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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.

Document from the Guild’s Archives

Submitted by Hal Childs

In the light of the Guild Board’s realization that the Guild would need to close its doors, the Board went through the Guild’s
archives, making the hard decisions about what was of value and what was not. One of the documents we discovered was simply
titled, “Original Asilomar Statement” (1932) by EBH. “EBH” is Elizabeth Boyden Howes, the founder of the Guild. She was the
charismatic leader and teacher of the historical-critical study of the figure of Jesus in the Synoptic Gospels, which she learned from
Henry Burton Sharman. Over her years of intensive work with this material she added the depth-psychology of C. G. Jung to the
overall process. To those of us who knew her, nothing can compare to the passion and devotion she brought to the study of Jesus and
her commitment to helping others learn what it meant to orient one’s whole being and life to values higher and more inclusive than our
egos. The experience she describes here when she was 24 years old documents a definitive and pivotal moment when her life was
given a sure and secure anchor. Over the many years (twenty plus) that I knew her, I do not recall her ever referring to this experience.
It seemed important to share it.

Elizabeth Bovyden’s experience on the Asilomar beach, September 1931

Thursday night the whole of me stared the Universe in the face for the first time and completely acknowledged its domination. It
happened so quietly, so dispassionately that I felt as the man who expressed in himself in “The River”— “there was left no shred to
tell the reason why—only the river running black beneath a blacker sky.”

I said “goodnight” to F. — I didn’t know whether I’d be back for the night. To have known would have been to predict: That never
happens.

I walked slowly, very slowly to the beach — and I was scared — No, not in the ordinary sense, but in the realization that I couldn’t stay
alone on the beach that night without having that “final reckoning” which I had thought of in the afternoon, having fallen in love in a
profound sense with Asilomar that afternoon. That “f - 1" was bound to come — I’ve known it for two years — and I’ve withheld
myself purposely from it. I have prayed — now a good many times — have gone through intense emotional “searchings,” especially this
summer. I always knew that at the core there was more — I had no idea how much. I knew that [ would know when the supreme
moment had come. It has come — quietly, unobserved by any but myself, marked by lack of emotional excitement — the recognition of
I as Life — as identical with all other Life. The recognition of the essential sameness of all organic Life.

I put down my blankets on a tiny hill — and walked to the edge of the water and sat down quietly. My body began relaxing — the Sound
of the waves was terrifying — I sat gazing, almost unconscious, at them — They came and went — flowing in and out — I felt small, but
never helpless. I knew I couldn’t ever feel that — to have felt it would have been to dodge the issue — the issue was not to be dodged
now. How long I sat there I don’t know — not long. I was completely calm as I walked back and lay down in my blankets — my head
tipped so that I could see the black ocean with its cresty white foam, like strips of lace. The moon was behind me, over my left
shoulder — there were only a few stars.
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For eight or nine hours I lay there — more perhaps “in vacuo” than I can say — not for one small instant did I allow myself to become

specific — I seemed to be able to control my thoughts perfectly. This night there were two parties to reach an agreement: The Universe
and Me — that agreement was going to be reached not by any effort of will but the Life in me had been demanding that agreement for
so long. I had to be responsive to it — it was inevitable at that point.

What happened those nine hours? I slept approximately one hour of it. For the rest I lay utterly still — for the first time in twenty-four
years not a muscle moved — I knew then that when they do, they do as a protective or defensive measure — they, the movements
come between me and the Universe. I stared at the stars — stared — stared — stared. I hardly thought — only stared. Then and at a precise
moment [ knew I had passed “beyond personality” — that I was down to pure Essence — that Life only could be lived in me from that
moment forth — that I was not a person — not E.B., but that I was a channel — a means for the expression of Life as all living things
are. For a moment there would be a muscular tension in some part of me — then I knew I was not just an organ for Life, but there was
me, the “personality” there. It would disappear — all effortless, all without striving. This just happened as I lay gaping at the stars and
the moon — at the ocean, and felt the roar of it in my whole being.

Once, once only, I cried aloud, “Take all of me — I don’t want to keep anything.” I knew my sincerity at that moment.

It was all so quiet. I went back and forth with the surge of the waves — life flowed in me as in them. I was so wide-awake — my
tabernacle felt relaxed and buoyant with strength. I would stare at one star — If [ couldn’t I knew “I” was there. The sky was so clear
— the course of the stars so straight — and I follow my course with the same precision and accuracy, with no slight deviation.

I turned on my side — and clutched sand in my hand — it fell through my fingers. It was the same thing I was. The moonlight on some
green plants by me — I stared at it — lost in wonder — We were the same thing. That was the wonder of the whole night — the essential
sameness of life when allowed to be lived, not corrupted, perverted by human personality.

I slept and awoke. The moon was on the water — it silvered it bit by bit. The Universe no longer seemed “out there” — it was
immensely terrifying but it was in me — I in it. There was no differentiation of any Life those hours — on that white, white beach. Then
the phrase of M. M. “I hold that the best one can do is to be conscious of one’s own eternality.” Eternality — that was surely it — I
could choose (No! says F) to be eternal or not eternal. I chose to be eternal — a vehicle for the same Life that is in everything. God
didn’t enter in to all this — that is, the word never crossed my mind once all night — What did was non-differentiation, if not perverted —
two unities, of Self, and Self and Universe which is really only one Unity for they are inter-dependent — conscious of eternality.

All this time my body underwent amazing transformations — that stillness was so foreign to it — it responded to it and got fresh strength
from it. All words took on new meanings — “I am what I am.” That was formerly a recognition of the fact that myself was myself — E.
B. had this mind and not that mind — she was capable of this, and not that — she was this person, and not that one. Now it was totally
different — “I am what [ am” as a person? No! it was [ am what I am, I am Life. I can be nothing else. Life can be greater in me than in
the waves, the sand, the silver greeneness [sic], the seagulls — imagine that! Yes — greater because only man can completely distort and
pervert Life to something else. Because he can so pervert it, because endowed with some faculty not given other Life, so can he be its
greatest vehicle — he can be the most loyal of all Living things for Life.

The moon moved on — there was more silver — there was the Universe and me. Never have I been alone completely before. I don’t
believe many individuals have ever been so alone as I was there — and so un-alone. Not once did other people come to my
consciousness. “It was truly the awesome miracle of sheer existence.” Just to exist — to live — to be empty as correctly understood.

It got light — the stars disappeared — the Pleiades, Orion were loved greatly — I arose with a new body — and went to the John. It was an
amazing experience — I don’t know why.

The sand was so white — the ocean not so black. I walked slowly, lost in wonderment at what had happened. I didn’t know exactly — as
I walked back the clouds became friends — I threw myself at the rising sun — It, the sun, is Life supreme. I was too then at that
moment. [ sang along the beach — picked up my blankets and walked home with nothing to say. There was nothing to say. I knew this
— for nine hours I had layen [sic] there and become transformed in them — but there was no excitement, perhaps not even an external
or internal radiancy I think. I hardly knew myself all that day. Something was in me that had never been there before — I have to
become acquainted with it — I had completely faced Reality — I wanted it and it only to dominate me — anything else is a perversion
and a betrayal to Life, and to that experience which put only Life in me effortlessly.



Endnotes

There are two handwritten copies of this document, both by Elizabeth. The original copy is written in pencil, and seemingly
written somewhat hastily, perhaps in her eagerness to capture the essence of her experience. A cover page for this document is dated
1932. The second copy is a transcription in ink, and is dated September 1931. Since Elizabeth’s first Records seminar with H.B.
Sharman at Camp Minnesing, Ontario, Canada, was in the summer of 1930, my guess is that this experience comes after her second
Records summer seminar in 1931, and that the 1931 date for her Asilomar beach experience is correct (Asilomar is part of the
Monterey peninsula in California). We do know that both Henry Sharman and the Records seminar made a profound impression on
Elizabeth and set her life direction. From what she says in this document it is clear the truth (her truth) had been working on her for
some time. Here she let it come to her fully, and said Yes.

In the upper right-hand corner of the pencil copy is an illegible comment, which on the ink copy reads, “To J. M. M. my
thanks.” About three quarters through the document we see her reference a quotation from “M. M.” Again, my guess is that “JMM”
and “MM?” refer to John Middleton Murray. He was an unconventional religious thinker who blended theological-spiritual ideas with
scientific concepts, illustrated in the title of his 1929 book, God: Being an Introduction to the Science of Metabiology. This is the book
where the quotation always heard at Records seminars comes from: “But the will of God that is known beforehand ceases to be the
will of God.” Elizabeth always referred to Murray with respect and appreciation. Just the sort of thinking that would appeal to a
sensitive young woman with an incipient calling, embarking on her life-long “religious-spiritual” journey.

It is well known that Elizabeth’s handwriting is almost impossible to read and decipher without a good amount of practice. In
this instance, Faith Mason gave significant help in working out what Elizabeth was telling us with her writing. We managed to
untangle many an illegible glyph. In typing out this document I tried to stay as true as possible to the original pencil copy; there is
little punctuation and a very free use of hyphens to separate thoughts. With the ink transcription she smoothed out some of the
punctuation and phrasing, but in general she kept its spontaneous form. I included some additional paragraph breaks for readability.

The “F.” referred to in the first sentence must be Fred Howes, to whom she was later married for a short time.
Below I note the several differences in word choice between the Pencil version and the Ink transcription:

Pencil: “I felt as the man who expressed in himself in “The River” —”

Ink: “I felt as the man who expressed himself in “The River” —”

Pencil: “I knew I couldn’t ever feel that”

Ink: “I knew I couldn’t feel that”

Pencil: “they, the movements come between me and the Universe”

Ink: “they, the movements are between me and the Universe”

Pencil: “There was no differentiation of any Life those hours”

Ink: “There was no differentiation of any Life in those hours”

Pencil: “Then the phrase of M. M. “I hold that the best one cando . ..”

Ink: “Then the phrase of M. M. came to me “I hold that the best one cando . . .”

Pencil: “I could choose (No! says F) to be eternal or not eternal.”

Ink: “I could choose (No! says F) to be eternal or not to be eternal.”

Pencil: “Not once did other people come to my consciousness”

Ink: “Not once did other people come into my consciousness”



Pencil: “the Pleiades, Orion were loved greatly”

Ink:

“the Pleiades, Orion were greatly loved”

Pencil: “for nine hours I had layen [sic] there and become transformed in them —”

Ink:

“for nine hours I had layen [sic] there and become transformed —”

Submitted by Nils Peterson
Maybe some of this would be of interest with the Love seminar coming up.

First Chaos came to be, next wide-bosomed Earth, the ever-sure foundations of all, then Eros fairest among the
deathless gods, who unnerves the limbs and overcomes the mind and wise counsels of all gods and goddesses, all
men and women.

Out of Chaos came the underworld called Erebus, and black Night.
Earth brought forth Starry Heaven, equal to herself, to cover her on every side.

Then followed the matings that brought forth the creation and all of its inhabitants, the Sun, the Moon, the
mountains, the seas, the Gods, Titans, and humans....

She came forth on the shores of Cypress an awful and lovely goddess. Men called her Aphrodite. Where she
walked, grass and flowers grew up around her shapely feet. When she entered the assembly of the gods, Eros and
comely Desire came as her attendants.

And this is the honour she has had from the beginning, the whisperings of maidens and smiles and deceits, those
certain, but more so, sweet delight and love and graciousness. From Hesiod’s Theogony

When I see you October Birthdays

even for a moment

I cannot speak Janet Thompson Petroni Oct 1

my tongue is broken Clare Morris Oct 5

fire rides under my skin Steve Toby Oct 15

I am blind, my ears ring, Martha Maris Oct 16

and [ sweat and tremble Andrew Getman Oct 22

with my whole body Ann Prince Oct 22
Nils Peterson Oct 29

(Sappho, trans. Peterson)



The Guild for Psychological Studies presents -

CxX

The Birth

of Love

at Four Springs
Y C

The ancient story of the nativity of Love is marked by strange
J Love ZS born Zn a Stable visitations, remarkable synchronicities, lowly habitation,

WY deadly danger, and just-in-time life-saving dreams. An old

\'v  Love is born in a cave

N Vo noises, lights, and profits of modern Christmas. This story

story that still reverberates, and has all but vanished in the

: 4 still has some things to tell us about Love giving birth to
LOUe [A) bOT?’l mn darkness itself, Love endangering itself, and Love protecting itself for

the sake of becoming real. Birth inaugurates all journeys,

Love ZS born ONn a Cross especially our personal life-journeys, beginning with
biological birth, followed by all those challenging
never-ending psychological births.

What is this love We will explore what Love is telling us about itself through
] ; this old, familiar story, hoping to capture some of the magic
that begs to differ with my in the traditional Guild créche building ceremony, and

h 1 too h tAtions? feeling into the soul-full meaning of all the Birth of Love
uman all too human €xpectations: characters, spirits, and mystery.

Questions, artwork, discussion, silence, and journaling will

guide our exploration.

Dates: Friday, Dec. 4 at 7:30 PM through Sunday, Dec. 6, 2026, at 1 PM
Leaders: Hal Childs, PhD, MFT; Jennifer Morgan Mansfield, MA; Faith Mason, MA, MFT

Fees: A sliding scale of $250—$400, plus a nonrefundable deposit of $50.

For more information, contact: .
Register at

Harry Henderson at

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

harryhenderson51@gmail.com.



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
PO Box 6457

Oceanside, CA 92052

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 Editors: 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.

Board of Directors

Elizabeth Bremer, Secretary

Hal Childs, President

Harry Henderson, Treasurer

Faith Mason

Jennifer Morgan Mansfield, Vice President
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