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Shalem’s Executive Director

   Only A 
Feather
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“A feather on the breath of God,” 
Hildegard of Bingen’s summary of 
her life, spoke to me deeply when 
I heard it. I longed to live as a 

feather on God’s breath.

Six months ago, when I felt a quiet nudge 
to apply for the executive director position 
at Shalem, I felt more like an immovable 
boulder. I was settled in Boston. I had 
lived in the same house for twenty years. 
My husband and I had made a home for 
ourselves in our neighborhood. We loved 
our faith community. I loved my work. My 
husband’s business had Boston connec-
tions. The reasons to stay far outnumbered 
the reasons to go. 

Yet God’s nudge doesn’t obey the rule of 
reason. As I prayed and listened, the nudge 
grew stronger. I grudgingly paid atten-
tion, and the nudge grew more. The nudge 
grew strong enough to act as a lever to pry 
the boulder loose. I felt upheld as people 
prayed for me. I felt carried, as on eagles’ 
wings (if not yet light as a feather), over the 
barriers that had seemed insurmountable. 
I interviewed. The match seemed good. I 
was offered the position and I said yes. We 
found a place to live, just a three-minute 
walk from the Shalem office. We rented 
our house in Boston. We de-cluttered, with 
the help of friends, twenty years’ worth of 
accumulated possessions. 

And I landed at Shalem. Some days I do 
indeed feel like a feather on the breath 
of God, as the prayerful atmosphere at 
Shalem helps me trust and float on the cur-
rent of the Spirit’s wind. My joy is deep.

At the same time that I feel deep joy when 
I experience living as a feather on God’s 
breath, another part of me still protests: 

“Only a feather?” she says. “What about 
your accomplishments?” 

“Only a feather,” comes the response.

“What about your education?” 

“Only a feather.” 

“What about your training?” 

“Only a feather.” 

The part of me that protests also wants to 
control. She wants to rely on my creden-
tials. She wants to believe that if I utilize 
my training I can figure everything out. 
She wants me to see spreadsheets as 
Shalem’s salvation. She wants me to turn 
to management manuals to motivate the 
minions. 

To be sure, I must use my skills and train-
ing. I must draw on the knowledge and 
experience that I have. I must think about 
Shalem’s future, and together with the 
board and staff, make plans. I must read 
spreadsheets and mind the money. 

Yet those skills are mine only to serve the 
greater good. They are not there to dazzle 
the board, executive committee, staff, 
donors, or program participants. They are 
there to free Shalem (and its stewards, in-
cluding me) to listen as openly as possible 
to God’s spirit. For myself, this means that 
I must give up control, or rather give up 
the illusion of control, so that Shalem and I 
can float as feathers on God’s breath. 

I am only a feather. Shalem is only a feath-
er. But we are feathers that have the capac-
ity to float on the breath of God, which is 
ultimately where our strength lies.

A Shalem  
 Prayer
Eternal One, 

Soften us now into sacred silence of your 
own being.

Deepen our desire to be alert to your 
Living Presence,

 in every present moment. 

Gentle us into letting go of any distrac-
tions or expectations

  that might inhibit your own hope for 
intimacy

 in this silent time.

Sensitize us to the pulse of your creativity 
in the sun and the stars,

  to your whispers of wisdom in the 
birds and the trees,

  to your breath rippling the waters. 

O Beloved, enlarge our hearts  in trust

  that we may be comforted and 
renewed by your love,

 strengthened by your Spirit 

  and fully open to your emerging vision 
for our soul

 and the soul of the world.
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By Carole Crumley,
Shalem’s Senior Program Director

 GoEasy
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When I am among the trees, …

They give off such hints of gladness,

I would almost say that they save me, and daily.

      — Mary Oliver 

Early in September on my way to 
work, I noticed the license plate 
on the car ahead of me. “EEEZUP” 
it spelled. Just reading it, I found 

myself smiling, relaxing, breathing softly 
and, in fact, easing up.

That little moment took me back to the 
last two weeks of summer. We were on our 
way to a family vacation in New Hamp-
shire, and our GPS had failed to keep 
us from making wrong turns. After our 
fourth trip across the Tappan Zee Bridge, 
forty years of meditation practice seemed 
to go right down the drain of frustration 
and defeat. Finally, I realized that we could 
stop for the night and start again the next 
day. Clearly, I needed to ease up.

This was reinforced when we reached our 
destination. Internet reception there was 
terrible. It was more frustrating to try to 
use my iPad, computer and cell phone 
than to simply let them rest. So I turned 
them off and went dark. In the process, I 
discovered that I too needed to rest from 
the constant attention that emails seem to 
demand and the interruption of cell phone 
calls and the pressure of work deadlines. 
The beautiful natural setting of our vaca-
tion place helped me let go. 

Research is beginning to show that being 
in the natural world is associated with 
lower stress levels, a boost to natural killer 

cells in the immune system, better mood, 
self-esteem, physical fitness, memory, 
attention and creativity, among other 
benefits. It also shows that those who live 
close to trees live longer. 

A recent article in The Washington Post 
alerted me to a new “unplug and recharge 
in nature” program for high-tech workers. 
Stressed-out workers who spend most of 
their days inside, tethered to their devices, 
take a day to turn off those devices. On 
that day, they go to the woods to find a “sit 
spot” in the forest where they can be still, 
attentive to nature and cleanse their senses 
dulled by device-addicted lives. While 
some call this “eco-therapy,” the Japanese 
call it “forest bathing.” Soaking up beauty, 
being immersed in nature, is a counterbal-
ance to the screen-addicted world we live 
in.

I like this image of bathing in nature’s 
forest, just letting the light and sounds, 
the softness of the ground, the fragrances 
of earth wash over us. Such a “bath” can 
cleanse our eyes to see more clearly, awak-
en our ears to hear new sounds, loosen 
our limbs for greater flexibility, soften our 
hearts for deeper compassion and fill our 
inner emptiness with renewed vitality. One 
local doctor prescribes a walk in the park 
and two aspirin as the cure for most of 
what ails us. 

Poet Mary Oliver said that being among 
the trees was for her a saving thing, some-
thing she needed almost daily. This saving 
was especially needed, she wrote, when “I 
am so distant from the hope of myself, in 
which I have goodness, and discernment, 
and never hurry through the world but 
walk slowly, and bow often.” This sense of 
being distant from one’s truest self is one I, 
too, know well (see Tappan Zee Bridge).

Oliver said the trees seem to call out, “Stay 
awhile.” The rustle of their leaves and the 
light that flows from their branches keep 
calling to her. “It’s simple,” they say, “you, 
too, have come into the world to do this, 
to go easy, to be filled with light, and to 
shine.” 

Every day, weather permitting, our staff 
eats lunch outside in a little garden area 
set aside for the tenants in our building. It 
is filled with trees and flowers. In addition 
to the camaraderie with other colleagues, 
there is that sweetness of bathing in nature 
and letting its goodness wash over us and 
its gladness bless us. For those few min-
utes, it is our “sit spot” in nature. 

Perhaps there is some similar place close 
to your workplace or near your home, 
even in your own back yard, where you 
can go and stay a while, where you can do 
this at different times of the day and in dif-
ferent seasons of the year, where you can 
spend time, pay attention and listen. This 
communion with nature can show us the 
essence of who we are and and the truth 
of our calling. For like the trees, we, too, 
“have come in the world…to go easy, to be 
filled with light, and to shine.”
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By Ann Dean,
Director of Shalem’s Transforming Community:  
Leading Contemplative Prayer Groups & Retreats Program

Awakening
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…float
into Creator Spirit’s deep embrace,
knowing no effort earns that all-surrounding grace.
       — Denise Levertov

Some days begin with a jolt. A ring-
ing phone or an alarm clock or a 
nightmare. Yet most days, however 
jolting they may become, begin 

with a gentle floating awareness of awak-
ening. I cherish the moments of gently 
sensing this floating awareness when it is 
simple and pure, before thoughts and feel-
ings take up their occupancy. Before my 
eyes open, before “my” or “eyes” have any 
meaning.

Somewhere along the way, I found myself 
wanting a little spiritual practice for tran-
sitioning from this deep floating into the 
day. I sensed an alluring nudge to ground 
the “my” and the “eyes” and everything 
else in the deepest reality and my truest 
identity. It seemed important to begin each 
day by making an intentional connection 
between the spacious freedom of being 
at home in this simple awareness and the 
movements of my active life. 

Effortlessly, the simplest, most natural 
practice emerged. Now, my first move-
ment in the morning, even before opening 
my eyes, is to bring my hands together 
as a gesture of oneness with the Beloved. 
Silently, hands touch and in their own 
language say, here I am, here You are. We 
are forever One. 

Occasionally, scriptures come to mind. 
The Beloved speaks, “I have carved you 
in the palm of my hand” (Is. 49:16) or 
“we will come and make our home in 
you” (Jn. 14:23). Whether I think of them 
consciously or not, they are alive in me 
and have complete authority. I believe 
that “carved” intimacy of holy inscription 
described in Isaiah. I trust Jesus’ promise 
in John 14 to send the Spirit to live in me 
forever, to make a home in me. So as my 
hands come together, the movement is a 

way to name and claim the truth of the 
One to whom I belong and who I really 
am. No matter what anyone else has ever 
said or thought. No matter how I fail 
in my efforts. I am beloved and steadily 
embraced. “We” begin each new day with 
love and hope because of the profound 
intimacy of oneness.

Then my eyes open, and a brief full body 
prayer begins. My feet pause as they touch 
the floor, I slowly stand upright, slowly 
stretch up and out and begin to walk away 
from the bed. Each movement is a prayer 
of gratitude for Earth, for newness, for the 
ability to move and pray, to do and be. 
Now the simple intent is claimed: to live 
into whatever is possible this day, together.

This awakening practice, so simple and 
brief, is a serious, meaningful ritual for 
me. Perhaps I’ve shared it with you before. 
Yet, just recently, it was refreshed in two 
ways, that showed me how routine it had 
become.

The first refreshment came through 
prayerful reflection on Pope Francis’ 
description of the trinity in Laudato Si, his 
recently published letter on care for our 
Mother Earth, our common home. God, 
he said, is the “ultimate source of every-
thing, the loving and self-communicating 
foundation of all that exists.” Jesus, “his 
reflection, through whom all things were 
created, united himself to this earth.” And 
the Spirit, Pope Francis describes as “the 
infinite bond of love, intimately present 
in the very heart of the universe, inspiring 
and bringing new pathways.”

This beautiful, Earth-oriented meditation 
on a “single divine principle” moved deep-
ly into my prayer. Suddenly, one morning, 
the images infused my awakening ritual. 

The ultimate, self-communicating Source 
held me. Jesus came close as the dear re-
flection of that Source, one with me in this 
Earth life and beyond. And the empower-
ing presence of the Spirit, at home in me, 
connected me through that infinite bond 
of love to all that is. As I put my feet to the 
ground and stretched and began to walk, 
it was a newly invigorated pathway. 

Still another gift of refreshment slipped 
into my awakening practice unexpect-
edly. In August, on the first day of his life, 
I held my grandson. Now this is my first 
grandchild, so looking in his bright eyes 
opened my awestruck heart in a redefin-
ing way because he shifted my identity 
and gave me a new name: Nana. This first 
look was a treasure beyond words. The 
world sparkled and spun. The penetrat-
ing love of our mutual gaze was familiar 
yet unique. He opened my eyes—as only 
the innocent, piercing gaze of a newborn 
can—to a world of possibility beyond 
imagining.

This experience has also taken hold in 
my awakening ritual. As I stretch out my 
hands before stepping into the day, the 
gesture holds an intimate muscle memory 
of reaching for and holding my grandson. 
In the mystery of timeless, eternal love, 
that experience melts into reaching for this 
present moment, alive with holy possibil-
ity. The joy of reaching into the day is 
infused with heightened expectancy.

I love waking up in the beauty of silence. 
It is a gift to say my first conscious hello to 
God in the simple free inner space of trust 
and gratitude, allowing the first gestures 
of the body to participate in that hello, 
beginning each day with commitment to 
my deepest truth and belonging. It’s so 
natural. I trust that if this orienting prac-
tice becomes routine or dry, the Beloved’s 
all-surrounding grace is intimately present 
and will show a fresh pathway of love. 

 It takes no effort.
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By Liz Ward,
Director of Shalem’s Nurturing the Call: 
Spiritual Guidance Program

Holy   
 Laughter
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 “Our mouths were filled with laughter, our tongues with songs of joy.   
Then it was said among the nations, ‘The LORD has done great  
things for them.’”
       — Psalm 126:2

We were just happily sitting 
around one of the circular 
tables during lunch in the 
dining room of Holy Trinity 

Spiritual Center. The large mural of Jesus 
on the back wall was quietly watching over 
us, and only a few sloping green branches 
of the giant linden tree were visible through 
the window. Our plates were full of com-
forting, homemade food—toasted cheese 
sandwiches, tomato soup, and farm fresh 
salad—lovingly prepared by our faithful 
chefs, Joe and Greg. Tantalizingly close 
to a bowl of healthy fruit sat a half empty 
cookie jar and one of their delicious choco-
late desserts.

Although the morning seminar of the 
Spiritual Guidance Program had been 
prayerful and intense, as usual, there was a 
lightness in the group around the table. All 
were naturally and organically involved in 
whatever topic of conversation happened to 
float through the group, and there was an 
easy, relaxed sense of convivial community. 
Then the laughter started.

It began as a quiet chuckle in response to 
a story told with humble, self-deprecating 
humor and gradually swelled into gales of 
communal delight that rippled and ricocheted 
around the room. Heads began to turn, smiles 
broke out at other tables, and wonder and 
curiosity were aroused. Perhaps a little an-
noyance was felt as conversations elsewhere 
were interrupted by the hearty laughter. Still, 
“Here we go again “seemed to be a message 
conveyed by the kind and knowing looks of 
others not present at the table.

For some reason, our Shalem residencies 
are often bathed in laughter, especially 
when sitting around a table together at 
a meal. Why does this happen so often? 
What makes laughter such a natural part 
of Shalem residencies? What is causing so 
much self-forgetful communal joy?

Is this hearty laughter a natural response 
to the challenging intensity of our resi-
dences? Is it merely a release from the deep 
and serious prayer times, a relief from the 
stretching of hearts and minds opening ever 
more fully to the oceanic flow of Holy Life? 
Is it a shift from prayer or yet another form 
of prayer? Is it a way to avoid the chal-
lenges of living in intentional spiritual com-
munity or the fruit of daring to open and 
reveal authentic self to others? Is it a way 
to forget, for a while, a heightened aware-
ness of self-in-God or a sign of sinking ever 
more deeply into the gracious, communal 
heartbeat of God? Is it a way of remember-
ing our individuality or a sign of our deeper 
unity in the Oneness that is? Perhaps it is 
all of these things and even more.

What does seem clear is that something 
holy is happening in this communal de-
light. Something deeper is going on than 
enjoying a skillfully told joke. The humor 
that causes this residency laughter comes 
from sharing stories from our lives, from 
sharing vulnerability in an open self-for-
getful way. It comes from belonging to an 
authentic spiritual community where it is 
safe to trust those around us and their non-
judgmental acceptance of our flaws and 
human limitations. It comes from recogniz-
ing ourselves and our own vulnerabilities in 
the stories others tell. It is a sign that anger 
has, for this present moment, melted into a 
lightness that sees a detached humor in our 
human imperfections. 

It comes from sharing together an uncon-
scious or conscious awareness that we are 
all still in the process of transfiguration, 
that God’s loving, liberating Spirit still has 
much to do, but that we can trust that the 
way we are now is not the end of the story. 
It suggests that even in our frailty, we can 
be accepted, enjoyed, and loved. It some-
how gives us glimpses of God’s great love 
and delight in each of us.

Like so many of God’s loving gifts, this 
shared laughter mysteriously liberates 
something in us both individually and as a 
community. It easily and organically frees 
something within that has been bound and 
confining; something that has stunted our 
life-giving openness to our own true self 
and the true self of others. Like the hidden 
work of Roto-Rooter, it mysteriously opens 
us more fully to our authentic self in God 
and frees us again and again for greater 
truth, love, and peace. Somehow through 
this laughter each of us is being lovingly 
liberated for new and deeper life in God.

Moreover, during this gifted laughter, this 
laughter that paradoxically builds up rather 
than tears down, some Gracious Presence is 
freely alive in our midst. Some blessed face 
of the Holy One is being revealed to our 
bonded spiritual community in a touching, 
contagious way. Somehow we participate 
in a diversified Oneness that feels, in the 
moment, like the body of Christ freely alive 
in creation.

The picture of the laughing Jesus nestled 
among my books comes to mind. In this 
image, called “Jesus Laughing,” his whole 
being seems delighted during a big, hearty 
laugh. His head is tilted back, his jaw is re-
laxed, his mouth is open, and even his eyes 
seem to shine with delight. Jesus seems to 
be immersed in laughter rather than just 
laughing. He seems to be unselfconsciously 
reveling in a joy that flows through and far 
beyond him. Perhaps when we laugh as 
freely as this image of Jesus, we too are tast-
ing God’s holy gift of joy, we too are flowing 
in a wave of Holy delight.

This wholehearted laughter is a gift that 
echoes in us long after we first experience 
it. Holy laughter can linger in our spiritual 
heart as a cleansing tide washing away our 
inner debris, the blocks and obstacles limit-
ing our awareness of pervasive, mysterious 
Presence. Abiding in us as part of the full-
ness of the present moment, this remem-
bered, yet present, laughter can continue 
to awaken our sense of joyfully abiding in 
God, and God joyfully abiding in us. What 
a full and rich gift for those who openly live 
together in Holy Life!
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By Tilden Edwards,
Shalem’s Founder and Senior Fellow

  The Power of  
“Our” 
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Sometimes one word can light us up 
like a burning bush. That hap-
pened to me not long ago during 
my morning prayer time. When I 

began the prayer Jesus gave his followers, 
I suddenly couldn’t get past the first word, 
“OUR….” It soared infinitely beyond de-
scribing a limited human group of people 
addressing God; it became an illuminating 
window through which I realized all life 
together more fully than ever before. 

Jesus speaks of his intimate relation to 
Abba, the Wellspring from whom his 
deepest words and acts flowed. The prayer 
he gave his disciples emerged from that 
fulsome, silent depth, and the first word 
given him to share was “our.” It explodes 
the tight boundaries of every separate 
identity. It draws us to our integrally 
shared relationship with all that is. 

How can one word contain so much? We 
could say that every word that truly emerg-
es from the divine seedbed incipiently 
contains everything. Just as each of us is 
a spoken, created word of God that can 
reveal an image of the whole, so a sacred 
word can be a hologram that flashes the 
whole into human awareness.

So what more was I shown, once my mind 
gave thoughts to the flash of wholeness in 
my spiritual heart? 

I was so intimately connected with every-
one and everything that appeared to me in 
that word “our” that it was like looking in 
a mirror. What I saw was part of me, and I 
was part of it. I could not escape intrinsic 
relationship. All were “kin” (the kin-dom 
of God!). All belonged together, mutually 
indwelling. 

The connection wasn’t just with all in cre-
ation but also with the gracious, intimate 
Source of it all. I was reminded of Andrew 
Rublev’s classic icon of the Holy Trinity, 
with its circle of three divine figures intrin-
sically related to one another, emptying 
into and filling one another, pointing to 

the self-giving table of sacrificial love in 
their midst that expresses their deepest na-
ture, their union in love, their communal 
wholeness. Rublev leaves room for us in 
that circle, where we and all creation share 
in that vibrant holy mutual indwelling.

I knew I was related even when “alien” fig-
ures appeared to me—people who seemed 
very different from me (or at least differ-
ent from what I valued): violent, cruel 
individuals and movements; destroyers 
of a healthy earth environment; enforcers 
of narrow conformity that smothers the 
gifted unique “I” of people; oppressors 
or every sort. I used to think I “ought” to 
relate to such people, but now it’s so clear 
that I simply am related to them, no mat-
ter what I do or how I feel about them. We 
come from the same Wellspring, whose 
rain falls on the just and the unjust alike, 
as Jesus said. 

Yet they and the cultural and personal 
forces that shape them seem like tears 
in the fabric of God-envisioned creation 
that need healing and right use of free-
dom. None of us escape relationship 
with these forces, and to some extent we 
all share their broken-off-ness from the 
loving whole, and we are complicit in the 
forces that shape them. Thus Jesus’ call to 
humility and repentance. None of us are 
innocent. We easily lose the “whole” and 
slip back into our exclusionary groupings 
that can negatively affect the whole unless 
we’re very intentional about remember-
ing that “our” has no ultimate exclusions, 
only functional and relative ones, such 
as religion, family, country, and vocation. 
“Our” finally trumps “them” and leaves us 
with “we.”

Because of the toxic nature of destructive 
psyches and groups, Jesus says we need to 
be wise as serpents, recognizing the lure of 
divisive, self-securing forces and listening 
for the Spirit’s guidance in responding to 
these forces. At the same time, he says we 
need to be innocent as doves—innocent 
in our childlike trust of inclusive Love as 

the deepest stream of reality pervading 
everything, however hidden that Love may 
seem, however challenged by willfulness, 
fear and evil.  

Such hard realities point to the incom-
pleteness of “our-ness” in the world. My 
experience with the inclusiveness of “our” 
enlarged my vision of intimate inclusive-
ness, but I know how incomplete its ful-
fillment is in me, when I still find myself 
at times creating unnecessary and fearful 
boundaries and accepting unjust privileg-
es. I see that incompleteness compounded 
individually and collectively every day in 
daily news stories.

The words following “our” in the Lord’s 
Prayer show Jesus’ recognition of this 
incompleteness and at the same time his 
trust in a fulfilled future: “Your will be 
done, your kingdom come.” That kin-dom 
he says is already within us when we have 
eyes that see, the self-emptying Self-
in-God filling contemplative awareness 
affirmed by all great contemplatives. We’re 
called to collaborate with God’s Spirit 
in bringing the mutual belonging we’re 
shown within into the larger world’s life. 
That means into all of life’s human and 
earth-related dimensions, and beyond that 
into the wonder of our infinitely larger, in-
terwoven cosmic home, which to faith can 
be seen as an endlessly dynamic, evolving 
and mysterious embodiment of gracious, 
divine energy.

Such mutual belonging—the power of 
“our-ness” that I tasted in my prayer—and 
such a trusted, divine movement forward 
toward the full realization of that mutual 
belonging, are Good News indeed. It is 
worthy of great praise and celebration, and 
worthy of cultivation in our prayer and 
our actions. I spontaneously find myself 
sometimes now putting my hand over my 
heart when I wake up in the morning, 
and saying with an inward smile simply, 
“OUR.” 
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By Bryan Berghoef, 
Shalem Social Media & Online Learning Support

  Taking  
The NextStep
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We were off the main path. The 
trees were getting smaller as we 
gained altitude. My bear sensors 
were on high alert. 

Somewhere in Banff National Park in 
Western Alberta, Canada, my adventurous 
son, Winston, had led us off a marked path 
up toward higher ground. Neither my wife, 
Christy, nor I were too keen about this op-
tion, but as our curly-haired son scampered 
ahead around a bend, the rest of us—broth-
ers and sister and mom and dad—kept 
moving forward.

We weren’t sure we were supposed to be 
going this way, but hey, we were on a grand 
adventure, why not keep going? This was 
one stop of many on our way north to 
Alaska this summer.

As we proceeded to gain altitude, and leave 
the rest of civilization far below, I wondered 
how many people had come this way before. 
I wondered what we would discover. I was a 
bit unsure, afraid even, but also excited.

We came up over a ridge to find a plateau. A 
few scraggly pines were able to grow at this 
level, but they were small, stunted. My wife 
noticed a pile of rocks that had clearly been 
arranged by a previous hiker. People had 
been here before. We were going to be OK. 
But then Winston noticed a ridge way above 
us, and a steep, rocky “path” that could take 
us up there. Off he went.

As we huffed and puffed behind, not yet in 
our best hiking shape, I pondered the wis-
dom of going further on. Haven’t we already 
gone far enough? Look, trees can hardly grow 
here. That means less oxygen. That means it 
really isn’t fit for people either, right?

Still we climbed. One foot after the next. 
Find a foothold, take a step. Avoid the loos-
est rocks. I was pulling up the rear. For pro-
tection, I told myself, in case a bear decided 
to come from behind.

Winston reached the secondary peak of this 
mountain, and whooped and hollered. I 
hoped those were calls of joy.

As I finally caught up with the rest of the 
group, to a stony, flat area with almost no 
trees, I counted to make sure we had all 
made it. Then I turned around and looked 
down. It took my breath away.

Far below us was Peyto Lake. We had seen 
it much closer up, from a viewing platform 
on the maintained trail. But from here, it 
was simply spectacular. The hues of bright 
turquoise in the lake were cushioned by 
mountains with snow-capped peaks. The 
beauty was stunning.

And Winston was standing there beaming. 
Our little adventurer.

It made me think about how sometimes 
we let fear of the unknown keep us from 
taking a step forward. I wondered what 
views I had missed at other moments in my 
life because I hadn’t trusted that something 
beautiful was around the next bend.

When I looked around where we were 
standing, I saw little rock formations all 
over. Rocks balancing on each other. Rocks 
in circles. And I realized it was almost a pil-
grimage spot, of sorts. A holy place. Others 
too, had been captivated by this very spot 
and wanted to leave a marker of their visit.

We were also high enough to walk through 
some snow, even though it was mid-July. 
The kids laughed and threw snowballs. 
Christy and I marveled at the view and 
made a rock formation or two of our own. 
We simply soaked in the beauty and holi-
ness of the moment.

We were the only ones around. But others 
had marked the trail.

As we made our descent, we passed several 
hikers, who wondered if they too were 
heading too far, or the wrong way.

“Keep going. It’s so worth it,” we told them.

Sometimes we need encouragement to take 
the next step. It may come as a little nudge: 
from the Spirit, or a friend, or a fearless child.

“A Fleeting 
   Simplicity of  
            Soul”
A line in a poem once read
now slides into my presence,
shyly beckoning with outstretched palm;
“We glimpse a fleeting simplicity of soul…”

In silence, a precious seed of grace,
I wonder why certain words and images
glisten and sparkle
when they first encounter us.

Are they lying in wait,
ready to pounce when we walk by,
dazzling us with unstated brilliance;
a poetic call for attention?

But what am I to see?
What deep meaning to find?
My rational brain kicks into action
as I sense the brilliance fading.

Often I watch in dismay
as a splashy sunset grows dim,
willing the splendor to linger,
to savor it more fully.

Perhaps a glimpse of grace
is all we mortals can take,
unfettered by thinking
and allowed to just be.

The complexities of life,
though real in one sense,
distract us from glimpsing
a fleeting simplicity of soul. 

 — Connie Seraphine

Connie is a graduate of Shalem’s Transforming 
Community: Leading Contemplative Prayer 

Groups & Retreats Program.



14

By Patience Robbins, 
Shalem Adjunct Staff Member

Stepping  Into  
        TheFlow
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I step into the flow and then let go, I open my mind, my heart and my soul.

O, I surrender, I surrender, I open my mind, my heart and my soul.

These are the words of one of my 
favorite songs to lead in groups. 
Many of you may recognize sing-
ing it and praying the gestures 

when participating in a Shalem program. 
When doing it in a large group, it can 
feel very moving, centering and allow for 
deepening surrender. At this time in my 
life, it is an ongoing prayer in my heart as 
I live into a major change, calling for let-
ting go, opening and surrendering.

Letting go happens on so many levels 
and is so constant in life. I often struggle 
with welcoming the way life is—that is, 
what is showing up rather than my idea 
of the way reality should look. In this 
case, I am letting go of a home that I have 
lived in for 25 years as well of much of its 
contents. There are so many pieces to this 
experience as well as choosing to step into 
the flow. Memories of other experiences 
come to my awareness.

I recall that two years ago, I was strug-
gling to “let go” of my desire and plan to 
keep my mom in the family home while 
she has dementia, which was progress-
ing. For about three months, I carried this 
struggle in my heart with a prayer to let 
go and join the flow of what was being 
invited. It was while on a week-long, 
silent retreat that the surrender came and 
the peace flooded in. One evening I was 
sitting on a lifeguard chair on a beach; I 
was the only person around as there had 
been a recent storm and everything was 
wet and overcast. While sitting there, 
deeply still and alert to all around me, 
I saw a stream of dolphins in the ocean 
swimming along one after the other. They 
offered peace and seemed to carry the 
message: it is okay, all is well, this is your 
mother’s next step of the journey. I cried 

and I laughed and I relaxed. When I re-
turned home from my retreat, I felt ready 
to accompany my mom on her journey 
into a nursing home.

This story comes back to me as I am in 
the midst of another big transition and 
a letting go. The discernment to change 
homes began about a year ago. It came 
out of a desire to simplify, downsize and 
have less: less to care for, less to have, 
less to use. It is part of a desire to identify 
more fully with people around the world 
impacted by climate change as well as to 
open up more space and time for attend-
ing to what I am called to do on behalf of 
the world.

This move has required lots of letting go: 
letting go of my timeline, any particular 
way it should happen, any certainty that 
this was the right choice and now, letting 
go of the current house and lots of stuff 
that has defined me. Can I trust that this 
is the next step on my journey, challeng-
ing and scary as it may be? Can I step into 
this flow of love, knowing that all will 
be well? Even though I can’t explain this 
discernment and I definitely do not know 
if it is right, can I surrender into the great 
Mystery?

Once again, I am on a week-long, silent 
retreat, pondering the oneness of all—that 
deep interconnection we share with all of 
life. I have had the opportunity for some 
rest, time to just sit and be, and time to 
step fully into this flow of Love, within 
and around me. And I once again have 
the joy of seeing the dolphins swimming 
along in the ocean, reminding me that all 
is well and whispering: risk into this next 
step, open, surrender and trust the flow 
of Love!

What the  
     Stone Says
How can you not see it,
if you stand still enough,
or walk out far enough:
the light shimmering from every leaf,
the actual hardness of every stone?

This stone says something
of humility and presence,
of where it came from,  
and the belly of stars,
but it stays silent to draw you nearer.

We are, all of us, even the thin geranium
on the back stoop, reaching up
for light, for life, for beauty,
singing out with the great silent voice
of the immense glory of being,
the long, amazing story
and a love story it is.

Without your having to remember—
such a gift, such a gift—
your lungs open to the world
and take in life, each moment.

Who gave you that?

How can you not sing, even in silence?

When we grow afraid we forget,
we wear protective layers
of things to believe, things to do,
so many things to do,
so that we don’t come too near
and catch fire. 

 — Steve Garnaas-Holmes

Steve is a graduate of Shalem’s Going Deeper: 
Clergy Spiritual Life and Leadership Program.
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By Trish Stefanik,
Shalem’s Program Administrator  
& Adjunct Staff Member

Cherishing 
  The Journey
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A favorite T-shirt of mine reads, 
“Cherish the journey.” It has been 
through the wash quite a bit and is 
worn, faded, and stretched from its 

original shapeliness. Yet I delight in open-
ing the drawer and catching the phrase as 
I unfold the shirt and pull it over my head. 
I feel the softness against my skin; it still 
“fits” even with all the wear and tear. 

As I reflect now on my own life and the 
spiritual journey, “cherish” seems an apt 
directive, meaning “to hold dear,” “culti-
vate with care,” “harbor deeply.” But what 
I cherish now is somewhat different from 
what I once cherished. Much of what was 
is no longer or has changed—everything 
from relationships to vocational expres-
sion to the neighborhood in which I am 
situated. I even sense a shifting landscape 
in prayer. In many ways, outwardly and 
inwardly, I find myself in the dark. And yet 
it feels like this is a good place to be.  

I have always been a lover of silence and 
solitude, natural creation, and prayer of 
the heart. Through reading and retreat, 
contemplative walks and daily quiet time, 
spiritual community and work in varying 
forms, I have immersed myself in op-
portunities and practices to center, listen, 
wake up, see with new eyes, let go, open, 
and surrender to the mystery. I continue to 
cherish a life of loves and losses, ups and 
downs, disappointments and celebrations, 
heartache and healing. But how I look at 
the journey and how I engage with it has 
changed. 

For many years the spiritual journey for 
me was about “seeking God.” I liked fash-
ioning that as a quest that led somewhere, 
an adventurous winding road over hill and 
dale, with different scenes, experiences, 
and companions. I remember loving the 
children’s stories of the saints, which read 
so fantastically, and being captivated by 
Joseph Campbell’s telling of the mythic 
Hero’s Journey. I learned to expect missteps 

along the way and that I would get lost; 
but I trusted I would be found or manage 
to get back on track. The destination could 
shift, but with some changing on my part, 
I could keep making progress toward a site 
just over the horizon, which would eventu-
ally become both nearer and clearer. 

It is difficult to admit that all this is an 
illusion, but that is precisely the teaching 
of the great mystics. When it comes to the 
spiritual life, I cannot get anywhere for 
trying or understanding. Not only has my 
road hit a dead end, my destination never 
really existed. With where I find myself 
now, I resonate with Barbara Brown Taylor 
in her book, Learning to Walk in the Dark: 
“There is no permanently safe place to 
settle. I will always be at sea, steering by 
the stars. Yet as dark as this sounds, it pro-
vides great relief, because it now sounds 
truer than anything that came before.” 

I am coming to see that there is not only 
wisdom in learning to walk in the dark, 
but this is where I am called to abide, be, 
every day. It is where transformation takes 
shape. It is homecoming with God. 

The spiritual journey is more a mystifying 
relationship than a road. I even shy away 
now from explicitly “seeking God,” all too 
aware of the temptation to see the spiritual 
life as something to achieve rather than 
simply participate in. I have no road map 
or GPS, only an intention to abide. God is 
not a destination but a long loving gaze, 
right here, right now. 

There is only so much I will ever know, 
and what I desire the most, I will never 
know. In wondrous, unfathomable faith, I 
can simply accept what is before me at the 
moment, what I am given—and cherish 
it, truly. 

Silence
Silence is the embrace of God

Silence is the fullness out of which 
creation was spoken

Silence is the staff on which hangs 
Chopin’s Nocturnes

    swaying in the breath of God

Silence is the net that catches us 
 as we fall

Silence is the hands that  
ever-so-gently hold

    our authentic selves

    waiting to be discovered again

Silence is the deep connection  
between friends and lovers,

    strangers and enemies

Silence is the darkness into which  
we fear to go for its untold joy

Silence is the deep rich soil from  
which grows the cherry tree

Silence is the emptiness that  
cradles all

Silence is the invitation to death that 
leads to life

Silence is the embrace of God

— Winston Breeden Charles

Winston is a Shalem board member  
and a staff member for Shalem’s  

Going Deeper: Clergy Spiritual Life and 
Leadership Program.
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By Kathleen Moloney-Tarr,
Graduate of Shalem’s Spiritual Guidance Program

Invitation 
  of Silence
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The stark branches in the gray 
woods welcome me, invite me 
into clearness, peace and an 
abiding, bounding grace. With 

feet tucked into slippers and a shawl 
around my shoulders, I sit next to the 
windows overlooking the winter woods 
in the morning of silence. The hard 
rocking chair barely fits between win-
dows and my bed at the retreat center. I 
gaze out into the monotone of gray, the 
winter woods inhabited by hundreds of 
trunks dotted with black wounds where 
branches fell and the tree healed itself, 
maybe ten years ago, maybe last fall. 
The branches twist and turn, thick at the 
trunk and then thinning to a softer and 
softer gray that finally disappears into the 
forest space. 

It is here in these woods that I feel sad-
ness, a loss, the awareness of green life 
passing, season after season, and yet 
there is comfort, too. I can see so much 
further than in verdant summer or 
Easter-colored spring. It is in the winter 
that my eye follows the tree trunks and 
branches, tracing their silhouettes against 
blue sky. White clouds and slivers of blue 
pass between the high notches as trees 
reach to the light. Patches of lichen on 

the hardy trunks remind me that growing 
happens even right now. Even in the gray 
brown woods.

Walking outside now, I am under the 
trees I saw first from the window. They 
called to me, “Come out, come out. 
Listen to our silence beyond your quiet 
room. Join us in being, stirring, moving 
to the spirit and the breeze.” A gray stone 
path winds through the woods. The win-
ter woods open me beyond this moment, 
beyond loss and worry. 

My soul awakens to what is and to what 
is to come. Now the gray trees and 
brown leaves—soon the spring of red-
tipped buds, early green leaf, soaring bird 
songs and rustling by brown thrasher 
and chipmunk. Here is where You are. 
Here in the winter woods, mourning and 
celebrating, remembering past and open-
ing to future. Here in the new of life, the 
new of winter into spring, the new of this 
one life, this one day, this one moment. 
This One.

“Contemplative awareness provides 

a door through which the Spirit 

can take us deeper, freer, and 

truer, a door through which we can 

walk beyond any confining room 

that smothers the Spirit’s call to 

abundant life.” 

 — Tilden Edwards

“... Nature taught me about being 

who I am in this world, just as it is 

in this present moment,  

just as it is.” 

 — Gerald May

“Listening to our hearts brings us 

to the core of our being, where we 

are most authentically ourselves.  In 

that place, we can hear God’s prayer 

within us.” 

 — Rose Mary Dougherty



20

Annual Fund Donors
We are deeply grateful for those individuals who gave to Shalem’s Annual Fund from July 1, 2014 to June 30, 2015. Any gifts 
received after June 30 will be listed in next year’s annual report.

Eleanor & Robert Abarno
Skip Adams
Thomas H. Adams
Ridgeway Addison
Marty Aden
N. Franklin Adkinson, Jr.
Michael Ahern
Anthony Ahrens
Art Alexander
Jean M. Alexander
Susie Allen
Michael Allwein
Patricia Alt
Nicholas Amato
Kathy Anderson
Marlene Anderson
Norman Anderson
Anonymous
Arlington Forest U Meth 

Church
Aronson LLC
Shari L. Ayers
Sue Baczynski
Lisbeth Bagnold
Paul M. Bailey
Sarah Bailey
Gladys Baker
Stephan Baker
Jeannette & Stanley Bakke

Lisa Bakke
CeCe & Gerry Balboni
Sidat Balgobin
Peter & Marjory Bankson
Patricia Barber
Bill & Linda Barnard
Ann Barry
Duffie Bart
Margaret Bartel
Bernice Bassing
Gervaise Bastian
Judith Baum
Edward W. Bauman
Allison & John Beasley
Susan Beaumont
Nancy Bechard
John Becker
Diane Bell
Larry Bell
Susan Bell
Margaret J. Benefiel
Bernie Benson
Lisa Benson
Hillary R. Bercovici
Bryan Berghoef
Kirk & Debbie Betts
Victoria Beynon
Len & Judy Bjorkman
Phyllis Blaney

John Blinn
William D. Bone
Kathryn Booth & Joan Jordan 

Grant
Robert & Tamala Bos
Judith & Douglas Bowers
Todd Bowman
Reina Brekke
David M. Bridges
Linda McKinnish Bridges
Anne F. Briggs
Julie Brigham
Janet Briscoe & Page Shelton
Betty Brody
Lerita Coleman Brown
Robert Brown
Tina Brown-Eckart
Natalie J. Brunson
Lisa D. Bryan
Laura Bryant
Linda Bryant
Michael & Judith Bucci
Crissie Buckwalter
Brenda Buckwell
Margaret Bullitt-Jonas & 

Robert Jonas
Mary Catherine Bunting
Lillian Burke
Janet Burkhart

Jamie Burnett
Angelique Marie Butler
Lalor Cadley
Elizabeth Caemmerer
Rob & Marta Cahill
Holly Cameron
Donald K. Campbell
Ella Campbell
Kathryn J. Campbell
Robert Campbell
Camille & Douglas Cappiello
Nancy Carlson
Cynthia Carlton
Mary Lou Judd Carpenter
Merrill Ware & Tim Carrington
Nancy Corson Carter
Susan Castellan
Emily Castner
Marjorie Centofanti
Cynthia Chappell
Marilyn L. Charles & Reuben 

Simmons
Winston B. Charles
Lydia Cherry
Cynthia Chertos
Carey Chirico
Kiok Cho
Christ Church Parish of 

Georgetown

John Cipparone
Circle of Mercy
Suzanne Clark
Bill Clarke
John Clarke
Judith Clister
Mary C. Coelho
Milo & Wendy Coerper
Amy & James Cole
Robert A. Colman
Mary Jo Colucci
Cathy Combs
Alicia Conklin-Wood
Convocation of Episcopal 

Churches in Europe
Emily Cooke
Nathaniel Corwin
Melanie Starr Costello
Catherine Cox
Carolyn M. Craft
Sally Craig
Marshall P. Craver
Clare C. Crawford-Mason
Carey Creed
Michael & Ellen Cronin
Gaynell Cronin
David Crosby
Anne Crosthwait
Carole Crumley

Mary Lewis Crummer
Pegeen & Frank Culley
Mary Anne Cummins
Joan A. Curley
Lisa Curtis
Sue E. Czarnetzky
Patricia D’Auria
Roberta Daniel
John H. Danner & Linda 

Bradbury-Danner
Anita Davidson
Elizabeth Davidson
Kathleen Davie
Karla Davis
Kristin Davis
Karen Day
Maru Ladron De Guevara
Ann Dean
Patricia deBeer
Alida DeCoster & Perry Beider
Jamie Deering
Nancy & Mark Delach
Kendrea E. DeLauter
Mara Delli Priscoli
Anne Marie DeMent
John Denham
Elaine M. Dent
Marilyn Crotty Derian
Edith DiBartolo



21A W A K E N I N G  T O  T H E  H O LY  -  J U LY  1 ,  2 0 1 4  T O  J U N E  3 0 ,  2 0 1 5  A N N U A L  R E P O R T

Lilyan Dickerson
Rosemary Dickerson
William C. Dietrich
Martha Dillard
Susan Dillon
James Dincalci
Dan Dobbins
James & Marilyn Dodge
Cynthia & Bob Donnell
James & Sarah Donnelly
Marjorie Donnelly
Stephen V. Doughty
David Douglas
Valerie Downing
Dolores Downs
Mary Carol Dragoo
Jinnie Draper
Anne-Marie Drew
Robert Duggan
Roderick Dugliss
Raymond E. & Naomi C. 

Dungan Foundation
Jacqueline Dunlavey
Betty J. Dunlop
Patricia Durkin
Carol O. Eckerman
John Edell
Tilden & Mary Edwards
Susan Eenigenburg
Adrienne Ehle
Cathy Eilers
Albert & Moira Eisele
Ruth Elder
Nancy L. Elder-Wilfrid
Elizabeth English
Jo Ann English
William Espinosa
Maria Estefania
Kay Estepp
Susan Etherton
Jacqueline F. Eustace
Alan W. Evans
Jeanne B. & John D. Evans
Margot Eyring
Diane Fadely
Judith L. Favor
Norman S. Fedderly
Patrice Ficken
John Finney
Sarah Kate Fishback
Mary Louise Fisher
John F. Flindall
Mary Beth Flournoy
Karen L. Foley
Gordon M. Forbes
Dena Forster
Lois B. Fortson
Clarence B. Fox
Kate Fox

Mary Elizabeth Fox
Linda S. Frank
Sharon Friedman
Anne K. Fries
Doris Froelich
Joan Fronc
Susan Gaeta
Francine M. Gagnon
Mary Jo Gallagher
Samuel R. Gammon
Barbara Gargiulo
Katy Gaughan
Susan Gaumer
Nancy Gavin
Judith Gavlinski
Patricia Geadelmann
Sue Gibbons
Catherine Gibson
Phoebe Gilchrist
Mary Ellen Gilroy
Rose Glorioso & Donna Senft
Larry D. Glover-Wetherington
Larry Golemon
Susan Gonzalez
Charlene Good
Velma Goodreau
Mark Goodwin
Maureen E. Grady, OSU
Cynthia & Walter R. Graham
Tom Graham
Grace Grant
Dana K. Greene
David J. Greer
Anne Grizzle
Kent Groff
Peggy Grossman
William Haardt
Jacques & Susan Hadler
Jane Milliken Hague
Jim Hall & Cheryl Hellner
Krista Hall
Jackie Halstead
Al Halverstadt & Susan Weeks
Linda Hammond
Terry P. Hannon
Daniel Harris
Dorothy Harris
Julie Harris
Lelan Harris
Nancy E. Harrison
Mary Lou Hartman
Toni Hartman
Joan E. Hatcher
Nadine Hathaway
Linda Wofford Hawkins
John M. Hayes
Mary Tom Hefte
Lorene Hegner
Katharine Heidelbach

Carrie & Gil Heiman
Barton & Shirley Hellmuth
Suella Henn
James T. Hicks
Stuart Craig Higginbotham
Ann & John Hisle
Richard B. Hite
Ted & Debbie Hittle
Barbara K. Hoffman
Trish Hogan
John Holden & Mary 

Beaudoin
Nancy L. Hoover
Bob & Patricia Horn
Jeff & Ethel Hornbeck
Donald & Patricia Horrigan
Shannon & Ted Howard
Joetta Huelsmann
Tamera Humbert
Deborah Hunley
Patrick Hunnicutt
Barbara Hynes
Alice C. Immler
Carol Ingells
Carolyn Tanner Irish
Tom Jack
Kathy & Greer Jackson
David Jamieson
Deborah Jarvis
Cathy Jay
Maureen Jenkins
Robert & Audrey Jewett
Carolyn A. Johnson
Karen B. Johnson
Judith Johnston
Nancy A. Johnston
Jan Jones
Mimi Jones
Sarah J. Jones
Katherine H. Jordan
Michael & Barbara Jupin
William Kachadorian
Barbara Kane
Linda M. Kapurch
Rebecca Karras
Mansfield & Dianne Kaseman
Bernice K. Kaufman
Albert J. Keeney
Georgia Joan Keep
Barbara Kelly
Sandra Kendall
Marjorie & Edward Kessel
Charles E. Kiblinger
Hong-il Kim
Suzi Kindervatter
Rachel & John King
Sevilla King
Elizabeth H. Kingsman
Shepard Kirkham

Brenda Kiser
Daniel A. Klement
JoAnn M. Klink
Linda Pierce Knutson
Verleah Brown Kosloske
Jane Koten
Maureen Kramlinger
Jan Krause
Donald & Rebecca 

Kretschmann
Ann Kulp Estate
Jean Landes
Scott Landis
Darlene Lane
Lisa Lang
Walter Lange
Helma Lanyi
Kay Larrieu
Ann Laurent
Liz Laverack
Harold Beebout & Mary 

Frances le Mat
Carol Leach
Dolores Leckey
Mark Leep
Dirkje Legerstee
Michael Leiter & Cynthia 

Mason
Jean Lengacher
Pamela Leslie
Michael Lewallen
Theresa Lewallen
Marianne & Dean Lewis
Richard Lewis
F. Thomas & Cheryl Lichner
Lester & Mary Beth Lind

Lois Lindbloom
Elsa Littman
Clark Lobenstine
Terry Lockridge
Nancy & Steve Loiaconi
James M. Long
Linda Longmire
Catherine R. Loveland
Lucy Jewett Lowenthal
Barbara R. Lowrey
Susan D. Lowrey
Warren Obluck & Carol 

Ludwig
Marjorie Ann Lueck
Bruce & Alessandra de Bosis 

Lugn
Louise & Michael Lusignan
Sarah Lutterodt
Robert & Emma Lyles
Patricia Lynch
Jane E. Lytle-Vieira
Richard Macheski & Mary 

McGillicuddy
Sandra R. Mackie
Gabriel Makhlouf
John L. Manley
Elizabeth Marcus
Nicolas & Mari Carmen 

Mariscal
R. Ben Marshall
Anne Martin
Cheryl Martin
Eva Martin
Herbert J. Martin
Julio Martinez
Joe & Cris Matney

Monica J. Maxon
Joan Maxwell
Shirin McArthur
Margaret McBride
Lisa McCauley
George D. McClain
Steven L. McClain
Kayla McClurg
Katherine R. McFaul
Arden McKenzie
Leanne McPherson
Sally & Bill Meadows
Stewart Mehlman
Barbara Dolan Meinert
Lydia Mercado
Richard Metzger
Carolyn Metzler
Gail Meyer
Maria Teresa Meyer
Darlene Meyers
Charlie Micallef
Joan Michie
Deborah Miller
Leslie Miller
Louise E. Miller
Mary Lou Miller
Paul D. Millin
Bobbie Miner
Mary Ann Miya
Connie Mohn
Kathleen Moloney-Tarr
Judith Molseed
Tiffany A. Montavon
W. Taylor Moore
Edward Morawetz
Bill & Grace Moremen



22

Mary Catherine Morrissey
Pat Mousaw
Monica Mueller-Roemer
Susan O. Murphy
Joseph & Alice Murray
Kathy Muscari
Darlene B. Muschett
Becky Neal
Nancy Nikiforow & Brent 

DeVore
Weldon D. Nisly
K. Sheila Noyes 
John & Karin Nurnberger
Mary Louise & Anderson 

O’Day
James & Veronica O’Donnell
Sue O’Neal
Christopher O’Rourke
Caroline Oakes
Grace Ogden
Erin A. Oliver
Marion Olsen
Lisbeth R. Olton
Clare Openshaw
Barbara & David Osborne
Alyce Ostrow
Kendra Ott
Mary Overholt
Joseph Pae
Sherrill Pantle
Diane & Ron Paras

Beth Parfitt
Anita Parish
Betty Payne
Dawn Peck
Carlos Pena
Myrtle Perkins
Nan Perkins
Mary & Jim Perschy
Alice J. Petersen
Cindy & Stephen Peterson 

Wlosinski
Gene Pistacchio, OFM
Richard Plant
Edward & Marjorie Poling
Harry Poling
Jim & Nancy Poling
Kathryn & Kyle Powderly
Catherine & Robert Powell
Jean Preslan
Judy Proctor
Regina Proctor
Mary B. Pulick
Susan Pullin
Barbara Purinton
Paul & Judith Purta
Ann Quinn & David Cooling
Mari Quint
Theodora Radcliffe
Joy Rains
Leah & David Rampy
Mimi Raper

Ellen E. Ratmeyer
Lisa Reardon
Sharon Reed
Mary Ann F. Rehnke
Sharon & David Rensberger
Velma Rice
Bernard Richardson
Lisa B. Richey
Kay Richter
Patricia Richter
Lois Nell Richwine
Tessi Muskrat Rickabaugh
James Rickards
Katherine Riggins
Kitty Riordan
Angelina Rispoli
Jane May Ritchie
Patience Robbins
Becky Robinson
Suzanne & Davis Robinson
Mary Roden
Cindy Rogers
Jean & David Rogers
Peggy R. Rogers
Jane Rohrbach
Erika Roof
Adela N. Rose
Mary Jane Ross
Allen & Cindy Roth
Meghan Roth
Douglas Ruby

Peg Ruetten
Mari Russell
Tom Ryan
Lynne Rychlec
Susan Samuels
Frank Sasinowski
Kathleen & William Savo
Meridith Schiffsky
Erika Schleifman
June M. Schulte
Fred & Lynn Schumacher
Deborah Scott
Inez E. Scott
Lyta G. Seddig
Jeanne Segal
Sandra F. Selby
Guy & Dana Semmes
Luette G. Semmes
Connie Seraphine
Jill N. Shaffer
Sarah Stowell Shapley
Jane Sharp
Mary & Jim Shepardson
Philippa C. Shepherd
Carroll Anne Sheppard
Mary Kathleen Sherer
Selinda Sheridan
Martha Sherman
Jayne Shontell
Harlan Frank Showers
Sharon Shutler

Mary Agnes Silberstein
Mark Siler
Carolyn Silver
Mary Slattery
Marianne Smyth
Jacqueline & Phillip Solem
Carol & Bob Spangler
Dale & Sun Spriggs
Sun Spriggs
Carol & Mid Squier
Jo Ann Staebler
Wanda J. Stahl
David Stang
G. Stanley Steele
Trish Stefanik
Eugene Steuerle
Carolyn Stevens 
Mary Stevenson
Charles N. Stewart
Daniel J. Stewart
Melissa & Roland Stock
Joan & Peter Stogis
Marie Stoltzfus
John & Ruth Stone
Phil & Anne Stone
Nancy Strickland
Kate Stulce
Gertrude Summers
Nancy Sutton
Jean H. Sweeney
Jane Sweet
Bill Sykes
Beth Taneyhill
Kay Tarazi
Marianne M. Taylor
Ruth Taylor
Therese A. Taylor-Stinson
Jay M. Terbush
Frances Thayer
Martha Thomae
Susan Burns Thon
Lynn Thonnard
Jan Timm
Elizabeth Tippett
Carla Sams Toenniessen
Frank & Linda Toia
Gordon L. Toombs
Brigitta S. Toruno
Linda Trageser
Joe Trester
Barbara B. Troxell
Susan Power Trucksess
Elizabeth Truesdale
The Trust for the Meditation 

Process
Margaret Tucker & David 

Schlafer
Tracy Tucker
Elizabeth Tuckermanty
Kit Turen
Roger Turner
Clair Ullmann
Jack & Claudia Upper
Phyllis Van Lare
Barbara Vellmerk-Halpern
Andrea Vidrine
Betty Voigt
Michelle Wade
Nancy Wagner
Kit Wallingford
Judy Walsh-Mellett
Cynthia Byers Walter
Elizabeth & Bill Ward
Randy Ward
Linda Warehime
Peggy & Richard Watson
Nancy Weir
George Welch
Nicolette Wellington
Sue F. & Rand N. Wentworth
Sandra Wesley
Patricia Westall
Susie White
Gladys Whitehouse
Sandy Whitney
Ellen Willenbecher
Larry Williams
David & Barbara Willis
Jonathan S. Willis
Paul Willrodt
Sandra H. Wilson
Therese Wilson
Jane Winfrey
Margaret Wise & Thomas 

Joyce
Jean Woessner
Linda G. Wolf
Women of St. Peter’s 

Episcopal Church
Christine E. Wood
Richard Wood
Ruth Woodend
Jean Woods
Marilyn & Alan Youel
Katherine Young
Martin T. Young
Diane Younkins

We wish to acknowledge every Shalem donor. If we have let you off this list, we sincerely apologize and ask that you let us know.
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Tribute Gifts FY14-15
GIVEN BY IN HONOR OF

Eleanor & Robert Abarno . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Rose Mary Dougherty
Jean M. Alexander . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Margaret Benefiel
Sarah Bailey . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Donald Krickbaum
Kathryn Booth & Joan Jordan Grant  . . . . . . . .Rose Mary Dougherty
Tina Brown-Eckart  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Rose Mary Dougherty
Camille & Douglas Cappiello  . . . . . . . . . . . . .Shalem’s Spiritual Guidance Program
Merrill Ware & Tim Carrington  . . . . . . . . . . . .Liz Ward
Cynthia Chappell  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Thursday AM group
Winston B. Charles . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Tilden Edwards
Clare C. Crawford-Mason . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Thursday AM group
Ellen Cronin . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Thursday AM group
Lisa Curtis . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Margot Eyring
Maru Ladron De Guevara . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Tilden Edwards & Rose Mary Dougherty
John Denham  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Pete Nelson
Rosemary Dickerson . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Thursday AM group
Jacqueline Dunlavey . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Thursday AM group
Betty J. Dunlop  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Louise Miller
Ruth Elder . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Louise Miller
Kay Estepp . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Leah Rampy, Liz Ward & Monica Maxon
Karen L. Foley . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Rose Mary Dougherty
Dena Forster . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Phylly Shepherd & the Thursday AM group
Anne K. Fries . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Judi Krumme
Patricia Geadelmann . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Martha Campbell
Larry Golemon . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Trish Stefanik
Dana K Greene  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Paul Purta
David J. Greer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Tilden Edwards
Terry P. Hannon . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Marlene Maier
Ann & John Hisle . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Thursday AM group
John Holden & Mary Beaudoin . . . . . . . . . . . .Patience Robbins
Carol Ingells  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Rose Mary Dougherty
Kathy & Greer Jackson . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Phil & Anne Stone
Maureen Jenkins . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Carole Crumley
Linda M. Kapurch . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Wesley Theological Seminary
Georgia Joan Keep . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Jean Preslan
Maureen Kramlinger . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Liz Ward
Lisa Lang  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Wednesday noon prayer calls
Clark Lobenstine  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Carole Crumley
Nancy & Steve Loiaconi  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Beth Barkhau
Sandra R. Mackie . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Marlene Maier
Sally & Bill Meadows . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Carole Crumley
Barbara Dolan Meinert  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Robert L. Dolan, S.J.
Tiffany A. Montavon . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Susan Etherton & Jean Williams Noon
Sue O’Neal . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Betty Rademacher on her 80th birthday
Barbara & David Osborne  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Rose Mary Dougherty
Alyce Ostrow . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Thursday AM group
Nan Perkins  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Edna & Doug Noiles
Mary & Jim Perschy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Patience Robbins
Mari Quint  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Louise E. Miller
Leah & David Rampy  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Shalem Society
Ellen E. Ratmeyer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Tilden Edwards
Cindy Rogers . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Donald Krickbaum

GIVEN BY IN HONOR OF

Lyta G. Seddig . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Rose Mary Dougherty
Sarah Stowell Shapley  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Carole Crumley
Shalem Staff . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Brent DeVore & Nancy Nikiforow
Philippa C. Shepherd. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Thursday AM group
Harlan Frank Showers . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Hatchers, Darlene Little, Marty Karchner
Mary Slattery  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Thursday AM group
Eugene Steuerle . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Bill Dietrich & Joan Hickey
John & Ruth Stone . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Phil & Anne Stone
Linda Trageser . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dena Forster, Ellen Cronin & the  

Thursday AM group
Susan Power Trucksess . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Edna Noiles
Margaret Tucker & David Schlafer . . . . . . . . . .Monica Maxon
Tracy Tucker  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .YALLI
Elizabeth Tuckermanty  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Shalem staff & faculty
Barbara Vellmerk-Halpern  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Thursday AM group
Cynthia Byers Walter  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Sr. Mary Clark
Elizabeth & Bill Ward . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .The Spiritual Guidance Program staff
Sandra Wesley. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Tilden Edwards
Therese Wilson  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Barbara Meinert
Women of St. Peter’s Episcopal Church  . . . . . .Jayne Shontell’s retreat leadership
Richard Wood  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Nan Weir

GIVEN BY IN MEMORY OF

Michael Ahern . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Nora M. Ahern & MIchael J. AHer
Shari L. Ayers  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Jerry May
Stephan Baker . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Marion Balsavich O.S.B.
Judith & Douglas Bowers . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Clark Hand
David M. Bridges . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Gerald May
Crissie Buckwalter  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Larry Hastings & Vickie Garrison
Nancy Corson Carter . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Her parents
John Clarke . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Paul Molanphy
Mary Jo Colucci . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Judge Ernest & Josephine Colucci
Emily Cooke  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Marie Donovan
Maru Ladron De Guevara . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Jerry May & Shaun McCarty
Jacqueline Dunlavey . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Angela E. Hegner
Dana K. Greene . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Lin & Bert Ludy
Suella Henn  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Alice Carter Weiland
Bob & Patricia Horn . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Cherry Partington
Albert .J Keeney . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Linda Keeney
Gabriel Makhlouf . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Avril Makhlouf
Herbert J. Martin . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Jerry May
Joe & Cris Matney . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Lin & Bert Ludy
Pat Mousaw . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .David Mousaw
Sue O’Neal . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Chet O’Neal
Erin A. Oliver . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Gerald May
Catherine & Robert Powell . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Jerry May
Jane May Ritchie . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Mary Shaw May
Mari Russell  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Her mother, Sophie
June M. Schulte . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Jerry May
George Welch  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Sr. Teresa Dush 
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Ann Z. Kulp Memorial Gifts
Gladys Baker
Allison & John Beasley
Len & Judy Bjorkman
Betty Brody

Cynthia Carlton
Elizabeth Davidson
Tilden & Mary Edwards
Barbara Gargiulo

Katharine Heidelbach
Robert & Audrey Jewett
Marjorie & Edward Kessel
Verleah Brown Kosloske

Jane Koten
Darlene Lane
Deborah Miller
Louise E. Miller

Judith Molseed
Clare Openshaw
Leah & David Rampy
Erika Roof

Meghan Roth
Kit Turen
Linda Warehime
David & Barbara Willis

Leah Rampy Tribute Gifts
Eleanor & Robert Abarno
Thomas H. Adams
N. Franklin Adkinson, Jr.
CeCe & Gerry Balboni
Ann Barry
Margaret J. Benefiel

Angelique Marie Butler
Winston B. Charles
Milo & Wendy Coerper
Alicia Conklin-Wood
Carolyn M. Craft
Carole Crumley

Jamie Deering
Roderick Dugliss
Tilden & Mary Edwards
Susan Etherton
Doris Froelich
Jane Milliken Hague

Joan E. Hatcher
Maureen Jenkins
Suzi Kindervatter
Verleah Brown Kosloske
Scott Landis
Marianne & Dean Lewis

Lois Lindbloom
Monica J. Maxon
Dawn Peck
Susan Pullin
Jane Sharp
Jayne Shontell

Jo Ann Staebler
Jean H. Sweeney
Therese A. Taylor-Stinson
Frank & Linda Toia
Elizabeth & Bill Ward
Nancy Weir

Cuban Ministry Gifts
Circle of Mercy
Sue & John Clark

Dana Greene
Don & Becky Kretschmann

Helma Lanyi
Marianne & Dean Lewis

Lydia Mercado
Monica Mueller-Roemer

Mark Siler
Susan Thon & Peter Magrath

Richard & Peggy Watson

Scholarship Gifts
Chrissie Buckwalter
Robert Campbell
Cynthia Carlton

Nancy Corson Carter
Co nvocation of Episcopal 

Churches in Europe

Sue Czarnetzky
Elizabeth Davidson
Suella Henn

Judith Johnston
Carol Leach
Lois Lindbloom

Carlos Pena
Clare Openshaw
Clair Ullmann

Elizabeth & Bill Ward
Linda Warehime

Ed Poling Run Gifts
Kathy Anderson
Anonymous
CeCe & Gerry Balboni
Patricia Barber
Todd Bowman
Judith Clister
Anne Crostwait

Carole Crumley
Mary Crummer
Karla Davis
Jamie Deering
Jackie Dunlavey
Betty Dunlop
Susan Etherton

Lois Fortson
Charlene Good
Mark Goodwin
Rebecca Karras
Mi chael Leiter &  

Cynthia Mason
Clark Lobenstine

Robert Lyles
Monica J. Maxon
Louise E. Miller
Ed Poling
Harry Poling
Jim & Nancy Poling
Kathryn & Kyle Powderly

Leah & David Rampy
Allen & Cindy Roth
Douglas Ruby
Fred & Lynn Schumacher
G. Stanley Steele
Linda & Frank Toia
Elizabeth Tuckermanty

Roger Turner
Elizabeth & Bill Ward
Randy Ward
Nan Weir
Jane Winfrey
Diane Younkins

Gerald May Memorial Fund Donors
Raymond E. & Naomi C. Dungan Foundation

Grants
The Trust for the Meditation Process
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Shalem Long-Time Donors
The following individuals have helped sustain Shalem’s ministry by 
giving for 10 years or more. We list them here with deep gratitude for 
their faithful support.

30 YEARS  
AND MORE 
Eleanor & Bob Abarno
Sue Baczynski
Jeannette & Stanley Bakke
Bill & Linda Barnard
Edward Bauman 
Susan Bell
Margaret Benefiel
Merrill & Tim Carrington
Mary Coelho
Milo & Wendy Coerper
Carole Crumley
Mary Crummer
Mara Delli Priscoli
John Denham
Marilyn Derian
Martha Dillard
Susan Dillon
Robert Duggan
Tilden Edwards
Norman Fedderly
Anne Fries
Samuel Gammon
Dana Greene
David Greer
Michael & Barbara Jupin
Louise & Michael Lusignan
Monica Maxon
Maria Teresa Meyer
Louise Miller
Bill & Grace Moremen
Mary Louise O’Day
Barbara & David Osborne
Paul & Judith Purta
Joan Stogis
Margaret Tucker
Sandra Wilson
Christine Wood

25-29 YEARS
Paul Bailey
William Bone
O. Robert Brown
Margaret Bullitt-Jonas & 

Robert Jonas
Angie Butler

Donald Campbell
Mary Lou Judd Carpenter
Ellen & Michael Cronin
Joan Curley
Kendrea DeLauter
Roderick Dugliss
Adrienne Ehle
J. Seymour Flinn
Doris Froelich
Catherine Gibson
Kent Ira Groff
Mary Tom Hefte
Alice Immler
David Jamieson
Carolyn Johnson
Katherine Jordan
Linda Kapurch
Charles Kiblinger
Daniel Klement
Ann Kulp
Eva Martin
W.Taylor Moore
Clare Openshaw
Jean Preslan
Patience Robbins
Jean & David Rogers
Philippa Shepherd
Maggie Silberstein
Jean Sweeney
Marianne Taylor
Barbara Troxell
Phyllis van Lare
Elizabeth & Bill Ward
Martin Young

20-24 YEARS
Tom Adams
N. Franklin Adkinson, Jr.
Anonymous
Hillary Bercovici
Anne Briggs
Tina Brown-Eckert
Michael Bucci
Kathryn Campbell
Marilyn Charles & Reuben 

Simmons
Robert Colman

Mary Jo Colucci
Rosemary Dickerson
Judith Favor
Kent Ira Groff
Debbie & Ted Hittle
Carol Ingells
Maureen Jenkins
Jan Jones
Mimi Jones
Verleah Brown Kosloske
J. Paul Lennon
Jane Lytle-Vieira
Patricia Lynch
Herbert Martin
Steven McClain
Paul Millin
Mary Ann Miya
K. Sheila Noyes
Diane Paras
Catherine Powell
Mary Ann Rehnke
Lois Nell Richwine
Kitty Riordan
Adela Rose
Carroll Anne Sheppard
Selinda Sheridan
Carol & Bob Spangler
Carol & Mid Squier
Carolyn Stevens
Nancy Strickland

15-19 YEARS
Anthony Ahrens
Anonymous (2)
CeCe & Gerry Balboni
Ann Barry
Robert & Tamala Bos
Cynthia Chappell
John Danner
Ann Dean
Alida De Coster
Sue Czarnetzky
Betty Dunlop
Cathy Eilers
Nancy Elder-Wilfred
Jeanne & John Evans
Karen L. Foley

Gordon Forbes
Sharon Friedman
Francine Gagnon
Velma Goodreau
Mark Goodwin
Maureen Grady, OSU
Peggy Grossman
Al Halverstadt & Susan Weeks
Barton Hellmuth
Manfield & Dianne Kaseman
JoAnn Klink
Carol Leach
Mary Frances Le Mat & 

Harold Beebout
Marianne & Dean Lewis
Lois Lindbloom
Elsa Littman
Clark Lobenstine
Catherine Loveland
Barbara Lowrey
Sandra Mackie
Joan Maxwell
Leanne McPherson
Leslie Miller
Joseph & Alice Murray
Alyce Ostrow
Cindy & Stephen Peterson 

Wlosinski
Gene Pistacchio, OFM
Ed & Marjorie Poling
Mary B. Pulick
Cindy Rogers
Lyta Seddig
June Schulte
Inez E. Scott
Guy & Dana Semmes
Luette G. Semmes

Sharon Shutler
Marie Stoltzfus
Gertrude Summers
Kit Wallingford
Nancy Weir
Susie White
Jonathan Willis
Jean Woods

10-14 YEARS
Bernice Bassing
Mary Catherine Bunting
Kathryn Booth & Joan Jordan
Elizabeth Caemmerer
Ella Campbell
Susan Castellan
Emily Castner
Cynthia Chertos
Christ Church Georgetown
Alicia Conklin-Wood
Gaynell Cronin
Elaine Dent
Raymond E. & Naomi C. 

Dungan Foundation
Carol O. Eckerman
Lois Fortson
Sue Gibbons
Cynthia & Walter Graham
Jane Milliken Hague
Daniel Harris
Lorene Hegner
Patricia Ann Hogan
John Holden & Mary 

Beaudoin
Nancy Johnston
Sarah J. Jones

William Kachadorian
Barbara Kane
Georgia Joan Keep
Elizabeth Kingsman
Jane Koonce
James Long
Marjorie Ann Lueck
Nicolas & MariCarmen 

Mariscal
Sally & Bill Meadows
Stewart Mehlman
Gail Meyer
Charlie Micallef
Patricia Mousaw
Betty Payne
Nan Perkins
Ann Quinn
Mari Quint
Leah & David Rampy 
Ellen Ratmeyer
Lisa Richey
Patricia Richter
Sandra F. Selby
Martha Sherman
Jacqueline Solem
Jo Ann Staebler
Eugene Steuerle
Charles Stewart
Phil & Anne Stone
Therese Taylor-Stinson
Linda & Frank Toia
Elizabeth Tuckermanty
Cynthia Byers Walter
Larry Williams
Marilyn & Alan Youel

 

If you are not on this list of names and feel you should be, please let us know.
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Widening the Doors of Shalem
N. Franklin Adkinson, Jr.

I remember vividly my first trip to Washington to attend a 
Shalem program led by Jerry May, one of whose books I had 
recently read with trepidation. I was consumed by the affairs 
of the “first half of life,” such as achieving a sense of self-

worth, recognition by others, assuring security for myself and my 
family, and planning my legacy for my personal and professional 
world. Much has changed in the ensuing 25 years, leaving me in 
a very different place today, with newfound gifts of identity and 
“enoughness” to live in relative peace. Shalem and its visionar-
ies have walked with me here in so many ways, opening me up 
to Spirit, and inviting me into a community like no other I have 
ever witnessed.  

When I contemplate how my life can begin to make a difference 
for those who come after me, I immediately think of widening the 
doors of a future Shalem to those struggling to lead our evolving 
world toward greater harmony and compassion. That, of course, 
includes all of us who have found a contemplative presence in 
the world. 

So with a glad heart, and in addition to my Annual Fund giving, 
I have planned for my legacy to include a major gift—not to in-
sure Shalem’s survival, which the Spirit will assure—but to fund 
continuing access to Shalem’s offerings for those who hunger 

for them but lack sufficient resources. My hope is to “widen the 
doors” for the underserved, and my prayer is that the blessings 
of Shalem’s contemplative leadership will continue to grow and 
evolve, changing other lives as mine has been changed. 

Shalem’s Shekinah Society
The Shekinah Society is for those individuals who have let us 
know that Shalem is in their wills. We are truly grateful for their 
special support and all that it means for Shalem’s future.

• N. Franklin Adkinson, Jr. • Ann Barry • Margaret Bullitt-Jonas  
• Merrill Ware Carrington • Jean Crawford • John Denham  
• Rosemary Dickerson • Susan Dillon • Tilden Edwards  

• Alan Evans • Judith Favor • Doris Froelich • Linda M. Kapurch  
• Joann Klink • Kirby Lewis • Sandra Mackie • Monica Maxon  
• Brooke Morrigan • K. Sheila Noyes • Linda Allport Neumaier  
• Mary-Louise O’Day • Clare Openshaw • Laurence Pagnoni  
• Don & Alixe Park • Paul Purta • Leah Rampy • Lisa Richey  
• Lyta Seddig • Betty Stoddard • Joan Stogis • Jan Thurston  
• Linda Toia • Nan Weir • Emily Wilmer • Sandra Hay Wilson 

Making A Bequest to Shalem
When making your estate plans, we hope you will consider a 
gift to Shalem. Over the last several years, we have been richly 
blessed by those who have remembered Shalem in their wills. 
Not only have these gifts greatly assisted Shalem’s mission and 
ministry, they are a very special way for the donor’s care to extend 

into the future. 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! 



27A W A K E N I N G  T O  T H E  H O LY  -  J U LY  1 ,  2 0 1 4  T O  J U N E  3 0 ,  2 0 1 5  A N N U A L  R E P O R T

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 state-
ments prepared in accordance with generally accepted accounting principles. The complete financial statements, including 
statements of cash flows, footnote disclosures and the report of our independent accountants, Aronson LLC, are available for 
review upon request.  

Condensed Statement of Financial Position
as of June 30, 2015 and 2014

ASSETS 2015 2014

CURRENT ASSETS $ 323,856  $ 288,921
INVESTMENTS 614,310  755,080
FIXED ASSETS  8,091  35,786 
OTHER ASSETS 13,835  13,835
TOTAL ASSETS 960,092 1,093,622

LIABILITIES AND NET ASSETS  

CURRENT LIABILITIES  44,895  146,094
NET ASSETS
  Unrestricted   810,059  797,491
  Temporarily restricted 105,138  150,037
          TOTAL NET ASSETS 915,197  947,528

T OTAL LIABILITIES &  
NET ASSETS $ 960,092 $ 1,093,622

Condensed Statement of Activities
for Years Ended June 30, 2015 and 2014

REVENUE AND SUPPORT 2015 2014

Programs, contractual work
    and publications $ 592,529  $ 629,293
Contributions 447,377  457,261 
Loss on Disposal (25,300) _
Investment income (losses) 31,618  95,778 
TOTAL REVENUE 
AND SUPPORT 1,046,224 1,182,332

EXPENSES   

P rograms, including allocated 
staff compensation 766,967  918,914

A dministration: 
Staff compensation & benefits 71,255  59,405

   Rent and other 170,679  145,935
Fundraising expenses 69,654  66,538
TOTAL EXPENSES 1,078,555 1,190,792

Total Increase (Decrease) 
in Net Assets   (32,331)  (8,460)

NET ASSETS, Beginning of Year 947,528  955,988

NET ASSETS, End of Year $ 915,197 $ 947,528
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Volunteers & In-Kind Donations
Each program year, we want to acknowledge those individuals who 
give of their time or donate travel and other expenses to Shalem. 
This year we are especially grateful for:

• Christy and Bryan Berghoef for their beautiful work in creat-
ing a video of “Changeless and Calm.”

• Lisa Richey and June Schulte for their hand-made cards cre-
ated for Shalem.

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

• Frank Toia, June Schulte, Susan Etherton, Ana Rampy and 
Leah Rampy, whose photographs you see in these pages, on 
our web site, in our monthly eNews and many other places, and 
for Christy Berghoef, whose photos often appear with our daily 
Facebook inspirational quotes. 

• Sarah Etherton and Paige McAdams, Shalem’s technology 
interns, who contributed in so many ways and especially for 
Sarah’s help in creating the Shalem thank-you video for FY15.

• Sandra Kerka for her creative work on Shalem’s Contempla-
tive Voices Award program. 

• Shalem’s Board of Directors, who as always donated their 
time and talent in many ways, especially for their assistance at 
the Gerald May Seminar and the Contemplative Voices Award. 

• Shalem’s non-Board Committee members: Leslie Miller and 
Susan Pullin, who gave so much to our committee work over 
the past year.

• Jeremy Klass, Ed Wilson and Stephen Broadhead for their 
legal advice.

• Anne Grizzle, who offered the Bellfry, her beautiful retreat 
center, for group spiritual direction residential programs.

• Members of Shalem’s Development Committee and Com-
munications Committee who are keeping in contact with the 
Spiritual Guidance Program Class of 2016.

• Individuals who made additional in-kind contributions: 
Robert Abarno, Douglas Battenberg, Kevin Bliss, Amy Cole, 
Damien Brouillard, Janet Burkhart, John & Sue Clark, Phil Cover, 
Bill Dietrich, Tilden Edwards, Susan Etherton, Sharon Glass, 
Anne Grizzle, Joan & John Hatcher, Suzanne Henley, Ann Hisle, 
Rhegan Hyypio, Marti Karchner, Suzi Kindervatter, Darlene 
Little, Marjorie Ann Lueck, Kristy Malochee, Paige McAdams, 
Mary Lou Miller, Bruce Pickle, Ana & David Rampy, Patience 
Robbins, Mark Siler, Phillip Stephens, Emily Schwenker, Therese 
Taylor-Stinson, Francie Thayer, Mary Tschudy, Tracy Tucker, Liz 
Tuckermanty, Liz Ward, Matthew Wright

Special Thanks
We thank Frank Sasinowski for his help in bringing James Finley 
to the Gerald May Seminar.
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Shalem Staff 2014-2015
Executive Director
Leah Rampy
Margaret Benefiel (July 1, 2015) 

Senior Program Director 
Carole Crumley  

Program Directors
Ann Dean 
Patience Robbins 
Elizabeth Ward 

Program Administrator
Trish Stefanik

Director of Development  & Communications  
Monica Maxon   

Special Assistant/Program Administrator
Tanya Radford/Katy Gaughan

Director of Finance
Martha Sherman/Laura Caperton  

Director of Online Learning & Technology
Ruth Taylor

Social Media & Online Learning Support 
Bryan Berghoef 

Senior Fellow for Spiritual Guidance 
Rose Mary Dougherty, SSND

Founder & Senior Fellow
Tilden H. Edwards, Jr.

Edited by Monica Maxon
Design: Peña Design, Inc.
Photography: Christy Berghoef, John Clark, Susan Etherton,  
Ana Rampy and Leah Rampy

Board of Directors 2014-2015
Eleanor Abarno
Ridgeway Addison
CeCe Balboni
Winston B. Charles
Carol Eckerman
Susan Etherton
Mark Goodwin
Dana Greene
Albert Keeney

Nancy Nikiforow
Frank Sasinowski
Erika Schleifman
Jane Sharp
Carolyn Silver
Elizabeth Tuckermanty
Clair Ullmann
Ellen Willenbecher

Shalem Adjunct Staff 2014-2015
Ridgeway Addison
Franklin Adkinson
CeCe Balboni
Douglas Battenberg 
Lerita Coleman Brown 
Winston B. Charles 
Kate Coffey
Phil Cover
Marshall Craver 
William Dietrich
Bob Donnell
Mary Edwards
Margot Eyring
Sid Fowler
Katy Gaughan
Anne Grizzle
Jim Hall
Rhegan Hyypio

Al Keeney
Hong-il Kim
Maureen Kramlinger 
Carol Ludwig
Kristy Malochee
Mary Lou Miller
Hayley O’Connor
Diane Paras
Ed Poling
Ann Quinn
Emily Schwenker 
Trish Stefanik
Phillip Stephens
Bill Stone
Jean Sweeney
Linda Toia
Elizabeth Tuckermanty 
Nancy Weir

Office Information
Shalem Institute 
3025 Fourth Street, NE  
Suite 22 
Washington, DC 20017 
301-897-7334 
Fax: 202-595-0336

Office Hours: Monday to 
Friday, 9 am-5 pm 
www.shalem.org 
E-mail: info@shalem.org
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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



31A W A K E N I N G  T O  T H E  H O LY  -  J U LY  1 ,  2 0 1 4  T O  J U N E  3 0 ,  2 0 1 5  A N N U A L  R E P O R T



Shalem Institute
3025 Fourth Street, NE, Suite 22
Washington, DC 20017

www.shalem.org 
info@shalem.org 
301-897-7334

Nurturing the Call: Spiritual Guidance
 For those in the ministry of one-to-one spiritual companioning

Going Deeper: Clergy Spiritual Life and Leadership
  For congregational clergy seeking to nurture their spiritual heart and 

leadership

Transforming Community: Leading Contemplative Prayer Groups  
& Retreats
  For those called to lead groups and retreats in churches and other 

settings

Living in God: Personal Spiritual Deepening
 For those wanting support to live prayerfully and authentically

Young Adult Contemplative Life & Leadership Initiative
  For young adults who seek a deeper spiritual foundation for their lives 

and leadership 

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

Contemplative  
   Life & 
  Leadership

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


