Emily Wilmer
Sandra Hay Wilson

To Walk in Beauty:  
Charlotte Harrington Maxson Moore
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MAKING A BEQUEST 
TO SHALEM
When making your estate plans, we 
hope you will consider a gift to Shalem. 
Over the past few years, we have been 
richly blessed by several bequests, some 
of them unexpected. Not only have they 
greatly assisted Shalem’s mission and 
ministry, they are a very special way 
for the donor’s care to extend into the 
future.

Also, please let us know if you have 
included a bequest to Shalem in your 
estate plans. We’d like to say thank you 
and welcome you as a member of our 
Shekinah Society.

Special Thanks
We are very grateful to The F.I.S.H. 
Foundation and their funding of 
scholarships for Shalem’s residential and 
long-term extension programs in fiscal 
year 2010.

Volunteers & In-Kind Donations
While we greatly appreciate the mon-
etary gifts from our community, we 
are also grateful for the many other 
ways our community gives to Shalem. 
In the past year, many have given of 
their time or have donated travel and 
program expenses. 

•	 Patrick Harris and Mel Shapcott, 
of Cyberian Frontier, our web site 
managers.

•	 Frank Toia, June Schulte, Ann 
Dean, and Leah Rampy, whose 
photographs grace these pages and 
our web site.

•	 Kristen May and Andrea Noel, 
Shalem’’s amazing interns.

•	 Sue Clark, Doris Froelich, James 
Finan and Clare Openshaw who 
volunteered regularly in the Shalem 
office.

•	 Shalem’s Board of Directors, who 
donated endless hours overseeing and 
enabling Shalem’s work in the world.

•	 Shalem’s non-Board Committee 
members, who gave so many 
hours (and ideas) over the year: 
Franklin Adkinson, Tim 
Carrington, Amy Cole, Michael 
Cronin, Al Keeney, Margot Eyring, 
and Elizabeth Ward.

•	 Lisa Richey, who created the in-
credible Cheap Therapy cards, just 
for Shalem.

•	 Darlene Muschett, who treated the 
Shalem staff to lunch.

•	 Ellen & Michael Cronin and Sue 
Czarnetzky who made the Gerald 
May Seminar reception happen.

•	 For all the many people who helped 
with Rose Mary Dougherty’s book 
signing, especially Jim & Lois 
Todhunter, Gordon Forbes, 
Mansfield Kaseman, Carey Creed 
and Jesse Palidofsky.

•	 Other individuals who made in-kind 
contributions: Sue & John Clark, 
Sue Czarnetzky, Ann Dean, Jim 
Hall, Jane Milliken Hague, Joan & 
John Hatcher, Barbara Kane, Ann 
Kulp, Leslie Miller, Jean Noon, Phil 
Stone, Liz Tuckermanty, Dale Manty, 
Bob Brown, Margot Eyring, Gor-
don Forbes, Patience & Joe Rob-
bins, Jayne Shontell, Bill Dietrich, 
Gordon Forbes, Tilden Edwards, 
Clare Openshaw, Al Keeney, Anne 
Wotring, Therese Taylor-Stinson, 
Trish Stefanik, Sharon Perry, Douglas 
Battenberg, Amy Cole, Nancy Eggert, 
Katy Gaughan, John Kadlecik, Don 
Krickbaum, Phillip Stephens, Jean 
Sweeney, Liz Ward
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The Journey of a Tree
Ellen Ratmeyer 

Warmth flows through my veins
blushing my smooth bark,

forcing tiny nubs into  
bright leaves

and soft blossoms.

I stretch my branches
welcoming friends

 who come to rest in my shade.

My leaves are changing now,
golden yellows and deep reds

sparkle in the light.
 

In celebration,
 I cast off leaves and acorns

 as gifts.

A sudden coldness pushes 
against me.

My branches creak and groan.
The arms of my friends no 

longer reach me.

It is quiet now.
Even the birds are silent.

To guard against the loneliness
I come to feel

nothing.

Then, just for a moment
a bird rests lightly on my branch.

A feathery pine brushes  
against my limbs.

Sunlight spills from the bright 
blue bowl above me.

I am wrapped in a  
forgotten warmth.

My roots pushing into the moist 
earth, are eager to go 

deeper.

Last year, as we moved most of our 
communications away from print, the 
Shalem e-News became our main way 
of sharing inspirational pieces and 
Shalem program news.  

We are now on Facebook as well and 
are seeking to expand our online com-
munity even more through a sharing 
of prayer requests, inspiring quotes, 
photos and current Shalem news.

You can sign up anytime for the e-
News or Facebook by going to our web 
site, www.shalem.org. Or go directly to 
our Facebook page at www.facebook.
com/shalem.institute. If you are 
already on our e-News list, don’t forget 
to let us know of any email address 
changes.  

Once you have signed up yourself, you 
can easily help us spread the news from 
Shalem by simply clicking a button and 
sharing Shalem with friends!

Shalem in the Electronic Age

†¢

RENEW, REVITALIZE AND RECLAIM YOUR SPIRITUAL HEART

Shalem offers in-depth programs to support your God-guided career, 
personal life, and ministry with others.

Staff: Carole Crumley, Ann Dean, Rose Mary Dougherty, Tilden Edwards, 
Patience Robbins, Liz Ward and others

•	Spiritual Guidance	
For those in the ministry of one-to-one spiritual direction*

•	Leading Contemplative Prayer Groups & Retreats	
For those leading prayer groups and retreats in churches and other 
settings*

•	Clergy Spiritual Life and Leadership	
For clergy in congregational settings seeking to nurture their spiritual 
heart and leadership

•	Personal Spiritual Deepening	
For those wanting support to live each day prayerfully and 
authentically

For more information: 
www.shalem.org | info@shalem.org | 301-897-7334

*Credit available by arrangement with Washington Theological Union.
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Shalem Institute
3025 Fourth Street, NE, Suite 22
Washington, DC 20017

Shalem’s mission 
To nurture contemplative living and leadership

Shalem’s core Values
• �Awareness that God is intimately present within and among us
• �Reverence for the mystery of God’s presence
• �Desire for spiritual discernment in all things
• �Radical willingness to trust God
• �Respect for the unique spiritual path of each individual 
• �Recognition that contemplative living and leadership require spiritual support 
• �Commitment to action in the world arising from a contemplative orientation 

toward life

“Now is the moment we have, and all of life is contained in it.”
  —Rose Mary Dougherty
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