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“We seek to
transmit our
Christian and
Swedenborgian
values through
a new
language
and new

approacﬁes. ”

Alan Thomsen

Chrysalis Center:

Correspondential Living in the Heart of Nature

the Rev. Horand and Elizabeth Gutfeldt. I men-
tioned my upcoming trip to Italy and France and Horand
strongly urged me to contact the Rev. Patrick Duvivier
and arrange for a visit to his retreat center just an hour
north of Nice. The Rev. Susan Tutley-Moore had been
encouraging me to make contact with our French church
for several years. This time, I would be passing through
Nice. So, thus prompted and bereft of excuses, I wrote
Mr. Duvivier and received a gracious invitation to spend
some time at the Chrysalis Center.

Patsick Duvivier was introduced to Swedenborgianism
by the Rev. Claude Bruley, who also ministers in France.
Duvivier graduated from the Swedenborg School of Re-
ligion and was ordained thirteen years ago at our annual

hile checking in to fly home from convention
\' * / last July in Washington, D.C., I had a chat with

convention in Los Angeles. His accepted vision of minis-
try was to found a spiritual center, which he named
Chrysalis, that would develop a non-traditional way of
communicating our theology, and seek to minister using
new approaches. In strongly anti-clerical French culture,
this is much more an issue than in ‘‘God-fearing’’ Amer-
ica, where a large majority of citizens believe in angels, at-
tend church regularly, etc. The French claim of being the
most Catholic but least practicing land on earth contains a
wry germ of truth. Understanding this social reality, Pat-
rick has never veered from his plan and, today, the Swe-
denborgian Chrysalis Center at Ipailla is alive and well!
Patrick proudly informed me that the then-director of the
Swedenborg Foundation was so taken with his Chrysalis
metaphor that he chose it as the name for the Foundation
(Continued on page 35)
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Moving Toward the Light

great deal has been writen about Temenos in The Messenger pages
A over the years that I've been editor, much of it joyously expressed
by people who had received there the spiritual nourishment they
sorely needed, and out of the fullness of their experience, sought to share it
with others.

I have been privileged to attend COMSU meetings at Temenos many
times since I became editor in 1989: in fact it was there that I learned that I
would be the new editor. Sitting at the dinner table in the Farmhouse, in a
glow of delight and anticipation, I was told to begin at once planning the
January issue, as there was no time to waste. I have never attended retreats
ot workshops, but I've walked by the stteam, meditated and sung in the
woods and in the chapel, experienced the fellowship and the special energy
and peace that permeates every corner of that sacred space. I always look for-
ward to being there, but this year it is even more precious to me because
this year I discovered that my first ‘“Temenos’ is gone.

Let me explain: In 1978, a few months after my mother died, I was in
personal crisis and a chronic state of fatigue. A friend said, ‘‘There’s this
holistic health farm in Hemet called Meadowlark; it’s run by Quakers, and
it’s a wonderfully restorative place to go, great vegetarian meals, friendly
helpful people, and pretty inexpensive. Why don’t you go for a week?’’

A strong urge welled up inside me to drop everything and go. The day I
left L.A. and headed for Hemet I was just getting over the flu and was so
weak I could hardly make the two-hour trip, but I was determined. My net-
vousness and fatigue disappeared as I drove through the wide-open Meadow-
lark gates in the bright early-afternoon sun. Neophyte that I was regarding
spiritual energy, I immediately felt that energy lift me in a welcoming gentle
embrace, a lightness that carried me up a road that circled a grove of grape-
fruit trees, to the main building, a large Spanish adobe house built in the
1920s. I can still feel the sense of warmth and well-being I experienced as I
entered through that massive, polished wood and glass main door to the liv-
ing room, where the guests and staff gathered for herb tea and snacks and
otientation. Then downstairs to the dining room with its round tables and
heady aroma of vegetarian dishes fresh from the organic garden. A seat be-
tween Jim and Hal, who had charge of the garden.

Hal had lived at Meadowlark for many years. Tuberculosis of the spine
had left him crippled, and he limped about barefoot most of the time, con-
versing or joking with one or another of the guests who had just arrived, or
had been there before. He introduced himself and Jim, a gentle young
Native Alaskan of the Haida tribe who had been living at Meadowlark for
several months recuperating from a strain of hepatitis he’d contracted while
working on the pipeline. When Hal introduced me to a fellow guest, he did
it as though we were two of the most delightful and interesting people on
earth. It was a special quality Hal had; he listened, and asked questions, and
seemed to draw so much nourishment from a conversation that he greatly
enhanced the energy around him. People bloomed and felt encouraged to
begin seeing themselves as fascinating and miraculous, as they truly were . . .
as that time truly was.

There was no place on the 20-some actes that hadn’t been lovingly tended
by someone to bring about the sense of beauty that invited you to linger
and touch and use. The rose garden, the tile swimming pool, the wooden
swing hanging from the huge pepper tree, the library that contained enough
spititual growth material to keep one reading and learning for a lifetime, the
music tape library that Hal had put together over the years, cats sunning
themselves on the broad stone walls—and the garden itself. Guests were
invited to work in it, to spend as much time as they liked there, to sample,

pick, eat, dig out the ever-encroaching nutgrass while listening to Georgia
(Continued on page 40)
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In this section of The Messenger we are pleased
to present the varied views of our readers. Letters
published here do not necessarily reflect the
opinions of the Editor, the Communications Sup-
port Unit or the General Council of the Sweden-
borgian Church. Published letters may be edited for
brevity and clarity.

When you see an opinion with which you agree
or disagree, please send your own views to the
Editor so that The Messenger can be a forum for
individual viewpoints. We welcome letters on all
pertinent topics.

What is Swedenborgianism?

To the Editor:

Here I go again! The January
Messenger asked such questions as: are
we a cult, can we appeal to young peo-
ple, can we ever arrive at an undet-
standing of justice issues and their role
in the church? What are we? If we
can’t answer these questions, or fail
repeatedly, I do not believe we can ever
expect to grow in ways that are genuine
and long-lasting. It is in the spirit of
these oft-asked questions, then, that I
make the following observations in
response to the cover article, ‘‘Com-
municating with Diverse Parts of the
Swedenborgian Community.”’

First of all, to the question, ‘“What
is your religion?’’ a more authentic,
and perhaps helpful, answer for Carol’s

(Continued on page 44)
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Chrysalis Center
(Continued from front page)

journal. Duvivier himself periodically
issues a bulletin bearing the same name
(which I intend to translate soon into
English—stay tuned!).

I knew little about the Center before
arriving—only that it was non-traditional
and in a rustic setting. I felt I could cope
with the non-traditional aspect—I have
never seen a conflict between traditional
and creative ministries, and I enjoy both
in San Francisco through Living Waters
HIV Ministry and our beautiful parish on
Washington Street. For me, formal wor-
ship in community and charitable work in
the larger community
go hand in hand and
enhance one another.
However, I wasn’t cer-
tain how comfortable I,
an unrepentant urban-
ite, would be ‘‘camp-
ing.”’” For me, ‘‘happy
camper’’ had always
been, well, an oxy-
moron. Until, that is, I
awoke there one morn-
ing thinking “‘this
Center is our own little
Swedenborgian Find-

horn. ”’ For rustic less aptly describes the
ambiance than sublime or majestic.

Our own ‘‘little Findhorn’’ is in the
coastal Alps of southern France (we always
have had a way with real estate!). It is
located within a gorgeous half-hour hike
of Saorge, a medieval village which rises
tower-like from the mountains. The
Chrysalis Center consists of about three
acres of land on a terraced crest. Patrick,
his wife, Evelyne, and two children per-
manently inhabit the site in native Amer-
ican-type structures. This year, Patrick
completed the first of two chalet-style
cabins. The Swiss Hannah Foundation
kindly provided the materials as well as a
car which permits the ministry to be active
throughout the Roya Valley, which leads
north in breathtaking vistas toward Cunco,
Italy. The Center also boasts a medicine
sauna, bread-baking oven, beehives,
dilapidated barn, and extensive gardens
which provide for most nourishment
needs. Throughout the area grow olive,
chestnut, and fruit trees as the elevation
is not too high and the climate temperate.
The setting is truly Edenic with natural
beauty and bounty offsetting the lack of
modern conveniences. And, oh, the splen-
did, peaceful solitude!

Yet not long ago, the Roya Valley was
desolated. During World War II, it suf-
fered terribly given its strategic placement
on the route to Italy. After the war, it was
abandoned by the young who left to seek
employment in populated areas. Arable
land fell fallow as the economy collapsed.
Only in recent years have young people
begun to move back, attracted by a life
nearer to nature, and seeking spiritually as
well as in the natural. Indeed, Evelyne’s

(Continued on page 36)

their initial inspiration.

life and consequently, he has

| AS A RESULT, the air we

‘manifestly sick: witness the
| tion, social and racial in-

~sexual abuse, etc. These fun-
| damental problems are ob-
liging humanity to call into |
_question many things, im-

are finally leading to a re- |
‘volution in the way we con-
sider our relationship with

-consists precisely in a new
ability to enter into a more

Spiritual Challenges
of the Future:
- an Experiential
- Swedenborgian
~ Approach
Patrick Duvivier

WE ARE NOT ONLY ap-
proaching the end of a cen-
tury and of a millenium, but
also the completion of an en-
tire historical cycle for
humanity: a completion
which after the failure of our
too narrowly materialistic
culture, is the harbinger of
the coming of a new age |
based upon new values.

In fact, humanity is
undergoing a profound
social, ideological and
economic crisis on a planet-
ary scale.

Mankind’s traditions and
religions, whose function
was to relate the human to
the Divine, are collapsing
because of the gradual loss of

Modern man has lost the
contact with the source of all

gone astray and finally cut
himself off from his natural
roots.

breathe, the water we drink, |
the food we eat, indeed our

whole environment, are now
seriously polluted. The very
fabric of our society is |

spread of political corrup- |

equality, violence, drug and

pelling certain changes that

our living environment.
The genius of this new era

(Continued on page 36)
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