
My Heart Broke

My heart broke before the first light of my days. An initiation for a life that would 
not be easy, yet one that I would never trade. The rhythms, swells and easings of 
this heart wound have become my compass and my instrument of healing while I 
travel the under life of things and people. It keeps me riveted with fascination and 
wonder about why we suffer, what makes people love, how we continue walking 
when the path is so laden with thorny brush, and how we find our way to join an-
other through the darkness. I listen for the song below the words and dive down 
to the place beneath so that I may cover myself in the feeling of it all.

My path has been clear from the start. I could have traveled no other. It would 
take me decades to understand and be grateful for this journey of gathering, 
communing with and mending broken hearts. It is a way of passion that stretch-
es me to the heights and depths of human touching, merging and standing still 
and apart, wounded and gazing at one being clearly and with awe. And here I am, 
breathful and overflowing for as long as I am permitted to stay.

- Mariah Gladis
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Dear Friends,
 
Who would’ve thought that 40 years ago my life would change so dramatically? After finally realizing in 
my middle to late 30’s that I was capable of a relationship and marriage, and not certain bachelorhood… 
along came Mariah. “Don’t go near him,” she famously said to a girlfriend as I entered a crowded room, 
“He’s mine.” 
 Since then my life has become so full, sometimes bursting at the seams, that I could hardly take it 
all in. No matter what the circumstances, I was as proud to be Mariah’s husband as she was to be my wife. 
She gave me so much as she gave to so many. And I gave to her, I know that. We both knew that love is a 
two-way street. 
  I want to honor Mariah any way that I can. And so this small gesture of memories is my way, in this 
time, to do that. For me, still emotional about her passing, it is inspiring at times and very difficult at others 
to read these stories of her life, many of which I knew and many that I didn’t. I offer them to you so you may 
see all of Mariah and share in these tales of love and life as she moved forward with graciousness, elegance 
and always hope, which many of you know we called ‘sacred denial’; our way of pushing forward. It was 
sacred to us.
  Thank you all for your contributions to Mariah‘s life and her story, and our story. My life is full and 
forever changed because of Mariah, and you. Please continue to send these stories and I will see what the 
next chapter is. With all that she has given, she deserves to be treasured so much in return.
  The great Lou Gehrig once said, “I am the luckiest man on the face of the earth.” No you’re 
not, Lou. I am.

Sending Big Love, 
 Ron

M Y  M E M O R I E S



I HAVE  AN  IMAGE OF THE PAST THAT 
is still very clear.  I saw Ron and Mariah 
side-by-side leaning against a large win-
dow sill in a Philadelphia center city apart-
ment.  They had just met and were talking 
and as I looked at them, I thought – this 
could be a match.  Ron, myself, and the 
man I was dating at the time, were all in-
vited to a party in this apartment.  As Fate 
would have it, Mariah was also at that 
party.   My boyfriend and I left the party 
early and Ron decided to stay.  As we left, 
that’s when I glanced over and there they 
were. Who knew so many years and happy 
memories later they would still be together.    

Linda Palmarozza 
Ambler, PA 

OH SUCH FUN WE HAD - BUT THEN 
there was always fun to be had with Mari-
ah when we were young and spent many 
weekends and summer times together.  We 
were put in a crib together too young to 
remember whom the other baby was but 
when old enough to make a choice, we 
would both want the same pair of cherry 
pajamas to wear to bed.  
 Though we went to different schools 
and lived in different towns, we spent most 
of our childhood together either swimming 
in the summer, dancing school, camp, or a 
myriad of other things mostly thought up 
by Mariah and her unquenchable search 
for adventure.  We would love to walk her 
black lab, “Cookie,” to the nearby college 

grounds and encourage her to swim in the 
lily pond just to watch the nuns come out 
and raise a ruckus as we hid behind bushes 
and blamed it all on “Cookie.”  
   Then there were times that we should 
not be too proud about, like convincing the 
neighbor boys to show us their “stuff” (we 
didn’t even know what their “stuff” was, but 
were curious) and then telling them that we 
always wore “stick pants” so we couldn’t 
take them off to show them our “stuff.”  
 Sleepovers that contained NO sleep 
and escapades wherever we could find 
them - the Bryn Mawr 5 and 10 cent store 
buying baby bottles, filling them with milk 
and pretending to be babies to while away 
the summer days.  
 When we’d swim at Conestoga Swim 
Club, we would have beef burgers ev-
ery day that were actually cooked in a 
microwave that we thought was magic! 
(late50’s).  Sometimes we would stop at the 
“MOO” shoppe for ice cream before walk-
ing back to her house (quite a distance) or 
sometimes hitch-hike a ride home if her 
mother was at work and we didn’t have a 
ride.  Good thing we could both swim and 
things were different then - we didn’t fear 
anything!
 One of the best summer escapades 
was dressing up for Halloween in July and 
“trick or treating” just to get candy ‘cause 
we were probably bored.  Lots of laughs to 
see the moms come to the door and see us 

dressed up!  We always got candy!  
 Those days at Mir’s house which seems 
like so many now, we ate beef bologna and 
mayonnaise sandwiches till we were sick 
of them; but they were easy to make.  We 
spent a lot of time on our own as you can 
see but didn’t seem to get into much trouble 
- simply because things seemed easy and 
safe those days of our youth.
 Mir would come to Sea Girt to the 
shore with our family and would burn like 
toast after we swam ALL day in the ocean.  
At night in bed we would rub our heads 
that were so full of sand that we could have 
filled a sand box.  My Dad would always 
take us to the Circus when it was in Phila-
delphia and we would come home with 
salamanders in a box.  We would always 
play with them in the car going home and 
they would be lost in Daddy’s car forever.  
 High school years we didn’t see each 
other as much.  But, brother, once we were 
out of college and back home we enjoyed 
many parties together (many at Mir’s house).  
 We were in each other’s weddings, 
saw our babies born, and were together at 
some of our children’s weddings.  All of 
this gave us almost 70 years (about 68 to be 
nearly exact) of being great friends. 
 I haven’t had anyone since to make 
me laugh like Mir did - she had a knack 
of knowing when someone needed “perk-
ing up.”  Even as children, she continually 
kept me in tune with the gift of friendship, 
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love, and loyalty and laughter.  No wonder 
her chosen profession was such a boon to 
so many people.  

Greatly missed, greatly loved, and no one 
to compare in my life.

Virginia (Ginny) and John McCook,
Maumee, OH

 
MARIAH: PROPER NOUN 
 (mar : eye’ : uh)                                            
1 : A truly remarkable individual with 
a stunning blend of perception, creativ-
ity, knowledge and wisdom... possessing a 
voice as soft as thunder.    
2 : One of Esalen’s greatest gifts, whose 
magical presence and profound influence 
continues to be felt every day by so many 
of us.                                                                                 
 Dear Mariah, Thank you for encourag-
ing me to roar — and you would probably 
smile to know that, as a result of my time 
with you, I am now doing voiceover for 
Greater Good Initiatives!

Christine Leuthold 
Santa Monica, CA

UNTIL WE MEET AGAIN….GREETINGS 
to my deeply loved and treasured teacher, 
mentor, warrior, role model, and perhaps 
most of all, previous friend and “sister,” 
Mariah. 
 Have you heard me whisper how deep-
ly I miss having you among us on earth? 
While longing for your return I will choose 
to remain focused on what I know to be 
your reclaimed freedom now that you have 
taken up residency in an existence after life. 
I feel I can say this with confidence because 
of the way in which you came to visit short-
ly after your passing in the form of a repeti-
tive and vivid dream. A dream in which you 
did not come as the Mariah whom faced the 
ever-declining ability to utilize your body 
and voice. Rather in the dream I joined you 
on a pristine white beach as I watched you 
ever so clearly soaring above me in the 
form of a magnificent, high-spirited, wide-
winged pure white coastal bird. 
 Even now I reflect on how privileged 
I felt to be invited to join you on the three 

or four nights that this dream came to visit. 
I find myself trying to catching my breath 
as I remember how peaceful the scene was 
– vibrant blue skies, a cool soft breeze, 
gently rolling waves, white sands, and then 
you, Mariah. You soaring over the beach 
with wings spread wide, relishing the free-
dom of flight as you caught upward air cur-
rents and then gleefully descended so fast 
and close to the water that I felt for sure 
you would break the surface, only to pow-
erfully change your direction upward at the 
last instant. And all the while you looked so 
extraordinarily happy, so relieved to finally 
spread your wings and return to a world in 
which you are free to physically soar in the 
ways that were taken from you while still 
on Earth.
 So Mariah I truly believe that you con-
tinue spending your days soaring over all 
of us whom you loved, taught and men-
tored. Watching over, softly reminding us 
that “growth, for all living things, is a natu-
ral process of leaning toward the light and 
love.” Reminding us, as quoted from Bruce 
Springsteen in your book, “And so our job 
here on earth, and the way we regain our 
divinity, our sacredness, and our general 
good standing is by reconstructing love and 
creating love out of the broken pieces that 
we’ve been given.”
 Mariah, for the thousands of people 
who were blessed to have crossed paths 
with you we are so eternally grateful for 
the ways in which you combined your wis-
dom and loving kindness to show us how 
to transform painful life experiences into 
positive healing memories. How to create 
exact moments of healing through the force 
of love, courage, gratitude, and the power 
of faith and will, and embrace ever-expand-
ing personal awareness and a commitment 
to finding a path to living rich, healthy, con-
nected and fulfilled lives.
 So for me I don’t feel the need to say 
“good-bye” to you Mariah, but rather “I 
can’t wait to see you again” when the day 
comes that I also take my last breath. 

Pattie Friel
Chadds Ford, PA

THERE WAS SOMETHING SPECIAL 
about Mariah: a transparency, empathy, 
and pathos that gave her deep compas-
sion. Mariah was able to profoundly con-
nect with others and transform their lives. 
She was an extraordinary human being. To 
know Mariah was to be blessed.

Todd McLeod       
Fresno, CA

MARIAH IS MUSIC. SHE BROUGHT 
calm into any storm and opened everyone 
to unconditional acceptance and self-love. 
No problem too large, no situation unman-
ageable. She opened Pandora’s box and 
smiled. No secrets too shameful. Always 
confident the group, under her leadership, 
could contain it. I listen to the songs she 
brought to us and added my own. She 
flowed with melody: Mozart, John Lennon, 
Luciano Pavarotti, and James Brown. For-
ever grateful. 

Lawrence Henry Spann, Ph.D., PA-C
Santa Barbara, CA

RON  –  TODAY  WHEN  I  WENT   TO 
journal in the book I use everyday, my page 
flipped open to the front page and there was 
Mariah’s signature – “with love always, 
Mariah.”  I’ve kept many journals over 
the years, however this one is special for 
a few reasons – 1) obviously given to me 
by Mariah unsolicited – a true gift from her 
heart; 2) its look – pink crocodile!  Pink is 
one of my favorite colors and it’s so fancy.  
Her heart was so big and had so much ca-
pacity. Even as I sit here now typing this 
note to you, I’m listening to the gentle tick 
tock of the little clock she brought back to 
me from her trip to Murano, Italy.  She was 
such a treasure, as you well know……she 
was one of the great ones and has left quite 
a legacy!  I will treasure so much more my 
journal now  - wishing you and the fam-
ily loads of peace during this grieving pro-
cess.  You Ron, have been a faithful servant 
throughout the years – thank you for every-
thing you did to support her, love her, and 
enable her ministry.   

Tricia Steege
Wayne, PA

    

I WANT TO REMEMBER WHAT IT WAS 
like to sit in the hotseat facing Mariah, to 
be trying to make good use of my time and 
in the moment, based on something that 
was happening right then, some combina-
tion of what I said, what I meant, what she 
might have felt that I meant, she would get 
a little gleam in her eye, a little upturn of 
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her mouth, and say the funniest, silliest, 
smartest, most mischievous, most ador-
able, most apt comment that would have 
me screaming with laughter and apprecia-
tion. Appreciation for the richness and the 
possibility of every moment in life.
You had to be there and I was so glad I was.

Judy Kleppel 
Philadelphia, PA

ONCE WHEN WE WERE AT ESALEN, 
Mariah had just returned from a massage.  
She had had a pedicure.  Someone in the 
group yelled out, “Mariah, look at those 
toes.”  She responded, “Not just a pretty 
face.”
I love her.  I feel her presence always.

Alisa Tavel      
Santa Cruz, CA

I FIRST MET MARIAH IN SEPTEMBER 
2016 at a Gestalt demonstration, my ther-
apist recommended. Later that evening, 
Mariah laid eyes on me, and from that 
moment on I knew I was someone spe-
cial in her eyes. I’ve never felt that from 
anyone. It was an unforgettable evening. I 
attended two more demonstrations and in 
November, I decided to attend a workshop. 
January 2017, I attended my first work-
shop. It profoundly changed my life. I did 
work around my mother. When I got home, 
my mother wasn’t receptive to anything I 
shared regarding my work. I proceeded to 
share with the workshop attendees via the 
post workshop email list, stating her non-
receptivity. Later, Mariah sent a personal 
email suggesting I do something different, 
and that she was looking forward to work-
ing and seeing me in future. From that mo-
ment on I knew my life had changed for 
the better. Mariah noticed me in a crowd of 
people and took the time to acknowledge 
me and respond to me. Since my first work-
shop, I’ve attended several other work-
shops and demonstrations, and Mariah con-
tinues to acknowledge me. She truly was a 
gift in my life that I will always cherish and 
be eternally grateful for. 
I just completed my first year of the Gestalt 
program and I look forward in continuing 
the program in September.

Jodi Santangelo 
Blue Bell, PA

 I EXPERIENCED MARIAH’S GENTLE 
and healing manner at Esalen Institute 
during the course of several Gestalt work-
shops. Due to past life experiences, I held 
knots of trauma within which kept me fro-

zen, still caught in old life experiences. 
Through her powerful yet gentle psychic 
touch, she helped to loosen those knots, 
so I could finally untie them and be freer. I 
will always be grateful to her for her gentle 
healing.

Paul                  
Palm Springs, CA 

HOSTING MARIAH, RON AND COLE 
at one of our Horse Circles was a day I 
will never forget. When Mariah entered the 
horse circle with her wheelchair, the accep-
tance and curiosity the horses offered was 
a delight to watch.  They were so intrigued 
with her...their power, along with exquisite

gentleness was a wonder to see. To see the 
smile on Mariah’s face- it was pure joy. 
Mariah arrived already loved, and the hors-
es simply mirrored back to her that love. 
What a gift. Thank you, Mariah and Ron! 
I love you!

Mindy Chernoff
Newtown Square, PA

MY STORY IS ABOUT ONE OF THE  
family gatherings. It was a 25th wedding 
anniversary for my sister, Theresa, and hus-
band John.  I’m guessing it was 1993. For 
those of you who don’t know my dad, he 
was a very loving guy and the more “high-
balls” he had the more loving he became. 
Always throwing his arm around you, giv-
ing you a kiss on the cheek, etc.
   Well, at this party, Ron and Mariah ar-
rived a little late, having given dad extra 
time for his “highballs.” Needless to say 
with their busy lives, we didn’t see Ron and 
Mariah as often as we liked, so it was great 
when they were able to attend. This was be-
fore Mariah was confined to a wheelchair.
So, Dad gives Ron a hug and shakes his 
hand and then proceeds to greet Mariah.  
He was soooo happy to see her!  Gave her 
a big hug and then a squeeze. The whole 

time he is talking to Mariah, he’s touching 
her, arm around her shoulder, grabbing her 
hand, another hug, etc.
   Ron pulls me aside and says, “Mare, 
Mariah was horseback riding yesterday, 
and took a nasty spill, and her entire body 
is sore.”  I immediately tapped my dad on 
the shoulder and told him. Of course, he 
apologized profusely.
   Bottom line is Mariah, being the gracious, 
sweet lady that she was, NEVER yelled 
out, kicked him in the shins, or told my 
dad, even politely, “enough with the hugs!”  
She stood there smiling, talking with him, 
and never gave any indication of the pain 
she was feeling. I don’t want to think of 
what she was really thinking!

Mary Marker
Boothwyn, PA

AS A PERSONAL TRAINER, I HAD THE 
distinct honor of working with our beloved 
Mariah twice/week for many years. I loved 
her consistency; no matter the weather, 
no matter what else was happening in her 
world, she was at the gym.  I loved seeing 
her weather appropriate outfits, and having 
to unpeel the layers of coats, scarfs, rain-
coats...all perfectly matched. I loved that 
she wore a gold bracelet that represented 
the boys in her life (Ron, Luke and Cole) 
and would NEVER let me take it off. No 
matter how many times the bracelet would 
pinch her, we would work around it. I loved 
that she was dressed from head to toe in 
matching, spectacular outfits, which in-
cluded earrings that looked as though they 
were made for the outfit. She looked so put 
together, WHILE working out!  I loved 
the joy on her face, how our eyes would 
lock and tears would run when she went 
further on her exercise regimen than she 
had previously. I l loved her sounds of joy 
when we set a goal and reached it.  After 
our work together, I would hand her over to 
my husband, Dr. Paul Quinn, to adjust her.  
He knew, with smooth precision, exactly 
how to lift her onto his table. He knew how 
her body moved, and how it wouldn’t. Ap-
pointment over, we’d package her up until 
the next visit.  And then we would look for-
ward to doing it all over again, with new 
goals, new energy, and a commitment.... 
against all odds....to getting better.                 
She was one of the great loves of our lives.

Babe Quinn, M.Ed.                                
Paul Quinn, M.S., D.C.                        

Wellness Quest    
King of Prussia, PA
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IN 1995, MY VERY FIRST ESALEN 
Workshop was with Mariah -- a gift from 
an old friend, who felt I could use that right 
at that moment in my life (he was right).  
And I remember a youngish man -- I’ll call 
him Rob -- in the workshop, who shared at 
some length about his rather jumbled love 
life, and his ambivalences, and his starts 
and stops in his journey of wanting a part-
ner, a family, the life he always seemed to 
be hanging on the cusp of....   like so many 
of us, in various parts of our own journeys.
   And Mariah just cocked her head and 
listened, so acceptingly, so openly, with 
those liquid eyes focused on him.  And 
when after a time he had sort of run down, 
she spoke -- in that just slightly thickening 
voice that was so rich and resonant (at this 
time she was still not relying on a translator 
-- not that I ever felt she needed one for me 
to understand her).  Mariah just gazed at 
him for a long moment, before saying:
   “Rob, how old are you?” 
   “Forty,” came the answer.
   “Rob,” she said again. (significant pause)
“It’s time.”
   That was it.  He needed nothing more.  
No enactment, no experiment, no staging.  
That was his exact moment of healing.  I 
could feel it -- I imagine we all did.  It ap-
plied to me as well, of course.  I never for-
got it.
   Thank you Mariah --

 Gordon Wheeler, President, 
Esalen Institute 

Big Sur, CA

A LASTING MEMORY OF MARIAH IS 
when she was telling us how she learned 
to jump fences with a horse. She was terri-
fied at first, and the horse would not make 
the jump.  Then her teacher told her to lead 
with her heart.  Mariah overcame many 
fears, and she always led with her heart. 

Noel Kelly
Broomall, PA

DEE BERMAN (NOW DEE NATHANS) 
and Jerry Rosen first met at a Marie Fenton 
(Mariah Fenton Gladis) weekend work-
shop at Breyer Estate outside of Philadel-
phia in February 1977.  We again met one 
year later in February at Mariah’s surprise 
30th birthday party at her Gestalt Institute, 
located in a deconsecrated church in Tully-
town, PA.  Jerry and I were both emerging 
from disintegrating marriages and found 
each other as Gestalt therapy clients.  The 
work we did with Mariah and the help we 
received from her, played a major role in 

our ability to embark, however tentatively, 
on a new relationship.  That new relation-
ship has lasted 42 years and we have been 
married for 35.

Dee (Berman) Nathans and Jerry Rosen  
New York, NY

HOW CAN SHE NOT BE HERE? AND YET 
still be here? As she remains so clearly in 
my heart.  My memories are my changed 
attitudes, rediscovered self, living with a 
purpose, seeing her expression and eyes 
say yes to my concerns. It was the non-
verbal contact and energy she graced us/
me with and then permission to release and 
receive. Forever a vessel of a divine and 
remain so grateful to have been one of the 
receivers.  Blessings!  

Donna Burke
Glen Mills, PA

MARIAH WAS AN AMAZING WOMAN. 
A true shining star in this world. I am lucky 
to have had the privilege of meeting her and 
being her friend. Her amazing heart helped 
heal me with love that I had never known. 
And her smile, her beautiful open smile al-
ways greeted me every time we met.
She made my world and The World a bet-
ter place.
   In continued gratitude.

Geno Romano, MD
Big Sur, CA

MARIAH WILL FOREVER BE MY 
inspiration to fight against all odds and to 
find the spirit behind Arrive Already Loved 
in myself, and others. Such a brilliant con-
cept! Her calling was truly about cutting 
through to the love inside all of us. What 
an incredible blessing to be part of her life 
and legacy.

Jane Brasko Kelly
Broomall, PA 

BEFORE I DESCRIBE SOME OF MY 
most impactful Mariah moments, I’d like 
to say that I knew Mariah for many years 
before having a Mariah moment and for 
good reason; I was a true master of hiding 
from, squashing and numbing my deepest 
emotions. I realize that the meaning of my 
life is characterized by the most powerful 
moments and journeys that emerged from 
them. I have never had, nor will I ever 
have, moments that were as powerful as 
my Mariah moments.
   My first Mariah moment took place years 
after I met Mariah. I was her treating den-
tist and most of our interaction centered on 

her treatment. And yet she knew I was trou-
bled; I weighed 400 pounds and she had 
watched me gain weight for years. She of-
ten gently welcomed me to her workshops. 
She was gentle, persistent, and loving as 
she waited for me to receive the fullness 
of her loving desire. I always got the sense 
she knew she’d prevail. I had a strong sense 
that although I was her doctor and she my 
patient, this was just a temporary facade 
hiding the true meaning of our relationship. 
In the higher intention and grace of the uni-
verse, I was clearly and ultimately intended 
to be the patient.
   My first Mariah moment took place when 
I was 400 lbs and perhaps months away 
from death. I was trapped in a life that I 
desperately yearned to find hope that I 
could emerge for my circumstances. My 
weight issues were visible and yet they 
were the tip of the iceberg. 
    When I finally agreed to attend one of 
Mariah’s workshops, she did not waste a 

minute. She seized 
the opportunity to 
give that which she 
had been planning, 
perhaps, for years. 
Within minutes, 
my family and I 
were front and cen-
ter about to receive 

our Mariah moment.
   In a short period of time, this emotionally 
blocked, master of emotional evasion, was 
slobbering tears, saliva and who knows 
what else, to the extent that my shirt was 
completely soaked. My family and I were 
in a deep embrace and in an emotional 
state of spiritual release; their clothes too 
were soaked. That was the most powerful 
moment, without question, that my family 
and I had ever experienced. Subsequently, 
the only other moments that rivaled the im-
pact of my first Mariah moment were also 
Mariah moments.
   During that first session, I remember 
glancing at Mariah, and although I saw the 
same beautiful face, it was different. Her 
beautiful crystalline green eyes, still kind 
and loving, had a fierceness to them. Along 
with her beautiful red hair, I could not help 
but see her as a lion, seizing its moment. I 
could feel the energy flowing through her 
and to us. 
   I have no doubt that the same force, 
which sustained her for decades after her 
ALS diagnosis, was flowing out to the 
world and bringing in the same miraculous 
healing. And yet, I also know that she was 
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not simply a vessel through which healing 
flowed; Mariah was a person who, through 
the extraordinary example of her own 
perseverance, commitment to embracing 
life, transcendence of her circumstances, 
and the love in her heart, empowered and 
multiplied the power of that which flowed 
through her.
   There were other Mariah moments. I 
remember in Rhinebeck New York at the 
Omega Institute, Mariah participated in 
my brother’s Gabriel Method Workshop. 
Jon Gabriel, is a world expert and lecturer 
on weight loss. To this day, and without 
question, everybody agrees that the work 
Mariah did with the group was some of 
the most powerful healing work they had 
ever experienced. And these are the words 
of world-class healers.
   During that workshop, I experienced an-
other Mariah moment. For weeks and ac-
tually years, people 
continued to tell me 
how the powerful 
work Mariah did with 
me, directly touched 
their lives, giving 
them exactly what 
they needed. That’s 
when I realized Mari-
ah moments weren’t 
designed for only the 
person doing the work, it is for all.  
   I’m now 200 pounds lighter. My family is 
healthier and closer than we’ve ever been. 
   In my opinion, Mariah moments are 
nothing less than eternity touching down 
in time. She’ll always be our Angel. I love 
you Mariah.

Dr. Joe Abrams
Malvern, PA

I WILL ALWAYS REMEMBER MARIAH’S 
smile and kind, sweet nature. Going for 
walks in Cape May beside her on her mo-
torized wheelchair, which she could move 
quite fast in! Her giving Cooper (3-year old 
in-law grandson) a ride on that wheelchair. 
She looked like she had more fun than him. 
And shopping with her in Cape May. And 
her love and acceptance of our family into 
hers, telling me I would be her sister.

Lynda McCarthy
(Daughter-in-law’s mother)

Sterling, VA

WHAT IMPRESSED ME ABOUT MARIAH 
was the warm and natural smile, the ease 
and grace of a woman elegant and down to 
earth at the same time. She was a loving 

wife and an engaged and supportive mother 
who helped set her sons on a path to in-
dependence. And how could you not be 
impressed by her perseverance, her dignity 
and strength through the most trying physi-
cal difficulties.
   And I knew she was special because of 
the way she made my friend Ron feel. You 
could see it in his glow, in his laughter, in 
his concern and caring throughout their 
long life together.
   Life is mysterious. Why does it begin? 
Why does it end? The moments of love and 
connection we have with our parents, our 
partners, our children, our friends are what 
counts. Perhaps that is enough.

Stephen Perloff
Langhorne, PA

THE FIRST TIME I CAME TO A MARIAH 
workshop at Temenos, I was truly a lost 
soul. When I sat down on the “hot seat,” 
and looked into Mariah’s face, I saw noth-
ing but kindness and encouragement. I 
hadn’t planned anything to say, and was 
surprised when I told Mariah and the as-
sembly that I was an alcoholic. I had never 
admitted that to myself, much less a room 
full of strangers. Mariah seemed to have 
that effect on people! I believe the Friday 
night activities softened the edges for me 
and Mariah’s open face gave me the cour-
age I needed to take that first step toward 
healing. She told me I was able-hearted, 
something I hope I never forget. Several 
follow-up weekends later, I now have over 
11 years sober. I don’t know if any of this 
would have happened without Mariah. I’m 
so glad that our paths crossed as they did.
What a remarkable person she was!

Liz Cates,
Leesport, PA

 AS MANY OF US ARE SAYING, MARIAH 
definitely changed my life. Her focus on 
self-love enabled me to drop many of my 
earlier, family of origin beliefs about be-
ing unlovable and worthless. I remember 
in one of my earlier sessions, I was talk-
ing about myself deprecatingly and she 
asked me, “whose voice is that?” It was my 
Dad’s. Since then, I try not to treat myself 
that way.
   Another learning from Mariah is about 
the expansiveness of love.  Before meet-
ing her, I was more guarded about how I 
shared my love.  After being with Mariah in 
her workshops, I learned that love grows as 
you share it with others, as she modeled so 
well. In Mariah’s workshops, each one of 

us was under her loving care. I remember 
telling her that my husband was nervous 
about coming to his first workshop. She 
told me to tell him she would take care of 
him. At the time, I thought, how can this 
woman, so severely disabled with ALS, 
take care of a 6’2” 250 lb man? And then I 
watched her do it. She took care of every-
one as if they were the only person in the 
room, particularly when they did hot seat 
work with her.
   And she was, as many have said, a bril-
liant, astute therapist.  My former husband 
was questioning for 24 hours whether he 
was going to devote his hot seat time with 
Mariah to dealing with his chronic illness 
or with his family of origin. Here’s what 
happened:
   Mariah: What’s important?
   Him: I’d like to talk about my chronic 
illness.
   Mariah: How is that connected to your 
family of origin?
   What followed was a brilliant piece of 
work that dealt with both the chronic illness 
and his family of origin, followed by the 
song “Love Can Build a Bridge.” 
   Over the years, Mariah became my friend, 
as well as my teacher and mentor.  I learned 
so much from her. She had so much wis-
dom. We would talk about everyday things 
and about deep issues and concerns.  Once 
we talked about how resistant some people 
are to admitting to any of their weaknesses. 
She said, “The ability to negatively self-as-
sess without moving toward defensiveness 
or depression is an advanced skill.”
   The physical world has lost a brilliant, 
loving, irreplaceable treasure.  It’s up to us 
to continue to spread Mariah’s light in our 
world.

Marianne Kaplan
West Chester, PA 

MY MEMORY IS OF THE TIME RON 
went to Africa with the boys and the girls 
all took a night staying with Mariah. I al-
ways knew she was a special, remarkable 
woman, but that day and night I found out 
how beautiful, intelligent and determined 
she was. She was already beating the odds 
of her debilitating disease and with her 
amazing grace and fortitude she did every-
thing possible to extend her time with her 
supportive, loving family and friends. Her 
daily routine was so rigorous and demand-
ing; I learned so much from her!
   All I could think was that Ron & Mariah 
do this every day (and let’s not forget dear 
Aunt Eleanor’s valuable contribution), and 
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that they were the most amazing people I 
knew. We were so blessed to know them!  
Mariah will forever live on in everyone’s 
heart, those who remember her spectacular 
accomplishments and how special she al-
ways made us feel!
   Love to her remarkable husband, fabu-
lous sons, lovely daughter-in-law & beauti-
ful grandchildren and all who continue her 
legacy! 

   Linda Augustine
Norristown, PA  

DEAR MARIAH, AS YOU KNOW, I 
believe that people die, but relation-
ships don’t. So, as I write this you are 
by my side, in all my days, walking 
arm and arm so that we can both have 
days filled with rich love. I am forever 
grateful to you for helping me live more 
fully. Of course you are with me every 
moment I bring your brilliant work for-
ward to serve the world.
With So Much Love and Gratitude,

Andrea J. Sussel
Hilo, HI

AS A TEENAGER I KNEW OF MARIAH. 
She was my mom’s friend with the 
bright red hair. My mom and she would 
go off to do Gestalt workshops together. 
After my mother died and I inherited 
many of her photos, I cherished a few 
of my mother with Mariah, windswept 
hair, on the beaches of the Northern 
California coast. One was of the two of 
them in front of the entrance to Esalen. 
After living in Northern CA for almost 
20 years, a therapist myself, I attended 
one of Mariah’s Arrive Already Loved 
weekends. Over the years, going to 
Esalen, attending different workshops 
became a special way to connect with 
my mother. I hadn’t been in the open 
seat all weekend and was picked to 
do a quick piece of work with Mariah. 
I chose my most core issue: not feeling 
loved. I will never forget Mariah looking 
into my eyes as she held me as only a lov-
ing mother would hold her child. I felt my 
mother there with us. It was a moment I 
will cherish forever.

Stephanie (Brodsky), 
Northern California 

A FEW THINGS STAND OUT WHEN I 
remember my precious time with Mariah. 
Firstly, walking into the room for the first 
time for a private session with Mariah.  Be-
fore any words were exchanged, simply 

looking at Mariah and feeling her looking 
“into” me with what felt like a combina-
tion of deep, deep compassion and a kind 
of humor, totally disarmed and relaxed me.
   I remember hours spent with my head on 
a pillow in her lap, while I cried a word-
less cry and she simply, gently stroked my 
hair and made knowing soothing sounds. 
(Momma love)
   Mariah had me go to the Free Library 
of Philadelphia and compile the newspa-
pers articles from my father’s plane crash 
that were now available on microfiche. She 
created a day of healing for my husband 

(whose dad was also killed in the same 
plane crash) and me.  With newsprint taped 
to the walls, she recreated the time of the 
crash and invited people to play my father, 
my mother, etc.
   It was cathartic to say the least.
   I will never forget you Mariah. I love you. 

Julie Goldstein,
Bala Cynwyd, PA

THE FIRST TIME I MET MARIAH WAS 
at a training program. I was inspired by 
how much she enjoyed everything, but 
mostly the delicious lunch. Last year at a 

party, I was feeding Mariah and once again 
was struck by her enjoyment of food. For 
me she was pure love in all ways and I 
cherish knowing her. 

Vicki Jenkins,
Philadelphia, PA

MARIAH: THE CLOSEST THING TO AN 
angel one could ever hope to meet in ma-
terial form. Her openhearted compassion, 
complete non-judgment about others, ac-
ceptance of our sufferings as the place for 
deep healing --- all these allowed Mariah 
to go to the heart of the matter with an in-

dividual with just 2 or 3 questions. No 
need for long stories, lengthy biogra-
phies, explanations of circumstances; 
her loving presence allowed people to 
go to the place within, in complete safe-
ty, to identify and divulge their deepest 
longing, their most earnest need. Meet-
ing them in that place, she set them free.

Christine Huston, 
Chester Springs, PA 

I MET MARIE FENTON IN 1974 – I 
went to a Gestalt demonstration at her 
home and was blown away. I knew I 
wanted to work with her. I participated 
in the first year of her training program, 
many workshops at her home, and we 
enjoyed horseback rides together. I 
witnessed several of Marie’s transfor-
mations as a woman, therapist, and 
ground-breaking leader in humanistic 
psychology. I will always remember 
Mariah’s passion (Red Hair), love of 
music (from Cabaret to Pachabel to 
‘cheesy songs’), and daring, sensitive 
and direct honesty.  After one ‘mucky’ 
session, Mariah suggested that we have 
some ice cream in her kitchen. “An ex-
act moment of healing”!
   When I moved to the Berkshires, we 
lost touch for about 20 years. I learned 
coincidentally (when I found out that 

Marie Fenton and Mariah Fenton Gladis 
were the same person), that Mariah was 
living with ALS. I wrote to Mariah and she 
wrote back! We apologized for some mu-
tual long ago mistakes (never too late!). I 
wrote that I was certain she was doing her 
best work ever. She now had her beloved 
husband and family as well.
   At the first workshop I went to (20+ years 
later), and experienced her living with ALS 
– body and voice, Mariah said to me, “I 
am a better person now.” Oh, how I cried 
and grieved that night for Mariah and her 
struggle. I attended a few more workshops 
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Thirty-four years of ALS has taught me 
that when we look back over our lives, it is 

the moments that impact your life. 
Moments that transform, 

elevate, 
connect, 

and sometimes 
even heal.

Large moments like marriage proposals, 
weddings, 

trauma and funerals 
impact our lives, clearly.
It is the smaller moments 

that require more attention. 
If Ron takes my hand, the potential for 

that moment ranges from 
insignificant to precious.

ALS has been my teacher. It has taught me 
the absolute preciousness of this moment, 

right here, 
right now, 
with you.

Mariah Gladis  
TIM talk, D.C.



including when my husband, Alan, was 
diagnosed with leukemia — and then in 
2014 when my husband went to the ‘other 
side of the mountain,’ I knew she was the 
person I wanted to guide me in my unbear-
able grief-loss-healing. She has been with 
me, with her patience, love, understanding, 
and respect for these years - as I have for 
her - through our amazing Skype sessions. 
In one of our last sessions, I said, “I don’t 
want to lose you.” She replied, “I don’t 
want to leave.”
   Mariah reminds me of my husband Alan 
— love, light, joy, wisdom, presence, hu-
mor and authenticity.  
   And I say, “I am a better person now.” 
Thank you Mariah for all your gifts and 
wisdom and love and presence. I miss you 
bunches and buckets.  I channel your com-
mands and your wisdom and hold you in 
my heart.

Laura Dubester,
Stockbridge, MA

HI, RON. I MET YOU AND MARIAH AT 
an Arrive Already Loved program.  Mark 
Putnam is my very good friend of 45 years. 
After three days with Mariah, I had only one 
word to describe her: GODDESS.  She is the 
only woman in my 73 years of living who 
I ever felt or experienced as a GODDESS. 
The most evolved and beautiful GODDESS.  
I was in authentic awe of her presence.  

Pat Birkenshaw
Hershey, PA

FOR ME, MY MARIAH MEMORY IS OF 
the most important therapeutic session I 
had with her, which changed my life. Mari-
ah was helping me work through a dream, 
and suddenly I had a breakthrough that 
threw me out of my chair and onto the floor 
writhing in torment. I encountered a part of 
myself, which at that time, seemed like the 
ugliest living thing imaginable. The stark 
realization that the core of me was so repul-
sive kept me spasming in pain on the floor. 
After 20 minutes of sobbing, weeping, and 
releasing, I begin to notice that all my tears 
had created a small fertile space under me, 
which could start to sprout a flower – very 
tender and delicate. Out of the ugliest part 
of myself, a transformation of beauty could 
begin. Shortly after, I noticed I no longer 
was biting my nails, my 36-year cigarette 
habit easily slipped away. Before, when I 
tired to stop, I still wanted cigarettes. Now, 
the desire was gone. In the last 24 years, 
my desire for sugary and salty foods has 
diminished. The wound that craved those 

habits was healed. My penchant for addic-
tion is tamed. Mariah was my healer not 
only my therapist. 

Paul Kurlancheek,
Philadelphia, PA

OUR MEMORIES BEGIN AT MARIAH’S 
and Ron’s wedding. I remember the lovely 
women, Mariah and her Mom, and the very 
large numbers of ladies escorting Mariah 
down the aisle.  
   A few years ago, we had lunch in a res-
taurant with Ron and Mariah. Helen and I 
were impressed with her self-determina-
tion.  All of our other visits were inspiring 
to see her determination never to give-up.   
We feel blessed to have known Mariah. She 
was extraordinary in every way.

John and Helen Morenko,
Plymouth Meeting, PA

THERE ARE ABOUT A DOZEN SONGS 
which, whenever I hear one, I’m brought 
right back to a Mariah workshop:  “Des-
perado,” “On the Road Again,” “Could You 
Believe,” “Home to Myself,” “You are so 
Beautiful,” “Give Yourself to Love,” “Ap-
ple of my Eye,” and of course, Pachelbel’s 
Canon. I call these songs “Mariah Music.”  
It’s been a long time, but the songs still 
move me.

Janet Falon,
Elkins Park, PA

A DEAR FRIEND WHO HAD NEVER 
been to therapy before and wanted emo-
tional support on her journey towards heal-
ing invited me to Esalen. So we joined the 
seminar, Arrive Already Loved at Esalen. I 
had no idea what the workshop was about 
or who was leading it. We arrived at check-
in and were advised to buy Mariah’s book 
in order to know her better. That was my 
introduction to Mariah and her history. 
   When I met Mariah at the first session 
I was amazed…Her energy filled the room 
and I immediately felt at ease. I was so 
happy to learn that she so loved music, and 
her chosen songs came to mean so much to 
all in the group. She had a true gift at bring-
ing people together and creating a space of 
acceptance and inclusion. As time went on 
and the group started to share, I learned that 
so many participants had followed Mariah 
for many years and were regulars at her 
seminars. I began to understand just how 
special this group was and that Mariah was 
the catalyst for so much healing. 
   She taught me how to witness the pain 
of others and offer that as a gift. It was not 

about trying to heal the other people but 
simply to listen and feel and to offer love 
back to them - a very simple formula and 
yet so powerful. I was lucky enough to at-
tend Mariah’s workshops twice at Esalen. 
This is a gift I will carry with me for my 
entire life. I’m so grateful to have known 
Mariah and to have been inspired by her 
will to live and her joie de vivre in the face 
of her physical challenges. Bless her, wher-
ever she is now, and bless Ron and the rest 
of her team for helping her to do the amaz-
ing work she did for all of us.

Andrea Lederle
Sebastopol, California

MARIAH, WHO ARE YOU TO ME?
A girl blown your way from the North 

African sands
The Universe had planned the landing in 

your tender hands
I had no choice but to agree to this unex-

pected decree

You taught me first about forgiveness
In a style filled with deep artfulness

Then you skillfully had your human angels 
build me wings

I imagine similar to how they dress up 
Kings

You believed in my longing and vision to 
live my purpose 

With delicate guidance on how to design 
and compose 

My own rhythm and music that I have 
come to know

So beautifully infused with your essence 
which supports me to grow

Tears flow out of me with gratitude for all 
of you

Missing you in countless ways like the 
morning dew

Wishing I could again feel my initial 
landing place

And for a moment to see your magical 
face

Intissar BenHalim
King of Prussia, PA

SOME OF THE MOST PRECIOUS AND 
transformative moments in my life were 
when I was in the presence of Mariah and 
often Ron too, discussing and working on 
small details of their home in Cape May 
Point.  Mariah brought the same presence 
and patience to everyday tasks that she 
brought to her very important and  mean-
ingful life’s work. The almost supernatural 
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power of her presence, paired with her ex-
treme vulnerability, gave meaning to every 
moment, each word, every look.   When she 
glided through a restaurant or store, it was 
almost like there was a trail of good ener-
gy behind her.  People seemed to notice it 
and her, with admiration, as she seemed to 
have the ability to truly see into a person; 
to see who they were in their deepest hurt 
and greatest potential.  She saw people and 
understood them, as we all I suspect, desire 
to be seen and understood and rarely ever 
are.  Mariah went around the world really 
seeing the people with whom she came into 
contact and you could tell they felt it.  
     As for my own exact moments of heal-
ing in Mariah’s presence, with her team  

Dori and Mark, students and members of 
the Gestalt community, there are too many 
to recount.  One of the most powerful 
though happened at my first workshop, not 
while I was in the hotseat, but after, while 
Mariah was on the way out for a break.  I 
was grappling  with the stress of trying to 
start a family and dealing with my issues 
of belonging.  Mariah stopped and looked 
at me and said, with so much emotion and 
genuine love, “Trish, I would love to have 
a daughter like you.”  I began to brush off 
her comment like I normally would but 
her voice broke and she looked at me with 
those eyes of hers.  In that moment, I saw 
myself as I had never before, realizing that 
I too, would actually like to have a daugh-

ter like me.  Really.  I have never been the 
same since and  I can never convey the 
depth of love and gratitude that I feel to her 
and Ron. 

Trish McMonagle
Cape May Court House, NJ

AS A VIETNAM COMBAT VETERAN, I 
found safety in Mariah’s compassionate 
insight and support.  Her guidance was 
extremely helpful to me as I explored and 
resolved some of my anger issues, which 
I carried hidden for many years. Further, 
by providing new space in my emotional 
being, I am able to be more present with 
myself, and those I love and care about.

Chet Wichowski
Philadelphia, PA

I WILL ALWAYS REMEMBER THE 
wonderful breakfast outings we shared to-
gether.  I have never experienced the kind 
of love that Ron and Mariah experienced, 
lived, radiated each and every day. I was 
lucky to witness it. 

Ashana Larsen
Philadelphia, PA

MARIAH = LOVE
Anonymous

WHAT I HOLD CLOSEST IN MEMORY OF 
Mariah is her ability to use only one sen-
tence to say everything that needed to be 
said. I also vividly recall where she was 
in the room when I did any “work”...she 
placed herself where she knew she was 
needed and could always be seen. And then 
there was her subtle sense of humor.  At 
a training class where everyone attending 
came as a “disowned“ part of them self, she 
came dressed as a Southern Belle. She even 
managed to speak with a southern drawl! I 
will never forget her!

Barbara Petruzzi,
Berwyn, PA 

MARIAH: A BEAUTIFUL, COURAGEOUS, 
Soulful, Loving Woman, Friend and Thera-
pist.  Your support, insight, creative spirit 
and love – unforgettable!

Marijka Hoczko 
Philadelphia, PA

I WILL ALWAYS REMEMBER HER 
comforting, beautiful green eyes.  She had 
the ability to make you feel loved by her 
spirit and energy.

Stephanie McCollum
Malvern, PA

Salvation

Salvation was served in a popover. My heart of steel 

melted with the butter. It was our ritual. My mother, 

drenched in guilt. I, steeled in silence on the top, bubbling 

hot at the bottom. Molten lava with no way to spew. What 

mattered was that she got up, wrenched herself from 

her bed of oblivion. Even standing was precarious. Then 

comic relief when she walked, angling forward like some 

ambulatory tower of Pisa with her hair standing straight 

out as if she had been plugged into a socket. She was 

sick with old drink, yet her love made her rise up, stumble 

her way to the kitchen to make popovers. Somewhere 

near the third bite came the moment. Redemption for her. 

Salvation for me. Hell would happen again. 

Yet in that moment, we tasted freedom.

-Mariah Gladis
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Sacred
Sung at Mariah’s Celebration of Life

I hear something catch inside your throat
And I see you holding back a full-blown choke

Your eyes start to water and glisten
As you do your very best to listen

And I keep talking ‘cause I think that’s what you want
But inside of me something else is going on

I want to bow my head 
In honor of the sacred

And I want to bend my knee
Want to genuflect 

To the holy right in front of me

Are you okay
Take your time

Then you pause and cough and catch your breath
As I lose mine

And the beauty
Is almost too much for me to take

And I can feel 
My heart begin to break

And all I want to do
Is pull you tenderly toward me

And hold you in my arms 
For all eternity

And shake my fist at God
And feel the agony

And take your hand 
And walk into the eye

Of the Mystery

Emily West
Lancaster, PA

I WAS IN MY MID-THIRTIES AND 
despondent and very sad over the loss of 
an important relationship. Mariah said, 
“George, it all comes in waves. No mat-
ter how long and intense it feels rolling 
in, each wave will eventually recede. 
Imagine an ocean wave, and just ride it.”
   That was some of the best advice that I 
ever received, and I have shared it many 
times with others. I am still riding the 
waves.

George Huhn
Wilmington, DE

MARIAH, I TALK TO YOU EVERYDAY. I 
take you with me everywhere I go. You are 
present in all of the therapy sessions that I 
do with children. I hear your voice speak-
ing to me all the time. There has not been 

a day since you have left this earth that I 
have not had you in my heart. You were and 
still are the mother I never had. You picked 
me up at a very low place in my life and 
just gave me your unconditional love. And 
I grew leaps and bounds through that love.  
I miss you more than words can say. 
   You trusted me to assist you in Esalen, 
and to me that was the greatest honor ever 
bestowed to me. One memory that I will 
never forget in my life (other then our epic 
Peru trip!) is when we were in Esalen and 
there was a Peace conference between the 
Arabs, Israelis, and I believe Palestinians. 
They could not solve their issues and asked 
you to come help them. No one spoke Eng-
lish and each nationality had translators. 
You actually did what I think was your 
most beautiful piece of work, creating a 

space of love, tears of joy, and peace be-
tween the groups. I stood witness to you 
solving the world’s problems with your 
magic. There was not a dry eye in the room. 
It was another miracle you created, among 
the many. You had a way to connect with 
every soul on this planet. I feel like your 
spirit is not only with me, but with every-
one who had the gift of knowing you. You 
are and will always be forever in my heart. 
I love you. 

Jan Blumenthal
Radnor, PA

“Anytime you love, you 
breathe life in.”

– Mariah Gladis
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MANY THANKS FOR THIS OPPORTUNITY 
to share my memories of our Mariah... 
I can do this now without tears because 
I know that Mariah is always with us. I 
see her smile in the sunlight as it shines 
through the leaves on the trees. I see her 
eyes, gentle and wide-open, when I close 
mine. And I hear her voice reminding me 
that my Love for her is returned.
   During my first and last Gestalt Week-
end, Mariah asked you, Ron, to play for me 
the song “True Colors” ... That time with 
Mariah, you, and those strangers- turned- 
friends is forever etched in my mind, my 
heart, my soul. 
   I have shared that song with many oth-
ers, in many different spaces, many, many 
times. I understood that the major reason 
this song would always be with me was 
because it was Mariah who brought it to 
me... and that she did this in part because 
she wanted me to know that she ‘saw’ me. 
   More recently I realized that this song 
was also about Mariah... Living her ‘true 
colors’ will Forever More be her Gift to us 
all... And Mariah is beautiful.

Darlyne Bailey, Ph.D., LISW
Professor and Dean Emeritus 

Bryn Mawr Graduate School of Social 
Work and Social Research

Bryn Mawr, PA 

AS A FRAIL, VULNERABLE – PHYSICALLY 
and emotionally – young woman in transi-
tion, Mariah entered my life in a Divinely 
timed manner. When I met her in 2007, I 
was captivated by Mariah’s story and pres-
ence. Though our relationship was initially 
one of fitness trainer to client, it blossomed 
into something much more. Sort of or-
ganically, Mariah evolved into a motherly, 
mentor-like figure in my life. 
   Over the years, as an aide to Mariah, I 
have traveled extensively with Ron and 
Mariah, on personal and professional ad-
ventures. On many occasions, people 
would ask if Mariah was my mother. She 
took to responding with a smile and a nod, 
“Yes … Soul Mother.”  
   There is no one story that captured the 
magnitude I learned from Mariah. That 
said, one of the most important lesson I 
took from our time together is the power 
of a moment. In her work, Mariah created 
what she referred to as “exact moments of 
healing.” Mariah’s therapeutic mastery was 
just that – exact, and healing. In a single 
moment, a room was brought to silence; 
and, a being seeking health … healed. 
   We shared many magical moments, and 

in her final months, there is one that stands 
out. The last large snowfall of 2018 fell on 
the first day of spring. Mariah was quite 
fragile at the time. She’d recently returned 
home from several weeks in the hospital, 
following two surgeries. As the storm ap-
proached, it was clear that we’d be snowed 
in for a few days. As the snow began to 
fall, something told me to venture out 
from home, test my all-wheel drive, and 
get snowed in at the Gladis’ household. 
The morning after the snowfall, the scene 
at 1434 Treeline Drive was breathtak-
ing. Both still in pajamas, Mariah invited 
me to climb into bed and enjoy the view 
of the pasture from her bedroom window. 
We watched HBO shows. I drank too much 
coffee, and she enjoyed her tea. There was 
nowhere to go. And nothing to do but sim-
ply BE with one another. These were mo-
ments I will forever cherish - moments 
eternally ingrained in my heart!  
   Throughout her life, I watched Mariah 
embrace each and every moment. She ac-
knowledged her physical vulnerability. 
And, as a result, truly considered each day 
alive a gift. Mariah’s presence in my life 
impacted me deeply. I feel so very grateful 
for all the memories I hold in my heart. I 
feel committed to honoring Mariah’s leg-
acy by continuing to share her work in the 
world. And, above all else, I feel motivated 
to embrace each moment as gracefully as 
Mariah role modeled to me! 

Josette Cicacci
Devon, PA

“Your relationship with 
yourself is the heart of all 

healing.”
- Mariah Gladis 

1970 WAS A GOOD YEAR.  MET MARIAH.  
Have been inspired by her ever since.

Miriam Cohen
Philadelphia, PA

THE FIRST TIME I WAS GRACED WITH 
Mariah’s presence was at an “Afternoon 
of Forgiveness.” I knew I had to have this 
woman in my life. Without hesitation, I 
signed up for one year of her Gestalt train-
ing. I found everything about her inspira-
tional – the way she presented herself, her 
healing work, the light that flowed from her 
eyes. She became a mentor, and have in-
cluded her along with seven others on “My 
Influencers” on my website.  
   At the end of the year’s training, Mariah 

gave us an assignment – write a letter to 
ourselves from our spirit guide. I was busy 
writing a book and the last thing I needed 
was a writing assignment. In the following 
class, Mariah mentioned that she had not 
received anyone’s letter, followed by, “It 
doesn’t have to be long.” Great, I thought. 
Driving home, I proceeded to compose two 
short, cute paragraphs along the lines of, 
“Rah, rah, rah, Sophia. You’re fabulous! 
Knock ‘em dead!”
   When I got home I went straight to the 
computer to get the letter out of the way. 
Something weird began happening. As I 
was writing, a thought would pop up in my 
head that I had to include, then, something 
else. I need an outline when I write; free-
form writing is not my MO. After about 
45 minutes, something told me to wrap it 
up and I tacked on a concluding sentence. 
What came out of the printer was a page 
and a half of the most beautifully worded 
advice I have ever read. I stood there and 
sobbed. I was filled with awe – not only 
was it exactly what I needed to hear, I had 
not consciously written it. I have finished 
my book and it ends with the letter.
   Mariah had no clue how much of an im-
pact she had on me and my change of per-
ception. Now, where she is, she does.

Sophia Demas
Philadelphia, PA

“COURAGE, COURAGE, AND COURAGE 
and LOVE.   She took the road less trav-
eled by, and that made all the difference.”

R. Keith Hillkirk
Reading, PA

MARIAH REMEMBRANCES ARE MAINLY 
around my interaction with her while set-
ting up Saturday’s lunch. I’d go to her side, 
explain what the meal was, and always 
touch her arm or hand. Though she couldn’t 
respond physically, every interaction felt 
like a deepening of our love; and also, how 
she loved to be kissed on the cheek. I didn’t 
recognize it at first, but was informed that 
the little tilting of her head and that smile 
meant that she was looking for a smooch. 
Sweet.  
   Also, the intergenerational, spiritual heal-
ing work that was her vision. I know Ge-
stalt treads lightly around the edges of what 
religions claim as their own turf, but in my 
mind her work was healing of the Spirit – 
individual’s and the Universal.

Michael Griffin
Chef du Jour (Chef at Temenos workshops)

Morgantown, PA

10



DEAR RON - YOU PROBABLY REMEMBER THAT MARIAH 
wrote this eloquent, loving poem in my honor when I stepped 
down from my position at Esalen. If I had spoken at her memorial, 
I would have read these words, dedicated to her. 

FOR NANCY FROM MARIAH 
February 4, 2010

FOR MARIAH FROM NANCY 
September 8, 2018

Let us pause and give honor to this woman,
for it is she who accepted the Assignment.
It demanded a life on the edge, 
reaching full bodied beyond 
into places never touched nor lit.
Seeing past what was and is
into the seed of what can and will be.
Traveling the vastness guided by her knowing, 
faith in the Knowing, 
a spirit indomitable, yet yielding, 
certain when to bow and when to turn away.

Let us pause and give praise to this woman,
the futurist, the gatherer of sherpas,
protectress of the children,
tapestry weaver of poets and painters, 
thinkers, town criers and preachers, 
jesters and geniuses that would lay blanket upon cold earth,
sprouting new life, new forms.

Let us pause and remember this woman,
who held the reins of change in her hands,
steering the wild things 
to the path that connects all
and gives communion.

Let me pause and pay tribute to this woman.
I, a grateful chosen one, 
dwell now in her imprint
like fingers on Braille
collecting wisdom,
boundless
indelible
a rhythm of blessing upon blessing,
light over light.

I remember.
I will always remember.

With Enduring Love,
Mariah
February 4, 2010

Nancy Lunney-Wheeler
Santa Cruz, CA

ON THE DAY MARIAH TOOK WINGS, I WAS TASKED WITH 
being the officiant of our first Gay wedding here at our community. 
A young couple had tasked me with this responsibility out of pure 
trust. They simply wanted me to create what I felt right for them 
without their input. A true honor and a lot of work and sense of 
responsibility.
   I returned from their after party late that night knowing I had to 

leave early the next morning for a three week teaching seminar at 
Antioch University, New England.  This is when I saw the mes-
sage of Mariah’s passing. My first thought was the essence of the 
true human encounter of pure love had entered the spiritual world.  
My second thought was Shaan (my son), for whom Mariah, was 
a star, a pillar.  As Shaan was still at the wedding party and as I 
would have to leave very early in the morning, I slipped into my 
practical mind, wanting to tell him in person – but I may not see 
him before leaving. 
   The good news was that Shaan happened to go to the bathroom 
early that morning before I drove off. So I had the opportunity to 
say,  “Dear Shaan, I am happy that I can tell you some sad news in 
person.”  I told him about Mariah’s passing, we held a moment in 
silence after which he said, “I somehow had the feeling after my 
last conversation with Mariah, that she would soon pass away” – 
Silence – Then he said with a smile, “Man, she has taken all my 
secrets with her – and many others.”
   At the University the next day, I meet my new cohort of students. 
The class I was about to teach had as its underlying theme, “The 
Human Encounter.”  
   I began class with telling them about my truly human encounters 
I experienced with Mariah and some anecdotes of Shaan’s journey. 
The essential experience had been that of being allowed to stand 
in the presence of love and deep care which was always radiating 
from Mariah’s being.  
   I felt Mariah’s presence with us throughout my three weeks in 
the classroom.  It was as if she was sitting there with her beauti-
ful smile, saying, “Trust in the journey – and hold the good in the 
space of the heart.”.

Carsten Callesen
The Camphill School

Glenmoore, PA

THE FIRST TIME I MET WITH MARIAH AND LOOKED INTO 
those beautiful green eyes, I felt that she could see right into my 
soul. She knew my true self. I felt truly and completely accepted. 
Loved unconditionally. It was genuine love. She had a magical 
way of knowing where my heart was coming from – the need to 
love and be loved.
   Mariah has changed my life forever. I am a better person because 
of her. I am motivated to love myself well. She was the best Love 
Coach & Role Model that I was truly blessed to have on my life’s 
journey. My inside voice has changed because of my sweet, lov-
ing, caring, beautiful-in-every- way Mariah.

Mariah is pure love
Unconditional love

Genuine love
Love that stays with you forever

Bonnie Derro
Norristown, PA

MARIAH CONTINUES TO BE THE LOVING PRESENCE IN MY 
life that I came to know over the years.  Courageous, wise and fun, 
she embraced her life challenges and then sought out additional 
ones, instead of settling for limitations.  She taught me by living 
her life. Often I recall extraordinary workshop moments of heal-
ing: those of others and my own.  “If I could hear your self-talk 
would I have a good day?”  Thank you, dear friend and mentor.

John Levenson
Glenside, PA
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MY MOST IMPACTFUL MARIAH MEMORY
 was when I was 16 or 17 and she gave me 
a small, red, heart-shaped stone. She said 
that the red was symbolic of passion and 
that went well with my character; I was al-
ready studying theater in school and it is 
my passion. To this day, I still have it and 
will always keep it. It is a little piece of her, 
and when I look at it, I remember that it 
came directly from her. Mariah was a vi-
brant woman and I am very lucky to have 
known her. 

Aria Middleman
Merion Station, PA 

THE ASCENT TO WHITEHEAD
   For seven years throughout the nineties, 
my entire family, which later also included 
Grandmom, journeyed with the Gladis’ 
family to the Mohegan island, situated 
twenty miles off Maine. On this little half 
mile wide fishing village that span a mile 
plus long, Mariah and Ron would begin 
their annual Pennsylvania Gestalt work-
shop week while I offered healing body-
work to participants and the local islanders.
   Mohegan is a magical rocky island of 
cliffs ascending hundreds of feet above 
sea level, with soft cushioned moss trails 
crisscrossing the forest. There are villag-
ers, artists, and visitors that come, stay, 
and go much like the rhythms of the lap-
ping waves and the pounding surf.  Unique 
to this island was the unnaturally friendly 
interaction between humans and deer that 
cohabit. The resident deer would greet, lick 
folks, and accepted food and hugs from en-
chanted visitors. 
   Mariah, of course, realized early that this 
alchemical environment was perfect for 
healing the heart and soul. For those who 
attended her workshops, the journey began 
when they boarded the ferry that led them 
away from what the islanders referred to as 
“America.” 
   My mother never mourned my father’s 
death with the natural agency of her emo-
tions. It worried me as I saw this woman, 
who had devoted nearly fifty years of her 
life to her husband, unable to cry.  It didn’t 
surprise me but I knew it wasn’t healthy. 
On the way over on the Laura B ferry, I 
asked Mariah for a favor. Could I bring my 
mother into the workshop to do a piece of 
hot seat work around this concern? I knew 
she could not tolerate a full week immer-
sion of Gestalt. Mariah agreed and my 
mother who said yes had no idea what she 
signed up for. 
   My mother’s hot seat work was very ca-

thartic. She finally accessed the paralysis of 
her feelings and the floodgate of her grief 
released. She left the experience deeply 
shaken by the intensity of the experience 
yet was healthier for owning the fullness of 
her being. I carried with me into the week 
deep gratitude to Mariah. On my daily 
walks, I searched for a way to possibly re-
pay her. 
   There is one particularly dramatic trail 
on Mohegan called Whitehead. It spans a 
vista of the entire eastern side of the island, 
standing taller than any cliff at one hun-
dred sixty feet, above the pounding North 
Atlantic surf. Its ascent is steady but not 
particularly rocky until the last seventy feet 
or so. I walked back and forth several times 
calculating the possibility of an impossible 
idea. What if I could, with Ron’s help, get 
Mariah up there?
   It was the place where the eagles flew. 
In my mind, Mariah carried Eagle medi-
cine. She had limitless sight and insight yet 
knew always how to focus in on her tar-
get.  I knew also that it was several years 
since Mariah had much access to the trails 
that reached beyond the limits of her golf 
cart. I felt a pang of compassionate pain, as 
she could bring others to this extraordinary 
place, finding their safe, sacred ground. 
Mariah could inspire others yet I knew she 
too lived on the power of inspiration.  
   I decided it was possible. When I ap-
proached her and Ron, she was enthusias-
tic and he was cautiously optimistic. First 
I took Ron to walk the trail with me again 
and we agreed it was possible. In our world 
of friendship, we shared a mutual belief 
system that had already taken us on the 
road less travelled. Theodore Roethke says 
it best, “ What we need are more people 
specializing in the impossible”.
   So on a sunny afternoon after the morn-
ing workshop and lunch, the three of us met 
at the trail. Ron, driving the golf cart and 
dodging gullies, rocks and then boulders, 
and Mariah holding on like a rodeo cow-
girl, we finally reached an impasse and it 
was then that our walk began. With each 
arm in hand, we carefully supported Mari-
ah as she walked one step at a time. It was 
slow, strategic, and required patience with 
attention as we journeyed uphill.  When we 
came to the final ascent, we cradled a seat 
between us with locked arms and carried 
her to the top. 
   There, Mariah stood once again on the 
top of the world in wonder and in awe. She 
laughed with moistened eyes as the pas-
sionate sounds of the North Atlantic raged 

against the defiant earth below her feet. 
The wind wildly blew through her red hair 
while the sun kissed her face. I could see 
with my soul’s eyes that she was soaring 
free. Nothing felt impossible in her world 
when love was by her side. 
   I remember turning to my dear friend and 
saying “Mariah, you have helped so many 
get to the mountain top, today it is your 
turn to feel the blessing.” 
   Farewell, my dear Eagle friend. We shall 
meet again on the mountaintop.

Ellen Gayda
Paoli, PA 

EYES OF LOVE
When held in your gaze
I feel God’s tender intent

flow from her through you. 
Her eyes are what I carry with me always.

Tina Burkholder
Philadelphia, PA

MY MOST PRECIOUS MOMENT WITH 
Mariah. It has been almost 20 years ago 
now and this experience is integral and sa-
cred to not only who I am and who I have 
become, but also how I have become. On 
this particular afternoon, feeling lost and 
alone, I arrived at Mariah’s office and for 
half an hour I poured my heart out to her 
while she listened, her eyes never leaving 
mine. When I had finished talking through 
all of my tears, I knew to the core of me 
that I ached for that nurturing, that mother-
ing that I had never had.  Mariah directed 
me to get her aide to help with her transfer 
to the couch. She had me place my head in 
her lap and her hand on the top of my head. 
For nearly 15 minutes she rubbed my hair, 
whispering words of love and healing, pro-
viding that very nurturing, that very heal-
ing that I so acutely craved. To this day I 
hold on and treasure that experience to my 
very core.

S.L. Morrison
Royersford, PA

WHEN MY BROTHER CHARLIE TURNED 
60, we held his birthday party at a restau-
rant in Media. Mariah held a workshop that 
weekend far from Media. Despite having 
worked for three long days and traveling 
a distance, Mariah showed up at Charlie’s 
party around 10:30 pm. No matter how ex-
hausted and worn Mariah was, she showed 
up at all important family events. We are so 
lucky to have had her.

Baba, Cousin
Marie Cesarini

Chester Springs, PA
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I HAD HEARD ABOUT MARIAH LONG 
before I met her, having been intrigued by 
this highly regarded Gestalt therapist and 
Esalen presenter who also happened to be 
living with ALS for 34-plus years. The op-
portunity to meet her arrived with the intro-
duction to her son Cole by my friend and 
colleague, Julie Brown Yau. 
   Cole invited me to meet his parents, so 
I drove down to Pennsylvania for dinner 
at their home. I can remember meeting 
Mariah and being stunned at the depth of 
her kindness and warmth. I immediately 
got the sense that she was beyond special. 
As I got to know her better, I became ac-
quainted with her remarkable booklet, Bit-
terness Is Not An Option, which I feel very 
fortunate to have helped make into a CD. I 
give her booklet and CD to every new fam-
ily I meet in my role as Executive Director 
of Compassionate Care ALS. I also tell my 
families the story of how she was able to 
navigate her way through life with Ron and 
her boys so beautifully, continuing to bring 
her extraordinary message of hope, love 
and healing to the world.
   I can recall vividly the time she and Ron 
came to Cape Cod to present her wonderful 
workshop, Arrive Already Loved. We did 
a two-part gathering. First, we had a care 
council with some ALS families and care-
givers at the Sea Crest Beach Hotel. We sat 
in circle together and it was a beautiful and 
profound time for us all. The next day she 
presented her inspirational workshop on 
Arriving Already Loved. To this day, sev-
eral of those friends and families still living 
with ALS recall her message fondly, and 
keep it alive in their lives.
   Mariah leaves an extraordinary legacy in 
this world. She is as true of a healer as any-
one I’ve ever met. She radiated love—and 
she still does. I hope that I can remember 
to look at myself in the mirror in the morn-
ing and express my love for who I am. That 
will surely make my work so much more 
effective. Thank you for everything, Mari-
ah, my dear, dear friend.
I remember…

Ron Hoffman
Founder and Executive Director

Compassionate Care ALS
Falmouth, MA

MARIAH TAUGHT ME THE VALUE OF 
staying put, staying in the moment, staying 
in the fear and allowing that vulnerability 
to open my heart to receive love.  
   Ron, I’ll always be grateful to you for 
reminding me yet again to trust the pro-

cess.  When I decided to join the class of 
2007, I had no money, no job, and lots of 
debt.  I told you I couldn’t pay the tuition. 
You said, “Mariah and I believe that these 
things have a way of working themselves 
out.”  And they did. Thank you for the les-
sons in faith and love.

Kim Lee Cox Motley
Portland, ME

SOME RARE FOLKS HAVE THE UNCANNY 
ability to softly sneak themselves one day 
into our lives, to then, inevitably, and with-
out further notice, completely alter our life-
path, head over heels. As the hallmark of a 
great soul, it didn’t take long for Mariah to 
have an everlasting effect on mine. 
   That day of Summer, 1989, when she 
showed up on the Esalen Massage deck 
to receive her first bodywork session from 
me, Mariah cut straight to the point, with 
a: “Hi, my name is Mariah, I’m a seminar 
leader, and I have ALS.” She then spelled 
out Amyotrophic Lateral Sclerosis, and 
summarized the signs and symptoms of the 
condition.  I’m jotting down notes in my 

daily planner: “progressively fatal … no 
known cure …etc.”
   Listening attentively, I’m hit with a sol-
emn graveness, a chilling profundity. Mari-
ah had just set the intention of the work 
that was to follow, taking it to a place far 
beyond my knowledge and expertise as a 
freshly hired crew member, still wet behind 
the ears, just newly certified. This was not 
going to be an ordinary, “feel good” and re-
laxing Esalen massage. There was a threat-
ening urgency at hand.  
   Her introduction also set the tone for the 
relationship to follow, one to be based on a 
profound mutual respect, an honesty with a 
certain purity of emotion, void of any bag-
gage between us. Mariah was coming to 

me with a body that needed help, and mine 
was the challenge to answer to her request. 
   Mariah signed up for another session, and 
another, and yet another again. She men-
tioned the work being helpful and healing. 
During her bi-annual trips to Esalen to lead 
her Gestalt workshops, she continued to 
receive my bodywork sessions. Encour-
aged by her feedback, the focus on how to 
be more effective sharpened, as the work 
moved towards a better understanding of 
the physical impairments of ALS. This 
ongoing inquiry, heightened by Mariah’s 
openness and willingness, unraveled new-
found techniques, calling for stimulation of 
the flaccid muscles, release of the spastic 
ones, and structural corrections. 
   Twice a year, for some two weeks, over 
a period of about nine years, Mariah’s af-
flicted body was the “living laboratory” for 
us to carry out further experimentation. She 
would give thoughtful feedback, during, 
and post treatment. “That energized my 
arm muscles” or “My feet aren’t cramping 
as much”, “My rib cage feels wider”, “I can 
breathe better” … etc. She was also val-
iantly defying all odds, outliving her death 
sentence of several years. Mariah was my 
Hero. 
   Thanks to her, by 1997, I was now pre-
pared to take on the challenge of a Chiro-
practic doctorate degree, endeavor that I at-
tribute, in large, to her believing in me way 
back then, years prior, when she saw the 
withheld potential, way before I could ever 
fathom its existence, and thereby setting 
the far-reaching achievement into motion. 
   Throughout my studies, and in my prac-
tice, to this day, I care to focus on the severe 
neuro-degenerative conditions. And so, I 
remain forever humbled by “Your blessed 
gift of You, dearest Mariah, holding in 
gratitude all the years of Your “Mariah Mo-
ments” that encouraged the blossoming of 
my becoming.” 
   How can I thank thee enough? 
   And so, to say: “May we meet again, dear 
friend” is an understated wish. With eternal 
Love. 

Carol-Renée Pierpoint, NCTMB, DC 
Santa Fe, NM

I WILL ALWAYS BE GRATEFUL TO MARIAH. 
She helped me open a door to emotions that 
I had been taught to suppress.  I thank her 
for my being more self-aware, and free to 
express my self.  Godspeed Mariah!

George Cipperly
Chester Springs, PA

MARIAH

A fiery redhead, a sure-footed communicator,
with wisdom and grace overflowing,

and love shining from blue green eyes.
Mariah was a uniquely magnificent 

human being,
who now has a safe ‘seat’ in the hearts of

thousands of wounded souls ...
Who today are likely less so for having 

sat at her feet.
MaryJean McKelvy

Montpelier, VT
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The Journey – For my Students

The invitation arrives in the silence.
Undercurrent pulls, draws you in
a hum somewhere behind the heart
flashes visions of righting ancient wrongs
mourning failings 
breathing life into limbs and lost dreams.
Gaze into those eyes
that let you see only a sliver of the whole.
The Way is a choice, always a choice.
You chose the Journey.

With no cloak for cover
new carpet spun
pulling hues of gold from gray.
Tones of the known invoke the mystery.
No map, only trusting the unfolding.

You allowed me passage.

Hearts in hand
look by look
we traveled the grounds of your ancestors,
embraced the fragility of the children.

We stretched your voice, retrieved your soul
gave water to your thirsty heart.
I have been blessed by your journey
have drunk from the sweetness of your well.
We have walked in each other’s footprints
sung ballads, love songs, battle marches 
and lullabies.

You have touched my heart like no other.
This place is yours now.
Tonight I watch you close a circle
that begins a circle.
A door in my chest opens,
releasing for you, a dove.

-Mariah Gladis
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IN THE FALL OF 1985, WHEN MY SON 
Reed was four and attending the Charles-
town Play School, he made a good friend, 
Luke Gladis.  I called Luke’s mother for 
a play date and that was the beginning of 
a deep and close friendship with Mariah.  
Our connection was powerful and contin-
ued to grow through my husband becom-
ing her doctor and his passion to find new 
possibilities for her, through my entering 
the Gestalt training with her, through the 
friendship of our husbands and their abili-
ties to make us all laugh, and through our 
children.
   It is difficult to put words to feelings 
sometimes. Knowing these words will be 
only a piece of something much larger 

that I feel, here is some of what I felt in 
my friendship with Mariah and what I now 
mourn the loss of.
  Her courage. Her vulnerability. Her 
abounding interest in ‘the other’ and her 
piercing clarity to see the pain beneath the 
hurt and confusion and allow it to be felt 
and then, with her guidance, transformed.
    A beautiful image I will always hold is a 
day she came to do a clowning workshop I 
was teaching, about five years ago, to expe-
rience my work. When it was her turn to do 
an improv, she chose a wonderful costume 
(of course!), complete with patent black 
heels that had belonged to my daughter for 
dance classes in France.  She came out on 
the stage in her wheel chair with a red nose 

on and she and her improv partner (the best 
looking guy in the workshop) continued 
into a beautiful journey of discovery of 
the unknown with great imagination and 
play….. and at the end they found an em-
erald.
    Mariah was with me through my hus-
band’s death and my mother’s death.  She 
was also with me as a girlfriend; we loved 
to have fun and laugh.  She easily em-
braced these paradoxes which made our 
sharing all the deeper.
    I will be inspired for the rest of my life by 
her will, her courage, her beauty, her keen 
intellect and her LOVE.

Angie Foster
Phoenixville, PA

Class of 2018, 
excited and relieved 
at the successful 
completion of their 
January Training 
Workshop in 2017.



WHAT CAN I SAY ABOUT SOMEONE THAT 
I have known since kindergarten? She has 
been a part of me since I was 5. My first 
memories of who I am include Marie….as 
she will always be “Marie” to me. In the 
most basic terms, we grew up together. We 
climbed trees. We rode bikes. We played 
jacks on my kitchen floor, and we put on 
horrible plays and made my parents watch 
us. We had sleep-overs that always includ-
ed her big fat black lab Cookie. We were 
just little girls. My mother, who adored 
Marie, loved to tell both of us the story that, 
in fact, we were not “friends at first sight”. 
In fact, Marie was the only one in my kin-
dergarten class of 12 children that I did not 
want to invite to my birthday party….clear-
ly the ultimate put down in kindergarten. 
My reason was very serious, however……. 
“Marie did not color in the lines”. Marie 
and I laughed about this, for the next 65 
years. Clearly, her free spirit was demon-
strated at a very early age. 
Needless to say by 2nd grade we were best 
friends and along with Kathy Fanelli Har-
lan, we were sisters. In so many ways, I 
thought that we had an idyllic “50’s” kind 
of childhood.    
   Another oft repeated adventure occurred 
at Camp Laughing Waters. In addition to 
cooking out and sleeping in tents, there was 
a little creek that ran through the camp. We 
were allowed to take canoes into the river 
but not pass flags that were placed so the 
leaders could see us. Well Marie and I 
decided to see what was around the bend 
in the river and out of sight…..so off we 
went. We paddled awhile and then the 
river picked up speed and well, as much 
as we tried, we were unable to get back to 
the dock.  Much to our dismay, the river 
dropped off and the next thing we knew 
over the waterfall we went, canoe and all. 
Obviously we survived, not so the canoe or 
the paddles. As with most childhood tales, 
the height of the waterfall and speed of the 
river may have been exaggerated over the 
years but I am quite sure that Marie would 
approve of the hyperbole.
   We shared memories like these over and 
over and maybe they were just special to 
us but they represented our childhood. We 
were soul mates in our most formative 
years. We laughed until we cried too many 
times to remember. She is the definition of 
a best friend and I am blessed to have been 
able to call her “my best friend”. She owns 
a part of my heart that will never die.
   And so, my heart breaks knowing that as a 
child, I missed so much of the hurt that she 

was enduring in those early years. I knew 
that she desperately wanted to know her 
father. She talked with her father’s family 
once a year at Christmas and year after year 
she hoped that her father would at least say 
hello to her. It never happened. Clearly her 
life experience allowed her to feel pain in 
others so well.
   As adults we might not talk for several 
months but when we did connect, we were 
best friends all over again. We rarely talked 
of work as much as we talked about our 
families.   
   After many requests, I finally agreed to at-
tend one of her workshops…to understand 
what she really did. I joined her workshop 
in Machu Picchu, Peru for a workshop in 
the high Andes, probably as much for the 
adventure as the workshop at least initially. 
My experience was much unexpected. I 
knew our friendship was very special and 
very unique.  I knew that I could always 
lean on her shoulder for support and wis-
dom and that I could share my life with 
her in so many ways but what I realized at 
the workshop was that Marie had an unreal 
ability to touch the lives and hearts and 
emotions of anyone she met. She was not 
just the crazy wild redhead who so easily 
shared laughter and adventures with me but 
she had an incredible gift to so easily touch 
the lives of others.
   And so, it has been very, very hard to say 
goodbye. She is so much a part of who I 
am. She will have a very special place in 
my heart forever. But I am consoled and 
at peace knowing that she is now running 
and jumping and laughing and singing at 
the top of her lungs and sending all of her 
love to all of us.

Peg Maloney
Atlanta, GA

WHERE TO BEGIN? I HAVE SO MANY 
cherished memories of Mariah…and the 
first that comes to mind is a conversation 
we had some years ago. I was preparing 
to facilitate a naming workshop I had de-
signed—for the very first time—to about 
two dozen high-powered executives. And 
I was terrified. I asked Mariah if she had 
any suggestions for getting past my ner-
vousness to lead this impressive bunch of 
people and offer something of value. She 
told me a story from her horseback riding 
days, when she was learning how to get her 
horse to do jumps. Her instructor advised 
her to “lead with your heart, and the horse 
will follow.” 
    I’ve remembered those words many times.   

And they’ve served me well—whether that 
horse is a group of other people I want to 
inspire—or my own recalcitrant, doubt-
ing self in the face of a hurdle. Thank you, 
Mariah. You showed me and everyone you 
came in contact with what it means to lead 
with your heart.

Beth Gerber, 
San Francisco Bay Area, CA

I REMEMBER MEETING MARIAH FOR 
the first and only time in the Summer of 
1999. The McGarry Family Reunion was 
when I finally got to meet this wonderful, 
loving woman called Mariah. I was a bit 
nervous and thrilled at the same time about 
meeting her! She immediately pushed my 
fears aside with her beautiful smile and 
those eyes looking into mine like we had 
been friends forever. I witnessed that eve-
ning all the love she gave to the McGarry 
family and all the love that was given back 
to her. She was surrounded by her boys and 
Ron. It was an awesome sight to see how 
tight they were as a family. I found her to 
be an extraordinary woman. She found the 
purpose in her life and lived it to the full-
est, never ever giving up. She is ever pres-
ent in my mind and my heart. I could only 
hope to be half the woman she was here on 
earth. I miss you Mariah and love you so. 
In one meeting with you, you touched my 
heart and I will never forget that beautiful 
feeling of LOVE you gave to me!! 

Arlene Marker, Cousin
Tampa, FL

IT WAS THE FALL OF 2006 WHEN KAREN, 
my wife, and I first attended a workshop 
intending to “work on our relationship.” 
Karen has a nose for these healing modali-
ties and picked up on the idea as she talked 
to Mark (Putnam) while chaperoning a 
class trip where our son and Mark’s daugh-
ter, being classmates, brought the two par-
ents together. Apprehensively, I went to the 
workshop, thinking it sounded strange. The 
experience was mesmerizing and we re-
turned several times over the years. We be-
gan seeing Mariah as a couple, and joined 
the training program in January 2010. I had 
my training program entrance interview 
with Dori (Middleman), and I told her that 
I wanted to be a therapist. Saying this to 
Dori was a huge step and set me quietly in 
motion. Mariah had so captured my heart 
and soul that I wanted to do The Work. 
My BA in Social Work never turned into 
a career; instead I mastered what became a 
33-year career in IT. The Gestalt program 
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was my chance to experiment with what I 
had longed to do all my life. The few times 
I was able to admit to the class that I was 
a want-to-be-therapist, elicited shame for 
wanting to do something that I felt so un-
deserved to do. “Just who do you think you 
are!?” In 2015, Mariah encouraged me to 
pursue the Bryn Mawr College’s  Masters 
of Social Work program, saying she would 
write a letter of recommendation. With the 
support of Mariah, my Gestalt class and 
friends, I retired from IT and turned myself 
over to what I had wanted to do for most 
of my life. It is the best thing I ever did. 
I am now an up-and-coming Gestalt thera-
pist. Thank you Mariah--and everyone who 
helped make this possible.  

Jim Alderfer
Pottstown, PA

I HAD THE SERENDIPITOUS OPPORTUNITY 
to first hear Mariah speak at Omega Insti-
tute the summer of 2015 while assisting at a 
Gabriel Method retreat. During the retreat, 
Mariah spoke to the audience and shared 
her beautiful message of the importance of 
self love. When she posed her question to 
the audience, “If I were to spend my day 
rolling by your side, and if you were to 
whisper in my ear all of the things you say 
to yourself, would I have a good day, or a 
bad day?” There was a palpable in-breath 
from so many participants, myself includ-
ed. So many people struggling with such 
shame and pain, but the idea of putting that 
shame or pain onto someone such as pre-
cious and magnificent as Mariah was com-
pletely unthinkable. 
   There were so many tears shed and so 
much love shared during her talk that I 
knew immediately that I wanted to learn 
more about Mariah’s work. January 2016, 
I flew from Kansas to attend the prospec-
tive student workshop. At the workshop, I 
experienced such an incredible community 
of people who deeply loved and respected 
each other, and the grace-filled leadership 
which Mariah, Ron, Dori and Mark shared. 
I knew I had landed in a very special and 
precious place. 
   Seeing Mariah work - sharing her wis-
dom, creative genius and love, and being 
with Ron, Dori, Mark and the other par-
ticipants convinced me that participating in 
Mariah’s program would provide the most 
fertile soil for personal growth and profes-
sional learning.
   Attending the Gestalt training, personal 
sessions with Mariah, and being in one of 
her small groups have been some of the 

most precious gifts in my life. I am forever 
changed by Mariah’s message, work, and 
the astounding integrity and grace with 
which she lived and taught. And while 
Mariah’s spirit took leave of her physical 
body last summer, I know that Mariah is 
living on, in the hearts and lives of every-
one whom she knew.
   I am incredibly grateful for Mariah’s light 
and love, which are truly alive in my life.

Jennifer Welch 
Lawrence, KS

DEAR MARIAH.  WORDS FALL FAR TOO 
short when attempting to express my grati-
tude for you and all the love you embody 
and share. Your presence, story, and work 
were all an incredible gift to Good Grief. 
I so very deeply admire you. There are 
many who face incredible adversity and 
have much to say about it. There are, how-
ever, few who possess profound wisdom, 
insight, and understanding like you. As Dr. 
Seuss said, “There is no one alive who is 
You-er than You.” And you, Mariah, are a 
gift. I am so grateful that we met. Thank 
you for your work and for guiding us to that 
precious gift of self-love. 

Joe Primo
Good Grief

Princeton, NJ

One Day

One day we shall sit 
together
in the rain
on the wet green grass
and watch how the earth 
receives.

 – Mariah Gladis

WE MET MARIAH IN EARLY 1988. WE 
lived in Newtown, Bucks County, and Sue 
went to a workshop in Willow Grove, facil-
itated by her therapist, Dolly. A few weeks 
later we went to a party at Dolly’s house in 
Washington’s Crossing. We met Mariah at 
that party when, upon entering with Sue, I 
felt a little out of place. Mariah recognized 
my discomfort when we were introduced 
and she put her hand on my shoulder in a 
comforting (healing) way. Just like magic, 
any anxiety or discomfort I felt simply dis-
appeared. She was somehow in touch with 

my spirit and conveyed a calmness from 
hers. To this day, I can’t explain, so I just 
accept. Sue and I had a wonderful evening 
with this outstanding group of people who 
seemed to be very much at ease. None of 
the usual party hi-jinks, ego behaviors, or 
role playing... just good, honest, interesting 
conversation, and laughter ruled the night.  
   When we moved to Wayne, Dolly sug-
gested that Sue continue her therapy with 
Mariah, in the medium of Gestalt. We didn’t 
know that Ron and Mariah had moved to 
Malvern, so it worked well for us, because 
they lived close to our new house.    
   Sue always spoke so highly of Mariah, 
and because of my experience at the party, I 
decided to deal with my Dad issues. I start-
ed therapy with Mariah a few months later.
We had two toddler sons, Matt, and Johnny 
and Ron and Mariah had toddlers Luke, 
and Cole. Johnny and Cole became best 
friends, more about that later.
   A little over a year after our move to 
Wayne, we went to our fourth intensive 
weekend workshop with Mariah and bud-
ding new therapists Dori and Mark. The 
workshop was at a wonderful place in the 
woods near Sumneytown. Sue and I attend-
ed with my Dad.
   That weekend changed my life; it changed 
my Dad’s life. We became best friends after 
years of struggle.
   Sue and I benefitted in many ways from 
those early days with Mariah. Both of us 
learned to accept ourselves and take own-
ership of who we are, a lesson we practice 
to this day.
   We became friends with Ron and Mariah. 
Our friendship has impacted our lives in 
many ways. Cole and John graduated from 
the same school and continue to be best 
friends.
   We miss Mariah. There is still light in the 
world, but just a little dimmer. The world 
was a better place with her in it.

Sue and John Fissinger
Norristown, PA

MINISTER OF LOVE 
Mariah was my hero and I cherished my 
23 years with this minister of love and tal-
ented angel, watching her transform lives 
with her love – mine included. I’m a shin-
ing example of Mariah’s commitment and 
dedication to the transformative healing 
power of one emotionally healthy person 
loving another. 
   I arrived at my first workshop in 1996, 
alone, not well loved, full of fear, shame 
and hurt. I was 6 months sober, 31 years 
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old, estranged from my family and their vi-
olence, and already lost a baby, a marriage 
and the one woman I loved most in the 
world, my grandmother.  I felt hopelessly 
unworthy and unlucky at love. 
   You could call me a “frequent flyer” in 
Mariah’s hot seat and I feel incredibly for-
tunate that I went the distance with her. 
Mariah fully gave of her emotional self and 
felt right along with me. She encouraged 
full expression of my feelings and I felt 
very safe in the capable hands of Mariah 
because I knew Mariah was on love’s side.  
   For me, Mariah embodied love and she 
led by example. Mariah loved her way 
through a life threatening and life alter-
ing illness.  Mariah arrived loved to each 
moment, cherishing herself right down to 
each one of her cells. Mariah taught me 
that there’s a relationship with me, and that 
relationship happens every moment of ev-
ery day and it is essential for me to provide 
well for myself. 
   After completing the training program and 
becoming more skilled at loving me, Mari-
ah provided loving support and encourage-
ment to me while I set out to change my 
circumstances. I went onto graduate school 
and became a licensed psychotherapist, 
which is the ideal profession for me and 
truly a labor of love. 
   My final frontier in my “life do-over” 
with Mariah was with men. I was deathly 
afraid of them!  At Mariah’s Cape May 
workshop in 2007, Mariah had a group of 
men surround me with loving support and 
had me practice receiving love from them. 
This experiment worked so well that 2 
years later I married one of those beautiful 
men.  Mariah became an ordained online 
minister for $9.95 and married us in Cape 
May and this is how she became my min-
ister of love. My husband and I have been 
married for 10 years and we have a won-
derful life together and care deeply for one 
another.  This would not have been possi-
ble without Mariah, the community of love 
that she created, and the example of love 
that she and Ron shared with me.  I didn’t 
know love like that/this was possible.
   As a professional, it was pure magic 
watching Mariah work. When I wasn’t on 
the hot seat, I loved watching the master 
at her craft – a loving artist choreograph-
ing a healing, life altering moment, while 
at the same time, orchestrating her finish-
ing touch - a song that captures the exact 
essence of the work.  Pure Mariah magic!
   Mariah was a powerful and unique Ge-
stalt practitioner.  In addition to her heart 

and arriving already loved, Mariah brought 
her own transcendence of illness and child-
hood trauma to each person she worked 
with. She also brought her strength, steadi-
ness and resilience. I never saw Mariah 
baffled by a piece of work and I rarely saw 
Mariah as disabled. She was so ABLE in 
the ways that mattered most to me. She 
was loving, deeply compassionate, intui-
tive, gentle, soulful, quick witted, intelli-
gent, tender and thoughtful, I would forget 
that she couldn’t move her body.  Finally, 
Mariah brought her confidence in knowing 
that one loving healing moment can alter 
someone’s life for the better and its impact 
can last a lifetime.
   I’m living proof of the transformative 
healing power of one emotionally healthy 
person. Today, I am free and no longer a 
victim. I feel well loved and well mothered 
in a way I’ve never felt before.  I’m liv-
ing as if I have inherited Mariah’s loving 
mothering on the inside- as if she were my 
only mother. 
    I have created love and life beyond my 
wildest dreams with one of god’s brightest 
creations, my beautiful Mariah, my teach-
er, my heroine, my sister, my mother, my 
friend, and my love minister. Thank you 
from the bottom of my heart. I love you!

Colleen Hanley
Collegeville, PA

MARIAH USED TO TELL ME THAT  I 
had to work harder because she didn’t 
know how much longer she had. I took that 
for granted because Mariah seemed so very 
cared for. And she was a fighter…fight-
ing for everyone she cared about.  I miss 
Mariah to the end of the Earth.

Kimmielee Reinert
North Wales, PA

OVER THE YEARS, I HAD ATTENDED 
numerous workshops at The Esalen Insti-
tute in Big Sur. The criteria for selecting 
which seminar I would enroll in was always 
based on three yardsticks - the subject, date 
of the workshop, and most importantly, the 
background, expertise and reputation of the 
instructor(s).
   As I was searching for my next Esalen ex-
perience, I came across a weekend seminar 
led by a noted Gestalt therapist from Phila-
delphia by the name of Mariah Fenton Gla-
dis. As I read about Mariah’s professional 
background and training, I learned not only 
was she esteemed in her craft, but she had 
a devastating personal health challenge – 
she had been battling Lou Gehrig’s disease 

(ALS), I think at the time for over 20 years!
   “How can this be?” I asked myself.
   After all, I had just been appointed as 
National President & CEO of The ALS 
Association, the nation’s preeminent orga-
nization in the fight against Lou Gehrig’s 
disease. 
   It was obvious, this was a “calling,” an 
experience I must have to understand “first-
hand” how one lives life, both personally 
and professionally, while dealing with such 
a life-threatening and debilitating illness. I 
enrolled and was soon on my way to Big 
Sur!
   Post workshop and simply stated, Mariah 
taught me so much - the meaning of cour-
age, professionalism, determination, and 
willingness to make a difference even 
while being tested by overpowering life 
circumstances. And she did it all at the 
highest level, whether teaching, providing 
individual or group therapy, or just living 
life as normally as one can with ALS, mak-
ing sure to go to the gym to maintain and 
build her physical well-being. She did it 
all with dedication, commitment, internal 
fortitude, and of course, laughter. Yes, I’ll 
always remember Mariah’s laugh! 
   Most importantly however, Mariah never 
lost focus on helping everyone at the semi-
nar, uncovering the deep, and at times, dark 
issues workshop participants were facing 
never giving up until their burdens were 
lifted. 
   I learned and grew so much through her 
work, in fact, I wanted more so I ended up 
enrolling a second time, bringing others to 
effect positive change in their lives. 
   Thank you, Mariah. You were a remark-
able role model, inspiration and blessing 
for all of us who knew you!

Gary Leo
Past National President & CEO

The ALS Association
Redondo Beach, California

I MET MARIAH IN THE LATE 1980’s. 
Mariah was the “Wind Beneath My 
Wings.” She gave me my Voice, my Self 
Worth, and the Courage and Confidence to 
speak out, love myself and unchain myself 
from limiting past feelings and thoughts. 
   She was my therapist, my loving family 
and my dearest loving friend.  I still talk to 
her & ask her for guidance. When my time 
comes to leave this world, I will be at peace 
knowing she will still be Mariah, with open 
arms and loving heart.

Teresa Vesey
Wayne, PA
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I CAME TO MARIAH AFTER MANY YEARS 
of searching for answers. Workshops, semi-
nars, books, retreats, meetings, sponsors 
and therapists all helped but there was nev-
er a full coming together. There was still 
something missing. A friend told me about 
this amazing lady that does Gestalt in a nice 
place on a hill in the woods of Pennsylva-
nia with great food and great people. I fig-
ured I probably had a couple of small issues 
that would round out everything. A few 
little things that would “fix me” for good. 
After my first day watching Mariah work, 
I suddenly knew I was in the right place. I 
knew I found the people and a place I could 
trust. The few “little things” turned out to 
be the biggest issues of my life. These were 
issues I had looked at, wrote about, cried 
over, but they needed to be experienced and 
healed the “Mariah way.” Her own style of 
Gestalt healed my broken life. I needed to 
feel the hurt that I had been running from 
my whole life.  All the money, sex, drugs, 
alcohol, food, jobs, accomplishments in the 
world couldn’t ever bury my deepest hurts. 
Facing them with Mariah and her wonder-
ful team is what healed my life. They say 
a good life is one where you can work and 
love and Mariah got me there. I will always 
love her. I will forever miss her. What else 
can I do for someone who gave me my life. 
She didn’t give it back, she gave it to me. It 
was broken and now it is healed.

Allen Flinchum
Severna Park, MD

“WHAT’S IMPORTANT?”
Whenever I need to find my way, I can hear 
Mariah’s voice and heart saying, “What’s 
Important?”
   Even now, just writing this down,  brings 
waves of love, grief, and joy all wrapped up 
in one big WHOOOSH!. Ahhhhh.

.Rob Early
Palm Desert, California

MARIAH WAS THAT RARE SOUL, 
compassionate to others in the crucible of 
her own illness.  I remember the day, so 
long ago, that Jane Kirkwood and I drove 
out to your house to interview and photo-
graph her.  At the end of our time together, 
she said the five words I have carried with 
me ever since.  “I am a happy woman.”  
She said it slowly and with difficulty.  The 
power of that. That we can be happy in the 
center of the storm is something I put into 
practice every day in caring for John.  

Jax Peters Lowell
Philadelphia, PA

HAVING WORKED WITH MARIAH THE 
day before, I woke up refreshed, unbur-
dened by anything in my past and full of 
calm joy. I felt open to the day ahead of me, 
as if newly born. The heavy load has been 
lifted off my shoulders.
   That feeling of freedom and effortless be-
ing is my most precious gift I received from 
Mariah.

Michaela von Schweinitz 
New York, NY

MY MEMORY OF HER IS AT ESALEN, 
during a Gestalt workshop. It was her pres-
ence, if anything, that was most profound 
as I did my ‘hot seat’ work. I felt truly held 
as I processed some difficult memories, 
some of the most painful in my life, and her 

sparkling eyes were the most welcoming 
thing that I’d ever seen. She was truly gift-
ed and it’s clear that a higher power wanted 
her here to do her work for a long time. 
She’s a testament to strength against all 
odds, the power of humanity, and that lov-
ing kindness can be extended to anyone, at 
any time. It’s as easy as just stepping in and 
allowing it to flow in.  Godspeed, Mariah. 

Serin N. Silva
Boulder, Colorado

IT WAS A SUNDAY MORNING AT A 
Temenos workshop; Mark and Dori had be-
gun a Hot Seat piece.  The moment Mariah 
entered the room, she focused on the person 
working, then scanned the room and then 
back to the work in progress.  As Ron and 

“Growth, for all living things, is a natural process of leaning towards light and love.”  Mariah Fenton Gladis 

 I know that Mariah’s on my side… 
 
With radical welcome and acceptance, 
Mariah looked past my best defense,  
 Her eyes could just pierce  
 Scars nasty and fierce - 
Offering hope where I had reluctance.  

 
For she saw in me more than I did, 
And she drew me out from where I hid.  
  With her calm gracious style 
  She brought love without guile,  
Meeting the needs of this most terrified kid.   

 
I was not always up to the task, 
But in this she'd never revel or bask; 
  Her purpose, her aim, 
  Was to free me of shame - 
Not with power, but simply to ask: 

 
What's important to you right now? 
What do you need? Tell us just how?  
  With this simplest approach  
  She was an encouraging coach,  
And she'd join me with a compassionate, "Wow..." 
 

Embracing my life's roller coaster, 
She was never a bully or boaster. 
  She remained by my side 
  As in anguish I cried –  
Until healed I popped out of the toaster.   

 
She permitted my work, however long, 
Always acknowledging my effort with song,  
  So with my brave friends 
  I could allow better ends - 
And let painful gestalts now be gone.                  DIH 8/14/2018  
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Mariah’s aide brought in her bags in and set 
up, Mariah’s focus was solely on the Hot 
Seat.  With coat still on, she moved closer 
to the work and became engaged.  I could 
feel the room’s energy shift.  At the end of 
the work, she was in the middle, directing, 
holding, loving us all.  She was in her ele-
ment.  She shone, which helped us all to 
shine brighter as well.
   Another memory was the first weekend 
I attended. It was the January 2011 train-
ing weekend.  I had no idea what I was in 
for.  I was blown away by the extraordinary 
connections made that weekend, marveled 
at the intense work done, and felt myself 
open in a way I hadn’t before.  However, 
what amazed me even more, which is at 
the heart of “the work,” is the way 
Mariah and you, Ron,  related with 
each other.  I saw and felt the love 
and respect you have for each other.  
At the end of the weekend, as we 
went around and shared, I told you 
and Mariah that I could feel the love 
between you two and how wonder-
ful and powerful this was for me and 
all of us.

Jay Burkholder
Philadelphia, PA

ALTHOUGH I’D KNOWN MARIAH 
as a child through my mom, life got 
in the way (as it does) and we missed 
about 20 years with each other. I 
only got to do my work with her for 
6 months before she died. Mariah 
did something to, for, and with me 
that is hard to even put to words. She 
was magic; she was grace; she was 
wise; she was so very funny; she 
was soft; she was strong; she was 
love. She was precious to me. How 
lucky we were for her. 

Lindsay Post
Philadelphia, PA

I’LL NEVER FORGET WHEN I MET 
Mariah for the first time. It was during one 
of the three-hour demonstrations and I was 
immediately struck by her balance of pow-
er and grace. After attending a weekend 
workshop with her, I was forever changed 
by both the overall experience of the week-
end and by Mariah’s ability to expertly 
hold everyone in emotional safety during 
very deep work, while also helping each of 
us to reach a point of growth, realization, or 
understanding. It is a delicate balance that 
has also forever changed the present aware-
ness that I feel within myself. This is some-

thing that I learned from Mariah and have 
carried with me each and every day since 
that time. She rocked my world in the best 
way that could possibly happen.”

Lauren Ostrowski
Gilbertsville, PA

MARIAH FENTON GLADIS, HOLY CHILD 
School at Rosemont Class of 1961 (8th 
grade), was featured as part of our Alumni 
in Action series in our Spring 2015 Ca-
chet magazine. Mariah embodied the Holy 
Child motto, Actions Not Words. To quote 
the article, “her Holy Child education in-
stilled in her ‘a belief that miracles do hap-
pen and that grace is bestowed every day’.” 
On behalf of the Holy Child Alumni Asso-

ciation, we are grateful to Mariah for be-
stowing her grace upon us. The following 
quote from our Foundress, Cornelia Con-
nelly, sums up Mariah’s life in the eyes of 
our community: “Give me, O Lord, a love 
full of action; a love patient in labour, exact 
in daily employments, pure in intention, so 
that I may ever accomplish the things that 
are most pleasing to thee.”

Tina Abate
Director of Alumni and Constituent Relations

Holy Child School at Rosemont
Rosemont, PA 

I REMEMBER MARIAH’S SMILE AS SHE 
told me to take a risk, and believing that 
I could do it because she believed in me.  
I remember her shedding tears of empathy 
for the pain I shared with her.  I remember 
her being painfully honest with me when I 
needed to confront my own flaws, and be-
ing supremely proud of me for all of my ac-
complishments.  I remember that she stood 
up for me when others let me down, and 
she was always there for me when I needed 
her.  I remember feeling that I could learn 
from her forever, and still feeling that she 
saw me as an equal.  She was grace, she 
was safety, and she was exquisitely loving.  
I will always remember Mariah.

Suzanne Rouleau
Newark DE 

HOT SEATS WITH MARIAH:  FEELING 
we were co-conspirators coming to 
my aid.  Deep bows, many blessings, 
much love.

Bob Paulson
Wall Township, NJ

EIGHT YEARS AGO, I WAS AN 
observer for a life-changing event 
for my partner. Suffering from PTSD 
from the Vietnam War, a successful 
executive with Coca-Cola, he was 
forced to retire when he became un-
able to function due to his condition. 
Living a tortured life and abusing al-
cohol, we came to one of Mariah’s 
weekends, Arrive Already Loved. 
My amazing partner wanted help; he 
was the type of person who would 
do anything to get better. Fear and 
anxiety coursed through him as we 
drove to Exton for the weekend. He 
told me, “Don’t stop the car because 
I want to turn around.” I did not stop 
and we arrived. Fearing the open seat 
work, he stepped forward. Rick told 
his story of seeing his best friend 
burning. The singeing and odor of 

burning skin, feeling the responsibility of 
his death, although logically knowing it 
wasn’t his fault. There wasn’t a sound in 
the house. Then Mariah asked for us all to 
stand and make two rows. She asked Rick 
to stand at the front of the row then request-
ed assistance to stand herself. She told us 
all to hold out our arms and join hands, 
making a cradle. Mariah gently spoke to 
Rick, “You have been carrying this weight 
too long; it’s time to give up this burden 
and let others carry you.” She asked him 
to lay back into our arms while we rocked 

Let Mercy Rain

Let Mercy rain.
Announce itself with roaring thunder, 

branches of lightening.
Pour over these crusted spots of flesh.

Seep through to the softer places,
those that know how to bow in forgiveness.

Sink all the way to my fields where the bones 
of ancient wounds are buried.

And seeds of absolution lay dormant on 
rich, dry soil.

Let Mercy rain.
Swell the seeds ‘till they sprout and bloom 

lavender and gold.
I want to cover myself in the hue, 

roll full-bodied in it, 
I want to bring you with me. 

You, whom I have barred from entrance.
Together we can look for the path 

that leads to your field, to all fields.
Let Mercy reign.

   - Mariah Gladis
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him. She played music and there wasn’t 
a dry eye as this 6’ 3” man we call “Big 
Rick” laid in our arms. This experience for-
ever changed his life, and he has told many 
that this one weekend did more for his re-
covery than years in therapy. Thank you for 
this gift, Mariah!

Elizabeth “Betsy” Delisle, 
Lancaster, PA

LOOKING BACK I SEE THAT MARIAH 
gave me the “how-to,” the nuts and bolts of 
self-compassion that I needed to stay alive. 
I had constant, consistent, and authentic ex-
pressions of what I knew inside, yet had no 
words nor a path to express and fulfill, and 
deep resonations of what is right and good 
and true for me. 
   I knew right away that this is my true 
path, far beyond anything else I had ever 
heard of. I had someone who was there for 
me year round, rooting for my successes, 
commiserating and sharing my challenges. 
My hope was that osmosis would work for 
me so I went to every possible workshop. 
And now, I feel so lucky (luckiest man in 
the universe) to have had 25 beautiful years 
and 50 heart full, integral, inspiring, deeply 
moving periods of time in the presence of 
my most cherished and beloved teacher. 
And Mariah was one of the world’s great-
est human beings, in my book. The skills 
and resources Mariah helped me to instill 
in me are solid, and I am able to spread the 
message of self-love well. 

Charlie Metzler
San Francisco, CA

I REMEMBER ABOUT 10-12 YEARS AGO, 
I had made an appointment with Mariah.  I 
wanted to talk about a sensory neuropathy 
in my feet that I was recently diagnosed 
with.  I was told that it would likely get 
worse as I got older.  I was losing feeling 
in both feet, and I was upset.  In her office, 
I told her how shameful I felt, telling her 
about losing feeling in my feel while she 
was sitting in a wheelchair with ALS.  Yet, 
she was only concerned about my feet.
    Next morning, I awoke to discover a feel-
ing had returned to the bottom of each heel.

Stephen Read
Radnor, PA

THANK YOU, MARIAH.  I WAS INTRODUCED 
to you at the very darkest time in my life 
when nothing else was working.  My Aunt 
Donna brought me to an Arrive Already 
Loved weekend.  I was, my spirit, my soul, 
was awakened.  I became aware and alert 

and have continued to thrive over these past 
few years.  You did that for me – You Did.  
I will forever be thankful for helping me 
learn so many tools that I hold in my tool-
box like precious gems.
   You were so blessed to have such a lov-
ing, caring, and supportive family.  And of 
course, us – your friends.  Godspeed.

Mark Callahan
Egg Harbor City, NJ

MARIAH WAS THE FULLEST EXPRESSION 
of light and love I have ever met.  For over 
28 years, she helped me grow in ways I 
would have never imagined. I have thanked 
God hundreds and perhaps thousands of 
times for her loving presence in my life.  
And her exact moments of healing.  Always 
and Forever

Rick Willgruber
King of Prussia, PA

I MET MARIAH LATE IN HER CAREER, 
attending my first workshop in January of 
2017 and another in September because I 
knew I’d found something and someone 
wonderful.  I remember most her uncanny 
ability to recognize the key issues at play 
and to say just the right thing.  She had 
a gift, and what a world of healing and 
growth she created with that gift.  
Forever grateful.

Elizabeth Bradley
Chester Springs, PA

ONCE UPON A TIME THERE WAS A LITTLE 
girl who was born into a marriage of bro-
kenness. This little girl would grow into 
the dysfunction of what had been passed 
down to her parents.  There would be six 
more children. I am Barbara, the little girl 
and the oldest. I became a mother figure to 
my siblings. My mom was an alcoholic and 
my dad, an abusive angry man.  I also was 
my mom’s caretaker. Throughout my child-
hood, I  received messages like, “Don’t 
feel,” “Don’t question anything.” I was 
shamed for being myself. There were many 
secrets. I went on to obey all that I learned. 
And I struggled with anxiety and depres-
sion, thinking I was “crazy.”
   Going forward, I had two failed mar-
riages; I was a “human doing” rather than a 
human being!! I had two children who were 
affected by this “dis-ease.” I did everything 
to make life look good on the outside, not 
knowing what lay buried inside.  In 1984, I 
hit rock bottom when my brother took his 
life. Being suicidal myself, I finally sought 
help. After six years of a variety of thera-

pies, a “miracle” happened. I had an offer 
to attend a Gestalt weekend by an acquain-
tance that knew I was going through a pain-
ful divorce.  Although consumed with fear, 
shame, guilt and anger, I decided to attend. 
As the weekend unfolded, I heard the dif-
ficult life challenges others were experienc-
ing and began to catch a glimpse of hope. 
Somehow I knew this is what I’d been 
looking for but never experienced first-
hand: the love, safety, caring, unconditional 
love, acceptance, non-judgmental attitudes 
and healing that surrounded me during the 
workshop. 
   Within two weeks, I entered Mariah’s 
group therapy. I still had trust issues, not 
sure if this would work. Yet one day at a 
time, with Mariah’s unconditional love, 
I continued returning. I was beginning to 
hear concepts like “loving yourself,” which 
was strange and new. A team of profession-
als and others in this Gestalt family loved 
me until I could begin to love myself. 
   I built a trust with Mariah and told her 
anything knowing I would not be judged; 
rather, I’d be loved. It was a non-judg-
mental relationship, which I had never ex-
perienced. Mariah had a powerful gift of 
healing that she so eloquently and lovingly 
gave to anyone she touched.  
   In her book, Mariah talks about having 
a strong belief in the contagious effect of 
individual change.  For every one person 
who transforms his or her life, many more 
are impacted.  She goes on to say the power 
of one person, in one moment of time, is 
endless.  I personally have experienced this 
exact process over and over. 
   Mariah is a beautiful woman inside and 
out. She loved to dress with such great 
style.  I would call her a “Fashionista.” 
   I miss Mariah and carry her in a special 
place in my heart. I will be forever grateful 
for Mariah saving my life and showing me 
the way to live life in love and peace!!! 
   I had the privilege of being one of 
Mariah’s last clients and we talked about 
death. I told her I did not want to lose her 
and shared all she had given me and that I 
would be forever grateful.  Mariah told me 
she did not want to lose me and thanked me 
for all I’d given her. 
   I love you Mariah and will continue to 
carry all that you gave me!!!!

Barbara Curry Pfister
West Chester, PA

Wherever you go, 
arrive already loved.

–Mariah Gladis



Mariah’s Dream
The gypsy woman, 50ish, bandana on her 
head, with hoop earrings and typical gypsy 
garb, invited me to see something special. She 
led me into a room with a round table in the 
middle. On it was a glass box about two feet 
high, two feet wide and two feet deep. Wide 
eyed, she motioned with her hands for me to 
look in the box. I saw figures the size of large 
chess pieces. They looked humanoid but gro-
tesquely shrunken and malformed. I turned 
my head away and she said come back—let 
me show you. She slowly opened the glass lid 
and reached in and picked up one of the fig-
ures that remained rigid and unmoving in her 
hand. Then she slowly turned it over, showing 
me what was vivid underneath—a magnificent, 
multicolored butterfly. The beauty of it took 
my breath away. She then slowly, gently, put 
the figure back in its place saying: 
“It isn’t time yet. They are not ready.”

— October 1979

THIS DREAM HAD A PROFOUND EFFECT ON 

me. As I understand dreams, each person, item and re-

lationship is a part of me. So when I first discovered 

the meaning of this dream, I understood it in terms of 

my emotional and spiritual development; that I was in 

incubation, if you will, for a time when I would evolve 

into a full array of beauty, color and flight. The dream 

impacted me so deeply, I actually built a presentation 

around it for 2000 people at an Association of Human-

istic Psychology Conference.  At that time, I had no 

inkling that the dream would prove to be prophetic; that 

I literally would become distorted, misshapen and im-

mobilized.  

    I now take comfort in being the gypsy woman who 

cares for me and keeps me in a glass box while hav-

ing sure belief that I will metamorphize into a being of 

beauty and mobility. 

    I don’t know if this transformation will take place on 

this earth or in another dimension, and I am safe and 

protected in her care. 
— Mariah Gladis

MARIAH, I AM FINDING IT HARD TO 
write a memorial as I experience you with 
me. One of your great gifts to me is being 
able to continue a relationship with those 
people that passed on. In so many ways 
you are living with me. You are with me 
in my day-to-day life, in my work, and my 
relationships… And you remind me about 
what’s important.
    You are living with all those thousands 
of people you touched with your heart and 
your light. Those thousands of people that 
had a moment with you that was life-chang-
ing. I see you when I look into their eyes. 
I was very blessed to have almost 30 years 
of moments with you and I will continue to 
have those moments. Your work continues 
to profoundly affect the community you 
created, with ripple effects that heal and 
transform multitudes more. I met someone 

this weekend who discovered you, read 
your book, and saw the movie trailer. They 
were drawn to come, to be with us and car-
ry on the work.  For me, right now, you are 
as alive to me as you were in your body. 
And I  thank you, my friend.

Mark Putnam
Chester Springs, PA

BACK IN MARCH 2015, I HAD THE 
privilege of attending an “Arrive Already 
Loved” workshop at Esalen Institute. It had 
a long-lasting effect on me.
   This past December, I headed back to 
Esalen Institute to attend a different work-
shop. As I was selecting a book to take 
on the journey, I came across “Tales of a 
Wounded Healer” and thought, “Perfect.”
   I do not really know how to put this into 
words, but I felt Mariah all around me on 

my trip to Esalen and throughout the holi-
day season. I kept getting the reminder that 
when I fall down, I need to be the first one 
there to pick myself up. I recalled when she 
looked deeply into my eyes at the work-
shop and I experienced the healing that 
happened in that moment, again.
   On another day, out of the blue, I was sift-
ing through my wallet and came across the 
“Arrive Already Loved” business card that 
you all gave us during the workshop. I had 
totally forgotten that it was in my wallet for 
over 3 years.
   What a special soul. I was reminded that 
Mariah has now changed form, but she is 
absolutely here with us. At a time when I 
especially needed it, she reminded me that 
I am loved.

Patricia G.
San Diego County, CA
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MANY YEARS AGO I SPENT TIME WITH 
Mariah and always remember her as a won-
derful, dynamic, spirited, and giving wom-
an. But one of my fondest memories was 
photographing her when she was pregnant. 
She radiated such a calm beauty and the an-
ticipation of motherhood. It was wonderful 
to witness.

Becky Young
Philadelphia, PA 

THERE ARE SO MANY MEMORIES I 
cannot choose one. When I sit to write 
my experiences or to put them in words 
it seems to dilute the experiences I hold 
so sacred. How do I choose one? What I 
can express is the love we shared when 
a friendship expands over many years. I 
like to call you my friend but you were so 
much more. As the need became clear, we 
shifted in our roles effortlessly. A friend, 
sister, mother, confidant, and caretaker, 
there was room for all. Laughing until 
our stomachs hurt or crying tears of sor-
row – the give and take so sweetly danced. 
   There are times when I miss you so deep-
ly my heart hurts, then you let me know 
you are still by my side through a song or a 
knowing or a whisper in my ear. The mem-
ory I hold dear is the garden you planted for 
me. Where love is the only thing that mat-
ters. I can walk through fear, and I am not 
alone. I don’t have to figure it out. Spring 
does bring hope again. Everything I have 
is gold and this life is not for the feint of 
heart! 

Karen Martin
Chadds Ford, PA

 1) WORDS CANNOT DESCRIBE THE 
significance and essence of who Mariah 
was and the impact she had, and continues 
to have, on my life. I am so grateful.
  2) More than anyone I’ve ever known, 
Mariah embodied the attributes of wisdom, 
patience, forgiveness, acceptance, empa-
thy, receptivity, courage, determination, 
gratitude, and endless love and hope.
  3) Mariah once told us that when she 
was working with a patient on a Psych 
Ward who compulsively took 3 steps back 
for every 5 steps forward, she talked and 
walked with him matching his every step. 
He turned to her and said, “You are the only 
one who will walk with me.” That is the 
essence of who Mariah was and how she 
connected and resonated with all who came 
in contact with her.

Larry Knorr
Santa Barbara, CA

WHENEVER I HEAR THE SONG “RISE UP,” 
I think of Mariah and all the times that she 
would play this song and sing along with 
that sparkle in her eye and beautiful smile 
on her face...

Lucianna Dimeglio
Princeton, NJ

MARIAH IS A PRESENCE IN MY HEART.
I feel her, see her, and love her just as 
much- if not more- than if she was alive 
and on the earth in bodily form.
I continue to appreciate and connect with 
the love and wisdom that is part of Mari-
ah’s Being.

Linda Reichert,
Chester Springs, PA

OUR DEAR MARIAH CHANGED MY LIFE 
immeasurably, and my heart is filled with 
love and gratitude for her. As my therapist, 
Mariah helped me heal the far-reaching 
wounds of paternal mental illness and 
abandonment. She helped me recognize 
my worth and showed me how to have 
healthy, loving relationships with myself 
and others. Because of her work with me, 
I have loving relationships with my fam-
ily and dear friends. As a teacher and men-
tor, Mariah taught me how to lovingly and 
creatively work with my clients to facilitate 
their growth and healing. I will treasure her 
and keep her in my heart forever. 

Nancy Hanley-Moyer
Wyomissing, PA

I HAVE BEEN TO VARIOUS RETREATS. 
Mariah’s “Come Already Loved “ was one 
that will forever be in my heart!!! She was 
the definition of Love!! 

Carmelina Baccari
Calgary, Canada

I FIRST MET MARIAH THROUGH JOYCE 
Lewis, an early Gestalt teacher. Mariah was 
a teacher and mentor to many, and it is a 
testament to her that so many of her for-
mer students cite her as a major influence 
in their personal and professional develop-
ment.  Her spirit lives on through the way 
in which they live their lives. Mariah has 
truly paid it forward.  

Nancy Kirby. 
Collegeville, PA

MY ANECDOTE SOUNDS RATHER 
ordinary, but it’s the image that always 
comes to mind when I think of Mariah. 
   I spent an extended weekend with Mari-
ah when I as a child of probably six or so. 

Those days have a magical quality in my 
mind. Late one afternoon, Mariah took me 
to a market and asked me what I’d like to 
pick out for dinner. It was likely never a 
question I’d been asked because I remem-
ber it vividly. I chose raviolis. Mariah fol-
lowed up by asking how many I thought I’d 
like to eat. Again, the words stuck with me. 
A very simple exchange indeed but power-
ful enough to validate the little person that 
I was. 

Julie Daly
West Chester, PA

MARIAH HAD A TWINKLE IN HER EYES, 
and smile on her face. I especially enjoyed 
the even bigger smile when she was eating 
dark chocolate. 
   When Mariah would look at you, it was 
as though she could see into your soul.  I 
always felt I was in presence of an Angel. 

Nancy Orlando
Newtown Square, PA

REGARDLESS OF HER TIME OF LIFE 
or degree of affliction, Mariah will be re-
membered among the living as: 
Compassionate, realistic, charming, car-
ing more about other people than herself, 
robust, and an enormous benevolent spirit. 
One can only wish they had spent more 
time with her . . .. 

John Etherington
Malvern, PA

I KNEW MARIAH FOR SUCH A SHORT 
time, but such an impact she had on me. In 
one session, she spoke so directly to some 
previously unaccessed place in my heart, 
that it literally left me gasping for air.  How 
did she do that?
    I will never forget her and those twin-
kling steady eyes that sent out boundless 
love. I am blessed to have met her.

Linda Kneeland
Lansdale, PA

AS OUR SISTER-IN-LAW, WE WERE NOT 
only able to observe Mariah’s impact on her 
clients and friends, we were also blessed 
to have her as a member of our Family. 
Through our life successes and challenges, 
Mariah was always there to provide loving 
support, and to share our joys. We had so 
much fun visiting her and Ron and their 
children – especially having Philly chees-
esteaks with them. And one very memo-
rable trip with Mariah and Ron was to the 
famous San Gennaro Festival in New York 
City. Mariah was treated like she was the 
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Queen of the Festival (and in many ways 
she was!). With all of her professional ac-
complishments and impacts, Mariah also 
found the time and energy to be a most 
wonderful Sister-in-Law. We miss her 
greatly.

Peter & Carol Gladis
Plainville, CT

I SURVIVED A WORKPLACE VIOLENCE 
incident thanks to luck and faith. I healed 
completely - rebounding with self-love 
and acceptance thanks to Mariah. I am for-
ever and profoundly inspired by Mariah’s 
fiercely compassionate approach to creat-
ing exact moments of healing.  Her influ-
ence, authenticity and legacy lives on in 
my work with nursing students  - especially 
in the areas of self-care and self-awareness. 

Maria Couchara-Jordan
Jeffersonville, PA

THERE WAS ONCE A WOMAN, WHO 
looked at me from across a room, and with 
a laser-beam intensity, focused her energy 
directly on my eyes and heart. With such 
honestly, she saw me, really saw me. And 
in that moment, I knew this communica-
tion, this language of the heart, was not an 
ordinary message.
   When was I ever “seen” so deeply? I 
knew that only someone very special could 
see through such darkness, and somehow 
speak directly to the light of my being, 
however masked in pain. And, as I recog-
nized the light she saw in me, I began a 
transformation. Because, being seen, truly 
seen, made me aware that I too, was of the 
same light as the one who saw me. This 
woman was Mariah Gladis. She saw light. 
She saw it in every person she encountered.
   As a graduate of the 1996 three-year 
training program, I learned so much about 
the healing process for others and myself. 
But what still amazes me, is that the heal-
ing and learning started with that first en-
counter. On one of the first weekend work-
shops I attended, as the attendees were all 
in a circle, Mariah set her laser beam on 
me. The rest of the three years was a cas-
cade of the affects and blossoming from 
that one communication. That was how 
powerful Mariah was. I trusted her. She 
was the real deal. She had years of clinical 
training, but what made Mariah special was 
her ability to know on such a deep level, 
that love was the true healer, and the core 
of our existence. She never wavered from 
that knowledge.  
   So many people were changed by Mari-

ah’s powerful presence. She used her life to 
heal herself, and others. She led by exam-
ple, and never let her physical form block 
her spiritual essence. I feel a great sadness 
for Mariah’s passing, and for her family 
and friends who are mourning. I also know, 
without a doubt, that the essence of Mariah, 
the transformative energy she communicat-
ed with, is still here among us, and all who 
knew her.
   I will hold you forever in my heart, Mari-
ah. Your life was an incredible gift.

Remembering Mariah
Point to any star
in the deep night sky.
Find any flower
that is fragrant and blooming.
Listen to the pines
as they whisper as one.
You are all this.
You are still here.

Hold my hand, friend,
as we travel this road.
We have known love,
we learned from the best.
Let’s share more memories
of her fearless heart.
We will remember,
and hold them close.

Walk down any path
that meanders to a crossroad.
Run on any beach,
let the warm sand caress you.
Sing at dusk and dawn
and revel in life’s joy.
You are all this,
we will remember.

Barbara Witham
Mohrsville, PA

DURING OUR FIRST YEAR AT BRYN MAWR 
Graduate School of Social Work and So-
cial Research, Mariah and I shared a field 
placement at Montgomery County Schools, 
Special Education. Our job was to provide 
individual and family therapy to students in 
the program. Along with our placement, we 
participated in a field placement seminar 
at Bryn Mawr. In class, whenever Mariah 
spoke, her entire face and neck would flush 
red. Having arrived at Bryn Mawr directly 
from college, she was shy and lacked con-
fidence. In our field placement, however, 
Mariah showed another side of herself. 
Her approach was unconventional, yet ef-
fective. She had a unique ability to connect 
with her clients; to communicate empathy, 

acceptance, understanding and hope. 
    Several years after we had graduated 
from Bryn Mawr, Mariah invited me to a 
demonstration of her Gestalt technique. 
In the large hall of a repurposed church, 
Mariah held several hundred people spell-
bound, as she spoke and then engaged the 
audience in some Gestalt exercises. There 
was no trace of her former blushing. In-
stead, Mariah beamed warmth and confi-
dence, leaving her audience with an experi-
ence of the possibilities of transformation. 
I felt in awe and proud of my dear friend.

Paula S. Rosen, M.S.S, Ph.D.
Swarthmore, PA

MARIAH’S PRESENCE HAS BEEN SO VIVID 
in my life. Mariah was a road map – she 
taught me all the shorts cuts. When I go 
shopping at the mall, I see her favorite 
stores, all the clothes she liked, her styles 
and colors. Shopping at the grocery store, 
I see all the goodies on the healthy aisle 
and her favorite veggies. I have so many 
dreams with her. I love Mariah so much! 
I was Mariah’s aide for 16 years; so many 
days we spent together. She was, and will 
continue to be, a strong presence in my life.

Lucy Coninck
Phoenixville, PA

I HAVE SO MANY MEMORIES I DON’T 
know which to tell you. One memory is 
from our trip to Europe for nine weeks. 
One day we were on the train to Rome 
and the ticket taker came into our little 
room, looked at our tickets, grabbed me, 
and pulled me out into the train aisle. He 
started to get really fresh and I screamed to 
Marie for help. All she did was laugh and 
laugh almost falling on the floor. Someone 
did rescue me but I will never forget that 
infectious laugh. It was a laugh that could 
melt your heart and make you laugh even 
harder. I have hundreds of memories of 
Marie laughing She was a gift in my life 
and I remember and think of her every day 
She will always be with me, that beautiful 
angelic face!! 

Kathy Harlan
Malvern, PA

MARIAH WAS THE GREATEST GIFT IN MY 
life. She saved my life more times than 
she knew, not only through her unmatched 
therapeutic skills, but with the love, com-
passion, optimism, unyielding belief in the 
goodness of others and life’s possibilities, 
that she shared with me and with which she 
lived her life. 
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    While writing this, an incident early in 
our therapeutic relationship came to mind: 
To celebrate leaving a job that was not a 
fit, I somehow thought it was appropriate to 
bring two beers to our therapy session. The 
level of irony in doing this while dealing 
with addiction issues was far beyond me at 
that time, but Mariah handled things with 
her usual aplomb and those beers sat dis-
creetly unopened while she performed her 
usual therapeutic magic in changing my 
life. It would be some time before I real-
ized that dancing on a balcony overlooking 
the Pacific Ocean at Esalen was a healthier 
and happier way to celebrate life. 
    Mariah opened her heart to me and en-
abled me to open my heart to others. Re-
gardless of the physical distance between 
us, I knew she was and will always be in 
my heart. I truly believe that we were des-
tined to meet as fifteen years after we met I 
was diagnosed with MS. Once again Mari-
ah was there for me, physically, mentally 
and emotionally. The dignity, perseverance 
and sheer will with which Mariah faced 
her ALS will always be an inspiration for 
me and so many others with similar chal-
lenges. I hope I can live a life that honors 
her memory. 
    I was fortunate to spend time with Mari-
ah and Ron here in Colorado. There is not 
a day that goes by that I don’t think about 
how much Mariah would have loved: the 
stunning view of snow capped mountains 
in June, this peaceful morning walk, these 
wild flowers, this sunrise or sunset, watch-
ing Mowgli dog romping up the foothills, 
watching the hot air balloons in the morn-
ing and smiling with the knowledge that 
she took that great hot air adventure, and 
the fact that I am walking, not sprinting, 
through every moment of my day, due to 
her work and example. 
    I hope that Mariah can watch all of the 
lives that she changed continue to un-
fold and develop for generations to come. 
I miss Mariah every day and I am thank-
ful for the world that brought all of us the 
beautiful heart and soul that was Mariah. I 
truly hope that she knew how much I loved 
her and always will. 

Sue Burke, Mowgli dog and Puff the cat 
Boulder, Colorado 

THE LOCAL NEWSPAPER WROTE AN 
article about Ron and Mariah. How ironic 
that our business ad just so happened to 
neighbor it on the same page. My husband 
and I are the owners of Cappy and Com-
pany Salon and Spa. We obviously were 

meant to connect just by the mere fact of 
sharing a newspaper page. Mariah, enjoy-
ing beauty and feeling glamorous, took a 
chance on me. She came in for a facial.  
How ironic that she was the one lying down 
and I sitting down.  It resembled an old car-
toon of the therapist with her patient. Little 
did I imagine this redhead beauty would 
become my therapist, friend and confidant. 
That day she introduced me to the world of  
“Gestalt.”  
     That day I took a chance on her. So 
grateful I did! Love you Mariah. You are 
gone but never forgotten.

Theresa Capozzoli
Bradenton, Florida

HOLY CHILD CLASSMATE AND GESTALT 
Grad.  I am ‘here’ because of you!  Miss you.

Mikie Fernley
Blue Bell, PA

MARIAH, I FEEL LIKE WORDS ARE SO 
inadequate to express my gratitude for you 
and this community you’ve developed and 
nurtured. You are like the tree in this pho-
to [front of card]. Beautifully unique, life 
growing, seemingly impossibly growing 
out of a boulder field. Thank you for work-
ing hard to uncover and be you! It is be-
yond inspiring. Thank you for sharing your 
journey and wisdom and for helping me to 
begin to uncover who I am. The naysayer 
Jeremy from two and half years ago is 
SHOCKED and so HAPPY for the impact 
of this work – including your teachings, 
experiments, guidance, nudging, and com-
passion! I’m sure I don’t completely grasp 
the change in the trajectory of my life AND 
I am sure that is absolutely for the better! 
Thank you for being part of my journey! 
Thank you!  Thank you! Thank you! And 
a million times more. With much love and 
appreciation. 

Jeremy Hess
Allentown, PA

I ONLY KNEW MARIAH FOR THREE YEARS. 
When we met we instantly connected as if 
I knew her my whole life. It was something 
I experienced only once before. As our 
relationship grew, she inquired if I would 
become her goddaughter.  I accepted the 
offer despite my logical mind.  Upon her 
passing, I felt a sense of relief for her soul, 
a sense of sadness for her family, a sense of 
gratitude for her life’s work, and a feeling 
of love that she nurtured in so many. I do 
not have the language to express the wis-
dom, strength, resilience, kindness, love, 

and partnership Ron and Mariah modeled 
in the world.
    On a personal note, I enjoyed the holi-
day, birthday, and social dinners we shared. 
I loved walking into her kitchen to see that 
we were dressed in the same color design 
purple/white, blue/white, turquoise/black,  
a common occurrence. I loved Mariah’s 
eyes. They were special as she looked into 
people’s hearts, souls, and minds.     
    I loved hearing Mariah’s stories. She 
frequently spoke about her desire to dance 
again. We danced together in our own way. 
She spoke of her love of horses, her real 
estate life as a young woman, her studies 
at Bryn Mawr College and Marymount, her 
runs/walks in Valley Forge Park years ago, 
her love of Cape May and Esalen, and her 
life in Chelsea NY as a young woman. She 
spoke often about The Chelsea Diner. My 
boyfriend was living in Chelsea at the time, 
and I would occasionally send her photos 
of The Diner.
    Mariah and I would write or text daily, 
weekly, etc. She would then apologize that 
she could only respond with an emoji, and 
I, of course, would laugh. I loved Mariah’s 
sense of humor.  In 2018, after the winter 
from hell, she looked at me and said, “Well 
Jen, how do I look?” I remember saying, 
“You look wonderful but very thin.” She 
smiled and said, “I can eat whatever I want 
now, and I will always be thin because my 
stomach cannot hold down the food.”  I 
laughed, as everyone knew how Mariah 
loved her food.
    Mariah dearly loved Ron and her family. 
I remember when she told me that she was 
going to be a grandmother, her eyes were 
so bright.  She loved Everly and she was so 
excited to be a grandmother.
    Ultimately Mariah was a source of 
strength and wisdom for so many. Every-
one was touched by Mariah in some way. 
Ron and her sons were ultimately her back-
bone. I am grateful for the bond we shared 
and the memories I will always cherish.

Jennifer Michele Abrams
Wayne, PA

A MEMORABLE COMMENT OF WISDOM 
was when Mariah was asked, “How do you 
listen to people’s problems all day?” Her 
reply was, “I listen to their hope.”  I am so 
eternally grateful to have known Mariah.  
She has touched me deeply as a therapist 
and human being.

Heidi Sheldon
Mount Pocono, PA
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MARIAH, I’M UNSTUCK BECAUSE OF YOU.
Carol Franks

Downingtown, PA

FOR ME, ONE OF THE THINGS THAT 
stands out is Mariah’s amazing ability to 
use music in her therapy.  After 25 years, 
I still get a warm feeling when I hear the 
piece of music Mariah used with me in her 
intervention.  That’s a lot of years of posi-
tive reinforcement!!!  Thank you Mariah.

Ayrol Young
Parkton, PA

MARIAH WAS MY MENTOR AND GURU. 
I felt like we were Louis and Clark, the ex-
plorers. 
Mariah blazed the trails that I followed. 
I would not be here today if not for Mari-
ah’s guidance. 
Mariah illuminated love and kindness. 
People were drawn to her compassion. 
If you bled, Mariah bled.
With her passing, a piece of me is gone, but 
also she left me with a piece of herself.

Rita Ann Cortale
Havertown, PA

28 year ALS survivor

I WILL ALWAYS TREASURE THE GIFT 
Mariah sent when I was going through a 
very tough time with a medical malprac-
tice suit. Dori had a gold metal bracelet that 
Mariah had given her with the inscribed 
words  “Balance, Truth, Courage, Wisdom, 
and Grace” which I admired. Dori lent it to 
me to wear during the grueling one week 
jury trial. After I was acquitted in the case 
and told my story to Mariah of the trauma 
that I had endured for seven years leading 
up to the trial between knowing that I was 
being charged with committing malpractice 
and finally being exonerated, she sent me 
my very own identical bracelet that I hold 
as a keepsake and reminder of the values 
which Mariah exemplified.  I will always 
remember the blessing that Mariah was in 
my life.

Linda Good
Philadelphia, PA

MARIAH WAS A GIFT TO ME.  SHE 
provided the ‘motherly’ love that I desper-
ately needed.  I love her dearly and will al-
ways be grateful.

Karen Watson
Lansdale, PA

I ATTENDED A WORKSHOP WITH YOU 
(Ron) and Mariah at Esalen in 2012. We 

were a large group of about twenty people,  
and I remember being worried it was too 
large and I wouldn’t get whatever it was I 
was hoping for! In the course of that week, 
under the care of Mariah’s gaze, we heard 
one another’s stories, held one another’s 
pain, and felt a power of human connection 
that I’ve carried with me ever since.
    Mariah was the first person in my life to 
encourage me to be angry. Being a British 
woman of a certain age, I didn’t find it easy, 
but she wasn’t letting me back down. Once 
I’d felt that life force rushing through my 
veins, I never looked back. She gave me 
permission and I used it to rebuild my life. 
I went on to work with survivors of sexual 
and domestic violence and now work in a 
psychiatric hospital, having just completed 
my doctoral training in Counseling Psy-
chology.
    I know you don’t need me to tell you 
that Mariah was a truly remarkable human 
being. You said she left a piece of her heart 
with all of us and I really feel she did; cer-
tainly she lives on in my heart, not only in 
the form of love, but also in inspiration.

Michelle Coupland
United Kingdom

THANK YOU MARIAH FOR TEACHING 
me about love!

Gwen Ferrier
West Chester, PA

MARIAH HAS TAUGHT ME HOW TO BE 
authentically with myself, as a human be-
ing and as a Therapist. She showed me 
what it truly looks like to have genuine 
compassion for another person who is suf-
fering. And to have pure joy in helping an-
other soul heal. I will never forget her feel-
ings and words that resonate in my life, and 
how much she has made a difference not 
only to me but also to so many others. She 
changed my life for the better forever!  She 
is my hero and my mentor.  Her words of 
wisdom and love will live in me forever.  

Valerie Huff
Collegeville, PA

DEAR MARIAH – YOU’VE DONE A 
marvelous job with me. As evidence, I am 
sitting to write this and so aware that my 
head is empty, or at least limited, and my 
heart is full and overflowing. That’s growth 
if there ever was one. You have taught me 
many things – and the most important les-
sons I learned in my heart. Some of these 
gifts were big and obvious, and some of 
the most precious ones were tender and 

subtle. Among the most valuable of those 
moments is when you saw me for an emer-
gency session (twice!). And I could feel 
your attentive presence and deep loving 
concern – I felt the way that you saw me. 
Also during my last hot seat work when 
I started off sobbing on your lap and you 
leaned over and held me in whatever way 
that you could. My pain was less frighten-
ing and not so overwhelming, being held 
by you. My tears fall as words fail…this is 
my heart saying thank you. You have been 
one of the most important influences in my 
life and have set me on a course for growth. 
This and you are a treasure. 

Liz Dideon Hess
Allentown, PA

I MET MARIAH AT ONE OF HER WEEKEND 
retreats, and was touched by her soul and 
gifts.  I loved running into Ron and Mari-
ah at local haunts, seeing their true love.  
Mariah was an angel her on earth, and her 
light will continue to shine in all whom she 
touched.

Laurie Dameshek 
Newtown Square, PA

MARIAH SAVED OUR FAMILY  AND 
started us on a journey of continued heal-
ing.  She will always be in our hearts.

Ann and Michael Pelberg
Narberth, PA

DEAR MARIAH, YOU HAVE ALWAYS 
been a constant presence in my life, and, 
since you left this plain to make your tran-
sition, your presence has actually become 
more palpable.
    In August, I had a moment in which your 
presence changed my life.  I was walking in 
the woods of British Columbia, reviewing 
all of the people in my life for whom I am 
grateful – and you are at the top of that list!  
All of a sudden, I felt a warm glow suffuse 
my body with the FEELING:  “Michael, I 
love you!”
    I have said that a million times to myself 
over the many years since you first taught 
us that lesson.  But this is the first time, I 
actually felt it in my heart.
    When I first met you, in June of 1996, you 
led me out of my, “I’m worthless and un-
lovable” hole, gave me the strength to leave 
a relationship, and embark on a whole new 
phase of my life, which has been incredibly 
fulfilling.  Thank you for everything you 
are giving me. 

Michael Jarvis
Newport Beach, CA
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MARIAH SAVED MY LIFE.  SHE WAS MY 
spiritual mother. I will love her forever…

Nancy Shapiro
Media, PA

THE MOST SIGNIFICANT MEMORY I 
have of Mariah, when I met her for the first 
time at a group work session is this:  When 
I looked into her eyes I felt as if I was see-
ing the feminine compassion of God. I can-
not imagine how many others also experi-
enced this with her. Mariah will always be 
alive in me as a beautiful light that shone so 
magnificently on all. 

Sr. Pat Warman
Langhorne, PA

MARIAH: “YOU’RE A BUILDER, BUILD IT!”  
Thank you, Mariah.

Bill Halpin
Bala Cynwyd, PA

MARIAH HELD THE SPACE OF SELF-LOVE 
so deeply, that it couldn’t help but touch 
everyone in the room- myself included.
    My first experience at Arrive Already 
Loved changed my entire way of being: it 
changed my relationship to myself, to the 
world, and helped me see how uniquely 
special and lovable I am. She showed me 
what it is to love. She inspired me to be the 
truest, most authentic version of me, and to 
share my love with others in becoming a 
therapist.
    I will never forget her grace, her beauty, 
and her joy. I especially will never forget 
the way she lit up when she gazed at you... 
you both showed me what Love looks and 
feels like.
    I am honored to have known Mariah and 
you (Ron), if even in a small way. My life 
would not be the same without both of you.

Katie Rikkers
Santa Monica, CA 

“IT WAS SO NICE TO BE WITH YOU”----
I love those words. Mariah said them of-
ten before I’d leave and they touched me 
deeply in their simplicity and resonance.  

Jessica Burch
Philadelphia, PA

FOR MY 50TH BIRTHDAY, MY WIFE, 
Loretta, said she would give me a birthday 
party in any city in the world. I chose Paris 
and dutifully sent out invitations six months 
ahead. About two weeks before the party, 
I got a call from Ron that he and Mariah 
would be able to attend. I was delighted.
On the night of the affair, in a wonderful 

restaurant in the heart of Paris’ West Bank, 
Ron came walking down the long set of or-
nate cellar steps where the party was held, 
and said that there is no elevator for Mariah 
and her wheelchair. Oh my God, I thought, 
how could I have missed the need for an 
elevator for Mariah? So Ron and I hustled 
back up the steps, stood Mariah up and 
proceeded to walk her down the steps into 
the party. I kept apologizing, but she said, 
“What a great opportunity to be walked 
down the steps by two handsome men into 
a Paris birthday party!” I never forgot that 
moment.

Joe Duckworth
Narberth, PA

I REMEMBER THE CHERISHED DAYS 
with the beloved Nokota (horse) and how 
they just seemed to know Mariah beyond 
the realms of the physical. They saw her 
spirit soar and were right there with her on 
the day we all came together. The quote 
above reminds me of Mariah and the ways 
in which she touched all of us so deeply.  
You (Ron), beside her, reminded us of the 
beauty and truth of love; the depth of kind-
ness, patience and forgiveness.  
    I don’t think the world has ever known 
two people so devoted to love.  What bless-
ings to behold, cherish and remember.  
Gratitude shines to the sky and back.  

Kathleen McGarry
Tucson, AZ

MY FAVORITE MARIAH MEMORY WAS 
the first weekend we met. After my hot seat 
story finished gushing out, she looked me 
deeply in the eyes and said, “You are in 
pain...” I sat for a moment, trying to trans-
late her ALS accent, and could only make 
out, “You are insane.” We all shared a huge 
belly laugh, and I was certainly relieved 
that was not her diagnosis of me.

Jim Deevy
Spring City, PA

MY FRIEND AND I ATTENDED MARIAH’S 
workshop at Esalen six summers back, and 
it still marks the beginning of my transfor-
mation into spirituality. You both taught me 
how deep love can be. I walked in curious, 
and walked out so open hearted and vulner-
able. I still remember the first time Mariah 
had me place my hands in hers and reached 
through to my soul with her whole being; 
It was the most compassion I’ve ever seen 
or experienced at one time in my life. To 
this day, I live with her words, “Be kind 
to yourself,” “Practice self love,” and the 
class favorite, “Pet your furry animal.” Her 
sense of humour will live on through us all.

Eric Hicks
Toronto, Ont.

I MET MARIAH MONTHS AFTER MY 
son had died. She saw me. She helped my 
heart to grieve and love. She showed me a 
self that was bigger and more than I knew 
before. I am ever grateful.  

Deborah Starr
New York, NY

MARIAH, AS YOU ALL KNOW, WAS A 
gift and an amazing teacher. I know her 
spirit and light were mesmerizing, wise, 
mischievous, and just so very kind. She 
was a light in a world that can see so much 
of the darker side of humanity. She saw the 
best in those who were lucky enough to 
know her, and lit a candle in each of us to 
go forth, and share in this world. 

Hannah Tighe
Reading, PA

I MET MARIAH + RON AT ESALEN IN 
the new millennium - 2000 - an auspicious 
manner in which to start new beginnings.  
There was an immediate warmth and 
chemistry between us and within a short 
period of time we all traveled to Ireland for 
a workshop in Athenry.  Over the years we 
traveled again to Ireland, Italy as well as 
Mariah’s first trip to Las Vegas. Traveling 
with Mariah allowed one to see people and 
places in entirely new ways.  She elevated 
the spirit of everyone around her and im-
bued a deep sense of woke consciousness 
for which I will forever be grateful.  My 
favorite memories are being in the van with 
Mariah + Ron on road trips – we laughed, 
we cried, we listened to Mariah’s favorite 
music and we enjoyed a sense of family 
that I will always cherish.  May Mariah al-
ways Rest in Love. 

Wendi Mirabella
Culver City, California
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FOR ME TO DESCRIBE THE DEPTH OF 
love and feelings for MARIAH is not easily 
done in words.  MARIAH’s smile, MARI-
AH’s sensitivity, her tears, her laughs, her 
glistening soul and her piercing eyes…all 
of which captivated my inner being.  Meet-
ing and falling in love with MARIAH was 
the greatest gift in my life.  We traveled 
through many lands together and lived 
life as there was no tomorrow.  MARIAH 
taught how important living and appreciat-
ing the present is in our lives. 
    In 2009, Mariah, Ron, Karen, Wendi and 
I went to visit Damanhur, nestled in the 
alpine foothills in the Piedmont region of 
Northern Italy. Damanhur is a commune, 
ecovillage, and secret spiritual community 
that have their own currency, and beneath 
a suburban house in northern Italy lies a 
massive underground temple known as the 
Temple of Humankind, built entirely in se-
cret by a group of non-architects, working 
around the clock for 15 years. The under-
ground temple spreads over 8500 cubic 
meters on five different levels connected to 
one another by hundreds of meters of cor-
ridors.  The only way to get in and out is to 
crawl through and then down.  MARIAH 
did just that!  We laid her down in the corri-
dor and while one person went in front and 
one after, we pulled and pushed MARIAH 
through the whole way so she could experi-
ence this unbelievable structure with some 
ceilings 25 feet high.  MARIAH was amaz-
ing!  The depths she would go to love life 
were remarkable to watch and be a part of. 
    Afterwards, we went to Venice. We car-
ried Mariah up the bridge steps over the 
canals and then down again every 10 min-
utes. That was quite a feat.  We even carried 
her into a gondola and took a ride through 
the canals!  This was just a hint of the joy 
MARIAH brought into my world.
    Life would continue with MARIAH for 
18 years, showing how magical our ex-
istence could be together. MARIAH has 
been a gift from heaven…one which I look 
forward to be welcomed into when my time 
comes.

Benita Karroll
Culver City, CA

 
A MEMORABLE PICTURE OF MARIAH 
was seeing her snorkeling off the beach at 
St. Johns. Her delight was infectious and 
joyful with her two handsome sons bearing 
her weight as she looked down at the col-
orful fish. She had such a capacity to look 
deep down with delight and compassion 
in each human individual she encountered 

and was for me a true “Anam Cara,” or 
friend of the heart. I love her enduring pres-
ence and we will celebrate the anniversary 
of her death in Ireland by lighting a candle 
in remembrance of her Irish soul!

Jenny Bingham
Hillsborough, NC

I WOULD LIKE YOU TO KNOW HOW 
Mariah impacted me and what she meant 
to me.
    Mariah gave me the ability to live with 
courage and clarity and to look at myself 
with compassion.  She gave me the op-
portunity to choose how I want to be with 
myself and to value what is most important 
for me, my family and my self.  She helped 
me look in the mirror and learn how to love 
the woman that was looking back. Like so 
many people have said, I am not the same 
person I was before I met Mariah. Some-
how, by the grace of some divine presence, 
I was led to her doorstep and walked in. 
Everything changed after that moment.
    I wasn’t finished learning from Mariah 
when she left and it felt like something was 
ripped out of my heart. As this year has 
progressed, I now see that Mariah planted 
the seed of wings in me so that I could learn 
to fly on my own.  Her love is what guides 
so many of us forward.
    I loved Mariah from the moment I met 
her and will continue to love her for the rest 
of my life. I miss her every day and every 
day I am aware of her profound influence 
on my life.

Melody Schaper
Phoenixville, PA

SACRED ENCOUNTER
Eyes of wisdom
Looking into my soul
To my truth
(and the truth of all)
Love

Forever remembered
Forever Transformed
Mariah, I hold you in my heart.

Barbara Citrenbaum 
Bryn Mawr, PA 

HOW FORTUNATE TO HAVE MET, KNOWN 
and loved Mariah.  Forever in my heart.

Kathy Getson
Lansdale, PA

SHAAN SOUGHT GUIDANCE FROM A 
local therapist in early spring 2019. When 
I asked how it was, he replied, “Hmm, not 
so sure, as it’s a fact - I have been spoiled 

since I had the best of the best through 
working with Mariah. It is not too easy for 
someone new to fill her space. And I realize 
I still have a lot of tools to work with.” He 
did a couple sessions for direction and  is 
doing really well.

Shaan Callesen
As told by his father Carsten

Glenmoore, PA

MARIAH ANECDOTES 
Story #1:
Sections of California Highway 1 along 
the cliffs near Big Sur can be treacherous.  
During the 20 years Karen Martin and I 
worked with Mariah at Esalen there were 
at least three occasions when we received 
news that a car had gone over the cliff.  
Needless to say, we were cautious when-
ever driving between Carmel and Esalen.  
One Wednesday evening after dinner in 
Carmel the drive back to Esalen was es-
pecially harrowing.  A storm had passed 
through causing mud-slides and leaving 
the road strewn with huge rocks and de-
bris.  Then the fog moved in.  We started 
the drive back and discovered that ma-
neuvering around fallen rocks was nerve-
wracking.  Even going just 25 mph felt too 
fast.  As we neared Big Sur (and the tallest 
expanse of cliffs), a small animal suddenly 
darted out in front of the van.  I swerved 
to avoid it and hit the brakes.  Mariah and 
Karen both screamed.  “Oh my god, what 
was that?!?  Was it a fox?  An armadillo?”  
Then Mariah declared, “I wouldn’t want to 
hurt one of God’s creatures any more than 
you would.  But if the choice is the animal 
or going over the cliff, hit the damn thing!”  
For years after that incident, every time 
we’d spy a critter along the side of the road 
while making that drive, one of us would 
announce, “Look out!  It’s either a fox or 
an armadillo!”  And we’d all have a good 
laugh.
Story #2:
In my “early” days of working with Mariah 
at Esalen, I was new to Gestalt and had 
been living as a monk at the Kripalu Center 
for several years.   Not only did the vow 
of poverty we all took influence my buy-
ing choices, I confess my purse strings 
were also controlled by some impoverished 
thinking I harbored.  One day Mariah, Kar-
en and I were visiting a small art gallery in 
Big Sur when I came upon a collection of 
wonderful bronze frogs that were all very 
whimsical in design …and very diverse in 
price tags.  I couldn’t make up my mind 
which to buy, and asked Mariah for her 
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advice.  She looked at the frogs, looked at 
me and asked, “Which one do you like the 
most?”  I had no trouble picking out my fa-
vorite - a group of several frogs all dancing 
joyfully in a conga line - and pointed it out.  
She glanced at me briefly, pointed to the 
same piece I had just identified and replied, 
“I’d buy that one.”
Story #3: 
It’s no secret that Mariah loved to shop.  
Even in the days before Ron joined the 
adventure to Esalen on a regular basis, 
Mariah, Karen and I would always make 
time to visit Carmel to explore the shops 
and art galleries.   We discovered a gal-
lery that represented the work of the artist, 
Peter Max, and Mariah was beside herself 
with excitement.   She fell in love with a 
Peter Max sculpture entitled, “I Love the 
World.”  It was priced at full market value 
which was in the tens of thousands of dol-
lars (at least 30 or 40 thousand, as I recall).  
Mariah called home to Ron and I believe 
they had several heartfelt conversations 
about the wisdom of such a purchase.  Al-
though she chose not to buy that piece, it 
was the beginning of a ritual.  For several 
years thereafter, we would stop in at that 
gallery, Mariah would instruct the owner to 
set the sculpture in the exhibit area for our 
inspection, and we would marvel at it for 
the better part of an hour. 

Bruce Cornwell
Melrose, FL 

DEAR RON: I HAD THE GREAT GOOD 
fortune of attending a workshop that you 
and Mariah led at Esalen, Arrived Already 
Loved, which had a profound and lasting 
effect on my life. I will never forget her 
complete presence and her ability to see 
through the veils of existence and touch the 
very heart of each person she came in con-
tact with.

Andrea Hegeman
Big Sur, CA

I LEARNED FROM MARIAH TO MAKE A 
priority of Arriving Already Loved.

Sharon Boyd
Wilmington, DE

FUNNY, BUT ONE OF MY FAVORITE 
Mariah moments does not involve being 
in direct contact with Mariah. Not that one 
had to be in direct contact to be significant-
ly impacted - Mariah transcended space. 
Still does.
    I was traveling to Ireland for a Mariah 
workshop. Ron and she had already left. 

Cole, their son, couldn’t fly with them due 
to an important soccer match he couldn’t 
miss. So they asked if Cole could fly with 
me. Cole was a high school student, and I a 
mother of three young children and student 
in the Gestalt training. I was also some-
what, shall we say, a bit “rough around the 
edges” with emotional regulation and dis-
tress tolerance. 
    Cole and I were at JFK or Newark air-
port, ready to fly out, when our flight was 
initially delayed and then cancelled. There 
was a bar close to our gate with many of 
the passengers imbibing for a few hours - 
they were quite a rowdy bunch. I remem-
ber looking over at Cole; I was stressed and 
on the verge of acting out, thinking about 
what female he was used to traveling with 
– his Mom. I couldn’t wait to get outside 
and smoke a cigarette, and was consider-
ing a confrontation with the airline staff, 
definitely verbal, hopefully not physical. 
I stopped, considered Cole, considered 
Mariah – the woman who had helped me 
heal after my husband’s suicide. Although 
I guessed she was not a complete saint, 
I imagined her son had experienced his 
mother as a woman of grace; a woman who 
faced challenges much larger than a de-
layed international flight with poise. I had 
seen her search for the best, first in herself, 
and then in others. I wanted to be like that. 
I tried to keep myself together for the next 
24 hours as we were taken to a hotel, wo-
ken in the middle of the night when a plane 
was found, and eventually flew to Ireland 
where Cole was reunited with his waiting 
parents. 
    So maybe it is too little to call it a Mariah 
moment – maybe a “Mariah movement” 
would be better. Mariah inspired me. She 
showed me by example, as I knew she had 
shown her children. I wanted that. I wanted 
my children and all that I came in contact 
with to experience what I now aspired to 
be. Not Mariah, no, there is only one Mari-
ah. I aspired to be what she had shown me 
– a better version of myself.

Claire Malfaro
Denver, PA

MARIAH HAS BEEN SO IMPORTANT IN 
my personal journey of evolution that it’s 
difficult for me to fully realize or capture. 
Here are the main elements I’m aware of: 
She:
– Modeled a way of being – with strength, 
patience, faith, grace, and above all love 
that I didn’t know existed and hadn’t had 
any prior experience of. It took me quite 

awhile to believe it was for real and really 
trust in her. She so consistently lived it that 
I finally came around.
– Opened a window of understanding into 
my internal life, which has been liberating, 
challenging, a continual growth opportu-
nity, and a way out.  The idea that we have 
many internal versions of ourselves who 
are in relationship – whether intimate or 
in conflict – and that we can reshape those 
relationships, whether it is or is not out-
wardly visible, is huge.  
– Guided and accompanied me on major 
healing journeys that permanently resolved 
some things that haunted me the most – the 
black hole that used to regularly open un-
der me, pulling me down, was closed and 
cemented over, never to present its fright-
ening depths again.  I learned that traumas 
can be cleared in magical ways.
– Allowed me the space to find my way in 
my own way.  I would fight and resist much 
of what she had to share and teach until I 
was ready to ingest and metabolize it.  That 
was fine for her – she recognized (without 
ego) that each of us travels our own path.
– Was able to see and embrace both the bet-
ter and vulnerable parts of me that others 
rarely see or embrace.  It was a comfort to 
be seen and valued.  I know it’s something 
everyone craves in their lives and many of 
us grew up without. 
    I continue to experience Mariah’s wis-
dom in my life as I do my own work and 
assist the work of others. Her gifts and 
teachings continue in those who learned 
and grew with her. Her presence is with us. 
Blessings on you, Mariah, for the profound 
impact you have had on my life and on the 
lives of so many others

Gale Thompson
Washington, DC 

EARLIER THIS WEEK THE WORLD LOST 
one of the most amazing human beings 
to ever grace the planet. I was fortunate 
enough to hear her speak twice and work 
personally with her. That session changed 
my life, and I have considered her a person-
al and professional inspiration ever since. 
Rest peacefully Mariah, and thank you for 
your gifts and for teaching me how to not 
only love myself but how to receive that 
love.

Carla Taylor
Winnipeg, Canada 

WHEN I THINK OF MARIAH, I THINK 
about her beautiful eyes and engaging 
smile with a look that was welcoming, in-
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viting and always happy to see you. Mariah 
was always interested in you, not just who 
you were but how you were. She was for-
ever determined in spite of her physical 
limitations to live and be present. 
     In my case working as Mariah’s Personal 
Trainer I could sense her love for move-
ment even if limited. She lit up when ex-
ercising. It was her fuel to keep her going. 
She was strong in spirit and perseverance. 
Her presence created inspiration to all. I 
was able to witness this when Mariah was 
honored at the Fighting Back Scholar-
ship Program Annual Achievement Night. 
Mariah was honored for her courage, de-
sire, and perseverance. In true Mariah fash-
ion she chose to speak not about herself but 
the doctor who has recently died from can-
cer who had greatly helped her. Her speech 
was gracious, motivational and captivating 
to the audience. There was not a dry eye or 
sound in the room. 
    After more than 32 years of coaching 
individuals to Fight Back, I have witnessed 
many angels or super humans that teach 
us how to live with the time we have left. 
Mariah is and will always be one of those 
angels to me.

Scott Dillman, President
Fighting Back Scholarship Program

Malvern, PA

MARIAH WAS AN ANGEL LIVING ON 
earth, no question in my mind.  She was 
blessed with an ability that I have never 
witnessed in anyone else.  While she her-
self was stricken with a devastating disease 
that took her life as she knew it and turned 
it upside down, she remained unfazed.  
She totally discounted her restrictions and 
could emphasize with whomever she came 
in contact. She felt others pain above her 
own.  I am sure I would not be here today 
if it were not for her.  She saw things in a 
way that I would never have seen, all with 
a smile or a tear.  I loved her very much 
and miss her greatly.  I know she is with 
me always.

Karen Couchara
Norristown, PA

YES, MARIAH ARRIVED IN HEAVEN 
already loved and she will continue to be 
loved by all who knew her... 

Bill Volpe 
Stony Brook, NY

MY FIRST MEMORY OF MARIAH IS 
of her striding into a birthday party at the 
Berwyn YMCA and having a great time. I 

was a bit young to understand what Mariah 
was going through, but as time passed, I 
became aware of lots of things: concept of 
time, life and death, miracles, and tragedies 
like Mariah’s. Or was that a miracle? 
   Meanwhile, Mariah, going through in-
creasingly hard and painful times, was 
all the while selflessly helping others. It 
quickly became clear to me that Mariah 
was, well, lots of things: A miracle, An an-
gel on earth, Evolutionary. To me she was 
a friend, a second mother, and unlike any-
one else I have ever known, a compass to 
strength and happiness. She was an undeni-
able living example of how powerful and 
resilient we can all be, overcoming the pain 
and suffering life may bring with some-
thing positive. 
   To this day, even considering the time 
and distance we’ve (Luke, Cole and my-
self) been apart since high school gradu-
ation, I am guided by the wisdom Mariah 
left in me. 
   I will always love Mariah and the Gladis 
family, and cherish all the incredible times 
we had together travelling all over the 
country! What is perhaps the most beauti-
ful thing to take from this is that you can 
replace every “Mariah” with “Ron,” every 
“she” with “he,” and “mother” with “fa-
ther,” and it all still holds true.

Jon Christie
Carrboro, NC

MY HEART WILL FOREVER BE 
wide open.  Thank you Mariah.

Brittany Zimmerman
Philadelphia, PA 

“Practice compassion for 
those you don’t understand 
and forgiveness for the 
unforgivable.”

– Mariah Gladis

WHEN I JOINED MARIAH’S TUESDAY 
morning group in 1993, I promised myself 
that I would participate for as long as she 
could run it. I imagined that would be a few 
years.
    I was mistaken.
   In the beginning, one of my main goals 
was to get married and start a family. I had 
been a lifelong bachelor, and four years 
into the group I was still a bachelor, at age 
44. During one piece of work, when I said 
that my many efforts had come to naught, 

Mariah asked me to commit to taking some 
action every day until I achieved my goal. 
I thought, Why not? In those days before 
the World Wide Web became ubiquitous, I 
committed to the task by reading person-
als ads in newspapers and magazines and 
telling friends that I was actively seeking 
a partner—in the past I never would have 
been so open—and availed myself of op-
portunities that I previously would have let 
pass. I met my future wife, Meredith Bar-
ber, soon after. Mariah and Ron attended 
our wedding.
    We had group on September 11, 2001. 
Mariah led us in trying to deal with the 
tragedy. We had group on January 20, 
2009, the day Barack Obama became presi-
dent. After group, Mariah invited us to join 
her and Ron in watching the inauguration 
on the TV in her living room upstairs.
    In all the years that the group continued, 
I was fortunate to attend all but two or three 
sessions. My recollection is that except for 
holidays and scheduled workshops, Mariah 
was always there. She never missed a ses-
sion. Because of her constant presence, I 
came to think that she would lead the group 
forever.
    Then, in February 2018, Mariah became 
ill, and it appeared that she would not re-
cover. She did recover, and she returned in 
April, reinforcing my belief in her immor-
tality. She led six more sessions until June, 
when she went back into the hospital. In 
July, we got the terrible news that Mariah 
had died.
    But in my heart and mind, Mariah is very 
much alive. In our group she inspired such 
a strong level of commitment and cohesion 
that we continued to meet on our own for 
nine months. Since then, we have been in 
the capable hands of one of her protégés, 
Colleen Hanley.
    Mariah’s teachings and wisdom were re-
markable. Her insight often seemed super-
human. Her dedication to positive change 
in her clients and in the world was unwav-
ering. The impact she has had on my life 
has been immeasurable. I will be eternally 
grateful.

Michael J. Schwager
Penn Valley, PA

I WAS INTRODUCED TO MARIAH GLADIS 
in 1987 by our mutual friend, Charlotte 
Bartlett. Shortly thereafter, Charlotte and I 
started Mariah’s three year training at the 
Pennsylvania Gestalt Center.  My therapeu-
tic work with Mariah transformed my life 
and I basked in the safe and healing Gestalt 
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community.  As a therapist, I witnessed un-
conditional love and healing moments in 
every piece of work, in every moment of 
contact, with Mariah.  We became friends 
and had many meals together, which in-
cluded cocktails of sprouts, wheat grass, 
kale and carrots. We shared some of the 

same passions and a deep commitment to 
righting the injustices in the world.  In the 
early 90’s, Mariah and I felt we had to do 
something to help our friends, who were 
coping with the harsh realities of HIV/
AIDS.  We created the AIDS LIFELINE 
with the slogan of “Dancing with Life 
on the Line”, which provided emergency 
funding to people living with HIV/AIDS.  
One of the things that I loved the most 
about Mariah was her willingness to come 
up with a solution to a problem and TAKE 
ACTION.   
    In 1995, I shared my dream of creating 
a therapeutic community for children cop-
ing with HIV/AIDS with Mariah. She pa-
tiently listened to all of my reasons for not 
following my dream, and then she told me 
she believed in me, and my ability to make 
my dream a reality.  This dream eventually 
became Camp Dreamcatcher, a non-profit 
organization that Mariah was on the Ad-
visory Board with from 1995-2017. Over 
5,300 children and thousands of our volun-
teers have been touched by Mariah’s grace 
and unconditional love over the past twen-
ty-three years.   She always had a lap avail-
able for children who needed extra hugs 
and support during the camp session.  She 
was always there for me in moments when 
I turned to her for guidance and strength. 
     In 2017, she visited camp for the last 
time and offered her Arrive Already Loved 
workshop to the Leaders in Training.  What 
happened in the workshop was magical and 
healing, and really beyond words.  Mariah’s 
ability to connect with the teens on a deep 
level, and to offer a space for unconditional 
love and healing, is something I will never 
forget.  In 2018, those same teens helped to 

create a bundle for Mariah during our week 
of camp. Campers and volunteers shared 
their memories of Mariah and wrote mes-
sages to her, and the bundle was given to 
Ron at our Wish Log Ceremony.  This sum-
mer,  we are honoring Mariah’s legacy of 
love by naming the Mindfulness Center at 

camp after her. What was “Mariah’s Cor-
ner” last summer will expand to be “Mari-
ah’s Mindfulness Center,” a healing and 
safe place for “Arriving Already Loved.”   
Her legacy of love, and her spirit, will live 
on through every gesture of loving kind-
ness and compassion that occurs during the 
camp week.

Patty Hillkirk
Executive Director, Camp Dreamcatcher

Kennett Square, PA  19348

MOMENTS OF LAUGHTER
1.   Mariah was always concerned that par-
ticipants at her workshops felt that they 
were receiving a lot. She would check in 
with me and other assistants on breaks 
and would ask the question, “Is everyone 
OK? Do you think they getting enough?” 
And that would be after magnificent and 
amazing pieces of hotseat work that she 
had done. So I would sometimes jump the 
gun and reassure her: “Mariah. Everyone’s 
getting enough.” Or I might say, “Mariah, 
I’m not sure they’re getting enough. Can 
we do that piece of hotseat work again?!!” 
She would laugh!
2.   Many years ago when Mariah was mo-
bile, we went out to Esalen and roomed 
together in Monterey before the workshop. 
After eating dinner, we were lying in bed, 
and she had indigestion. I pulled out some 
Rolaids, my grandmother’s cure for reflux 
before the days of Prilosec, and she ate 
them. Then she asked, “What’s in them?” 
I looked on the wrapper and read, “Alumi-
num”. She said, “Aluminum is supposed 
to be toxic to nerves in ALS!” We both 
laughed hysterically. As much as she could 
be ever so careful with her diet and supple-

ments, it was just impossible to follow ev-
ery guideline and do everything perfectly.
3.   At a workshop, Mariah gave a short 
talk about stages of psychological develop-
ment. To illustrate the key points, she and 
I attempted to demonstrate dependence, in-
dependence, and interdependence by shift-
ing our positions in relation to one another. 
As we each leaned forward, hands to hands 
ready to lean in and also be leaned against 
showing how easy it is to support another 
person’s weight and have one’s own body 
supported, we both toppled to the ground. 
Once there, we just laughed and laughed.
    We were both only children, capably in-
dependent and not so naturally interdepen-
dent.
   There were so many good times!

Dori Middleman
Merion, PA

MARIAH MEMORY: BEING A ROLE IN 
someone’s work and feeling someone kick 
me and realizing it was Mariah wanting my 
attention.

Anonymous

HAVE YOU SEEN A GUARDIAN ANGEL?
For some people this headline might as 
well be interpreted as one of those expres-
sions we have heard particularly in ser-
mons or spiritual conferences. However, I 
can assure you this is not what the article is 
intended to reach.
    In the late 80’s, while I was living and 
working in New Jersey (USA), I had the 
privileged closed encounter with a guard-
ian angel and this vivid memory is present 
in my life till this day. 
   Although I have not mastered my Eng-
lish writing skills, I will try to describe the 
circumstances I was caught in and how my 
relationship with this guardian angel came 
about.
   Usually, due to religious Christian beliefs, 
we tend to acknowledge these occurrences 
as supernatural, but some of those occa-
sions are often more than our intellect can 
explain or describe. We only value them, if 
and when deep down in our hearts we feel 
they were real indeed and I have just real-
ized I met a guardian angel. Her name was 
Mariah Fenton Gladis, a bright Gestalt psy-
chotherapist, Presenter at Esalen Institute, 
and Founder of Gestalt Training Program 
in the Philadelphia region. 
    I was invited to join a Gestalt weekend 
workshop given by Mariah. From the very 
first moments, her eyes and smiles gave me 
that feeling I was experiencing something 
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words could not fully describe. Her ap-
proach, with support from Ron and Dori, 
provided an ambience that was above hu-
man comprehension. Mariah had the gift 
of a spiritual being, a natural born guardian 
angel. 
    Yes, I have met one of my guardian an-
gels. But Mariah was there not only for me  
From 1989 thru 1991, I, Fatima and Yuri, 
had extraordinary opportunities to get to 
know Mariah and her family. From that 
moment on, I knew guardian angels can 
have families, work, and above all, train 
therapists to help people to overcome pain, 
wounds or emotional distress. During the 
two-years of the intensive Gestalt training 
program, I meticulously observed her and 
noticed Mariah Fenton Gladis “arrived al-
ready loved” from up above. 
   She was one of God’s favorite children. 
Yesterday, out of the blue, I received an 
e-mail stating that my guardian angel was 
called upon for a “special meeting.” 
   Dori and Mark, Mariah’s assistants, told 
me she had passed away. Sadness came im-
mediately. Then I realized that her training 
mission here had ended and her new Ge-
stalt training skills would be needed to heal 
this crazy world we all live in. 
   She was called to join a legion of guard-
ian angels and with all my heart, I truly be-
lieve she will succeed once more. 
    Thank you Mariah. Thanks for helping 
me understand my “unfinished business.” 
I wanted you to know you guided me 
through my “precious pain.” My prayers 
will be with you always. I send Ron and 
your kids my warmth and a Brazilian hug, 
as we used to say. Your crystal eyes and 
captivating smile will endure in my soul, 
forever... Annibal Amorim, a Brazilian phy-
sician and a Gestalt psychotherapist trained 
by a guardian angel. 

Annibal Coelho de Amorim
Brazil

I ONLY MET MARIAH AND YOU (RON) 
once at an Esalen week workshop, and yet 
like so many, you both have had a signifi-
cant impact on my subsequent life, how I 
see relationships, both parental and roman-
tic. What a wonderful gift you both shared. 
    The idea of being a “wounded healer” or 
“arriving already loved” are concepts I en-
joy reflecting on and embracing. So this is 
me, acknowledging the importance of that 
week with you and Mariah, and sending a 
heartfelt thank you for what you gave and 
shared.

Suzanne Weeks
Geneva, Switzerland     

SHORTLY AFTER I LEARNED OF MARIAH’S 
death last year, I wrote a blog post in 
memory of her. I wanted to share the impact 
she had had on my life. I included quotes 
from her book, her TEDx talk, and other 
excerpts from her work and life, snippets 
really, a sampling. She was, I wrote, “the 
woman behind the type of experiential 
therapy I once did and will do again, soon.”
    Here is an excerpt from that post. 
   She lived her life facing death squarely, 
daring it to step closer. And had done so 
since 1981 when she got her diagnosis: 
amyotrophic lateral sclerosis, ALS, or Lou 
Gehrig’s disease. … I met her in 1996, at 
the start of my training at the Pennsylvania 
Gestalt Center, which she ran. By then 
she’d had her diagnosis for 15 years and 
I saw how frail she was each time she 
entered the room, a fragility I soon forgot 
as I watched her work.
    Her will was iron, but it was balanced by 
her soft heart.  (Mariah would have me say, 
AND it was balanced by her soft heart. Yes; 
her “language of responsibility” lecture 
was one of the best I’d ever heard.  I must 
write of that someday.)
   From Mariah, I learned the value of 
compassion, and more importantly, I 
learned how to be compassionate without 
losing myself.
   Compassion for whomever she was 
engaged with in the moment, including 
herself, was a given.
   In the dream work she taught us, I 
remember her telling us of a dream she’d 
had where she was once again skiing 
downhill. She described the freedom, the 
feeling of flying, of racing downhill that 
she remembered so well. “It’s how I can 
do it now,” she’d announced with gratitude 
and delight, “in my dreams.” Yes; gratitude 
mixed with delight. I knew she’d truly 
enjoyed that dream and was grateful for it. 
I never saw a trace of self-pity.
   It’s been a full year since I wrote that. I 
have gone back into private practice, this 
time in Vermont where I now live (I appear 
to be the only Gestalt therapist in the area) 
and I hear her voice in my head, reminding 
me, “What’s important?” I feel as though 
I am channeling her when the work I do 
comes together. Or, maybe she is simply 
watching over me, one of the many angels 
she made real for me.  
   In the work I do, in the life I live, Mariah 
Fenton Gladis lives on. And I am grateful. 

Janet Givens
Class of ‘99 

Danville, VT

I WILL NEVER FORGET MARIAH CLIMBING 
step by step the hundreds of ancient stairs 
at Machu Picchu at an altitude that her 
medical advisors warned might literally 
take her breath away. Instead she left us 
all breathless at her strength, courage and 
sense of the sacred importance of being 
there no matter what!

Ben Bingham
Hillsborough, NC

THE CREATION OF THIS BOOKLET HAS 
been a true Labor of Love. At times ardu-
ous and daunting as  your memories be-
came my new memories and your tears, 
now joined mine. And yes, there too were 
many moments of joy as you shared stories 
of lives touched and  forever changed. And 
the common catalyst of lives re-birthed was 
one unstoppable, deeply compassionate, 
and otherworldly insightful woman, Our 
Mariah.
   I mentioned to Ron, “Mariah always 
thought outside the box. You know, I don’t 
think Mariah even knew what a box was!”

Rachel Martin Swartz
Spring City, PA

“Each of us is a powerful 
agent of change, and it is 
that power I hope to leave 
with each of you.”

- Mariah Gladis
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For All Those With Whom I Have Walked

I can see you walking along the lines in my face.
You have carved your memory like some indelible tattoo.

I hope I wear you well.

The moments have stretched my eyes a mile back. 
Green and bearing a torch, 

they command that I remember 
our freedom and abandon.

Rivers flow from the corners of these eyes
etched by all our tears, 

now lines soft and even tender.
We could ride a raft safely down from beginning to end 

and remember the sweetness of sharing the pain.

The lines are deep. 
They go back through my time, 

even into moments before that I cannot remember.

You are there. I know you are, 
though I cannot recall your face.

I hold your love on my skin, 
and feel your touch in the silent time.

Scars, stark and unyielding, margin this face. 
They trumpet the fragility of this life 

and the near loss of those infinitely loved. 
They scream witness to the privilege of this breath.

Look closely. 
You’ll see fading freckles dancing and conversing like old friends.

And streaks around these lips like rays of sun 
streaming memories of laughter, words and passion.

Look again and you will see you forever.

- Mariah  Gladis
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“For	those	who	have	met	Mariah	or	have	felt	the	full	force	of	her	
work,	 you	 know	 the	 value	 of	 not	 only	 keeping	 her	 work	 and	
concepts	alive	but	also	of	expanding	and	deepening	it’s	effect	on	
the	community.		
	
Mariah	whole-heartedly	believed	that	knowledge	of	how	to	mend	
emotional	 damage	 should	 not	 just	 be	 reserved	 to	 professionals	
but	must	also	become	disseminated	into	the	general	population.	
It	 takes	 healthy	 people	 with	 this	 know-how	 to	 create	 and	
maintain	 productive	 and	 harmonious	 relationships	 in	 their	
families,	their	community	and	the	world.”	

— Ron	Gladis	
President	
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