
 

 

In February of 1988 after leaving Claymont Court and returning home I am certain that the world 
owes me the love I’d felt in the GC, that great opening of the world’s heart. 
 
Not until March of 2004 do I realize in the final meeting of the Women’s Retreat in Madison, 
Virginia, as we circulate our final comments and the requisite box of tissues (women cry a lot), 
that it is I who owe the world this Love. Ah! 
 
My own reminisces follow, focusing on key events and experiences & some Points of Seeing; 
things that we may all have touched the likes of at one time or another. Some are funny, some 
beautiful and transcendent, some terrifying. So it goes in the Real World. 
 
When I arrive at Claymont with my 13-month-old, Sam in February of 1988, Debra Gavalis 
Kahan immediately becomes my savior. She has arranged a patchwork quilt of childcare so that 
I can participate in the course. With a special dispensation (there were five of us visiting from 
the Virginia School for the Alexander Technique in Charlottesville) I am for a week running in 
and out of meetings, ferrying Sam to and fro (and sometimes he comes along to these, at meals 
and in the corridors; at meals “Bicycling to Afghanistan” is being played at each one, very fast, 
by young guys. This is where I meet Victor, a very young guy, but not as young as Sam. 
 
I remember the first meal in the big dining room at the Mansion—at polished wooden tables with 
benches spread out in two files— I am in the file that is ‘house right’ facing the head table. I am 
standing up to introduce myself and am so nervous my face is shaking, the muscles crawling all 
over without any volition on my part. This is my first memory of how much one notices on GC 
courses, how much sensitive energy is available in the very air. I’d always been a nervous 
public speaker, but never noticed the particulars of the tension until this moment. 
 
Later on that same course—or maybe it was the one in April, as we came back for another 
week—Jerry Toporovsky gives a talk in the library. He speaks about impressions as food. When 
we pass an accident on the highway do we look at it? Why? I have to run out of this talk at some 
point to check on Sam, who is asleep in the women’s dorm room on the second floor. 
 
During this time there is a Level Three going on, fellows have been living in the house For 
Awhile. The only phone (these are pre-cellphone days) is in the basement, where several 
people live, and walking to and from it (my grandmother’s birthday is in April, and I remember 
calling her from the phone in the hallway in the dungeon-like basement), I pass a contraption 
rigged by one of the Inmates. He is trying to replicate the experience of an Alexander Teacher 
taking his head. He’s strung up a kind of sling hung from the ceiling to put traction on his neck in 
hopes of recreating ‘neck free, head forward and up.’ It looks like a noose. 
 
Sometime in the next year, not at Claymont, but in Charlottesville (Frank commutes back and 
forth the whole three years of our AT training) I am in the side yard of my house at night…in AT 
lie-down doing The Exercise: the Exercise of the Collected State. Frank has given this to us in 
school, and I am practicing. 
 
As I lie on the grass bringing closer to myself the circles of attention, bringing within myself the 
circles of attention, my legs begin to twitch. This is not unusual; I have always had twitchy legs. 
For me this The Exercise is also (and remains) an AT exercise, so to the best of my ability I 
release my legs as I would with my AT teacher.  
 



 

 

They began to kick. By themselves and wildly. I let them. More kicking. More releasing. I 
suppose an observer might call what is happening a kind of seizure; for me subjectively it is an 
AT Release of Great Proportion. 
 
My body calms at last and I lie quietly on the grass. And above me the stars are reeling 
and…here is the first of the transcendent moments that come to me out of the GC school…I 
hear the most beautiful music imaginable. The stars are making music! And while they transfix 
me with their beautiful song I see the trail of a star—my star—the one I came in on and the one 
that would lead me home, across the sky, into the heavens, and—this part I see beyond seeing, 
I know my trail back Home. At the end of my life. Here I am in my 30th or 31st year, seeing the 
way back!  
 
I go into the kitchen where Steve has come from his nightly reading and tell him what I have 
heard. He’s still at that stage in my AT training of wondering what it is I’m up to, what is all of 
this, and here his face opens and changes to one of Wonder. “You’ve heard the Song of the 
Spheres.” Oh, I say. Wow. 
 
Years and years later, in September of 2005, there is a course at Lebanon, NJ. One evening I 
am quite late to the evening Circle and when I walk into the God-nasium (the course is at a 
Baptist summer camp, and the Ballroom is a combo gymnasium and church) there are 65 
guitars playing, a Circle within a Circle—which to this day appears to me on different levels, as 
though the outer Circle were on risers—and there it is, the same music!  
 
And this time the visual component is right in front of me, on this plane, and what I see in my 
mind’s eye remembering it is a large large organism with many many hands—one body— 
playing the Song of the Spheres.  
 
In 2006 in Lunlunta at Nuestra Señora del Transito, the night Robert has the Circle within a 
Circle within a Circle adjourn the Ballroom and line the upper corridor of the Cloister something 
similar arises, though when TG describes it at breakfast the next morning (he having just lost 
dear friends in a tragic auto accident) he says that it is the Music of This World ushering his 
friends across to the Next.  
 
There arises in the upper corridor of Nuestra Señora a human tunnel of Angelic Dynamism and 
Repose, through which perhaps seven of us, not playing the guitar for various reasons (Bill R 
had just come from the Kitchen, maybe, where he was busy holding the Course together?), are 
invited to walk. 104 players have guitars in their hands and are playing chords distributed by 
Robert.  
 
Walking through to the end and back feels formal and like walking in a wedding procession—I 
think of when nuns take the veil, those who live here on the other side of the Cloister wall, who 
are celebrating Easter this week and process with a statue of Jesus up and down this corridor 
taking Him to and from Holy Week services—or as TG says, a funeral procession, walking from 
This World to the gateway of the Next. 
 
Before the Sacred carries me away, back to Lebanon in 2005. This is the last course we hold on 
this property, having also had an Intro led by me and Curt in January of the same year (Sam, 
my older son, attends and borrows my chapstick the first day. I remember it being very nice and 



 

 

very easy having him on the course, 17 years after his first ones, and also having savagely 
chapped lips by the end, from the heat in the old farmhouse.)  
 
In March 2005 a semi-retired Crafty visits the course to give acupuncture treatments as “as a 
way of giving back” for all GC has done for her. (This is the 20th anniversary course.)  
 
To quote Robert at the final meeting, “And L. arrives, releases a huge amount of negative 
energy, and then leaves.” The energy manifests in convulsions for one person, loss of 
equilibrium for another. And then the hauntings. A table session where a friend breathes out and 
realizes he doesn’t have to breathe in (i.e. he almost dies). After the table session—where I’ve 
worked to undo something weird that has “entered” the friend I am at lunch and Zum comes in  
to perform (they have spent the week rehearsing in the old farmhouse kitchen). They play a 
Mozart piece that is very moving, striking first for me a chord of deep sorrow and then 
Something Else. I find myself running from the room, through the kitchen and out to the back of 
the lodge, where the most un-Godly sound flies out of me, a scream that isn’t mine, but in 
another voice, a woman’s, and which appears as a ball of energy the size of a small soccer ball. 
It flies out over the pond just as Curt comes out to check on me. C. was in the kitchen as I flew 
by. 
 
Next I am sitting on a high stool in the kitchen sobbing with Curt and now Tony, I think, and a 
few other trusted folks helping to calm me. I realize I’ve been giving exorcisms this last two days 
after L’s departure. The property is haunted, the acupuncture opened a lot of doorways for the 
haunting to “get in” to people, and now I am telling my compatriots through sobs that this is all 
way above my pay-grade. 
 
The final afternoon of the course Robert assigns the Exercise of Qualitative Endeavor. We are 
many, and work around the large Circle to Jaxie, whose choice of actions is to put her guitar 
back in its case. When her turn arrives she kneels down and there is a kind of Jedi-energy-
rejection-thing happening; she simply can’t get the guitar into the case.  
 
She looks perplexed. Tries again. Still no go. Then Robert says, “Perhaps later?” and J. 
gratefully agrees. 
 
After dinner, right before the Final Meeting for the course, Jaxie asks Robert if she might try her 
task again. Robert agrees. The Circle forms around the open part of the dining room. J. picks up 
her guitar, it verily swings up into her hands, and flies elegantly into its case.  
 
The course is Complete. The Right Thing at the Right Time does itself. 
 
We make it through the course, but never return to Lebanon. 
 
2005 again the Haunting 
 
2005 Jay’s question 
 
During the Haunted Course of Hellishness, there is a light moment, a moment of relief, at a 
meal toward the end of the course. J. raises his hand to ask Robert a question. J. is very 
earnest, a fellow in his 50’s, around quite a while in GC. He is very serious. Somber, even. 
“Robert, I study the aphorisms and there is one I don’t get at all.” 



 

 

“What is that, J.?” Robert replies. “Well,” says J.”I just don’t understand why Humor is Not 
Permitted.” 
 
Long long silence. The room is suspended waiting for Robert’s reply. 
 
“It’s a joke, J.,” says Robert. 
 
2000 Elizabeth 
 
 
 
A night toward the middle of the Santa Barbara course, the Circle—whole house, what later 
came to be called the House of Guitars—meets in the dining room. The piece I think was the 
one I call “Cathedrals” or “Castles in the Air.” It begins with a D-string…I think it is one string, 
though might be a chord…repetition that goes on and on, a gentle chant-like structure, and over 
this chords are drawn, up and down the scale. Then toward the end the D falls silent and the 
chords remain, making the castles in the air, connected-but-not-connected, chiming on and on, 
seemingly in all planes of the ether. 
 
At some moment in the progression of the piece, no doubt when the D has fallen away, RF or 
whoever is leading (I can’t remember) has the lights turned off. Magic. 
 
The next morning at breakfast Paul Richards comments that he heard “the most beautiful music 
last night, and then when the lights went back on, it was you guys!” The last bit said 
incredulously to the 40-odd beginners. 
 
Santa Barbara, still. Teatime, I think. Entering the rustic dining room—w/polished wooden tables 
like those at Claymont—entering the door Bill R strikes up a conversation. “Good gig, huh?” 
Something then about what brings me here, and the AT, and “the money is good, too.” Which it 
was. The only course where I’ve made double the usual fee, as did all of the instructors. 88 
participants, 44-odd beginners, the explanation. 
 
Back to meeting Bill. It may have been our second conversation, but I don’t think so, somehow I 
had Bill’s number right away, a strong recognition. He reminds me of my son (who was then 15), 
also a drummer. His brash self-confidence, his gestures, his smarty-pants sense of humor. 
Sitting across from him at the table I find myself saying, “You remind me of my son! He’s an 
asshole, too.”  
 
Now, where my husband went to boarding school they had a whole roster of types: douche, 
asshole, nerd, geek. Asshole was way up in this hierarchy, so I was moving on this scale when 
addressing Bill. And of course, he didn’t take offense. Instead we’ve been trusting friends since 
that moment. 
 
2003 Guitar Craft Face 
 
2004 Extended Course 
 
2004 the women’s retreat 
 



 

 

 
IN September of 2000 I returned to Guitar Craft after ten years away. My first courses as a 
trainee were February and April of 1988, and my first course as a certified AT  teacher was 
September of 1990. For this last course that I attended at Claymont I was summoned by Frank 
who, knowing I was pregnant, offered me a private room in the barn. “It’s a broom closet,” 
explains Frank in our initial phone call, “but it’s all yours.” I was eight months pregnant, and all I 
remember about the course is teaching and sleeping…with my nose inches away from the 
bristle end of the brooms. I had a small pallet to lie down on, and the bathroom was down the 
hallway. If that didn’t turn me away from GC, what would? 
 
But GC WHQ was soon to move to Germany, and I was charged (in the larger cosmic sense, no 
one said this to me)  with spending ten years away, developing my Alexander practice, 
undergoing psychotherapy (several stints, one 5 years long), raising my young boys, and 
(seeing this in retrospect) otherwise Growing Up.  
 
In September of 2000, almost ten years to the day after the Claymont course in 1990, Frank 
calls again.  
 
These were rocky times in my home life, kids 10 and 14, marriage struggling, professional 
pressures at a high pitch for both my husband and me. The travel day to Lebanon, NJ (GC was 
no longer centered at Claymont in the US) dawned stormy, torrential rains and winds ravaged 
the East Coast. 
 
My flights out of Charlottesville, through Philadelphia, to Newark were many times delayed. I 
was in a crisis at home and phone communication was poor (this was before the advent of the 
cell phone, or at least before I had one). When I finally reached Newark it was evening and a 
trip that should have taken 4 hours had taken almost 10. And the people charged with picking 
me up were not there. And still not there. I waited 6 hours. Emotionally distraught, I finally 
reached someone at the Lebanon by pay phone and it turns out that Robert’s plane had been 
delayed also,and that there were floods on the secondary roads, and that in the rush to get 
Robert to the venue safely I had been utterly forgotten. 
 
I was furious. At GC. At my husband (we were still quarreling). At Everything. 
 
I informed JB, the travel coordinator, that I was going to check into a hotel and that he was 
going to pay for it. Storms still raging I left the terminal to wait for the hotel van. The airport was 
under construction, the hotel van was late, I sat on a bench with lightning striking the huge 
cranes and derricks and the thunder exploding and felt like I was in Hell. Personal, Professional, 
Travelers’ Hell. 
 
The hotel was cold comfort, not at all acceptable, with torn carpet and a lumpy bed. The quarrel 
with home continued into the night and finally, feeling utterly hopeless, I panicked. I lay on the 
dirty floor of the hotel room and prayed for Help. 
 
And it came. A soft, rain-like energy entered my body, an energy that when words came I 
described as “the peace with passeth all understanding.” And with the energy a Presence—or 
the energy was a presence—and I asked “Who are you?” The answer coming into my inner ear, 
I hear it clearly, but inside, not the the room, is “Elizabeth.” Saved by Elizabeth. 
 



 

 

Only later, in Santa Barbara, do I discover which Elizabeth (there was an Elizabeth in my life 
then, a nemesis, so a year and a half of confusion had to be got through before I find out), that it 
was Elizabeth Bennett who visits me in the hotel room in Newark, and ushers me back into GC. 
 
(How I find out, in Santa Barbara in 2002, is arriving at the dining room during Silence and when 
I step into the room there it is again, this soft rain of energy through my body, top to bottom, a 
sense of love washing gently through from above…Debra K. later says she felt EB in the room 
at this same moment & the pieces of the puzzle finally fall into place.) 
 
Elizabeth and Tom—who is the one who picks me up the next morning, the Hell Boy scooping 
me from the jaws of Hell—taking me Home. 
 
 
 
 


