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EDITORIAL

Finding Reality in
Religion and Art

We are pleased and proud (proud in the
“good sense”) to bring you this special issue of
the Messenger on Religion and the Arts. We are
deeply grateful to the Rev. David P. Johnson
and the members of the Bellevue, Washington
Fellowship for these beautiful contributions. In
the following pages you will read and see and
feel something of the inter-relatedness of
religion and the arts . . . leading us along paths
where we encounter God in and through poetry,
sculpture and painting. And everything points
to the grandest art of all — the art of living.

We know that Swedenborg played the organ
and dabbled in verse, but it could hardly be said
that he was a devotee of the fine arts. In his
journals there is little mention of the painting,
architecture, music and writing of his
contemporaries. He visited the grand palaces
and museums of Italy, but scarcely touched on
the art treasures contained therein. One
wonders why? Was it due to his scientific
upbringing? His fondness for mathematics and
engineering? His single - mindedness — de -
voting all his energies to theological
exposition? We will probably never know. In
many passages he writes with great feeling
about beauty, especially the beauty of people
and scenery he saw in the spiritual world. In
H.H. 185 we read: “The designs of heaven’s
buildings are so perfect that you would say they
represent the very essence of the art; and small
wonder, since the art of architecture comes
from heaven. The angels told me that these and
countless other such things still more perfect
are set before their eyes by the Lord. Yet they
please their minds even more than their eyes. ..
because they see correspondences in the
details and through them see things Divine.”
However one has the feeling that Swedenborg
would rather read a set of blueprints than spend
an afternoon at the Louvre. (Though blueprints
can represent artistry too; surely the design of a
Boeing 747 has something to do with
sculpture.)

Why a Messenger on Religion and the Arts?
Because they are so vitally connected. The
artist knows that what he sees is not all there
is. He knows that behind the tree is the concept
of growth, behind the river is the concept of
flow, behind the sun is the concept of light and
warmth. The artist is aware of the reality behind
and within everything, and he seeks to express
this inner “being” through paper or canvas or
clay. In The Status and Mission of Poetry,
Howard Spoerl said, “Musicians and poets have
the power to tear the veil from before our eyes,
through which we have seen only the material
outlines of events. Poetry reminds us that the
material outlines are the fragments, and that
the inner vision is of eternity.”

The same could be said about religion.
Artists and composers and poets seek this Holy
Grail; above all else, they want to experience
and express, in their chosen medium, this inner
vision. So do we all. We too know that
everything we experience with our bodily
senses has a deeper spiritual meaning. A task
well done, a meal with loved ones, a walk
beneath the stars, a phone call to a troubled
friend, being sensitive to the underlying
currents of life — these too are art forms.

Few of us can excel as a painter or musician.
But with the Lord’s help, we can weave an
artistic mosaic of life. | hope this issue will help
us along the Way.

P.Z.
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The Starting Line

The General Convention assembles this year,
June 29 — July 3, on the campus of the
University of San Francisco for its 153rd annual
session. The plans for a full, productive con -
vention are developing well. The facility we
have chosen is most attractive. It is
geographically situated in an area which
abounds in an almost unlimited array of
“interest” stimulating features. It is the hope
and intent of our Program Planning Committee
to show those who make the journey to the
Golden Gate City an enjoyable blend of our two
primary interests — participation in the work
and life of the Church and taking advantage of
this richly endowed part of the country.

Here are a few highlights of the program as
we envision them now from the vantage point of
a cold, blustery winter day on the Kansas
prairie.

We will have the opportunity to be with those
students graduating from the Swedenborg
School of Religion. This Graduation service will
be held in the beautiful San Francisco church.

Present with us will be Dr. and Mrs.
Friedemann Horn of Zurich. Dr. Horn assumes
the presidency of SSR during the summer. This
is our opportunity to welcome them into our
midst and to wish them well in their new
endeavors. The Board of Missions has
requested, also, that the Rev. En Bo Chung of
Korea be brought to the United States for the
convention. The presence of our co - workers
from Europe and from Asia sets the stage for a
Missionary Night when we will hear, first hand,
of the work and state of the Church in these
areas of the world.

The Board of Education has been requested
to plan a variety of mini - courses in which all of
us are invited to participate. These courses will
focus around our convention theme, ‘“Living
Our Loves.” In the writings we read, “Such as
love is, such is the wisdom, consequently

such is the man . . . Love is manifold, so
manifold that its varieties are limitless; as
can be seen from the human race on the
earths and in the heavens. There is no man
or angel so like another that there is no
difference. Love is what distinguishes; for
every man is his own love.” DLW No. 368
What a fertile field for exploration! What grand
opportunity is given us for growth within this
variety of loves! What insights can we gain into
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by Eric Zacharias

the state and nature of that love which is
uniquely ours? How can we best bring the
diversity of our loves together in harmonious
union and through this experience help to build
a more orderly society and a stronger, more
effective Church?

The time which has been set aside for the
mini - courses this year will be somewhat more
limited due to the fullness of the schedule.
However, they offer us a rewarding opportunity
to participate in the probing of our teachings
and theology.

There is much more. Chinatown is typically
San Francisco. We look forward to enjoying its
atmosphere as we meet in one of its eating
places. In attempting to meet the variety of
interests, the Program Committee is providing
time for visiting at least a few of the attractions
of the city and its surroundings.

There has been some expression of concern
that not sufficient time has been allotted in
past conventions for the consideration of new
business matters. It is our suggestion that such
items be submitted in writing in advance of the
business session, to Mrs. Ethel Rice,
Convention Secretary, or to myself. Every effort
will be made to bring such matters to the
convention.

The Pacific Coast Association extends to all
of us an invitation to come to San Francisco for
this annual session of Convention. By each of
us adding to the fullness of the “variety of our
loves”, this will surely be one of the best of all
conventions.

OUR CONVENTION APPEAL
Received to date —
$10,531.00.

Our Goal Is
$25,000.

Will you help?

The ongoing life of
Convention DEPENDS
UPON YOUR SUPPORT.
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ART and RELIGION

by Lorraine Sando

The relationship of Art and Religion:

As | see it, art and religion are inseparable
and interchangeable. | love Funk & Wagnall's
definition of religion, “spiritual awakening and
conformity of heart and life with religious
belief.” This is the way | see my work as an
artist. For me, in the act of creating, whether it
be painting, sculpting, praying, loving, etc., |
come the closest to my Creator. These precious
moments of communion with my God require
my total involvement and total commitment and
nothing less than total.

When | paint a portrait or sculpt a figure, |
take time to be quiet and observe and allow that
mystical something to develop between myself
and the subject. This is when | feel closest to
the Creator. It's an awesome thing to know that
| am connected to a power greater than myself
and that | am the open channel at this time for
the Creator to become manifest. It's an exciting
experience to feel my hands trembling with
energy as | sculpt in clay — | trust this energy
to guide me in the creation.

In working with people in art therapy
situations, the special times are again when |
sense the presence of something greater than
all of us and know it’s rightness and its healing
power. The loving hands and eyes are again the
transmitters. The power, | believe, is the power
of love, that allows the opening of the channels
and the creation of the transcendental moment.

As a creative artist, | trust the process. The
waiting, the receptivity, the awareness, the
right timing for the action, and the trust in the
imagination and its infinite quality. It is not
easy — the waiting is such an important part of
it. And the only assurance | have is that my God
is always there, and God is always in charge of
the Time. There are infinite times as a human
being when | get in the way of God’s time, but
that’s all part of it too. The older | get, the more
able | am to let go and let God.

Therapeutic use of the arts:

In my work as an art therapist in a Day
Treatment Center, | use art in many ways to aid
communication with self and others. Getting
people to express in nonverbal ways makes it

“The Muse”’

possible to get beneath surface areas where
the problems lie. The process involves bringing
unconscious material to the conscious aware -
ness where confrontation with the self can take
place. Many times the expression is all that is
necessary, because the human being has a
tremendous drive toward integration and
wholeness.

“Art does not reproduce what we see. It makes
us see.” Paul Klee

What about artistic ability?

Artistic ability has littie to do with it. The lack
of ability, | feel, is in the mind. It’s all relative. If
a person is interested and willing to learn, he
can learn to express in nonverbal ways. The
ability to communicate with symbols is, |
believe, a preverbal skill in every child. Children
have never been encouraged enough to use this
way of communicating. They are afraid of
making mistakes, or not doing it right, rather
than enjoying their own ability to express
whatever the form of their artistic handwriting.



It's true that not everyone can be a
professional artist, just as not every one can be
a doctor, lawyer, carpenter or mathematician,
because we all have areas where we put our
time and energy. It requires the dedication, the
trusting, and awareness of the self, and the
desire. But everyone can learn to express him -
self in nonverbal ways; we do it all the time. It’s
when we create new things, ideas, ways of
doing things, and loving it that we have
fantastic cooks, inventive fishermen, creative
gardners, etc. In short, we are all artists. Only
the media, (paint, food, plants, people, etc.), we
use are different.

How | came to create:

My ability to draw and paint came out of the
search to know myself through the counselling
and group therapy program and ministry of the
Church of the Good Shepherd in Bellevue,
Wash. By coming to know myself better, |
became free to express myself
artistically — first through poetry, then
painting, and then sculpture, and then using art
as a therapeutic medium to help others.
Encouragement as the genesis of my new
expression was vital to its continuing
deveiopment. Then lessons and lessons — the
only way to grow in any art is to do it.

This has developed into a new career for me
in middle age. I've had numerous showings of
my work. In the past three years, | have become
very interested in the art therapy field. |
volunteered for a year in the Day Treatment
Program of a Mental Health Center, and then
received a grant from the King County Arts
Commission to continue this work. It’'s been
gratifying working with a variety of people in
the last year — chronic psychotic patients,
adolescents, geriatric patients, and young
adults. This work is an extension of my
creativity and provides me an opportunity to
communicate to receptive individuals the
excitement of tuning into the creative process
and thus one’s God. | do believe that total
involvement in any creative act causes the
abandonment of self and opens a channel to
the Creator.

| love this work because it gives me a chance
to let my light shine and to say to others in
spoken and unspoken words — All things are
possible to those who believe.
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THE UNFOLDING OF THE CREATIVE SELF

Lillie May

| believe Creativeness is a natural result of the deepening of my religious life. A workshop at the
Church of the Good Shepherd in Bellevue in October, 1964, was my introduction to a small group of
persons sharing feelings. | had never heard such openness. A part of me hoped that at last | had found
what | had been searching for, but the greater part of me was wary, guarded, afraid. | joined a group
that met regularly, and that 2 - hour period became the highlight of each week. Slowly and often
painfully | became aware of my own being separate and apart from every other person. A self -
portrait at the beginning is

THE HAUNTS

The old woman stood in the doorway listening.

She turned and wandered through the house like a wraith.
Suddenly she stopped and moaned.

The clock echoed the shuffle of her steps.

Like a see - saw its sound thudded through the empty room.

Pausing by the table, she picked at the faded checkered cloth.
Yesterday’s dishes, dirty.

She nibbled a piece of stale cracker,

Drained cold coffee from a cracked cup.

Junk mail, papers and magazines cluttered and spilled over.
The paperweight held only a dead flower.

Poking for live coals, she shook her head.

Gray ashes.

The pictures on the wall, like all - seeing eyes, stared at her.

The protesting rocker gave no comfort.

The hour struck in hollow tones.

She sighed.

Kicking at the worn rug, she moved on.

The shadows followed her down the hall.

The door creaked.

She shivered as an ancient draft filled the room with must and mold.

Clothes dropped here and there,

The unmade bed, under its edge a ragged houseslipper,
A half - rolled linty sock.

Dust and cobwebs, knick - knacks on the dresser,
Curtains hanging lifeless, paper shades torn and dirty.
Rags stuffed in the broken glass.

Wind rattied the loose panes.

She hesitated a moment.

Then she reached up, pushed out the rags.

In rushed the icy air, clean, cutting like a knife,
And she breathed deep.

8o it was | started into the world of feeling myself — a person to whom | was a total stranger. The
group was a nurturing, accepting climate in which | learned to express and be the feeling of the
moment.

My divided seif is clearly shown in my writings during this period. Uncomfortable with old concepts
and afraid of the new, the unknown, | was in a state of conflict. As | changed, | began to see my old life
as controlled by the “should” and “should not” rules of my childhood. There came a clear realization
that my present God was no longer commandments, but a comforting presence covering me in the
nest of growth as a mother hen covers her chickens. At first | said, “God, you just wait and see. You
will go away like all the others in my life,” but soon learned to rest on the sustaining, ever - present
being within my very self, also that | could move into the realization of God’s Presence whenever |
was willing to be quiet and respond to *‘Be stiil and know that | am God.”
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During the year of my broken leg (1969/70), | turned from my usual secretary/homemaker routine
and began to press flowers and greens and created “Lovelies” — my natural response to the beauty
that was unfolding within. My finger tips became sensitive, and touching my raw materials became an
act of worship. | cried when | completed my first picture — cried with the knowledge that | was one
with my Creator, and that my creation was indeed a lovely thing.

For ten years | met weekly and most of that time was also in private counseling with Dave Johnson.
As a member of the Fellowship of the church, | met and shared the experience of worship and praise.
The Fellowship became a place to display my “Lovelies”, and to read my poetry and prose to an
appreciative circle of friends. | have titled this time of my life —

HIGH ADVENTURE

The end of the journey nears.

Soon the sails will be raised for the last time.

She hesitates, gathers together the beautiful

And turns the jewel in her hands.

A tear falls as she says goodbye.

How had it all started?

A travel brochure had intrigued her,

Urged her to join with an alien, inexperienced crew
To explore the unknown.

At first she was wary, guarded.

The language was strange, her duties difficult.
She longed for the port from which she had sailed,
Considered jumping ship.

Something long silent within her stirred

And fear gave way to reassurance and comfortableness,
And on to excitement,

And sharing secrets long held and hidden deep.

Each week the ship landed on a new shore.
Excitement increased as the captain invited all

To disembark and experience the wonders waiting.
Intoxicating, haunting, unforgetable.

The hidden life within moved.

The tight bud began to swell in the nurturing warmth,
The soft gentle breeze, the fragrant caressing rain.
Taking unto herself all she could hold,

She luxuriated in scent and sound.

Exquisite odors filled her breathing,

Sweet music fell on her ears.

One lone petal tested to see if it was safe to unfold.

As beauty expressed and was reflected in the clear water,
She became excited with her own reflection,

The possibilities of more and greater beauty.

Bolder and bolder, she dared to show what she was

In her deepest heart.

Her center held a flawless gem, a sparkling drop of dew.
She marvelled at the beauty of being.

Her fears, her desire to return to port lessened.

She found home within herself wherever she was.

The crew became her dear friends, warm and accepting,
And the captain’s wisdom and call to adventure irresistible.
Forgetting all else, accepting each moment, Lillie May
She blossomed and became.

For this she now rejoices. She also weeps farewell.

This sailing is at an end.

As she looks forward to other cruises and other lands,

Deep within she knows this was a special time,

A special crew, a special captain.
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by Elizabeth Frye

Within this glass house

Lies the potential of all of life;

Enclosed space of a whole world.

The smallest sigh has meaning here,
Grievous infliction is not too large,

Tears have fallen singly and in rivers
Laughter bulges against the window panes
And growth, growing always growing.

Deep in the night peace comes,

A quiet assurance of the inner core.
Meditation opens all its doors.

The frame (for such it seems to be)

Poised in gigantic fragility,

Shifts and cracks on architectural cue,
Creaking as it bends to the flow of air.
Alive, beautiful, breathtaking in its concept;
Frustrating and desperate in its constant need.

A giant soap - bubble poised at the end of the pipe,
Impossible to move, a joy to observe,

Fretful in its protest of rhythmic movement,

A very different experience, a mystic suspension
Over time and space.

Trap to a million frustrated insects

Who flap their way in to live a while

And finally fall dead upon the floor.

Home to a never ending stream

Of people looking for a source

Replenishment for their depletion

Reaching out for help, for courage

Holding fast to renew strength

And staying sometimes to give it.

Some call this “God’s House".

The children of the neighborhood own it, actually,
By right of eminent domain,

In their endless walks, runs, skips, hops

Around the outer walkway

Carving their names and philosophies on the walls
Tearing out fence posts

In the urgent search for identity.

Lovers have loved in this giant hyperbolic parabaloid of a bubble
In times when it was safe

To leave it open night and day.

The anguished and the shut - outs

Have wept their frustrations to God

Have poured out their agonies

Into the anonymity of the Guest Book

Even once in frustration tearing the Bible
Challenging God to bring down death.

(God, if you exist — give me a sign)

And some have come who found God:

God in this beloved home;

God within the inner core of being;

God in the heart of all mankind;

God in the mystery of all that is.



And they write it and paint it,
Experience it in song and poem.
Feasting and celebrating

To punctuate the passage of time.
Growth ripens into bursting joy.
Despair moves out to become

Only a transient visitor.

Frail structure,

Undergirding planted deep in the earth
You rise, leaping above the trees

In eagle - eyed surveillance,

The earth quakes have not shattered you
The rain gulps down your concrete gullet
And the buffeting wind

Accepts you as a dancing partner
Only now and again

Stepping on your toes.

You welcome always

Those who wish to seek a quiet place,
Those who shout for joy,

Who wish to share creativity

And those who come to observe;

The learners and teachers,
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The interested and the curious,

Those who love you and

Those who don’t know who you are.

Protecting these layings on of hands and hearts
To keep us safe, but not too safe,

Content but not complacent,

We bring now a dream into reality.

Who enters the doors of this house

Brings within himself the Infinite.

Elizabeth Frye

Expressing Life Through Clay

by Billie Bussmeir

Pottery, if it is not just a learned technique, is
an expression coming from the center of one’s
very being. It is being.

In 1968 it was my good fortune to be able to
make a trip to Europe. While there one of the
things that stirred my interest a great deal was
the pottery | saw at the Etruscan Museum in
Rome and in the other museums displaying
ancient artifacts. They seemed to strike a
responsive chord within me; then | began
experiencing the beauty of the work of the
contemporary potters in the different countries
| visited. When | returned home the love for the
shapes, textures and earthy qualities of clay
products remained with me. Soon | found
myself with a strong urge to see what | might be
able to do in creating some pieces myself. | am
fortunate to live in an area where opportunities
to participate in the creative arts abound and so
| began classes in the techniques of pottery
wheel throwing and hand building. It has
become a very important aspect of my life. |
now have a studio of my own with both a kick
wheel and an electric wheel and two kilns —
an electric one and a raku type. Raku firing of
pottery is an ancient Japanese method and very
exciting.

“Art is not necessarily meant to soothe. . . often
it is intended to challenge a stale and
complacent image of our world and replace it
with a new vision.” Thomas Messer

My approach to pottery has always been an
expression of my own inner self. | have been
fortunate in having instructors whose approach
was essentially the same and so | have been
encouraged to express what comes from
within. | love the pottery | make and it is always
gratifying to find that others share my love for
it. 1 think the reason response is so often
positive to my work is because it is an honest
expression of myself and others feel this. I'm
not the most skilled of potters, nor is it
important to me to be. | do what | do out of a
love and honesty from within me. | have no
more talent than any other person who has
learned to be in touch with her own inner being.
Clay, to me, is one of the greatest of artistic
media for self expression. Clay is earthy and
basic and one must learn to work with the total
body. On the wheel there is a total body
involvement along with a sensing of what is
“right” for this piece of clay in one’s hand.
There is a need for rhythm, a sensitivity and a
sense of oneness with the clay. The clay must
be centered and the potter must be
“centered” — in tune with herself — if she and
the clay are to work together to create beauty.
Hand building is a different experience and one
in which the potter needs to let her hands, heart
and clay have the opportunity to express
themselves together. When this happens the
result is beautiful and honest. After the
shaping, by whatever means, the clay must be
dried, fired, glazed and then re - fired. Not all
the pieces make it through this process and so
each step becomes an important experience in
and of itself.
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It is in the creating that the greatest
satisfaction comes to me. One’s sensitivity is
again called on to decide which glaze, or
combination of glazes, is right for each piece.
Opening a kiln load of glazed pottery has been
described by one of my potter friends as “like
Christmas when you were a kid”. Well, that’s
close — it is a time of breathtaking importance
to me. Some pieces don’t make it and are
broken, some are disappointing but then some
are so lovely. In time even the ones that seemed
not too special at first take on greater meaning
as one lives with them a while, or a friend drops
by and sees what | was unable to see.

In those times when | am most in touch with
my center, my inner being, | am closest to God.
It has nothing to do with creed or ritual. It is
worship of God in its purest form to me. This
awareness of the nature of God has grown for
me over the years of my fellowship, counseling
and participation in the groups at our church
here in Bellevue under the guiding hand of Dave
Johnson. | came into acquaintance with the
Church of The Good Shepherd twelve years ago
when the outreach program with Yokefellow
groups started. Although | came out of another
denomination | gradually realized that this was
my church. | have not read too much of the
writings of Emmanuel Swedenborg but that
which | have, and the things | have learned
about his philosophy from Dave Johnson, have
had a profound effect on my life. What is
important here at our church is the fact that we
are trying to live the words written by
Swedenborg. That this experience has led me
to the art of pottery is one of the greatest joys
of my life.

Billie Bussmeir

“The artist unconsciously projects the
anxieties of his age, but he would have no
creative energy if he were completely filled with
despair. Every artist acts on the assumption
expressed by William Blake: ‘Energy is Eternal
Delight.’” Herbert Read

VIEW
OF THE INAUGURATION

Following our Convention Sunday on the 4th
of July, 1976, | was moved to write for the
Messenger on ritual. Today is the 20th of
January, 1977, and | have just watched the
inauguration of our new President of the United
States. Had | been in charge of the ceremonies,
| would have done it differently.

It was still morning here in California, when |
watched the inauguration, though the
ceremony took place at noontime in
Washington. | remembered the bright snowy
scene in 1961 and John Kennedy under a
brilliant sky, “Let the word go forth . .. " |
thought too of the midnight climax of the
Democratic Convention last August, when
nominee Jimmy Carter embraced Coretta King
and the hall swelled with many voices singing,
“We shall overcome.”

The idealism of the ‘60’s was shot down in
Dallas and Vietnam and finally at Kent State.
Protest gave way to cynicism and withdrawal.
The 1977 inauguration was perhaps more
realistic in its acceptance of things as they are.
The dignified presence of outgoing President
Ford waving tearfully to the nation and the
grave face of never - elected - President Hubert
Humphrey bore testimony to the struggles and
unrealized dreams of the ‘60’s and ‘70’s.
President Carter spoke with simplicity of the
mistakes of the past and those perhaps to
come.

Still the old rituals went on. Religion was
given its customary place in the swearing -
in ceremony. Protestant, Catholic, and Jew
participated in that order. Though the new
President talked of peace and nuclear
disarmament, the music was martial. Calling
forth no vision for the future, the anthems
celebrated our nation at war.

Ritual and ceremony we need to ground us in
our roots of the past and to call us forward and
upward to the future. The beginning of a new
government in a new year deserves a ritual
which, to quote President Carter’s teacher, “We
must adjust to changing times and still hold to
unchanging principles.” Let us have clergymen
who do not pronounce sermons in the guise of
prayers, but rather ask simply for the grace and
peace of God. Let us sing not of battle and
bursting bombs, but of love and brotherhood
and sisterhood of the human race. The grace
and mercy and peace of God be with us all.

Perry S. Martin



HOW MANY ADULTS CAN READ?

Fifty - four percent of the population, 17
years of age or older, cannot read simple
materials which make up the essentials of daily
life! This is the conclusion of a recent study
made by a University professor and his staff of
researchers.

Newspapers, tax-forms, leases, cooking
directions and other ordinary, every day
“currency” in the exchange of required
information are beyond the reading ability of
more than half the adult population. This may
be hard for you our reader to understand but it
remains a fact.

In order to reach these findings Professor
Kilty and his staff first established, by means of
standardized criteria, the readability level of all
these materials. For example it was determined
that the modern English version of the 23rd
Psalm requires fifth - grade reading ability; life
insurance policies need 12th grade reading
skill; cooking directions 7th and 8th grade
abilities; leases for apartments demand, for
comprehensions, college level skills.

This study helps to explain many puzzling
aspects of modern life, at the same time it
confronts us with other baffling questions. We
can in this light better understand the terrible
power of television. All those who make up the
54% for whom reading is either impossible or
an agonizing struggle must depend on every
other means to receive information, to
understand ideas; and to share vicarious
experience. This means therefore that they are
limited to the generally low level of television
fare; to radio banalities and every appeal to
immature thinking. Trivia, commercialism,
coarseness — this is their only available diet.
But it is available; while locked away forever are
the finest thoughts and the beautiful language
of good writing; and the entire world of complex
ideas.

Marion Priestnal, Editor

Now we can see that only 46% of the
population could even consider reading
Swedenborg. And within that 46%,
approximately one third will be superior
readers, one third average readers and one third
“poor” readers, according to the normal
distribution of any measurable skill. The
implications here are many; an obvious one
being that at least 30% of the adult population
could read and understand Swedenborg if they
so desired.

The question is: should we try to write about
Swedenborg and his teachings so that our
efforts would be accessible to those who have
difficulty even with newspapers and insurance
forms? Is this possible? Can any complex work
ever be reduced to an “easy reading” formula?
If it were to be done, it would require time and a
special skill.

And yet, how can we reach all those who read
poorly or indifferently. Would the medium of
radio be feasible? The scripts would have to be
well written and that too takes a great deal of
time, energy and skill.

All good writing takes time. Printing presses
are awash now with bad writing. If we are being
honest we know that even in our church there
is a great deal of poor writing. What CAN we
do? Have we ever really confronted this
problem. It exists. Simple, clear, well-
reasoned writing, showing imagination,
freshness of phrasing, perception — it would
lift the spirits — perhaps it would even win
some of the reluctant readers in that 30%
minority; perhaps effective radio programs
could reach some of the 54% who do not read.
We can envision a summer writing con -
ference — like the “dream” Carolyn Blackmer
projects — as a means of confronting this
need. A need we have not ever attacked in
earnest.
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SETTING FOR A DREAM

BY Carolyn A. Blackmer

Since this brief essay was written, perhaps 25
years ago, we have within convention made
greater use of those resources both physical
and spiritual which Carolyn Blackmer
envisioned. But we have not yet found a way or
perhaps the motivation to carry the whole
concept as far as she does. Most of our summer
programs last only a week or two weeks and
have as their objective a more immediate kind
of achievement and, because of time pressures,
& more crowded schedule.

We agree with Mrs. Blackmer that we have
avallable all the elements to make this dream
come true and that it could, if we cared enough,
be realized; and that it could bring renewal of
the dream which spurred the earliest New
Churchmen to follow its light along rough
pathways. Dreams are not impractical. They are
only uncomfortable! (Ed.)

“Every year we promise ourselves that,
should winter and regular schedules ever relax
their hold we will spend the summer doing
some special work for the Church that we have
not been able to accomplish under the
pressures of modern living. When summer
comes we find that, as usual, we have not
escaped the complexities of time and
circumstances. Those leisurely conferences to
which we looked forward; the studies we hoped
to make on subjects that need long research;
the altar candlesticks we wanted to design and
model — all of these we realize, need a setting
of freedom, leisure and quiet. They need that
carefully worked out harmony of solitude and
fellowship in which creative work best
flourishes.

“A dream begins to take form and grow, a
dream that we might provide such a setting or
several of them — retreats for the work of the
Church somewhat like the MacDowell Colony
for writers, artists and composers which is
located in the woods of New Hampshire.
Summers devoted to the re - creation of the
Church; havens of peace where vision could be
brought down to reality by the quiet unfolding
of hopes and ideas long dormant; gathering
together in His hame to open up new channels
of influx with worship and meditation under the
trees or under the stars; simplicity of living to
remind us what the essentials are for a
regenerating life; work done cooperatively for

common needs; the stimulation of
companionship, of good talk, music, reading;
the opportunity to work alone, undisturbed.

“How then to translate a dream into terms
more concrete and practicable? Small, isolated
cabins in the woods; a central meeting place; a
garden for our supply of vegetables; library,
workshop, studio. Several weeks, a month, an
entire summer, according to our several needs
and opportunity. Provisions for a new type of
conference for young people, for Sunday
school teachers, ministers, laymen,
committees and boards — where groups can
have the experience of living and thinking
together according to orderly processes of
organic growth. Young and old living together
in a normal family relationship; conflicting
ideas and attitudes finding a common basis for
cooperation and mutual trust; sectional
differences coming to a better understanding of
special needs; a deepening sense of kinship
with each other to make us feel less lonely in
our small, isolated spheres of church work.

“Idyllic? Yes, but as vitally necessary to our
growing as a Church in symmetry, health and
enlarging usefulness as are budgets, elections,
suppers, committees and all of the extraneous
matters that have attached themselves to that
single and simple need we have for
worshipping the Lord. Impractical? No, for if we
take stock of our resources we shall find that
we now have many of the necessary elements
for realizing our dream. We have skills for
planning and building; funds that have been
given for educational and missionary purposes;
properties that seem ideally suited for such a
use; and talents for organizing, for writing, and
for restoring the waste places of our church life
with new order, beauty and stability.

“Our great need is to bring all these elements
together in settings and under conditions that
invite the shaping of dreams for the New
Jerusalem, and that offer time and opportunity
to turn dreams into action.

“Let each church society, board, and
committee earnestly and prayerfully consider
its most pressing needs in the light of such
possibilities for new direction and growth, and
the way will open to make this dream come
true.”

Perry Martin, most recently a resident of
Massachusetts, writes of a new beginning at
the Wayfarer’s Chapel in California.



LIFE IN PALOS VERDES

| went out into the evening to pick a lemon —
sweet smelling, pungent, somehow more
essentially a lemon than any | ever picked off a
grocery shelf. The sky was a shining orange,
and spread its color in waves over the Pacific.
The mountains of Catalina Island glowed violet
in silhouette. As dinner cooked we sat in the
peaceful gathering twilight, sharing about the
busy day that was disappearing into darkness.
We watched the changing sky and sea grow
gold and orange and violent red before fading
into the deep blue of night.

Winter in California. Lemons and fresh
flowers and warmth, while much of the country
is swept with cold and snow. Though | have felt
the cold and watched the snow, it seems as
unreal as our blue lilies, orange calendulas and
red sweet peas blooming in mid - winter may
seem to you.

This beautiful evening brings a peacefulness
and a quiet that is new to me. No children
tussling in the living room, no Rolling Stones
blaring from the stereo, no homework papers
scattered about the house. Suddenly life offers
an emptiness of time and space that is mine to
waste, to mourn, to shape into new life.

The building materials have been
accumulating for 50 years now. Like the
furniture in our house, some are inherited,
some more recently bought, some are in need
of repair and some | wish were quite different in
style or comfort. But they are mine and
basically what | have to work with.

One of them is my interest, training, and
degree in counseling. The Wayfarers’ Chapel
offers me an opportunity to work with those
who come there, whether out of desperation or
desire for growth, wanting to make change in
their lives. | believe our business on this earth
is growth toward wholeness and fulfillment. As
we learn to face our inner blocks and hidden
feelings, our strengths become more available
to ourselves and others. When we take
responsibility for our choices and stop blaming
or making excuses, we find strength and
courage to take risks and step out into life. |
have experienced some of this kind of growth,
and in the counselling relationship | convey to
others some of this faith which | call
Swedenborgian.

My counselling holds a central place in my
new life. Study and supervision help me keep
learning, and new clients bring new challenges.
My practice is still small, and | have time for
gardening, playing tennis and the creative work
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I love which is making pottery.

With children grown, we are giving much
thought and attention to the nurture of our
marriage. We are taking more time together.
The yard work never ends with the seasons, we
play tennis, we are beginning to explore this
new country where we live, and we enjoy
evenings by the fire.

| have been lonely here. Moving to California
has made me feel very far away from many of
the people | like to have close. It is sad for me to
leave my family and friends. | don’t make
friends as easily as | used to. I'm more
particular about spending time with people who
are willing to relate on a deeper l