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From the Editors:

Welcome to the first issue of the 2008 edition of Between the Worlds! Long-time readers
will notice a few changes, the most obvious being our move to a quarterly publication
schedule. This year the magazine will highlight a specific theme every quarter. All of the
articles in this issue share perspectives on building and sustaining healthy community.

Jennifer Wilson suggests both personal and professional applications of our
Cornerstones of Healthy Community. Canyon gives us a glimpse into the philosophy
that guides our leadership training programs in her new column, Leadership with
Intention.

Cynthea Jones, co-founder of DianaÕs Grove, debuts two new columns. In More Than
You Think, she offers real-world uses for metaphysical tools and, in Possible Magic, she
explores the reasons why we struggle to build community in the first place. WeÕre also
excited to publish CyntheaÕs Interview with an Archetype: The Magician. If you didnÕt
believe in magic before you read it, you will by the time youÕre through!

This month features an interview with Starhawk, the author of Earth Path and The Spiral
Dance. Charles Williams sat down with this activist and spiritual pioneer, and recorded
her thoughts on the challenges and rewards of communal living.

YouÕll still find old standards like Teri Parsley StarnesÕ popular column Astrology for the
Journey and River RobertsÕ Ritual Artistry. And last, but certainly not least, the divine
Rumor joins the Between the Worlds staff as our resident gossip columnist and
reporter-in-the-know.

We hope you enjoy the new format, and weÕre always interested in your feedback and
suggestions. Please feel free to contact us at magazine@dianasgrove.com.

Yours in community,
Laurie, Shaun, and River



Possible Magic: Community
by Cynthea Jones

Dion Fortune defined magic as Òthe art of changing consciousness at will.Ó While I agree
with that definition, I would add: The only consciousness I can truly change is my own.
What do I change from? What do I change into? We change from who we were told we
should be, could be or couldnÕt be into the people we choose to be. Life is a spiraling
process of self-discovery and self-creation.

There are natural steps in the process of becoming. Listen to the sound of your feet
step into the maze of community. Step by step, you are becoming more fully who you
are. Self-awareness, self-honesty, clear communication, self-responsibility. We realize
that we impact each other and, by being willing to be responsible for that impact, we
grow. We change; we become more authentic, more truly ourselves.

As we become more fully who we are, we move beyond ourselves into a relationship
with a greater whole. That whole might be a community, a political movement, or an
experience of transcendence. As each of us becomes more fully who we are, the world
around us and within us becomes richer.

As we grow, we notice that we live in a world with others. We are interactive and
interdependent. We grow through exchange, through give and take, speaking and
listening. ThatÕs community: the recognition that relationships have value and that we
are richer because of our relationships, because of each other. ÒIÓ joins with ÒyouÓ and
becomes ÒWe.Ó ÒWeÓ gives way to ÒThouÓÑself in intimate relationship with life. As we
become more fully ourselves, we are more fully free to enter into an intimate
relationship with life.

That is the work. The philosophy: By becoming who we are, who we choose to be, we
will change the worldÑone person at a time. The personal is political.

As each of us is willing to be more aware of and responsible for the impact that we
make, we will create a more conscious and responsible world. How do we bring this
philosophy to life? Will you create yourself, shape your world, and live your dream? That
kind of work takes work. That kind of growth requires commitmentÑyour commitment to
yourself. It asks you to commit to your wholeness and to your potential.

You can do some of this alone. In your journal and in your imagination, you can explore
your desires, dreams, beliefs and intentions. You can discover the self within the self.
Commitment to your own growth can take you to the very edge of your soul. It will ask
you to step into your past and your future simultaneously and be a healer in both
worlds. But there comes a time when interactions with othersÑauthentic, risking, real
interactionsÑare necessary for you to continue growing.



Community is more than a simple coming together. We can come together to fulfill a
social need, do a specific work, or gather around a shared intention. Creating a
community requires dedication to building and deepening relationships. By definition,
community means we must commune with each other. Communion, communicationÑit
is a challenging commitment. It will taunt you and haunt you and lure you into the wild,
into the unexplored territory that lies between yourself and another person. Eye to
eyeÑI to IÑto create a community, we must be willing to reach out and connect with
each other.

As we interact with each other, as we work together and exchange points of view, we
will get to know each other and ourselves more intimately. The layers of experience that
make us who we are begin to unravel. The patterns and assumptions that shape our
actions and interactions begin to surface.

Now, here is the magical part: You have the opportunity to consciously claim the beliefs
that support you, and to change the ones that limit you. You can live old patterns to new
conclusions. Are you ready for the challenge? Are you willing to venture to the edges of
your own soul? Are you willing to discover the depths within you? Are you curious about
the possibility? I hope so.

Margaret Mead said that a small group of committed citizens can change the word.
ÓIndeed,Ó she said, Òit is the only thing that ever has.Ó The only way that we can truly
change or be changed is within that small group of committed citizens. Working together
not only enables but actually requires us to develop interpersonal skills. Those skills will
impact all of your relationships. At home and at work, the skills that we acquire as we
reach for each other will touch all aspects of our lives. Individually and together, we are
the future of our times.

Cynthea Jones founded Diana's Grove in 1993 with Patricia Storm, creating both a retreat center and a
spiritual philosophy dedicated to healthy group interaction and community building. She is the primary force
behind the Mystery School material. Cynthea also devotes much of her time to the Diana's Grove Dog
Rescue, one of the no-kill independent rescues in Missouri, where she has helped to save the lives of
countless dogs and puppies and finds them homes across the United States and Canada.

Astrology for the Journey:
Tools for Community
by Teri Parsley Starnes
 
Community is the wonderful and maddening expression of communal hopes through the
prism of distinct individual perceptions. In community, we are One and we are each
different. In other words, community is paradox. Have you ever been frustrated by this



paradox?
 
Astrology is a tool that easily embraces this kind of paradox. There are only 12 signs,
implying that there are only 12 types of people, but astrologers know that those 12 basic
impulses are expressed in many ways. Complexity is honored when we look at the
houses of the chartÑwhere in the sky the signs are found at the moment of birth; the
different planetsÑeach with its own agenda; and the way the planets relate to each
other through the spatial aspects formed between them. Now we see how different each
person in the same Sun-sign community can be. Each member of the Aries community,
for example, although similar in many ways, finds a unique way to belong to that
community.
 
Astrology studies human nature. It says that there are identifiable basic needs; impulses
and ways of being that are common to us all. And it also describes our differences. For
me astrology is predictive. It doesnÕt tell me what will happen in the future, but it does
show me what to expect when people interact. What happens when that unique Aries
individual is in community with another unique individual who is a Virgo? How will their
similarities and differences play out? What is the dance of discovery between these two
signs? What are the essential gifts each has to share? Astrology gives us tools for
understanding this.
 
Understanding our differences and our similarities is vital if we are to work with the
paradox of community rather than be dismayed by it. It is OK to have different
perceptions of the communities we belong to. It is OK that communities are made up of
very different individuals with very different needs. In fact, it seems to me that
communities are most healthy when they make room for these differences. Another
thing that is vital to community health is self-awarenessÑknowing how my needs
express themselves in community, and taking responsibility for the consequences of
that expression. Individuals who practice self-awareness create a self-aware
community. IÕve belonged to the DianaÕs Grove Mystery School community for the past
nine years because this type of self-awareness in community is practiced there.
 
Cynthea Jones, co-founder of DianaÕs Grove, has developed an exciting tool that she
calls The Twelve Opposing Kings: The Zodiac of Desires and Instincts. This tool
describes the perspective each sign contributes to community, and how each of these
perspectives interrelate, sometimes misunderstand, challenge and align with each other
to make the community whole. A complete community must satisfy the needs of every
sign, whether or not each is represented by an individual community member. Each
sign is a Season of the Soul; the soul of the group must develop by growing through
every season.
 
LetÕs call them signs; letÕs call them seasons; letÕs call them twelve essentials. They
form a pattern for deepening the possibilities of community. Briefly, they are:
 
Aries and Self: Knowing that I can be myself within community.
Taurus and Comfort: Knowing that I can take care of my own needs so that I can take



risks.
Gemini and Communication: Knowing how to find out what I need to know, and how to
communicate what I need to communicate.
Cancer and Self-Image: Knowing who the group is and why we are together.
Leo and Self-Worth: Knowing that my contributions are important and acknowledged.
Virgo and Service: Knowing that my work is necessary and that the values of the work
we do together are clear.
Libra and Alliances: Knowing my partners and my adversaries.
Scorpio and Power: Knowing the power dynamics and the expectations about using and
acquiring power.
Sagittarius and Mythology: Knowing the stories of the community.
Capricorn and Professionalism: Knowing how to achieve excellence and develop status
within the community.
Aquarius and Community: Knowing how decisions are made and how conflicts are
resolved.
Pisces and Sacrifice: Knowing what I am willing to sacrifice for, and why.
 
Which of these are currently most important in your life? Which are most important in
your communities? Which dynamics are overtly acknowledged and which have not yet
been made clear? How can you begin to address the hidden potential these Seasons of
the Soul represent?
 
AstrologyÕs pattern is a tool of awareness that actually helps me to enjoy the paradox of
community. The infinite expression of these twelve simple desires becomes a picture of
communityÕs essence Ñ pulsing, growing, changing, challenging and creating.

Teri Parsley Starnes begins her 9th year of Mystery School very excited about this year’s astrology theme.
She is co-teaching Diana’s Grove’s online astrology class: The Sky’s Language, and welcomes other
astrological conversations on Diana's Grove Oracle e-list. She has been practicing astrology professionally
since 1995. Visit her website www.starsdanceastrology.com to find out more or contact Teri at
tpstar@mninter.net

Ritual Artistry: Prayers and Patterns
by River

An invocation to the elements is an act of reverence. It is a prayer in which I both
acknowledge my relationship to the natural world and express my desire to learn from it.
When I consider what the elements have to teach me, I realize just how much an Earth-
based ritual practice that is rooted in personal and spiritual growth can be a metaphor
for healthy community.

As an Earth-based ritual tradition, we invoke the elements as part of the process of
creating and acknowledging sacred space. To invoke simply means to extend an



invitation to something largerÑin this case, to the spirits of Air, Fire, Water and Earth.
Invocations are a part of every ritual, and even the most creative of them can at times
seem repetitive. People often seem to think ÒHow fast can we get through this part so
we can get to the juicy stuff?Ó

As I write this, the wind is gently shaking the branches on the tree just outside my
window. These swaying branches remind me that Air is visible only by its impact. And
when I pray to Air, impact is the mystery I am seeking to unravel. I want to know how to
use words effectively. I want to be able to speak clearly. What does it mean to be in a
constant dance of give and takeÑan inhalation and exhalationÑwhen I am
communicating? Clear and direct communication is one of the most important tools for
creating and sustaining a healthy community. My prayer to Air is to teach me how to
communicate in a way that heals.

I should mention that elemental invocations at DianaÕs Grove have a slightly different
spin than the more traditional Earth-based ritual forms. We donÕt call in the elements as
guardians, but rather acknowledge that Air, Fire, Water and Earth are already present.
We are already breathing; we donÕt need to summon Air. Our goal instead becomes to
strengthen our relationship to the breath of life or the winds of change. Our ritual
practice invites participants to open to the lifeforce around us, rather than calling upon it
to manifest. I find that this approach allows my interaction with the elements to be more
personal. To me, this style of invocation lets me recognize my place in the larger pattern
of life.

When I invoke Fire, the first word that jumps to mind is interdependence. Fire is the only
element that cannot survive on its own. It needs fuel and oxygen (Earth and Air) in order
to sustain itself. Metaphorically, Fire is vision, drive, energy, passion and faith. I pray to
fire to teach me how to be vibrant and shine, and also to support the community fire.
When am I the fuel and when am I the flame?

My prayer to Water is all about softening. Water wears down even rock, over time. Ask
a grain of sand what it remembers of being a mountain. Some of the common attributes
of Water are emotion, depth and compassion. Learning how to let compassion soften
and smooth my rough edges is a major piece of my own personal work, and something I
find essential to my ability to relate within a community.

Metaphorically, Earth is about service, leadership and supportÑall of which are
necessary for healthy community. But Earth is also about the cycles of lifeÑdeath and
birth. Earth reminds me that everything changes. Relationships will rise and fall. There
will be fallow periods as well as times of abundance. Like the Earth, communities go
through cycles. When I pray to Earth, I ask to be conscious of endings as well as
beginnings. I ask Earth to teach me about sustainability and patience.

My favorite definition of ritual comes from Cynthea Jones: ÒRitual is a multisensorial
prayer that allows us to lay patterns in our soul.Ó I believe that the very nature of ritual
changes me on an almost cellular level each time I step into sacred space. Anytime I



allow myself to be touched by lifeforce, or let my subconscious mind inform my waking
life, I canÕt help but change. All of this happens in ritual. The goal then becomes to be
more conscious of the patterns I am laying. Being more conscious of what is happening
in even the smallest of ritual pieces is just one more road leading to a new level of
understanding and growth.

Ultimately, the heart of ritual is communion. The elements teach us about
interdependence. Ritual lays new patterns in our souls to increase our awareness of
those patterns in the natural world. If our actions and interactions reflect that
awareness, we can be more conscious members of community. And that is where the
power of invocation lies.

River Roberts is a priestess, ecstatic ritual artist, and writer living on the north side of Chicago with a feisty
orange tabby and a dining room full of drums. This is her sixth year as a member of the Diana’s Grove Staff.
River is passionate about teaching Earth-based spirituality and mentoring community organizers. Contact
her at river@dianasgrove.com to find out how to bring her to your local community.

More Than You ThinkÑMetaphysical
Patterns as Tools for Growth:
Communal Wisdom
by Cynthea Jones

Tarot and astrology are philosophies that provide patterns as tools for understanding. In this
column, you will read about different applications of metaphysical principles and ways to bring
the power of old patterns into new forms. These rich old arts may be more than you think they
are.

An astrologer looks at the portrait of a moment, the moment of your birth. She watches
stars move, planets progress day by day. She sees your life unfoldÑlessons,
challenges, the seasons of love and seasons of loss; the Goddess swirls the cup and
tea leaves fall telling tales of what will be.

I love the divinatory arts. DivinationÑa way to invite the divine to speak. Astrology lets
us see into ourselves. Before you even add the stars, the pattern of the houses tells a
story. Not about you or me but about us, a timeless usÑthe history that is in the marrow
of our bones. Astrology is a philosophy. Patterns of wisdomÑuniversal, not personalÑa
book without words; astrology explains the mystery of human nature. It is an ancient
text on group dynamics.

An astrological chart is a mandala of human nature. Each of the twelve segments of the
circle (the houses) represents an aspect of who we are; a primal need, an impulse, an



urge, an instinct, a critical aspect of life. You can make an astrological chart and put
people in those houses, rather than stars. I call this process a ritual of Communal
Wisdom. Everyone in the group holds a piece of the pattern. Together, we tell a story.

First, we consider intention: I begin by asking a question, a community question. "Who
are we as a group?" "What is the impact this projectÑritual, workshop, classÑwill
make?" "How can our group serve that vision?"

Then, I invoke personal wisdom: I ask people to write their names on an object. It works
best if everyone has the same simple objectÑa small disk or smooth stone, half of a
Popsicle stick. After names are written, we take time to find the wisdom that each of us
will bring to the whole.

"If a significant teacher in your life (or a deity) were to add their wisdom to this pattern,
who would you choose and what would they say?"  Person, place, archetype, plant,
animal, so many voices can inform us. What focus serves your group and your
question?

After a time of contemplation, we come together and put our name tokens in a bowl. I
mix the names. We fall out of order and in again. Random contributions become even
more random, and thenÉ

Throwing the bones: I swirl the bowl and pour the tokens on the ground. Not into a
pattern or over a pattern, just onto the ground. Depending on the way the tokens fall, I
might use my fingers to feather the tokens from a tight center into a fuller circle.

Making the pattern: With my eye, I divide our imaginary circle into twelve segments,
twelve houses. Beginning with the first house, I call the name of the person whose
wisdom speaks about the issues of this house. "Mary, tell us about our identity, what
makes us unique, and the action we are called to take." As names are called, each
person speaks. No need to make sense of it; sense will come. The challenge and the
beauty is in staying true to your message and speaking your truth.

The second house token or tokens speak about our values, and our connection with the
land. The third: what we teach and what we learn, what we must know about
communication. The fourth: our private selves, the way we nurture and what we protect.
The fifth: our creativity and mythologyÑthat which makes us special and enables us to
know our worth. The sixth: the work before us, the service that we give.

The bottom half of the circle is complete. On around we go. Not every house will hold a
token; some will have more than one. The 7th house: our partnerships, allies and open
enemies. The 8th: the unseen forces, our power and how we use it. The 9th: our
philosophy, the way we reach beyond the edges of our known reality.

The 10th: how we make a difference, our impact and our excellence. The 11th: how we
come together and our processes and promises to each other. The 12th: the way we



dissolve into the greater story of our times, what we sacrifice and what we make sacred.

The pattern of an astrological chart shapes our wisdom. Voices weave the circle's
magic.

For CyntheaÕs bio, please see her article, “Possible Magic,” in this magazine

Community and Communal Living:
A Conversation with Starhawk
by Charles

Starhawk, prominent writer and long-time activist, has written such books as The Spiral
Dance, Truth or Dare, Webs of Power and Earth Path. For more than twenty years,
Starhawk has been involved in building and sustaining radical communities. Much of her
work is rooted in feminist analysis, magic, and a dedication to the collective process.

DianaÕs Grove was actually conceived at a workshop facilitated by Starhawk in February
of 1993. Says co-founder Cynthea Jones, ÒStarhawkÕs work has been an inspiration to
us from the beginning, and her friendship a support.Ó

Starhawk, in turn, has visited DianaÕs Grove several times, and considers it to be a good
model of community Ð one from which she has learned a lot. I recently talked with
Starhawk about community, and she shared some of the knowledge sheÕs gained
through the practice of communal living.

ÒI started living in community at a time when I was doing a lot of activism,Ó she says.
ÒWe would do these actions that were very alive, and started questioning why we didn't
have this same energy in our daily lives. We also wanted to create a base Ð a way to be
free to continue our activism. Community was a way to have that support.Ó

Living communally offers the practical support of shared resources, which Òfreed up
more money to do activism, along with having someone to watch our plants and tend
pets while we were marching, blockading or getting arrested.Ó

Another benefit of communal living is having like-minded people around to share ideas
and thoughts with, or to get support from during trying times. Starhawk says that,
overall, the friendships that came out of being in community were probably the greatest
benefit.

For more than twenty-five years, Starhawk has lived in and worked with many different
communities. In community, one of the things sheÕs learned is that ÒeveryoneÕs own
mess is invisible, everyone elseÕs is obvious.Ó So we spent some time talking about



interpersonal skills and space.

Interpersonal skills really relate to what good communication is. To have a long-term,
viable community, the people involved need to be able Òto give good feedback, deal with
issues directly, be flexible and let go Ð not be too sensitive or need to process
everything because that is actually destructive to community Ð be able to cut each other
a little slack.Ó

ÒLiving in community often affords less space than, culturally, we are accustomed to,Ó
she says. ÒAlong with enough space, people need to have control over their space. That
means having near complete control over their private space and some way to
affect/control the group space. For example, being able to decorate your own room
however you want, and having a voice in what color to paint the common room.Ó

One of the greatest challenges in community is conflict. Regardless of how well-
designed the community is, no matter how talented its members, conflict always seems
to find a way in. Starhawk explains, ÒIt is important for people to recognize that conflict
happens, and does not represent a flaw in the community, or in the personalities of the
people in conflict. It is important to deal with conflict directly, instead of passive-
aggressively or through gossip.Ó

Individual skills and community rules are also important. ÒIt helps to have people in the
community who have skills in mediation, and can support the community in times of
conflict. Having a structure that supports healthy interaction is a necessity in the long-
run.Ó

It is not helpful, in a communal environment, to have Òpeople who are morally rigid or
make every little decision/disagreement into a political/moral issue.Ó Starhawk adds, ÒIf
every issue becomes one in which someone is fighting to claim the moral high ground, it
is virtually impossible to make decisions. Within community there is a real need to be
tolerant and realistic about each other.Ó

We also talked about how issues around power inevitably come up in community.
Starhawk says that non-hierarchal models work well in temporary situations where
everyone shares equally in risk and responsibility, such as during a protest action. But
Òwhen a community is long-term, people gain power by fulfilling responsibilities and
commitments to the group. This is where equality can actually be unfair. When the most
committed and long-standing members of a community speak on a decision they speak
with more power and authority than a new member who has less commitment and may
not stick around.Ó This difference in the level of commitment creates an inequality, but
Starhawk says that this kind of inequality is actually fair in the larger context.

ÒSo many times IÕve wanted to quit community,Ó Starhawk says. But over the years she
started to see a dance between engagement and retreat. These days she has a retreat
space Ð a ranch in the country where she can get away, temporarily, from collective
living. This space is helpful to her as a writer, as well Ð a quiet space in which to do her



creative work.

The ranch is remote but still part of a community of neighbors and land caretakers.
Though Starhawk says that this rural community does have its own dramas, she has a
lot more space and quiet there than in the collective house in San Francisco where she
lives most of the year. Being alone on the ranch is a good retreat but, before too long,
she is ready to be back amongst the energy, connection and friendships of her city
community.

Though she has countless stories of struggle and strife in communities, Starhawk
acknowledges that the rewards outweigh the challenges. Living among her friends in
community rewards her with Òso much support, freedom, activism and magic.Ó In
community, she says, we can Òsupport each otherÕs dreams and ideas, cheer each
other on.Ó

Charles is a wandering nomad. He travels the world attempting to make what difference he can. He offers
his skills as a teacher, land-steward and facilitator to the communities he comes into contact with. Some of
the topics he most enjoys teaching are wilderness arts, Permaculture, magic, and community skills.

Living in the Shelter of Community
by Jennifer Wilson

Last year, a friend told me that all he wanted for Christmas was to spend it Òsomewhere
I might actually belong.Ó His unsaid words were Òand I fear I wonÕt.Ó

Have you noticed that your hopes and fears are sometimes one and the same? You
hope you get the promotion and then, when you do, you fear you will fail and be seen as
flawed. You hope to fall in love, and then you fear the romance will end once your
partner knows the real you. I think these fears are based in intimacy, and how
unbearable it can be to allow others to witness our deepest nature. But at the same
time, we long to be seen.

I used the word unbearable and what I mean is that, for most of us, there is risk and
vulnerability in stripping away the masks and faces Ð the shell Ð that we wear publicly,
and letting who we really are show through. I believe that, like turtles, there are times
when we need these protective shells in order to co-exist with people on a daily basis.
And, like turtles, we can grow so used to relying on them for protection that they graft on
to our very skin. The only way to free ourselves is to shed the shell, in the process of
our own growth. But that shellÉit feels so safe and comfortable that the thought of
shedding it can be alarming.

Merriam-Webster partly defines intimacy as belonging to oneÕs deepest nature. So there
is the conundrum: I yearn to belong yet, if I show you my deepest nature, I fear that you



might reject me. I think this fear of rejection is what causes us to act in ways that create
distance instead of intimacy, and so being in community becomes as unbearable as
being in isolation. When we fear we donÕt belong, we start gossiping about why
someone else doesnÕt belong. We withdraw and then accuse our community of rejecting
us when, really, weÕve beaten it to the punch.

What magic, what alchemy, what safeguards do we need in order to allow ourselves to
be transformed? To recognize our true nature, not as isolated beings but already One,
already a community?

Many years ago I discovered the DianaÕs Grove website and, while casually browsing
through it, I was drawn in by reading about values around community interaction. I
recognized that these values had the potential to mediate the tension I felt between my
fiercely independent nature and my equally intense desire to belong. At the Grove, this
set of values is called The Cornerstones of Healthy Community (see next article).
Briefly, they are Thinking Well of Self, Thinking Well of Others, Stewardship of Self,
Choice and Sacred Wound.

I was excited by the lure of joining a community that had given such great thought to
coexisting in a healthy way that they even had an articulated philosophy about it. Like
many of you, IÕd had less than pleasant experiences in other communities and often
retreated, content to stick to my known circles and not risk the discomfort of conflict and
disharmony. The first time I drove down to the Grove, both hope and trepidation rode in
the car with me. I thought ÒWell, if itÕs too bad, I can always leave.Ó I stayed. I believe
that what we are striving for in the DianaÕs Grove community is to discover, unmask and
honor our deepest nature and, therefore, create belonging.

Now, I am not saying that DianaÕs Grove is a place that is magically free from all conflict
or disharmony. What we do have, though, is a way to address conflict when it arises.
We have the language to talk about dynamics that are less than respectful or kind. I
have come to trust Ð through both faith and experience Ð that at the Grove people
sincerely strive to create a community that allows us to be true to our deepest nature; a
place where each of us belongs. We can risk shedding our shells, taking off our masks,
because we are protected by the Cornerstones Ð principles with the potential to make
bearable the intimacy we both seek and fear.

I say ÒpotentialÓ because just having these Cornerstones isnÕt enough. Our roadways
have posted speed limits, but those limits themselves do not guarantee the speed at
which people travel. What makes DianaÕs Grove unique is that all of us who enter into
community with each other, either online or in person, also choose to uphold the
Cornerstones. It is in our agreement with each other to honor them, however
imperfectly, that we find the lifeblood of the Gaelic proverb: "In the shelter of each other,
the people live."

Jennifer Wilson brings her talents as an educator to the in-person and online workshops and groups she
leads as a member of the Diana's Grove staff on topics such as facilitation, tarot, myth and the natural
world.  As an Adventure Life Coach, she helps adults access nature, wonder and a larger life.  When she's



not coaching, consulting or teaching, you can find her mountain biking, rock climbing, backpacking or cross-
country skiing.  Find out more at www.newleafcoach.org.

The Cornerstones of Healthy Community
by Jennifer Wilson

Just for a moment, picture yourself at the last meeting you went to Ð was it at work, or
for the PTA, or to organize a fundraiser? Think for a moment about the qualities of that
meeting, and that group. Do you know their mission and vision? Could you tell a
newcomer, ÒThis is how we do things hereÓ? Are you aware of the unwritten rules that
determine how members of the group behave, either consciously or subconsciously?
There are all kinds of overt and hidden guidelines that govern our interactions with each
other when we get together in groups. We know the places where itÕs fine to bring and
eat a lunch, and where that would be frowned upon. We come to know that the chair by
the door is where Sheryl always sits. We know that some meetings strictly follow an
agenda, and others are more free-flowing. In other words, communities develop
guidelines for behavior, and those guidelines are communicated and upheld by the
community members.

At DianaÕs Grove, The Cornerstones of Healthy Community are the basis for communal
interaction. They provide us with a common language, a foundation on which we can
begin to build, and share, a common reality. They allow us great freedom of personal
expression and individuality, while also enabling us to function as a group.

Patricia Storm and Cynthea Jones, co-founders of DianaÕs Grove, place a high value on
striving to create healthy community. In 1999, Cynthea wrote an article that introduced
The Cornerstones of Healthy Community, and it is as relevant today as it was then. She
wrote, ÒLike constructing a building, when the foundation is solid and intentionally laid, it
will support amazing height and weight. If the foundation is weak, the building will
require constant repair. Little adjustments here and there; the roof always leaks, the
windows require effort to open and close. And so Ð the Cornerstones.Ó

What determines how well those cornerstones are laid? What creates the stability and
strength that we need in our foundation? What allows the cornerstones to have the
strength to bear our collective weight as we press upon them, standing and reaching for
healthy community? We who choose to be in community with each other do.

The Cornerstones of DianaÕs Grove are:

Choice: ÒWe have the ability to choose our relationship to reality, even if we cannot
always choose our reality,Ó Cynthea wrote in 1999.

In the context of living in healthy community, Choice is something we constantly



exercise. We choose our ideas, beliefs and feelings about each other; we choose our
words, our actions and reactions, and the stories that we tell ourselves to make
meaning out of what we and others do.

I think a quote by Viktor Frankl illustrates this concept: ÒThe last of the human freedoms
is the freedom to choose one's attitudes.Ó

This Cornerstone reminds us that while we canÕt always choose our circumstances, we
can choose how we feel and what we believe about them. When I join others in
community, remembering that I am there by my own choice reminds me that I am also
responsible for choosing the impact I have on the community Ð what kind of community
member will I choose to be? Will I grab on to every bit of gossip and help sow the seeds
of dissent, or will I step away from those conversations? Will I invest my time and
energy into helping things go well, or will I sit back and be a silent Ð or vocal Ð critic
about things that go wrong?

Thinking Well of Self: In her 1999 essay on the Cornerstones, Cynthea wrote, ÒWhat if
for one year, in your interactions with this [community], you were to build your
relationships on the cornerstone that you are a worthwhile being in the process of
becoming whole, and so is everyone else?Ó

This cornerstone is born from the notion that we all have essential worth, simply
because we are. If we are to think well of the group, we must first think well of
ourselves. Another way to look at this Cornerstone is to think of it as extending to
ourselves the same generosity of spirit we extend to someone we love. Imagine what
you would say to a best friend or a child who made a mistake. Do you believe that you
deserve the same kind of gentleness and forgiveness you would offer them? Do you
value your own heart and spirit as much as you value the hearts and spirits of those you
love? In order to be in healthy relationship with community, we must first be in healthy
relationship with ourselves.

Thinking Well of Others: A Quaker concept. This is not a contract to engage in group
denial and pretend that everyone is wonderful all the time. It is a choice to be willing to
believe in peopleÕs good intentions first, and find out more when and if we perceive
something different. It is a choice to promote the well-being of the group and act with
respect.

Can you feel the difference between thinking well as a starting point for direct
communication, and thinking well as an invitation to gloss over problems and pretend
that everything is rosy and perfect? The goal is not to deny that we feel hurt when we
believe someone has insulted us. Rather, this Cornerstone is an entry point into
conversation about difficulties that may arise between you and me without automatically
inviting blame to the table. If we discover that something disrespectful did take place,
then thinking well allows us to make a space for healing and resolution to happen
without holding grudges or seeking revenge. Starting with thinking well allows us to
return to thinking well.



Stewardship of Self: Buckminster Fuller expressed the belief that we are not the owners
of ourselves, but custodians who are charged with the duty to steward ourselves
throughout our lifetimes as best we can, as one would care for a loved one. Inherent in
this premise is the idea that we have talents that belong to the world, and that if we
keep them to ourselves and donÕt share them or develop them, we are betraying not
only ourselves, but also the world into which we were born.

Sacred Wound: ÒChange begins with wounding; creation begins with wounding. The
egg is wounded by the sperm and life begins,Ó writes Cynthea. That is the Wound. The
Sacred refers to sacrificing the way we cling to our wounds in service to something
larger, so that we might open ourselves to a grander story and restore ourselves to
wholeness.

Why would we want to devote ourselves with deep dedication to the hurts, real or
perceived, that weÕve all encountered in life? In fact, we donÕt. Rather, we want to
devote ourselves to sacrificing these wounds, which means to surrender something for
the sake of something else. This Cornerstone serves as a reminder that we all have
been wounded in our lifetimes, and as a call to surrender attachment to our wounds for
the sake of becoming whole. There is nothing like community to make me aware,
sometimes uncomfortably aware, of the wounds that I have not made sacred. And,
there is nothing like community to give me the support I need in doing so.

Upon this solid and intentionally-laid foundation rests the weight of our community.

For JenniferÕs bio, please see her article, “Living in the Shelter of Community,” in this magazine.

Common Unity: Community
We are social animals
and we need one another.
Out of that need
community shapes me.

It is the weight of my own bones,
the impact of my actions.
It is the faces of those transformed
by the fire of what I've created.
It is what I wake up thinking about at night,
a long line of people holding light in their hands
and saying, "We believe in you."
It is moving water shaping stone,
letting me reach for who I really am,
beyond who I tell myself I am.



We are social animals,
and we need one another.
So I will not live my philosophies
in a vacuum.
I choose
this community, this family
that challenges and supports me,
urging me toward my own edges.
I choose not to dance alone.

And when I connect with you
through our commonalities,
when I honor our differences,
I feel the power of the wave we are riding Ð
I feel the power of the whole.

We are social animals,
and we need one another,
so I shape community
and stand in a place that doesnÕt yet exist.
You, who stand holding light
in your hands,
will you come stand with me?
With you by my side, I see
we are one,
we are mapping evolution
for ourselves,
for our world.

This poem is a communal creation. It is a compilation of thoughts about community
offered by the writers of this magazine, and pieced together by sisalfish.

sisalfish is a writer and poet with an MFA from Warren Wilson College. With her trance partner, Laurie
Dietrich, she offers ways for those who are actively dying, and those who are not, to transform their
relationship with death. You can visit the website she and Laurie share at www.dreaminggate.com



Interview with an Archetype - The Magician
by Cynthea Jones

Cynthea Jones wrote the Interview with an Archetype series for Diana's Grove Mystery School
in 2003-04. The archetypes are based on the major arcana of the Tarot, and the Magician, she
believes, is the archetype that most speaks to this issue's theme of Community. This interview,
she explains, contains the "sense that magic doesn't happen without the interaction of other
characters. It takes exchange to stimulate the solution, to really bring the magic to life."

I want to find The Magician and interview him, not for an article, but for myself. I want to
be in the presence of magic. I need to find that illusive realm of magic. I have to talk to
The Magician so I can restore my belief in lost dreams, in dismissed hopes. There are
dreams that I have abandoned. I told them they were impossible, and they believed me.
The world falls strangely silent when possibility puts on its shoes and walks off into the
night.

The Magician is my mentor. He can always find me. He seizes me when I am
complacent. He whispers Magic happens in my ear. He fills my mouth with words,
sweet and juicy; he fills me with words that are as tart as an August apple. The
Magician can always find me but now, when I need him, I donÕt know how to find him.

Do you know the scent of approaching rain and how, just before a storm, the air smells
soft and hopeful? When The Magician comes to visit, the air is laced with the faint scent
of possibility. I can smell it now. Can you?

Horizon, an uninterrupted panorama. Endless earth and endless sky. There is a fine line
where those two meet. I want to be in that magical place where the earth and sky touch.
They touch. They kiss. They lose themselves in each other. Gentle, profound - earth
and sky make love unnoticed before our very eyes. We call their union Horizon.

The light fades. Night reaches out and takes the hand of day. Earth dons her charcoal-
gray evening cloak and disappears. Identical nothingness. That is all that lies before me
. . identical nothingness.

Wait. . . . the sky is beginning to sparkle. It holds a thousand flames. Tiny points glitter.
Dancing stars, each one pierces the darkness with its own light. "Where am I?" I ask.

The scent of possibility . . . a familiar voice softly says, "You are where earth meets sky,
where day meets night. You are in the place where the past and the future take a
moment out of their busy day to relax and share a piece of pie. If that doesnÕt tell you
where you are, then . . . you are where The Magician meets the one who doesnÕt
believe in magic . . . thatÕs where you are.Ó

ÒYou are,Ó his voice continued in the darkness, Òin the place where Imagination and



Emotion meet for a cup of tea.Ó He pointed an invisible finger in an unknown direction.
ÒTheyÕre right over there. They drink the tea and swirl the leaves. The leaves form the
pattern of tomorrow.Ó

ÒAre they telling the future?Ó I asked.

ÒNo,Ó he answered with a laugh. ÒThey donÕt predict the future; they create it.Ó He
pointed his invisible finger in another unseeable direction and said, ÒAnd there . . . Look.
Over there . . . Dream and Reality are dining together. They come here often.Ó His voice
took on a conspiratorial tone. ÒI donÕt want to gossip,Ó he said, Òbut their meeting is quite
clandestine. They always come alone and take that table in the corner. They meet as
equals. How do I know?Ó He asked before I realized that my doubt was showing.

ÒThey always ask for separate checks. Neither one will ever be in the otherÕs debt.Ó

"Where am I?" I asked again, hoping for a different answer.

"You are where the archetype of Magic welcomes one who seeks an interview." A light
flashed. Darkness vanished. The Magician stood before me. No robe, no ritual wear, he
was a trim man of average height dressed in simple, everyday clothing. Considering the
circumstances, he looked quite ordinary.

Much to my surprise, I found myself in a sidewalk cafŽ on a beautiful spring day. That
scent, the smell of spring rain, hope and possibility - it was everywhere. The street had
all the charm of Paris in a 1950Õs American movie. It was enchanting. I was enchanted.
The cafŽ was filled with writers and artists, painters, sculptors. The tables were filled
with exciting, creative people deep in conversation.

"Which one is Imagination?" I wondered, looking at them with journalistic fascination.
"Which one is Reality?" I was the least real of all the people gathered here. I wanted to
be a part of this society. These characters, they were at home here. They were relaxed.
They belonged. I wanted to belong here too. They were casual; their conversations
were animated and seemingly effortless. It would be wonderful to be a regular at this
cafŽ, to be someone who frequented this place. I would love to dine regularly with the
muses.

"Welcome," The Magician said. "I am the owner and maitre dÕ of this cafŽ. Join me . . .
be my guest." He led me to a table in the center of all that magical activity, pulled out a
chair and offered me a seat. "What would you like?" he asked.

ÒWhat would I like . . .?Ó I repeated to myself. ÒWhat would I like . . .?Ó How would you
answer that question if a magician - The Magician - asked you what you wanted? I
couldnÕt answer. And then I noticed a menu. My imaginings of what that menu might
offer made me light-headed. "IÕm not hungry.Ó I said. ÒI would like to just sit here with
you for a moment."



"Certainly," he said as he snapped his fingers. A candle appeared on my table. There it
was, lit and burning. He opened his hands in an expansive gesture and a crystal goblet
appeared. A plate followed. It had a gold rim. A fine gold line made a star on the plate. It
filled the circle; its five points touched the edges. Then, a long slender knife appeared É
no spoon, no fork, just an elegant knife that looked more like a dagger.

"Your place is set," he said with a twinkle in his voice. He seemed to find me and my
awe amusing. He took the seat across the table from me and said, ÒNow . . . what did
you want? An interview?Ó

"Having just witnessed such magic,Ó I said, ÒI cannot begin to ask you about your skills.
Tell me about yourself?Ó I could feel my professional decorum slipping. ÒYour voice is
often in my ear. Your spirit fills me when I dream of what can be. But . . .Ó I asked, Òwho
are you?"
 
"I am just a working man," he said with a sigh. "I have this little cafŽ at the edge of
reality, here on the Street of Dreams. I create a place . . . thatÕs all that I do. I hold a
space so all these patrons,Ó he looked around at his full and bustling cafŽ, Òcan come
together. My work is to keep the doors open. Perhaps thatÕs what we have in common,
you in your world and me . . . well, me between the worlds."

He was so ordinary, and yet he was charismatic. I felt my remaining professionalism slip
away. Something ached deep inside me. I was filled with desperation. "I need to believe
in you," I said. "I am living in your guidance, and sometimes I donÕt believe that you exist
in my world of matter and money, of loan applications and bottom lines.Ó

I took a breath and prayed for a little less intensity. I started again. ÒSometimes you, and
all the possibility you represent, seem to shimmer before me like a pool of water on a
desert road. My belief in what can be, in what I can do, seems ever so tangible, but
when I reach out to grab it, it disappears.Ó I could feel my voice becoming more urgent.
Desperate. ÒI need to believe in you," I said.

The conversations around me stopped. The cafŽ was quiet. I looked around. Heads
were turning. Everyone was looking at me. In this place of belief and magic, I was
demanding proof. These magical beings, what did they think? What if they all just
disappeared?

A beautiful woman was sitting at the table next to mine. She stood up. She walked over
to me and said, "Allow yourself to be fed." She touched my plate. It filled with fruit -
grapes and peaches, pears, oranges, lemons and persimmons. "These are the days of
your life,Ó she said. ÒSome will be sweet, some will be bitter. Look at them. Allow
yourself to be fed. Savor each one; enjoy their differences. Let them nurture you. Take
them one at a time and they will sustain you. Eat, and then plant the seeds," she said.

"Here, try this apple.Ó She plucked an apple from thin air. She laughed as she handed it
to me. ÒIt came from a famous garden,Ó she said. ÒIt might be hard to believe in magic,



but itÕs easy to believe in days.Ó She walked around the table and stood in front of me.
Her dress was embroidered with thick green thread. Vines, overgrown and tangled, fell
over each other as they wound around her waist. They grew up, climbing; they covered
her ample breasts. They fell to her hemline. While I stared at her, the vines budded. ÒIt
is an everyday miracle,Ó she said. ÒDonÕt tell me you never noticed.Ó The vines flowered.
The petals dropped. They fell from her dress to the floor before my table. Tiny buds of
fruit peeked through the greenery. They began to swell. ItÕs easy to believe in life," she
said.

Another Goddess stood up from the same table. She drifted toward me and sat down.
She picked up the goblet. When she touched it, it filled with clear water. She handed it
to me and said, "Drink.Ó I donÕt think I have ever been as thirsty. I took the goblet from
her. I know that I have never tasted water as old or as pure as the water in that goblet.
ÒDrink,Ó she said. ÒFill yourself with clear desire. This water came from the river Styx; it
comes from a well named Soul, from underground rivers that are fed by the stream of
life. The water in your goblet comes from the streams that run beneath the surface of all
that you see, all that you know.

ÒGo on and drink,Ó she said. ÒWater and passion are plentiful. Water is finite and yet
scarcity is not its nature. Deserts are created by the careless and short-sighted. Drink
and I will tell you about water . . . and emotions.

ÒWater endlessly changes form. The ocean becomes fog, fog rises and becomes a
cloud, a cloud returns to the earth as rain, rain goes deep into the earth - finding its way
to the underground streams. And now, that same water fills your cup. It gives itself to
you because . . . thatÕs what water does. Water doesnÕt ask anything in return. Or does
it?

It asks that you take it. It asks that you accept it. It has no shape and it will take any
shape you give it. It changes shape. It changes form. It evaporates and it returns.Ó Her
look became intense. ÒWater becomes poisonous when it is confined,Ó she said. ÒSuch
is the nature of passion; such is the mystery of feeling.Ó

As she continued, I couldnÕt distinguish promise from threat. "All the water you need is
available to you. Care deeply. Refill your cup when itÕs empty.Ó She stood and picked up
my empty glass. She took a crystal pitcher off her table and held it high. A cascading
waterfall entered my cup. Mist rose from the depths of the goblet. Drops fell onto the
table. She handed the goblet back to me. ÒIt is easy to believe in water," she said.

A crowd was gathering. They kept a respectful distance. I was glad to know that this
was not an everyday occurrence, even here. A man moved through the crowd and
walked up to the table. He picked up my knife. "This tool has a fine edge for cutting,Ó he
said testing the edge against the fleshy part his thumb. A drop of blood fell onto the
white tablecloth and disappeared. ÒIt has a sharp point.Ó I wondered if he would test the
point as well. He didnÕt. He dangled the knife before me. I reached out to take it. He
pulled it back, out of my reach. ÒAre you sure you want it?Ó Was he taunting me or



teasing me? Was he friend or foe? ÒBe careful,Ó he warned. ÒIf you take the sword . . .
the knife . . . you will be filled with insight. You will have rich knowings and fine ideas.
Nothing will be beyond your grasp. But . . . to accomplish what you want, you not only
need the knife, you need to know how to use the knife.Ó

All threat left his voice. All play followed it. ÒBecome skilled with this sword,Ó he said.
ÒPare down. Cut away. Be familiar with its uses. Claim its power. This knife will enable
you to shape reality. You can carve fine pictures to describe your desires and your
needs.

ÒThe unskilled use this tool as a weapon. They thrust and jab and cut at others. They
only carve excuses. Be careful of those who are too busy injuring to learn the skills of
sculpting . . . reality.Ó He took the knife by its blade and offered me the handle. ÒThis is
your knife. Take it. It might be hard to believe in insights and ideas, but I ask you . . .
arenÕt you really seeking your belief in yourself?"

The Magician looked at me from across the table. He shrugged. "All I do,Ó he said, Òis
hold a place where life can happen. Allow for the possibility. Notice the Magic that is all
around you.Ó

ÒUse what you have. The cup is your heart; allow it to be full. Allow it to be empty. The
plate is your life served to you a day at a time. The knife is your mind and your power to
communicate. Carve your dreams with it. And here, take this.Ó He offered me the candle
that burned between us on the table.

ÒTake this, itÕs your light. The flame is your spirit. Tend it. Re-light it when the wind and
rain extinguish it.Ó He held out the candle and said, ÒBelieve in the power of a tiny flame
to pierce the darkness.Ó I took the candle. My fingers touched its waxy smoothness.
Once I had it firmly in my hand, he opened his. He let go of the candle and . . .
everything disappeared.

Everything disappeared. I was alone in the darkness with only my candle. The night sky
was above me, distinguishable from the earth by the thousand stars that dance above
me. On the dark earth, I held one light; one earth-bound star twinkled in my hand. One
tiny flame burned in the dark, and then . . . look . . . thereÕs another. And . . . there . . .
another.

A thousand flames burn below while a thousand stars dance above. A working manÕs
voice says, ÒMagic really can happen.Ó

ÒWhere . . .?Ó I ask. ÒWhere does magic happen?Ó

ÒYou live in the place where the past meets the future.Ó The Magician answers, ÒI live in
the place of all that might be, could be, and can be. But you . . . oh, how I envy you. You
live in the place of the infinite now.Ó

As Above, So Below



For CyntheaÕs bio, please see her article, “Possible Magic,” in this magazine
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Leadership with Intention:
Playing for the Song
by Canyon

Controversial consumer advocate Ralph Nader once said of his organizational agenda,
ÒI start with the premise that the function of leadership is to produce more leaders, not
more followers.Ó His leadership launched a new era of consumer advocacy and inspired
a new generation of citizen activists, who in turn have established their own
organizations for change. Ralph Nader is a leader who Òplays for the songÓÑwhich is an
axiom of Pan, from the myth of Psyche as retold by DianaÕs Grove co-founder Cynthea
Jones. In her version, the flutist satyr explains that he plays, not for the audience or
even for his own pleasure, but to fulfill the songÕs life, the songÕs intention.

For Ralph Nader, the intention of leadership is to produce more leaders. In the DianaÕs
Grove leadership philosophy, to play for the song is to create and sustain healthy
community. Can you imagine a community in which leaders lead, not in service to ego
or self-satisfaction, not to gain control or power, not even for the sake of altruism, but to
fulfill the intention of creating and sustaining community?

Leadership training at DianaÕs Grove focuses on personal accountability for
interpersonal dynamics. Our programs seek to develop the leader as a psychologically-
evolved individual whose focus is on the group. Have you known a leader who gave
brilliant presentations but, before and after, alienated people by acting out of her
unhealed wounds? Or a leader with excellent facilitation skills who, outside of meetings,
acted unethically toward members of the group?

To truly play for the song of community, leaders need an awareness of their own
subconscious, limiting patterns. Leadership development programs at the Grove work to
heighten this awareness. Community norms, such as the Cornerstones (see related
article in this magazine: The Cornerstones of Healthy Community) support healthy
relationships, further expanding self-awareness in our leaders as well as in every
member of the community.

The GroveÕs leadership development philosophy turns a leader inward for the purpose
of remaining focused outward. Self-reflection builds ever-increasing awareness of how
leadersÕ ingrained patterns affect community and impact the group. DianaÕs Grove
astrology teacher Teri Parsley Starnes recently reflected, ÒI often find myself trying to
Ôhelp.Õ When the helping comes from my ego, I tend to get frustrated and angry. When I
remember that service is the work of my soul, I am not attached to the outcome and feel



more in balance with the group." Noticing impact, finding inner motivation, being self-
responsible and defining valuesÑthese are the components of community-oriented
leadership.

Playing for the song of community also involves learning skills and gaining experience
essential to excellent group facilitation, program planning, conflict mediation and other
aspects of leadership. At the Grove, all of these lessons are learned in the context of
community values and healthy interpersonal dynamics. In fact, skills are developed as
much for the purpose of building and sustaining healthy community as they are for
creating excellent workshops, rituals and discussion groups.

In our increasingly complex and culturally-diverse world, building community is an
important issue for leaders in organizational and social groups. Yet how many
leadership training programs foster the skills necessary to build and sustain healthy
community?

The DianaÕs Grove song of community-building leadership involves four essential arts:
o Officiating the sacred rites of interpersonal communication in small and large

groups. The leader works to make interpersonal interaction easy and
meaningfulÑin a whole-group session, a formal, small group discussion, or at a
meal.

o Leading others to their own discoveries about the edges of their personal growth,
and personal solutions in the face of their own life challenges. The leader seeks
not to deliver her Truth, but to help each group member find his own
understanding.

o Acting as a healer in community by strengthening relationships and supporting
emotional safety. This art includes a range of strategies from focused mediation
for conflict resolution, to avoiding exclusion or marginalization.

o Relentlessly supporting the sacred as it is manifested in the heart and soul of
each community member.

Many times in a week, perhaps even in a day, you may find yourself in a situation that
requires good leadership. Sometimes, you will take the flute in your hands and pull in
that big breath to make the music that will guide a group, a community or a family. In
those moments of decision, some play for the sake of recognitionÑapplause for a well-
played melody. Some play so that all the other instruments will follow their tune.
Perhaps you will choose, next time, to play for the life of the community. Perhaps you,
like Pan, will play for the song.

Dr. L. Carol Scott (Canyon) is a staff member at Diana’s Grove and has been writing for Between the
Worlds since 2002. A graduate of several esteemed leadership development programs, she affirms that the
richest of these was at Diana’s Grove. Learn more about Dr. Scott at
http://www.dianasgrove.com/aboutus/staff.html, and more about all her work at www.LCarolScott.com.



Into the Mystery: A personal experience of
Mystery School work
by Laurie Dietrich

When I was growing up, my family moved every summer. September found us always
in a new town, starting at a new school, learning our way around a new community.
Community: What I stepped in and out of. Community: The people who were there
before I came, and stayed after I left. Community: ÒThemÓ. Never ÒUs.Ó

I came to DianaÕs Grove for leadership training. When people talked about the Grove
ÒcommunityÓ as if it were a living, breathing thing, when they talked about how much
they loved that community Ð well, I didnÕt understand.

I understood about loving individual people. I didnÕt understand how you could love a
group. Particularly a group that flowed like water Ð every year new faces arriving, old
faces leaving. Even within the community of the year, some faces very brightly-lit, some
in shadows, some never seen at all Ð distant supportive presences of email and energy.

How do you love a group without loving every individual member of that group? Without
even knowing some of them? It seemed very abstract to me. And, ultimately, I told
myself it didnÕt matter. I could learn about leadership without loving the community. I
could learn to serve the group from a place that was ethical, engaged, intentional,
committedÉ love didnÕt have to be a part of the picture.

So I learned. And years passed. And I came to really value community as a structure. I
came to see how having a stated intention for the work we were doing together, and
agreements about the behavior and types of interaction that would support that
intention, created a space in which that work could really happen. I saw how intentional
community made a space in which I could be, ironically, more fully myself Ð a unique
individual Ð not in rebellion against group standards but in service to them.

I saw how doing personal work within a community was the best, and maybe the only,
way to see the fruits of that work. To test its sincerity. It was easy enough to live my
values all alone, and in theory. It was much more challenging to learn about and refine
my commitment to my beliefs Ð my integrity Ð in anger, in frustration, in respectful
disagreement, in the midst of hurt feelings. When my edges rub up against someone
elseÕs, those edges are both smoothed and defined.

I came to see community as a valuable tool. A mirror and support to my work on myself
and my desire to serve others. I often thought it was beautiful Ð the sounds of the
community singing together in ritual, faces lit around the fire, moments of brave sharing
or compassionate support. I would find myself watching and thinking ÒLook at them.
Look at what they make together. TheyÕre beautiful.Ó But still. Always ÒThem.Ó Never



ÒUs.Ó

Formal leadership training, at the Grove, builds to a ÒRites of PassageÓ year Ð a year of
intensive, mentored service and support to the community in the company of a small
team of colleagues. The year itself culminates in a ritual, created by the community, to
honor the work of the Rites team. That event is open to the public and, while most of the
people who attend are members of the Mystery School community or are there
specifically because of their personal connection with one of the team members, there
are always a few people who step into the community for the first, and sometimes the
last, time that weekend.

I think I may have finally understood community, that living, breathing thing that is
bigger than the sum of its parts, when I walked into the ritual they created for my team.
Walking into a space transformed by their hands into a fairy forest full of roses, I
realized that people I did not even know had worked this hard, for me. Some knew me
well, and cared about me personally, by many others had done this work for me, and
my teammates, simply because we were members of the community they had chosen,
if only for one weekend, to be a part of.

I realized that they had faith in me, and I in them, simply because weÕd agreed to have
that faith. To see and uphold each otherÕs potential, to help each other believe the
promises weÕd made to ourselves.

And so, last November, I found myself sitting outside in the cold dark, watching through
the windows as the Great Room was transformed by the magic of candlelight, readied
for the last ritual of the year. I saw shapes Ð I didnÕt need to see faces Ð moving gently
through the growing glow. And I fell in love. ÒLook at what we make together,Ó I thought.
ÒWeÕre beautiful.Ó

ÒLook at Us.Ó

Laurie Dietrich is a freelance writer and editor living in San Antonio, Texas. At least, that's her day job. She
has other jobs for evenings, weekends, and the wee small hours of the morning. She shares her home with
a husband, an old dog and too many cats, and long ago gave up trying to control any of them.

RumorÕs Pen
by Rumor

Darlings, Rumor has it that the stars and planets and all the enchanting orbitals in the
sky are aligning for an incredible year. Put your calendar on spin cycle and jump in with
the rest of us as we travel through the Seasons of the Soul. This gal is ready for some
evolution; let me tell you, my luscious friends.



Was that Trebbe Johnson I saw stepping out at the Grove last Fall Equinox? DidnÕt she
charm our world? And Rumor has it that she will be back in 2008, dear friends. Sources
say, ÒThis 4-day open weekend will be the place to be in June with the author of The
World is a Waiting Lover in our presence once more.Ó Stay tuned!

After weeks of speculation about the whereabouts of every single stray dog in
southeastern Missouri, RumorÕs Pen is happy to confirm that they have all been
identified and pinpointed at their exact location at the top of a hill eight miles west of
Bunker. A confidante reported, ÒGreat kibble up on the mountain. We figured it was
worth the trek.Ó

Rumor has it that a Flame (that is the human kind) continues to sweep across the
Grove, spreading her magic touch of beautiful transformation wherever she goesÑfrom
the converted hot tub to the heavenly level steps leading from the dining deck to the
lanai just off the front veranda. The fires of inspiration continue to regenerate this quaint
retreat center.

RumorÕs Pen has just learned that people proud to be born under the sign of
SACRIFICE will be coming together in February at DianaÕs Grove to share their need to
be a part of something larger than themselves. I will be sure to circulate and will keep
my notepad ready to be engaged. Look for details next time!

Poor Rumor must confess to you dear fans that my own birth was shrouded in mystery,
attended by a chauffeur in white jodhpurs, a miniature poodle, a dyspeptic veterinarian
and three charming chanteuses whose pearls I still happen to own. IÕm not sure what
became of my mother amongst that alarming retinue, but I am sure she has searched
for me always. Beautiful Baroness Underlinger has always said I was born for all time
and under all signs. Ah . . . so I must be comforted in knowing that all Seasons of the
Soul are so inextricably wound in mine own.

I donÕt wish to destroy you, dear readers, but I was not a model student in school. No, I
could not seem to keep the boa feathers out of the inkbottle. Thus my desk was always
unquestionably adorned with Rorschach-like patterns that often completely obliterated
my geography papers. Therefore I can only be bewildered by what I have just
learnedÑthat a Canyon (that is the human kind) has moved over a hundred miles from
her former abode in the Mark Twain National Forest to a revitalized warehouse district
in the center of St. Louis. What is one to think of such geographic displacement? I hear
this Canyon will travel, frequently even, and often to the Grove. That is good news for
us, yet I fear I must look up that scrumptious geography professor Baroness
Underlinger once had over for tea. Perhaps he could enlighten me on this wonderment.

Gossip fans: You will read RumorÕs Pen next in May, when the flowers will be a-
budding, the Tarot will be a-bounding from the box, and the poles will be a-. . .
shrouding? Ah, but never fear. I may not be a poet, but I would like to offer a May treat
to my fans. Join my fun contest and complete the following in 25 words or less: ÒIf I
came to DianaÕs Grove in May, I would love to_____________.Ó Fill in that sentence



with what you would love to do in May at the Grove. Be funny! Be serious! But be
hoping you will win your very own RumorÕs Pen Tarot Card for Best Entry, judged solely
by me. IÕll publish the winner! DonÕt delay! Send entries by March 1 to
rumorspen@mail.com.

My adorable predecessor Hedda Hopper once said, ÒNobodyÕs interested in sweetness
and light.Ó Yes, I enjoy a hot gulp of gossip with no cream, my dear fans. But would you
have me any other way?

Got a hot tip? Email Rumor at rumorspen@mail.com.

Rumor is this gossip maven's real name. Her specialty is capturing the comings and goings of the fabulous
people and their ilk as they sashay in and out of Diana's Grove.


