
 
 

March 2023  Newsletter of the Guild for Psychological Studies Web site: www.guildsf.org  

Phone: (415) 561-2385  P.O. Box 178, Aptos, California 95001 email: office@guildsf.org  

Guild Vision: The Guild envisions a world in which the significance of each person's truth, authority, and 
inspired purpose finds fulfillment in life and community.  

Guild Mission: Guild seminars offer a way of psychological and spiritual transformation that inspires individuals 
to live their purpose, expand consciousness, and discover and create meaning in their lives and community.  

 

 

Threshing Floor Special Issue 

This is the tenth annual March “special issue” of 

the Threshing Floor. We take this opportunity to 

connect with those who don’t regularly receive 

the Threshing Floor by mailing it to the Guild’s 

full mailing list.  

Each month, the newsletter may share 

information about upcoming events, reflections 

on recent events, short essays exploring new 

ideas, as well as poetry, stories, photos, and 

acknowledgements. You can submit an item for 

an upcoming issue by sending it to the Guild 

office. The Threshing Floor’s volunteer editors 

work creatively to include as many contributions 

as possible each month.  

If you know of others who might be interested in 

what the Guild’s work offers, please share this TF 

with them.  

The Board of Directors  

Absence 

Responses and Reflections 

For this year’s special issue, we invited responses 

to the theme of “Absence.” Contributors share 

their thoughts about and experiences with 

absence through the essays, poems and images 

included in this issue. We invite you to send your 

own reflections for possible inclusion in future 

issues of the Threshing Floor. 

 

 
Darkhouse                       By Lisa Yount 

Whoever loses their life will preserve it. 
(§112J; Lk 17:33) 

By Hal Childs 

Absence: ab-sence; ab-esse; away from-essence; 

not present 

The absence of presence is the presence of 

absence. 

Absence surrounded her, an endless absence. 

Finally, she stopped running, as the running had 

reached its own end. And now she listened to 

Absence—for many years. Simply listening. 

Defeated at first, but then curious. By listening 

she gave absence the dignity of self, its own 

intelligence, its own logic. The logic of absence 

infiltrated the listening, and the listening heard 

no-thing. Her listening stopped listening for the 

wrong thing, and allowed the absence to surround 

and permeate. Listening is itself permeable. She 

allowed the absence to be itself, allowed its 
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infiltration. Absence became alive. I am absence 

she found herself thinking, but it was the absence 

speaking: I am the living absence, my own truth 

unto myself. I have nothing to say; I am simply 

here not here. Allow not-here to be. In releasing 

herself to absence she became free to be nothing 

(but herself). 

Absence In My Life 
By Bob Ridder 

The past several years have included big changes 

for me. I retired, I turned 70, my closest sibling 

died, and, so far, I survived the pandemic. I have 

experienced losses with regards to each of these 

events including the loss of community, middle-

age, close family, and a sense of peaceful aging. 

That brings me to investigate significant absences 

and how I am working with them. 

As a younger person I was often too busy to 

notice how most of the changes in my life felt, 

other than to note that an absence had occurred. 

Significant absences were accompanied by grief, 

but requirements of my life quickly pushed me 

back into the stream and the sense of absence 

faded with time. Now, with retirement being a 

permanent condition and my days being more or 

less a continuance from one to the next without 

the worry of maintaining a job or supporting a 

family, I have much more time to reflect on 

absences as I become aware of them. I can see 

that the rest of my life will involve more and 

more losses and an accumulation of absences to 

dwell upon. 

My inner work has been greatly supported and 

fed by my work in the Guild. I find that I am 

capable of confronting loss and absence in a 

centered way, drawing upon my understanding of 

life and how my soul exists and reacts to changes. 

If I had not done the work that I have done with 

the help of my therapist, with the help of the 

many Guild seminar leaders, and with the help of 

the many other Guild seminar participants, then I 

believe that I would feel buried by the absences 

rather than fortified by them. 

Loss still hurts, grief is difficult, and absence can 

feel like abandonment or being set adrift, but I 

am strong and am capable of living with it. 

Absence causes me to really look at my life and 

to examine what is gone and what I still have and 

how my journey through life continues. 

 
It All Goes Away                      By Lisa Yount 

The Presence of Absence (and Letting Go) 

By Harry Henderson 

Absence is Woven Into Everything 

“Something” could not exist without “nothing” to 

set it off. Ancient writers once ran all their words 

together without spacing or punctuation. Readers 

will be forever grateful for the invention of the 

space. Absence thus invisibly does us a service.  

But try to think of “nothing.” Just try. We can’t. 

The best we can do is think about “nothing” but 

that’s still thinking about “something.” True 

absence is not an idea: it is the punctuation of 

thought, the rest in the music, the “negative 

space” in the painting. 

Absence Bites and Aches (Like a Missing 

Tooth) 

But absence as we experience it as human beings 

exacts a heavy price. Most animals are supremely 

aware of what is there. To humans falls the 

burden of being achingly aware of absence. As 

we grow older, the house of the mind hosts a 

growing population of ghosts. Ghosts who were 

once dear presences in our lives. No, I don’t 

“believe in ghosts.” But I experience the presence 

of the absent, and we might as well call them 

ghosts.  

Remembering the Dance 

“Memories” is too sterile a word for them. After 

all, the brain in fact doesn’t work like a computer 

(even if computers seem increasingly to rival 

brains and may surpass them). Computers store 

data in fixed, definable chunks. The brain doesn’t 

“retrieve” memories: it conjures them. That 

parent, child, lover, friend who is now absent 
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becomes present through the alliance of synapses 

that re-member a particular dance (one that 

changes subtly over time).  

Letting Go (Or, Releasing Ghosts into 

Themselves) 

Folklore often tells us that ghosts are restless, that 

they want or need to fulfill something. It seems 

that absence, when it is conjured asks for our 

presence, our thought, our care … but finally, 

wants to be released into itself. That person we 

miss has already been objectively released into 

the resonances that unique life had created in the 

world. By entertaining the ghost, thinking the 

ghost, and then letting it go, we allow Soul to be 

present—a presence forever born of, and dancing 

with, absence. 

This is dedicated to all those we have lost, in the 

Guild and in our individual lives. 

 
Fading Memories                     By Lisa Yount 

 

Creation  
By Nils Peterson 

Never think of surface except as an extension 

of volume. 

                      Auguste Rodin 

 The old book said God was the first 

sculptor – shaping us out of clay 

using himself as model – there was 

no one else.  But God had so much 

volume, he had no surface.  He was  

just every where. 

 

             He’d done a lot  

of work on creation already, time, universes  

and such, finishing things up now, teaching  

himself along the way, yet all that he made  

was part of him.  

 

                 Bending to breathe life  

into these new ones, He thought to withhold  

himself, to leave in each a place, simply  

where he was not – an ending, a surface,  

his own surface.  I will call that  

not-me-ness Soul, thought God, for the first time  

needing a name. 

 

                Until then, God 

had no need of language.  He did not say,  

“Let there be light.”  That was a scribe trying  

to understand creation, but He/She – already  

you can see the trouble with words – held light  

and dark within.  The Eternal, being all,  

did not need to say “this is like that”  

to understand the nature of things.  Ah,  

but Eve’s “Mmm” at the apple was more  

than a cat’s purr, and Adam’s “Mmm, Mmm”  

not only enjoyed the juice, but said,  

“I’m twice as good at this sinning as you.” 

 

   Those angels who drove us from the garden  

made sort of a humming sound which we 

translated as “Hosanna” – as we set off 

being fruitful, multiplying, speechifying. 

When we began to write poems, God learned 

how to read. When we began to sing, God 

heard discord and harmony and understood 

how they worked together. 
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The Space Between 
By Elizabeth Bremer 

It was almost too difficult to wrap words around 

Absence. Absence expands like the space 

between earth and the moon. Like the universe. 

I dialogued with Absence for days and it was 

frustrating because guess who wouldn’t show up? 

T. S. Eliot’s words came to mind: “Wait without 

hope…” I waited. In the waiting, strands of 

words emerged. 

Simple Everyday Absence 

Leaves on trees in winter, the horizon through 

Sculpted branches in summer. 

Green hills in fall, gold ones in spring. 

Outbreath at one pause, inbreath at another. 

Absence Becoming Presence 

It’s just not there.  

What is missing? 

(Perhaps this is the most loving embrace.) 

Bringing Up the Mud 

In absence, a seed keeps to itself,  

And will, except for the permeability of absence, 

Until found by moisture and minerals. 

It could be a long time before absence, 

Amidst the gifts of nourishment, 

Allows tendrils to expand. 

Some Absences 

Of my husband, friends, and others 

Who’ve died are gatekeepers, mentors, guardians 

At the door. 

They must be paid and heard and spoken with 

Before any other thoughts about Absence can 

Be entertained. 

“Your absence has gone through me 

Like thread through a needle. 

Everything I do is stitched with its color.” 

  -- W. S. Merwin 

Identity and Absence  

I’m a silence, a hesitation, the between-space. I 

Find myself as much on the roads not taken as on 

Those I have. I’m glad for journeys that have 

Required wandering. 

I’m grateful for seminars exploring the spaces 

between, the silence, the no-stone, the no thing, 

the empty jar, the time when I was “first killed”, 

the unknown interpretation, the empty page, the 

empty tomb, and the questions. 

Thank You, 2022-2023 Donors 

April & Jim Barrett 

Barbara & Matthew Black 

Elizabeth Bremer 

Jennifer Brodie 

Carol Browning 

Hal Childs 

Marilyn Baldauf Cooney 

Manuel Costa 

Linda Davidge 

Denise Dinwiddie 

Celeste Dodd 

Ann Elsbach 

Randy Engle 

LynneAnne Forest 

Betty Foster 

John Gallagher 

Carla & Tom Gerber 

Geri Grubbs 

Maris Pravata Helfrich 

Harry Henderson 

Noel Hurd 

Maria Nicholas Kelly 

Coeleen Kiebert 

Fay Kilgore 

John Kirby 

Nina Lawrence 

Hugh Leonard 

Tim Locke 

Jennifer Mansfield 

Martha Maris 

Faith Mason 

Sonya & Hal Milton 

Maria Nieri 

Anne Ogonowski 

Gardiner Perry 

James Preston 

Carina Ravely 

Lillian Rhinehart 

Bob Ridder 

Joyce Samati 

Susan Warner Smith 

Sue Steele 

Patricia & George Stenger 

Teresa Sylvester 

Bill Thomas 

Kay Young 

Lisa Yount 
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      The Guild for Psychological Studies 
 

“Nowhere to lay your head” 
 

A weekend seminar at Four Springs 
July 7–9, 2023 

 
As they were going along the road, a man said to him, “I will follow you 

wherever you go.” And Jesus said to him, “Foxes have holes, and birds 

of the air have nests; but [human being] has nowhere to lay [its] head.” 

(Luke 9:59–60) 
 

As we travel along the road of life today, it certainly feels as if everything we have relied 

on is constantly shifting, even disappearing, leaving us without any secure ground. 

Anxiety fills the air and “truth” has become malleable by those with the loudest 

megaphone. Our time has been called “post-truth.” The above short vignette from the life 

of Jesus offers a challenge and an opportunity. But, what if we leave its two-thousand-

year-old ancient and traditional religious context aside, and approach it as a soul-dream 

for our time right now? What will it teach us as we allow ourselves to sink into its 

imagery, about truth itself? What is truth? Where is truth found? Is there a quality of truth 

that will cut through the noise and give us a reliable bearing in this world? Join us in a 

process exploring the interweave of self-exploration and soul-exploration. 
 

We will engage our work together with guided conversation, expressive art, music, 
movement, journaling, and silence. 
 
This is the Guild’s first seminar back at Four Springs after the Covid inspired three-year hiatus 

from any in-person meetings. We are mindful that the Covid virus remains a matter of concern, 

and we will ask everyone attending this seminar to provide proof of vaccination and appropriate 

boosters. Masking at the seminar will be optional. Please take an at-home Covid test before you 

come to Four Springs. 
 

 

Location:  Four Springs, Middletown CA 
Dates: Friday, July 7 at 7:30 pm through Sunday, July 9, 2023, at 1 pm. 
Presented by The Casting Seeds group 
Fees: The fee for this seminar is on a sliding scale of $250 – $400, plus a nonrefundable deposit 

of $50. 
For more information, contact: harryhenderson51@gmail.com 
Register at https://guildsf.org/online-seminar-registration/ 

https://guildsf.org/online-seminar-registration/
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Stay Connected 
 

Bob Ridder, Administrative Coordinator, is available 

for all inquiries by phone at (415) 561-2385, or by 

email at office@guildsf.org. 

 

Send your email address to office@guildsf.org so that 

we can keep you connected and up-to-date on Guild 

events. Also be sure that we have your current mailing 

address so that we are able to send you this yearly 

edition of the newsletter. Please keep us updated with 

your address changes. 

 

Mailing Address 

Guild for Psychological Studies  

P.O. Box 178  

Aptos, CA  95001  

 

Guild Website  

Visit www.guildsf.org  for information about 

seminars and events, and to register for seminars. The 

website also has general information about the Guild, 

past issues of the Threshing Floor, relevant news, and 

links to resources. If you would like to post 

information of interest to the Guild community, please 

email harryhenderson51@gmail.com, our web 

administrator. 

 

Guild Facebook Page 

https://www.facebook.com/guildsf. If you haven’t yet, 

please “friend” and “like” us! 

 

Newsletter 

To receive 12 issues of The Threshing Floor a year, 

please contact the Guild office. There is no charge for 

an e-mail subscription. For a print subscription, please 

send a check for $25 to the Guild office. 

Items for inclusion in the Threshing Floor should be 

mailed to the Guild Office, Attn. Threshing Floor 

Editor, or emailed to office@guildsf.org. The deadline 

for each issue is the 20th of the month. Items received 

after that date will be published the following month.  

 

Production & Layout Editor: Wilene Chang  

Content Editor: Lisa Yount  

Distribution: Bob Ridder 

 

Disclaimer: The opinions expressed in this newsletter 

(by contributors other than staff and directors) are the 

writers’ and not necessarily an official position of the 

Guild.  

 

 

Publishing House sales – books and CDs  

Order publications on the Guild website or contact 

Carina Ravely at guildpublishing@yahoo.com. 

 
Donations 

Many thanks to our donors! Your financial support in 

any amount helps the Guild with seminars and other 

events, with the training of leaders, with outreach, and 

with other new and ongoing efforts. Because the Guild 

is a registered nonprofit organization, with 501(c)(3) 

status, your contribution may be tax deductible. 

Donations should be directed to the Guild office 

address, or you may donate online using the PayPal 

link you’ll find by selecting the Make a Donation link 

on the main page of our website. 

 

Volunteers 

There are several people who fill necessary volunteer 

roles in the Guild. If you would like to be a Guild 

volunteer, please contact the Guild office at 

office@guildsf.org and let us know particular 

volunteer roles that appeal to you. Currently 

volunteers are members of the editorial staff for the 

Threshing Floor; members of the Board of Directors; 

train to serve as seminar coordinator, committee 

person or cook; provide transportation to/from 

seminars for attendees; help to catalog or research 

Guild archive materials; write reviews for Guild books 

and other publications; etc. 

 

Friends and Members 

Friends of the Guild are donors and others interested 

in receiving Guild information who are not Voting 

Members. Voting membership requires active 

participation in some form of leadership or committee 

role, or other volunteer effort, and the payment of 

annual dues. Voting members may receive a print 

subscription to the Threshing Floor upon request. 

 

Board of Directors 

Elizabeth Bremer, Secretary  

Hal Childs, President  

Denise Dinwiddie 

Harry Henderson, Treasurer  

Jennifer Morgan Mansfield, Vice President  
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