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Gathering the Fleece: PsycheOSecond

Challenge
by Cynthia Jones

OBring me fleece from ApolloOs rams, the golden rams of the Sun,O Aphrodite said to Psyche.
SupermanOs cape, ZorroOs mask, the Lone RangerOs silver bullet: bring me the powerful symbol
of ApolloOs power. That is this monthOs challenge. In this myth, it isn@irflitds thehow.

The lesson is in theow, at least in this story. Is it that way in life as well?

We might think the challenge is to finish a project, find the perfect calling, get the right job,

commit to the right person, place, or organization. Make peace with a foe, make peace with a
friend, solve a problem, resolve a conflict, know the right answer, ask the right question, face the
monster and tame him; or if not that, then convince him to let you live. Turn straw into gold,

guess the true name of a mystical belng pull the sword out of the stone, or arrive at your fatherOs
court and be recognized for who you truly are: noble challenges, every one of them. These
challenges were offered to heroes past; they are the challenges that we face every day. Some we
solve every day, only to find that we must solve them again when the golden rams of the Sun next
burst over the horizon and bring light into the sky.

OBring me fleece from the golden rams of the Sun.O The rams are so fierce, so hot, so powerful,
that no one can get near them. Wild and willful; why, we need not fear the rams themselves,
because no one can get close enough to them to be hurt by them. You will simply burn up before
you can get that close. Solar power, ApolloOs creatures: the rams represent power itself. Water
from the source of life, power from the source of light; even if we step out of the myth, these are
formidable challenges.

Your challenge is to gather the stuff of power, to become powerful. If you want your life back...
IsnOt that what Psyche really wanted? To reunite with her lover, yes, but didnOt she really want to
get back the life she had lost, her sense of self, her beloved, her placevorld? Anyway,

wasnOt last monthOs challenge OlIf you want your life back learn to fill yourself with lifeO? This
monthOs challenge is, OIf you want your life to be your own, gather energy, gather vitality,
become powerful.O

OBut how...?0 Every time, OBut how...?0 is her first response. If you know how to do it, it might
not be a worthy challenge. A challenge, yes, or chaitgngput isnOtB2s how...?O a normal
response when youOre asked to do the impossible?

How do you gather energy and vitality? How do you gather power, will, presence, and radiance? |
canOt really go here without addressing that old A.A. conflict that comes up for me at this point in
the story. Remember, first Psyche surrenders herself to her destiny. She gives herself to life at
AphroditeOs altar. She gives herself to life, and then to love. In the hands of her initiator, she
learns to fill herself. Life is my initiator. Life is your initiator.



Then she is asked to gather power, to become powerful. Power: gather the ability to take action,
to impact the world around you, to be a force that serves commitment. Later, the soul will be
asked to learn discernment. And, later still, to visit your depths and own that which is yours.

OBut how...?0 How will you gather the fleece? To gather the fleece, you must understand the
rams. Learn their habits. Know where they sleep at night. Understand their movements; enter
their dreams. To gather power, learn the secrets pature. To use it well, understand the
secrets ofour nature. OBut how...?0

Cynthia Jonewvill be weaving the Psyche story into philosophy, philosophy into discussion, discussion into
challenge and challenge back into the story throughout this 2006 Mystery School year. Cynthia co-founde:
DianaOs Grove with Patricia Storm in 1994,

Stepping into the Story
by Cynthia Jones

OTo be a Priestess, you must gather radiance, brilliance, and personal power. Go to the golden
rams, the wild creatures of the Sun, and gather their fiery, solar fleece. Bring it to me so we can
weave a glowing cloak of magic for you. Gather power. Bring it to me,O Aphrodite said.

Gather golden fleece from the rams of the Sun. Now how could | do that? The golden rams ran
the arc of the summer sky. They were wild creatures of the Sun. Although they werenOt violent by
nature, they were so fierce that their heat and power destroyed all who came near them. No one
could approach the rams of the Sun. Bright and burning; all who came near them were consumed
by their blistering force. It was as if Aphrodite asked me to go to the Sun himself and take his
heat and light into my bare arms and bring it home so we could weave a cape.

| was told to gather the golden fleece, but it couldnOt be done. When facing the impossible, it is
hard to know where to begin. There are no clear steps to do what canOt be done. There is no
simple beginning, when doing the impossible. | am sure that you have been in my position, that
you too have been challenged to do something completely beyond your capability, at least
according to your definition of yourself. What did you do?

You are my sisters and brothers. Some of you have freed yourself from an addiction that you
might have preferred to call a Ofrequent and repetitive choice.O Change a habit, a pattern, a
behavior; shed your skin and grow another; change your relationship, your way of relating to a
lover, to a child, or even to yourself E nowkat is impossible. | watched many of you accept the
challenge to develop a newly discovered skill or master an elusive art. | watched one of you, |
wonOt say who, decide to communicate more effectively. | watched awareness take easy talking
away. | saw yesterdayOs effortless flow of words suddenly require your undivided attention. And
then, those of you who have accepted the challenge to live this story with me, you too must gather
the golden fleece. What will you do? What can we do?

The more | think about how | could get to the rams and take the radiance of the Sun into my
hands, the more impossible it becomes. How do we begin the impossible? How have you done it
in the past? All | know is that | must, we must, surrender. Not to defeat, but to fate. If we, as
humans, canOt do this impossible thing, then what can the universe offer to us? But how do you
find the universe when you need it? Some stories say | gave up, but that isnOt true. What would
happen if we gave in?

Can you give in? Will you give in to a wisdom beyond your own? | know that this wisdom exists,
but | donOt know if | can hear its voice or understand its language. Surrender is an act of faith. |



will surrender, but not because | believe. | believe because there is nothing else that | can do.
Gather the fleece; gather the fleece.

SeeCynthiaCisio after her artigkathering the Fleece

Wrapped in the Promise
By Shaun Perkins

The golden rams of the sun with their fiery fleece. That golden light itself, the brilliance of the
all-powerful sun. The challenge to capture that brilliance for personal growth and the benefit of
humanity. When Psyche is given the second challenge, these three elements come into play.
These three elements call to me. | am the ram, an Aries. | dedicated to light this year. A major
challenge | faced last year, that is growing in me now and forever, was to let my light shine for
my sake and the sake of others.

First, the golden fleece. This is not the same golden fleece that Jason and his Argonauts sought.
They were after a pelt, already shorn from its source. Psyche must go to the source itself, the
rams, and learn their mysteries before she can have their fleece. One of the mysteries she can
learn from the rams involves their strength of will. The Aries sign is about individuation and
taking action based on will. Aries is about potential. Those golden rams reflect the glorious path
of becoming, of being, of wanting and desiring beyond what seems possible.

And this is my life story. | think | began to write stories and poems when | was very young
because as a child that is where | was able to express those desires that are inexpressible. How
can a child tell an adult, | want, I want, | want . . . and not know how to end the sentence, and still
know that the expression is true? As a child | was fascinated with treasureNtreasure maps,
treasure hunts, buried treasure. The word OtreasureO comes from tiheskativs, meaning

store or storehouse And IOm not surprised that | found a lifelong treasure in words and writing,
since the root of OtreasureO is also the root of Othesaurus.O

Where have you looked for treasure in your life? If the golden fleece is a treasure, what of the
gold itself, which is the second element of this monthOs story? What is the golden story of your
life?

Our gold is the light of the sun which creates and destroys. It is a kind of magic that even the sun
god forgets about.

HereOs a story IOm making up about Apollo. Apollo had a pet dog named Maggie. The dog had
been given to him. He wouldnOt have chosen the name, but when he tried to call her by others,
such as OBrutusO or OMaxO or OThor,0 names beflttlng the dog of the sun god, she wouldn®t come
to him or pay any attention to him. So he had to call her Maggie. When Hera and Zeus and
Poseidon made fun of him for having a dog with a girly name, Apollo thundered and railed and
accidentally let a few lightning sparks zip out of his fingers and burned a couple of towns in the
process. He loved his dog, but she was certainly causing him some problems. So he tried talking
to her very sweetly and clearly, wondering why she couldnOt be known by any other name. Surely
there was something else he could call her? What was so special about OMaggie?O Artemis
overheard this conversation and laughing, she said to Apollo, ODonOt you know that OMaggieO
means OmagicO? Do you really want a dog with any other name?0

Do you know the golden light of your life? Do you know where it resides? And do you use all its
worth, hide from it, or fail to acknowledge it? Apollo rules the sun and is ruled by its magic as
well. Even a god cannot contain the power that light evokes in our lives.



The sun is magical for me. It truly brings life by nourishing the earth and all its creatures. And it
also harms and Kkills, especially when we forget its power. When | dedicated to light, | dedicated
to the magic of vision, illumination, and energy. Psyche can find this magic if she will face the
sun and let it be known and felt in her very being. | am finding it by spending time outside every
day, by planting a yard and a garden, by painting the sun itself on the carport in front of my
house. | know that | am not a creature of my house. | am a creature of the earth and the sun, the
moon and the stars. If | lock myself in my house, | lose the ability to grow; | turn away from the
magic of the solar fire which can lift the human heart to its place of power.

The third element that this monthOs story invokes is the challenge of doing the impossible. Psyche
obviously could do a lot of things with the skills she had. She was courageous, open to new
experiences, determined, questioning, vulnerable, and cautious. And none of these qualities meant
anything when she was asked to do the impossible, to actually gather that fleece and give it to
Aphrodite. The skill she needed was the one of internally reframing the challenge to understand
that what felt OimpossibleO was actually the work that needed to be done. For me, challenges are
neither possible nor impossible in and of themselves. The difference is in the feelings or attitudes

| have about those challenges.

Getting a divorce felt like an impossible action to me, which is a reason | put it off for many
years. Being a professional writer, though | had been writing all my life, still felt impossible to
me, and | sabotaged my own attempts for years, turning away from that challenge, that
OlmpOSSIblllty O Sharing my intimate feelings with othersNwhat an impossible task! And
somehow | have begun to do it.

Why did | do these impossible things? It was the work that needed to be done. What work have
you done that seemed impossible and perhaps still does? How did you reframe the idea of
Oimpossible®? How will you?

For August, the Moon Shadows book says that Osome of the impossible doings you have done
might have seemed impossible when you decided to take them on. Others might have seemed
quite do-able until you discovered what they were really going to ask of you. Knowing that all
things are possible, what impossible things have you done?0O

As you stand on the shore, can you see those golden rams on the other side? Is the sun streaming
through the trees and lighting a path to the source of your power? Will you do the impossible and
gather the fleece and wrap yourself in its promise?

Shaun Perkinis a fifth year Mystery who lives in Locust Grove, Oklahoma, amidst rye grass, cats, dried-
up ponds, family, and teenage boy. She can be rekiehesdgDsstelco.com.

Will You Dance? Shaping Reality
by sisalfish

OWhen faced with the impossible, it is hard to know where to begin E or how. There is no clear
first step to do what canOt be done.E That is what power is, the ability to make an impact, to
influence, to createo shape reality.O

NCynthla JonesMoon Shadows 2006

To shape reality B when | read that phrase in the quote fronMben Shadows book, | feel the
excitement of it. What more could anyone want than to shape their own reality? To gather that
power, to do that magic - to create and have impact, as the quote says.



One of the ways | shape my own reality is through working to change, and letting the old OmeO
die so a new self can be born. The dynamic of dying to myself is something | learned two years
ago, when DianaOs Grove Mystery School worked with the Major Arcana of the Tarot and
explored the Death card. In delving into the energies of that card, | found a template for change:
release. Stepping away from a shore and into change, sometimes with no other shore in sight, but
with a willingness to trust that IOd reach one in time. Listening to a voice within - rather than the
worldOs voice - to guide me.

| find it interesting that this process of dying to myself so something new can be born is very
much like the process | observe in people who have reached the end of this lifetime, and whose
bodies are dying. It might surprise you to learn that they, too, have gathered power in their
lifetimes that lets them shape their reality during the dying process.

IOm not speaking of shaping physical reality, although dying people do sometimes work very hard
to shape physical reality in the hope that they can hold on to life, to the body, a bit longer. They
are interested in awe. But asPema Chodron, a Buddhist nun, putsuting is about mending

the body Healing is about mending the spirit. My observation has been that those who approach
death from a standpoint of healing begin a process that is much like the process I0ve experienced
in dream and trance: they begin exploring the uses of releasing, and of listening to the voice
within for guidance

Releasing

Before | worked with people who were dying, | thought dying was physical work; and it is. But
for the dying who are used to working with matters of the spirit, or who take to that work
naturally, dying is spiritual work as well.

Their body and their spirit are separating. [Ove found it inspiring to watch the process of that
separation in those who do spiritual work well and naturally. Such people seem to release their
concern with the body, and with life, and put all their creative energy into the spirit. Their process
affirms for me that the spirit goes on after death, because they are working from an instinct that
the body is no longer important, but the spirit is

Listening to the Voice Within

Those who approach dying as spiritual work seem to me to go within to gather their power and
shape their reality. They seem to inhabit a landscape very much like that of dream or trance. As
they listen more and more to the voice of their subconscious, they may stop hearing the voices of
the caretakers who speak to them. And they may begin to speak in metaphors, talking of needing
a map, or needing their passport b they are preparing for a journey.

This healing approach to dying seems to me to be a more peaceful one than an approach that
focuses on curing. Moreover, |IOm drawn to the healing approach because it functions as a way to
grow and change, one last time in this lifetime. For that reason, 10ve begun writing guided
meditations and trances to offer to those who are not finding their way in this transition. Offering
trance and guided meditation to the dying is work that®s new to me, but a number of hospice
workers say they believe meditation and trance help to put those who are struggling with the
dying process in touch with their inner voice. From there, they seem to enter into the dying
process more naturally, more peacefully.

Comfort for the Living

In working with those who are dying, 1Ove found it affirming to watch them turn to the voice
within. Their approach reminds me that | already have quite a lot of experience to help me
prepare for the time when my own death comes. | have purposefully worked with many smaller
dyings in my lifetime, in ritual, in safe space; and 10ve spent many hours nestled in trance,
listening to the wisdom of the subconscious. | know what that voice sounds like, and how to walk
in that landscape.




Truly, | hope that when my own time comes, it will feel just like it does at the Grove when
Patricia strikes the first few beats of the trance rhythm and the whole group sinks into the
subconscious in the space of a few seconds. | believe the work 10ve done with change and with
dream and trance B work that you may have done as well - will bring me the power to shape my
reality then, and to heal my dying spirit. Moving into that final transition with skill and
experience, with the ability to heal my spiritOs separation from the body - surely that qualifies as
power.

What of your own experience with change, dream and trance? Does that experience give you
some level of comfort, as it does me, that the voice you may have turned to for wisdom in this
lifetime will be there with you at the end as well?

sisalfishis a writer and editor living in San Antonio. This is her sixth year as a Mystery in the Diana's Grove
Mystery School, where she is currently a member of the 2006 Rites Team. She works as an editor and
writing coach for poets, fiction writers, novelists and writers working with spiritual subjects, and is currently
working toward certification in Thanatology, the study of death, grief and bereavement. You can contact hi
at sisalfish@satx.rr.com.

Ritual Artistry: Found in Translation
by River

| just returned from Germany after teaching and facilitating ritual at a weeklong intensive in the
Reclaiming tradition. | expected it to be a challenging experience, and | wasnOt disappointed. The
lessons | learned became some of the most valuable gifts | could have ever received. | canOt
remember the last time | gained so many insights about group dynamics, community building,

and leadership, not to mention ritual artsNand all in the space of a week!

When | boarded the plane that would take me to Europe, | didnOt speak a lick of German. Thus,
all of my ritual work and classes had to be translated. The process looked deceptively easy. |
would stand up and deliver my piece of the ritual, pausing every two or three sentences in order
for my translator to relay what | had said in German. Eventually | was able to settle into the
rhythm, but along the way | discovered some unique challenges that forced me to really pay
attention to how | use my voice and body in ritual. Contrast and exaggeration are amazing
teachers, and the translation process provided me with an opportunity to hold up a mirror to my
own ritual facilitation practice and see how important it is to consciously choose the way in which
| move and what | say when | step into the circle.

The first thing | had to learn about the process of my words being translated is that everything
takes twice as long as it would if | were doing my ritual piece for a group of native English-
speakers. This required me to focus more intently on my timing. | had to say things succinctly,
make my point quickly, and then move on. | found it to be an exercise in the power and elegance
of simplicity.

There is a principle that | love from permaculture that states that Othe problem is the solution.O |
found this principle running through my head while | was priestessing a translated ritual. The
OproblemO in this case was the extra time that translation takes. By the end of the week | really
appreciated the process, because it allowed me the space to think about my next sentence. | was
able to choose my words carefully so that | could make the most of the time | had and not bore
the participants to death while they waited for me to get through a bunch of flowery language that
likely wouldnOt translate properly anyhow.



Back when | first started priestessing ritual, one of the most difficult skills for me to master was
the ability to step into the middle of the circle to speak and then to stop talking when | had made
my point, rather than continuing to ramble on and say the same thing three different ways. | think
this is true of a lot of public speakers, particularly when they get nervous. (I found that | did the
same thing during my stint as a marketing manager when giving a presentation to a prospective
client.) The translation process wouldnOt let me get away with something like that. | had to
visualize where | was planning to go with my piece and then figure out a way to get there with the
most impact in the least amount of words. Having fewer words did not detract from the overall
impact. In fact, while watching other members of my teaching team be translated, | found that
simplicity only added to the power of their presentation.

Another interesting part of being translated in ritual was that once | was done speaking, | had to
figure out a way to allow my body to continue to support what | had said. Although | was no
longer speaking, it was essentially still my OvoiceO that continued on in German. | found that my
work was much more effective if | could allow my movement and body language to mirror the
German as well as the English. At first | found myself wanting to be polite and give the translator
her space to talk and move. | would hold a sort of awkward silence and stillness while she spoke,
and it affected my momentum and the energy of the ritual. The first night it almost felt like | kept
stepping out of my role and stepping back in every 15-20 seconds. |IOm sure it was dizzying to
watch as a participant!

When | realized what | was doing, | made a conscious effort to stay in the flow of the ritual even
when | wasnOt speaking. | would continue to hold eye contact with the participants. My
movements would get slower and more deliberate, as if | were extending a phrase. Or | would
continue moving in the way that | had been moving while | was speaking. When my translator
found her comfort level with me, we began to move together, feeding off each otherOs body
language. By the end of the week, the ritual translation had transformed from a stilted and choppy
necessity to a simultaneous dance of language and body. (And of course, we found the steps to
that dance by the last ritual of the week. ItOs too bad that we couldnOt have continued!)

After spending a week doing ritual in a foreign country, | can say with certainty that | prefer
rituals where | donOt have to worry about a language barrier. However, it was an amazing gift to
be able to exaggerate my regular ritual patterns in order to see how the only two tools | have, my
voice and my body, work together to create an experience for the participants. | have found new
respect for the elegance of simplicity, as well as discovering a commitment to work more intently
on how my body language supports my words. These lessons canOt even begin to scratch the
surface of all that | learned from my experience in Germany, and |Om sure that 10l be sharing
more in this column as the year progresses. But for now, | find itOs best to keep things simple!

Riveris a Grove staff member who would like nothing more than to talk about ecstatic Ritual Arts for hours
on end. She lives in Chicago, IL with her cat, roommate, and half a dining room full of drums. For
information on her teaching and travel schedule visit www.rivermagic.org.

Astrology for the Journey: Gathering

Radiance- Saturn in Leo
by Teri Parsley Starnes

OTo be a priestess and a goddess, you must gather radiance, brilliance and personal power.O
Cynthia Jones, Moon Shadows 2006



A priestess, a goddess. Is that what | want to be? What is a priestess? What is a goddess? Why
would | dare to want to become either one? Perhaps the idea of being a priestess or a goddess is a
symbol of something else, just as | am learning that Eros, for Psyche, is a symbol of something
else. To be a priestess or a goddess, for me, means to claim the authority of my heartOs desire.
When | accept that as my goal, | remember that to be the author of my heartOs desire requires that
| accept my power. And, along with that, to be willing to see the impact of my power. To become

a priestess | need to gather my power by taking responsibility for my impact. A priestess, a
goddess - these are other words for respect of self, other words for responsibility. Yes, | do want

to become a priestess and a goddess. | desire to author myself.

Collecting the fleece of the golden rams of the sun is PsycheOs fire challenge. Astrologically, fire
is about identity. Fire signs ask the question, OWho am 1? OAIl signs reach for the Sun. They all
strive for the quality of brilliance that belongs to that sign. But the fire signs have a unique desire
to gather the radiance of identity. There are three fire signs: cardinal Aries initiates, fixed Leo
stabilizes, and mutable Sagittarius synthesizes. A story | tell about these signs is that Aries
initiates the search for identity with the FoolOs leap into becoming, daring to go first, yearning to
know the Self. Leo stabilizes identity by questing to learn what makes them special to others,
what makes them unique. Sagittarius synthesizes identity by exploring who everyone else is,
gathering information from others to create a philosophical story about the Self.

From this pattern of fire signs, | learn about the journey of identity. Whether or not you are a fire
sign, can you see your own desire for identity in this pattern? Is it the Aries Fool, Leo Royalty, or
the Sagittarius Seeker that shows you your own call to personal power and identity at this
moment? | believe we will play all these roles at one time or another. Perhaps you can call upon
one of these archetypes to help you answer the call to personal power.

At the moment | am most interested in the Leo experience of identity. LeoOs lesson is important
now because Saturn is transiting through that sign. Saturn is known by many names. Two of my
favorites are the Great Teacher and the Dweller on the Threshold. Saturn dwells on the threshold
between the known and unknown. Saturn is the furthest planet in our solar system that we can see
with the naked eye. For millennia, Saturn represented the boundary of what we could know, what
we could realize. Beyond Saturn was mystery. Saturn sits at this threshold of mystery and
challenges us to account for what we have realized, or made manifest, in our lives. Saturn tests
me as | approach the boundary of who | am and what | can dream of being. While transiting
through Leo, Saturn is testing our ability to stabilize our identity, challenging us to know that (we
matter to the world around us.

Knowing that | matter returns me to the idea of knowing my impact, knowing my power. Saturn
sits at the threshold of this knowing of myself and challenges me to take responsibility, to take
into my own hands the authorship of who | am. Dare | gather that brilliance? Dare | know how |
matter?

Saturn entered Leo in July 2005. It will leave Leo in September 2007. This transit will most affect
those of us who have planets or important points in our charts that fall in any of the fixed signs;
Leo, Scorpio, Aquarius, or Taurus. It is the transits between planets of the same modality (i.e.,
fixed) that gives us the impetus to learn and change. For example, Saturn in Leo will oppose any
planets in your natal chart found in Aquarius. An opposition asks us to integrate opposing ideas.
>From Leo, Saturn squares planets found in Scorpio or Taurus. This energy is challenging. Any
planets in Leo will experience a conjunction with Saturn and will need to merge with SaturnOs
intentions. Are you feeling the test of Saturn? Saturn reminds us of boundaries and limitations.
During a Saturn test we are reminded of our mortality. It is during Saturn transits that | hear my
inner critic saying, Ol canOtO and my inner priestess saying, Ol must.O

This is a potent time for people born with Saturn in Leo. They are experiencing a Saturn Return.
A Saturn Return happens only every 28 to 30 years when Saturn returns to the place it held when
we were born. The ages of 30, 60, and 90 are potent times. Those with Saturn in Leo are facing a
test much like PsycheOs. They must come to terms with their power, their brilliance, their
radiance. Here is the Saturn irony B we often do not feel we have passed our Saturn tests. We



often feel that the quality of the sign Saturn occupies in our birth charts is just exactly the quality
that we will never personally have. We would dearly love to have it, but how can we dare to
claim that brilliance? And the irony is, it is just that questioning, that questing, that nagging
dissatisfaction which places the mantle of that signOs quality around our shoulders. Those with
Saturn in Leo can benefit from noticing how much they matter to the world, and what they have
accomplished through personal power. We can all benefit from the radiance earned through their
hard work.

Saturn is the allpar excellence of responsibility. He demands it, and when we respond we gain
through taking it on. With Saturn transiting through Leo, we all have the opportunity to learn

about the responsibility of power. With power, | have an impact. With power, | author myself; |
become a priestess, a goddess. Saturn asks, OHow will you use that power?0O Psyche needed to be
patient and wait for the rams with the golden fleece to calm and move away from the meadow
before she could gather their wool. Saturn transits also require patience. We have another year of
Saturn in Leo. We may need to be patient with ourselves as we wait to gather our fleece of
brilliance. During a Saturn transit, work and patience promise reward.

Power may not come in a blinding flash. Authoring my heartOs desire will take daring and, often,
slow, patient work. But by meeting this challenge | stabilize my place as priestess - perhaps even
goddess - and begin to know who | truly am.

Teri Parsley Starnésa consulting astrologer living in Minneapolis. She is thrilled to be starting her 7th
year as a Mystery. She is available for readings about your soul's journey and loves to answer your
astrology questions. Contact Teri at tpstar@mninter.net. To find out more about her practice go to her
website www.starsdanceastrology.com

Stewarding the Land:
The Nature of Power - the Power of

Nature
by Patricia Storm

The Grove seems busy in the winter. 1tOs a time of planning, keeping the wood stove stoked,
working outside as much as possible, catching up on paperwork, re-painting and preparing for the
upcoming year, and feeling busy. Dogs come and go.

Springtime at the Grove seems a bit busier. The grass starts to grow. Construction projects begin.
The creek floods and the road needs gravel in the potholes left after the flooding. The trees start
to green, more birds and animals are visible, and seem busy themselves. We begin planting trees
and then have to stop to repair an electric line we forgot was there. No one is hurt. Biodiesel
projects move from making test batches to the completion of a processor. This year arrangements
are made for a large machine to come and dig a hole for an earth-bermed, gravel and tire
foundationed, earthbag structure. Gardens are created and planted. Treehouse and new-shower
projects begin. Dogs come and go.

Then there is Summer! Everything is out of hand! The grasses grow too fast to keep up. The

forest is so lush and full itOs hard to walk through it. The garden begins to produce and must be
weeded and harvested daily. Six young people arrive to do apprenticeship work for the summer.
They come to learn about living on the land and working with the dogs. They mow and work the
garden. They sift rocks and sand and fill old tires with rock for the foundation of the new building



- hard, time-consuming work. Dalily life is all-consuming. The memory of winter is one of a quiet,
slow pace. Dogs come and go.

Nature calls all around us. The constant humming, buzzing, chirping, barking, fills the air. It
becomes the Owhite noiseO of the woods. We labor long and hard to cut down a dead tree. Then
the storm comes. Missouri has an abundance of weatherNhot, cold, wet, dry, humid, lightning,
thunder, hail, snowNbut this storm is different. It seems that Nature herself is telling us Ol am the
nature of Power and the Power of NatureO. The rains come in torrents. The poplar tree in front of
the barn is bent double by the wind. The tops of trees come down. Three trees end up across the
road. The power (electric) is out for a day. Branches of trees are everywhere. Most sadly, the
Grandmother tree we measured in January is blown over. The Power of Nature is the Power of
Change. What | could do with time, strength, and power tools, She does with a bolt and a breath.

The Power of Nature captivates and terrifies us. Tsunamis, hurricanes, tornadoes, wind, water,
moving earth. We OcontrolO so much and so little.

Do you have the OpowerO to hear the storm coming? Will you take shelter or dance in the rain?
Will you honor Her power, or defy it? Do you watch the lightning or the Weather Channel? How
can we be at peace with this power? How can we collect the fleece of these golden rams of
power?

Dogs come and go.

Patricia Storpone of the founders of Diana's Grove, is instrumental in the developing Stewardship Path
Program. For more information see the Diana's Grove web site or contact her at patricia@dianasgrove.col
<mailto:patricia@dianasgrove.com>

The Shadow of Transformation:

Gathering Power
by sisalfish

OLight is the left hand of darkness, and darkness the right hand of light. Two are one, life and
death, lying together like lovers EO
NUrsula LeGuin, The Left Hand of Darkness

OGather power. Bring it to me.O
NAphrodite to Psyche itMoon Shadows 2006

| sometimes meet with people who are new to a local ritual group 1Om involved with to answer
their questions about the group, its agreements and its focus, before they attend their first ritual. |
often find | can explain what they will and will not get from our group based on how they

conceive of power. Some worry theyOll be asked to submit to power in a hierarchical group
structure. Some are newly seeking and have never considered the concept of having their own
power. Some seek the power to change the world through magic; some seek the power to change
the world through first changing themselves.

Talking to them reminds me of the ways in which my own concept of power has changed. |
remember when | first began working in earth-based spirituality and came across the concept of
personal power. Wow. | had thought that wanting power, and working to have it padshéng.



To be told every human has power, as part of their birthright, and to begin looking at ways to use
power in a healthy, productive way brought a great deal of change into my life. Suddenly, every
choice | made took on a new meaning. | began to explore the concept of personal power, and then
to explore the realization that with power came a responsibility to use it well. And in the process

of working to meet that responsibility, | began to realize my personal power is tied to how well |
can understand and work with shadow.

That was a surprise. WouldnOt you think someone on a positive path would build power by
emphasizing the positive? Working with my positive characteristics as a way to develop personal
power seemed logical, and | found that approach useful up to a point. But | began to notice that
people were often blind to their challenges, their shadows. It was particularly noticeable in
leaders, who were more visible. They might have a tendency to be defensive, or to get involved in
their own process and neglect the group. What really came as a surprise to me was that, often,
these leaders werenOt working to overcome their shortcomings because theycdigriattheir
shortcomings - though just about everyone in the groups they were leading did.

As | began stepping into leadership myself, | realized that being blindsided by her shortcomings

is a challenge every leader has to deal with, and | realized | was probably blind to shortcomings
of my own. | began to see that the good thlngs | brought to leadership were diminished or negated
at times by what | didnOt know about myself, and the concept of Odoing my personal workO as a
leader N exploring my own shadows N really began to take shape.

Have you ever had to function in a visible role, as a leader, in the midst of coming to terms with
your shadow? ItOs a scary place to be. My instinct, as | began to uncover the things that held me
back as a leader and a human being, was to fake it. Shove those things under, hope no one
noticed, and deal with my challenges behind closed doors.

But fortunately | had been exposed to the DianaOs Grove approach to leadership, which urges
leaders to show their vulnerability. | began to notice that leaders who showed me their struggles
with their own shadows won my trust through their authenticity. And | saw that observing their
process as they worked with their own shadows was useful to me and to the community. It
modeled risk-taking. It inspired others in the group to deepen their own work in Circles of
Support or in group check-ins or rituals, and to take more risks themselves. | found it inspiring to
see that my shadows, while sometimes hard to recognize and deal with, actually had their uses
and could be seen as gifts to the community and to the Goddess.

And | found it powerful that, through a willingness to do personal work and be vulnerable about
that process, my shadows and challenges werenOt just gifts to the community. They were gifts to
me as well. They were signposts leading me to the work | needed to do. They gave me a way to
offer my whole self to the Goddess - not just the pretty parts, but the parts of me that also
required study, thought, and commitment to change. And they offered me a way to become more
than | was. Once | had explored the gifts | brought to leadership, how else could | grow but by
working with the challenges, insight and growth offered by my shadows?

At this point, 10d love to tell you that IOve recognized all my shadows and wrestled with them, and
they are shadows no more. ThatQs not so, and, truly, IOm glad. IOve tempered some of the ones
IOve recognized for a long time N my temper, my determination to be right N but they are still
things | grapple with and sometimes give in to. But IOve come to see shadow work as a process
rather than as a job to be completed, because | believe an imperfect leader sometimes offers better
leadership than a perfect one. If a leader recognizes her shadows, is open about them, shows
vulnerability around them, and shows her process of working through them, IOve seen that process
win the trust and foIIowmg of the group. Through watching such leaders, | learned how that work

is done, and what that work might offer me and others.

Last month, | wrote that 10d realized my chalice couldnOt be filled with light alone; it required
shadow as well. IOm realizing it isnOt just light, but also shadow that helps me gather power, both
as an individual and as a leader. What of your own shadows? Have you found, through working
with them, that it isnOt just your light you can offer up to the Goddess? Have you found that your



shadows are also part of your power, and are something you can offer as gifts to the Goddess and
the community as well?

ForsisalObio see her coluriill You Dance?

Interview with a Mystery: Barb Pitcher
by River

There are a number of reasons that the DianaOs Grove Rites of Passage year, the culmination of
our leadership training program, is special. Not only is it a year of intense learning and an
opportunity to step into a community philosophy, but it is also a year of building personal
relationships that have the potential to last a lifetime. | was blessed enough to share my Rites year
and develop one of those lifetime relationships with Barb Pitcher, a long-time Mystery who lives
with her partner, Amy Oak, in Twin Lake, Michigan. Barb is one of the most talented drummers

in the country (and 10m not exaggerating, a charismatic community leader, and an all-around
fabulous person. Take a few moments to get to know Barb, and | guarantee youOll be glad you
did.

Whenever I think of you, I think of rhythm and music. How did you get your start? Has it
always been a passion?

| came into school music later than most children.!My older brother had a drum set at home, so |
convinced my ¥ grade music teacher to let me into the band, even though | knew very little
about music. In my heart | wanted to play music more than anything. | think that defines passion!
The strange thing was that | didn't study music after high school, after convincing myself that |
didn't know enough to make it in college. | could read rhythm, quarter notes and half notes,
etc.,!but I still couldn't read music. Even to this day, | struggle with reading notes.

| got back into music through playing bass guitar (still playing by ear) with some friends, and we
formed a band that played locally for about 10 years. | was drawn back into drumming after
hearing hundreds of drums play at the Michigan Women's Music Festival. | bought my first
djembe around 1990. It released the part of my soul that had been yearning for something
missing. The rest, as they say, is her-story!

And while we're on the subject, how many drums do you own?

Ooh, you're going to make me count? Well, we have a bookcase/rack that has 50 (that's right, 50!)
frame drums in our living room. They belong to both Amy and me and are the ones we use most
often for performing and playing together. That's not counting the student drums | have, as well

as the drum-circle drums. It would suffice to say that | have well over 100.

Do you have a favorite?

My favorite still has to be my 22" bodhran. She has the most wonderful mellow voice and always
resonates deeply with me. | play her quite often in ritual, as well as when | perform.

How does drumming fit into your personal spiritual practice?

Besides ritual and trance work, part of my personal spiritual practice IS the drum. Standing on the
Cornerstone of Stewardship of Self means stewarding my talents with the drum, while holding
myself accountable as a musician/community leader. If | profess to be a community leader
through rhythm, | have the responsibility to steward those talents in order to give those
communities | work with all that | can, while facilitating others to connect with their own rhythm.



Several of our readers may be familiar with Cybele's, the retreat center that you owned and
operated with your partner, Amy Oak. It no longer exists in that particular form. Can you fill
us in on the evolution of your work? What are you doing now?

Cybele's was an exciting time, and it provided us with the opportunity to find our direction:
drumming and spirituality in a community context. It was during that time that four of our most
profound teachers entered into our lives. Cynthia Jones and Patricia Storm of DianaOs Grove
provided us with the thread to start attending Mystery School. Cybele's provided me with the
opportunity to study deeply with Layne Redmond and Tommy Brunjes, both of whom we met
through an event at DianaOs Grove in 1997. They gave us the foundation to combine rhythm and
spirituality, which really focused me on the art of drumming.

| have studied the drum with many other teachers, including drum-circle facilitation with Arthur
Hull, the HealthRhythms protocol offered by Dr. Barry Bittman and Remo Drums, and World
Music Drumming Ensemble work with Dr. Wil Schmidt. | recently studied Brazilian
pandeiro!with professional musicians, university professors, and street musicians on a trip last
year with Layne Redmond to Bahia, Salvador, Brazil.

The new name of my business is CommonUnity in Rhythm. | now do workshops on
community/team building, diversity training, and stress management through rhythm work in a
variety of communities. | have brought my work to many educational conferences, staff retreats,
and schools, as well as to alternative health facilities, community festivals, and progressive
churches. Amy and | will offer instructional classes on a variety of drums when we get more
settled in our new house.

I understand that your local Mystery School group is still going strong! Can you tell us a little
about the format that you use and the nature of the group?

We started our local Mystery Group in 2003 when we realized that we would no longer be able to
come to the Grove as often as we would like. We knew that this would be a way to keep us
involved and that there were some others in our community that were interested. We generally
meet on the first Sunday of the month for four hours. We start out each meeting with the
Cornerstones, the ritual of speaking and listening, and ritual together.

We begin by creating sacred space with inclusive invocations, song, and sometimes
movement/dance. We start with a check-in and really spend some time going deep into each of
our lives over the past month. We then look at the material for the month from the magazine,
packet, workbook, and Moon Shadows book and talk about how the story affects us. We spend
some quiet meditative time working on the parts of the material that call to us, either journaling,
using Tarot cards, or making art to reflect how it applies to each of us. Then we come back
together for sharing. And we always eat!

What's the next big step for you? Who do you see yourself becoming in the next 5-10 years?

| truly believe | have found my path in life, thanks to Diana's Grove and Cybele's. | remain
dedicated to creating common-unity in communities, small and large, through rhythm and
spirituality. At the conclusion of my Rites of Passage year in 2002, Cynthia asked me how I'd like
to be seen, and my response was Integrity. We live in a conservative Western Michigan area that
seems intimidated by drumming and rhythm. | see myself becoming more deeply involved in
community work, through rhythm, offering people the chance to open to something deeper in
themselves. | hold myself accountable to the charges of standing on the Cornerstone of
Stewardship of Self, living in integrity, and facilitating community growth.

If you would like to contact Barb for more information on CommonUnity in Rhythm and her
workshops, please email her ar oakdrum@earthlink.net, or call 231-828-5666.

ForRiverOsio, see her colurRitpal Artistry



Appalachian Trail Tales: Gaining

Personal Power
by Lorely Lather

In PsycheOs second challenge, she is sent to gather fleece from the golden rams of the Sun. |
understand this challenge to be a quest to gain natural personal power. | felt little power over my
life in the years preceding my Appalachian Trail hike in 1993. My partner died in a slow manner
over 10 years; the process controlled both his life and mine. | felt my soul had crawled up into a
tiny corner of the left-side of my brain and just barked out orders to the rest of my body from

there. OTake care of him.O OKeep yourself calm.O In order to survive the overwhelming process of
dying, | had steadily groomed my soul to be a sad little spiritual controller.

That mysterious spark which | considered to be my soul-that Psyche in my depths-I had hidden
her in the gray matter of my brain to protect her. But with her so diminished and tightly protected,
I had grown to feel spiritually empty and powerless. Even the success of living past my partnerOs
death did not enliven my soul; | still felt empty. It took the physical pain and heroic effort of
long-distance hiking before my soul poured out into my body and even tentatively explored my
aura. | feel | gained personal power when my soul began to dwell in my entire body. | have never
retreated to being tiny again.

PsycheOs second challenge - finding the natural personal power of my body - was related to the
physical difficulty of my hike, while | met the first challenge of filling my own cup from the
Source by experiencing the immenseness of the earth. Day after day | filled my cup from the
beauty of earth, my Source, but day after day | thoroughly exhausted my body. Night after night
my body worked in its entirety to heal itself. Exhaustion drained me of internal dialogue and |
was simply immersed in the pulsing of my body as it healed from the work of the day. My mind
could not fret about the past or the future; the physical sensations of my body demanded I live in
the moment. My body was tenderly coming alive and, despite the pain, | began to feel more vital
and powerful with each completed day on the Trail.

It is difficult to describe the pain involved in hiking without seeming to complain. | do not mean

to complain. | did not complain at the time because | had chosen to be there. The Appalachian
Trail is acknowledged by backpackers as one of the most difficult trails on earth because of the
constant changes in elevations. Add to that 40 pounds of weight in my backpack and a body that
had been physically inactive, and one can understand that some days the task of hiking eight to
twelve miles appeared nearly impossible. It took determination and internal pride. | saw many
hikers conclude their hike earlier than they had intended during my 100 days on the Trail, but |
knew how difficult the experience was and understood that each person had their own journey. |
felt no criticism of them.

Many nights, | slept in three-sided shelters with several other fellow hikers. The companionship
was pleasant and certainly a wonderful part of the journey, but | treasured the camping areas
when there was ground to pitch my little pup tent and sleep in my own personal space close to the
earth. The pup tent was narrow at the end for my feet and only tall enough to sit up in at the head
end. It surrounded me like a natural aura. With my backpack inside my tent with me, and all of

my belongings spread out to use, | felt my soul expand to fill my tent. | would lay out my journal,

a few letters from friends, my laminated list of intentions, my hand lotion and medicinal

ointments, a few small totems, and my flashlight. With these small things, | would make my

home.

Once in my pup tent for the night, my hands reached down to rub and console my muscles.
Before hiking, | had known myself largely from seeing my reflection in the bathroom mirror.
Although | had often massaged my partner, | had rarely massaged myself. Now without any



mirror, | rubbed my skin to relax my tissues and feel my edges. | had to be my own caretaker-my
own nurse-during a time of pushing my bodyOs physical limits. My hands first felt my weight loss
and changing body shape. In the privacy of my tent, | came to know myself by touch, not by
mirrorOs reflection. This was a growth in natural personal power-to know my edges by internal
sensation-not by external reflection.

| hurt everywhere, but my feet especially took the brunt of the backpacking challenges. | had
always considered my feet unimportant and ugly; now | rubbed and massaged them

affectionately. | even quietly spoke to my feet, expressing my appreciation and urging them to
heal. | focused much of my massage each evening on the crooked little toe of my right foot. | was
born with this crooked toe and had been ashamed of this modest birth defect. Now, this
vulnerable defect was the focus of the sharpest pain 10d ever experienced. If that crooked little toe
had a mouth, it would have screamed in anguish almost every day while | was hiking. | made a
promise to that crooked toe and wrote it in my journal. | promised my toe | would wear

comfortable shoes for the rest of my life, if it would just help carry my weight on my journey
through the mountains.

| especially enjoyed the experience of sleeping almost directly on the earth. In my life at home, | _
sleep on the second floor; there is at least 250 between my body and the earth under my homeOs
distant concrete basement floor; | feel no earthly pulse when I recline. In my tent, only the nylon
fabric of the ground cover, the fabric of the bottom of the tent, the 10-thick air mattress, and the
underside of my mummy bag separated me from the earth itself. | lay in my tent and dreamt that |
could feel the earth pulsing through me. | was bigger than | had ever been; my soul filled the tent
and my heart beat with the pulse of the earth. Gravity hugged me to Her gently. | slept deeply.

When | returned home, people noticed the change in my appearance. They focused on the 25-
pound weight loss. Beyond that, they could not put their finger on the difference in me. | would
laugh with them and tell them: OThere®s not a single cell in my body unalteredNnot a single fat
molecule predates my hike.O Internally, | knew my hike had been a metamorphosis for me. The
physical challenges of my journey had united my body, mind and spirit. | had found the
wholeness | sought. | had gained my natural power when Psyche-soul-filled my body.

In 2006, | continue to find wholeness and personal power through incorporating yoga into my
daily life and through ritual and dance at DianaOs Grove. For the 10 years immediately after my
hike, | operated my own craft-centered business that allowed me to continue to experience
wholeness. Even now my soul remains alive in my entire body and cautiously extends beyond my
skin to about the size of my little pup tent.

At a pinnacle of her lifegly Lathestood at Harper's Ferry, West Virginia, having hiked 1000 miles in
100 days--all the way from northern Georgia. In the years since 1993, Lorely found Diana's Grove. This wi
be her fifth year as a Mystery.

Hounds of the Hill: CocoaPuff

ItOs a strange thing to be feared. | canOt imagine 10ve done much but be born. Sure, | want to be
petted and fed. | like the water bowl filled. | like when those girls come in to play with us. | canOt
think of what | have done to cause fear. 1tOs just silly to think | have that kind of power.

And somehow | must have. | am still here, while others around me keep going to new homes. |
am well-treated, and loving hands and voices caress me each day. And | know that it would be
great to have my own yard and own people rather than everybody elseOs people. 10m not
demanding these things, and so itOs still strange to know that | have scared others away.



What if you were feared based on what your face looked like? On the color of your tongue?
Would you feel powerful or powerless? | am wondering how a thing like having a black tongue
could give me a power that isolates and confines and defines me. | think having others see that
power in me makes me powerless.

| grow all the time. My legs are getting longer, my belly rounder. My teeth grow inside my mouth
so quickly they almost hurt. IOm growing into some kind of power, but itOs a power that | have
control over. ItOs where | want to go and how | want to become.

What am I? | suspect | am a combination of a lot of things. Is one part of that Chow? | couldnOt
say, and | canOt do anything about it. Is Chow something | do from birth? Do | have to learn to be
what others think | possess? Or do | become what | feel | am?

Where does power come from?

If you can give me power without knowing me, what could | possibly do with that power? | could
own it, | suppose, and become some wild beast of dark imagining. | could fling myself against the
fence every time someone approached. | could bite those caressing hands and bark at those
caressing voices. | could shape-shift. | suppose | could do a lot of pretty powerful things. There
are so many possibilities.

Where are the impossibilities? Overcoming a prejudice? Getting you to see beyond an idea to the
joy that | am? Yesterday, we all got to go to the creek. We ran down the path, our paws padding
the compacted dirt like a drumbeat. Did we hesitate when we reached the water? Not a bit. We
dashed in, swam a few feet, and splashed right back out. | didnOt even stop to shake the water off.
| led the way, running down the path and to the meadow again. We donOt have any time to think
about things that cut us off from being.

In between naps, | keep an eye out. | know whatOs around me. | like this dance of grass and water
and sun. | fit here, just like the grasshoppers and the fish and the lacey flowers. | was born just
like | am.

More about the author.

Little Cocoa Puff is the runt of his litter, just 3 pounds at 6 weeks. Now, at 10 weeks, heOs 10 pounds of
playful loving; a sweet little ball of fluff. Great personality, loves people, Cocoa Puff is a little doll who will
grow to be handsome fellow with a great look and a personality to match. First thought to be part Chow
Chow, but as he has grown, the vet says he might be Aussy and German Shepherd, particularly if those
little ears stand up at 12 to 14 weeks.

Perhaps dating back over 3,000 years, the Chow Chow may be the oldest dog breed. Ancient artifacts suc
as pottery and sculptures dating to 206 B.C. depict easily recognizable Chow Chows. First kept by fierce
Mongolian tribes, Chows guarded temple gates. An old fable offers a theory of how the Chow got his
blue/black tongue: When God was painting the sky blue; He spilled a few drops of paint. The Chow follow:
after, licking up the paint and from that day on, the Chow Chow has had a blue tongue! Chows are quiet,
naturally well-behaved, not diggers or barkers, and aren't destructive. They are catlike in their attitudes:
reserved with affection, independent, dignified and stubborn.



Going Deeper
by Synnove

OTo be a priestess and a goddess, you must gather radiance, brilliance and personal power. Go to
the golden rams, the wild creatures of the sun, and gather their fiery, solar fleece. Bring it to me
S0 we can weave a glowing cloak of magic for you. Gather power. Bring it to me.O

OHave you ever been challenged to do something that was completely beyond your capabilities, at
least according to your definition of yourself?0

Moon Shadows 2006

Most of you donOt know my dog Shadow. He was never part of the Grove pack, but he is a rescue
dog. Someday perhaps IOl write the story of how | adopted him thirteen years ago after his owner
died. Today he is over fifteen years old and has outlived the normal life expectancy for a Siberian
Husky. He has a very hard time walking and yet he insists on taking short walks with me.

This morning, as | prepared to take Shadow for a walk, | looked out the window and saw a white-
haired woman bending over to smell the flowers | had planted in the strip of land between the
sidewalk and street.

| continued to watch as she moved from plant to plant, stroking the feathery grasses, inhaling the
fragrance of a single white rose that was lost in a maze of greenery, bending down to read the tag
which gave the botanical name of a plant. A few moments later Shadow and | went outside; the
woman had made her way up the hill to the end of this garden strip and paused to look back at the
garden before crossing the street.

She was still there waiting when | opened the gate. She expressed her appreciation of the garden
and we talked for a few moments. After we parted, Shadow and | slowly made our way down the
block and, as we walked, my thoughts turned to the story of Psyche and her first challenge:
gathering power.

Aphrodite says, Oif you wish to be reunited with your beloved, Psyche, you must become a
goddess and you must gather radiance, brilliance and personal power.O Would Psyche have
sought power if she had not had the incentive of reuniting with her heartOs desire?

In the story, it seems so easy. Psyche simply has to be patient. She can wait until the Rams of the
Sun are gone and gather the fleece that has been caught on the thorns.

Early in my life, | would observe people who seemed to hold tremendous power and think that
gathering power had to be much easier for them than it was for me. At the times when | most
needed to feel powerful, to take a stand for myself, | was afraid, sometimes to the point of being
paralyzed. | wanted to be able to step into power, like a garment that was made for me.

The times when | felt compelled to take a stand were emotionally very difficult because of that
fear. My fear wasnOt logical; | couldnOt say what was frightening about the situation or the other
person. It was as if the child in me took over. | remember tension in my neck and shoulders, my
stomach flip-flopping and feeling sure | was going to be annihilated.

| thought if | had personal power, | wouldnOt feel like an abused child when taking a stand.
Instead, taking a stand would be as natural as breathing. In my mindOs eye | could see a vision of
myself standing, unafraid, filled with power.

That vision moved me out of my fear. Vision of the person | wanted to be. Vision of the world |
wanted to live in. | could only gather up my power and act when propelled forward by something
more important than my fear.



What is your heartOs desire? Do you have a vision of the person you want to be, the world you
want to live in? What moves you to take action even when you are afraid?

Today, after years of struggling to act in spite of my fears, 1Ove noticed that my fear has
diminished. | no longer react like a frightened child when challenged. It is easier for me to take
action. Thinking back to the story of Psyche, | question the idea of gathering power; in my
experience power is not a thing to be gathered. Power is a skill to be developed, a tool to be
sharpened and honed over many years. Gathering and using my power are things | need to
practice.

Looking back at your life, are there places where you have moved past feelings of powerlessness?
Where you have developed the skill of gathering power?

As | look at my life today and notice the places where | feel blocked, those places offer clues
about the skills | still need to develop. Are there areas of your life where you are asked to develop
skills and abilities? Where do you need to practice gathering power?

And then my thoughts turn back to this morning. Watching that woman explore my little garden,

it seemed to me that | had gathered power when | planted that garden. As | remember the times |
was moved by a poem or a painting, | realize that expressions of creativity and beauty are
powerful. They have a profound impact on the world.

What would happen if | spent more time exploring my creativity, exploring the gifts | have to
offer? Watching this woman as she enjoyed my garden offering to the neighborhood gave me a
sense of how | can impact the world by doing the work | love. Knowing that | can make an
impact on the world when | share my creativity with the world, | feel powerful.

Synnoves passionate about empowering others. She has over twenty years of Management Consulting
and Executive Management experience with an emphasis on building effective teams. She also mentors
middle-school aged girls for Passages Northwest "Girls Rock!" N a program dedicated to inspiring courage
in women and girls.

MysteryOsight D August
by Canyon

All text within quotations is taken (with minor edits) from emails to the Mystery List, the voice of
the 2006 Mystery School community.

In the story of our Mystery School year, Psyche is now on a path, initiated by Aphrodite, and
challenged to achieve reunion with her lover, Eros. In the August story she will face her second
challenge along that path. But recent posts to the Mystery e-list have been in response to a late-
June post from Psyche herself. She wrote, OAphrodite has shown me the entrance to my own road
of challenges. Are you walking toward yours, also?0

Psyche said that one of her challenges was Oto return to love that is visible and vulnerable; to be
in honest relationship with the one I love.O She asked, OWhat is one challenge you know you will
or might face before the year is over? What skills do you have that will help you meet it?0O And |
reply, Ol believe | could give 100 answers, at least to the first question! | find that my whole life is
walking to meet challenges and that they are often the same ones that | have met before, just
wearing different guises.O



| often think of my life challenges as colored panels that comprise a cylinder of time. | spiral
around and around the cylinder, meeting my challenges again and again at different levels. The
sensation of my feet on a path that leads me ever deeper into my life is visceral, real to me. Each
step is growth, expansion, into all that | am. OChallenges and skills. On the path of personal
growth, what else is there?0

OActually, | think most of my challenges boil down to a common struggle: to stand in my
integrity in every situation; to be authentic to my feelings in the moment, to my intention and to
my higher self, simultaneously.O This challenge asks me to reach for a lofty goal and, again and
again, | find that | have failed to reach the mark. | have not become what | seek to be. When | let
go of either/or thinkingNblack/white thinkingNI find that | have made progress; there has been
growth. OThe challenge is to reframe who | am: not the one who hasn't changed, and not the
changed one. There is something in between that | am, something worth being: the one
changing.O

A corollary challenge of standing in integrity is that Othe only person counting on it is me. And

it's much easier for me to let down myself than other people.O | must call myself to

accountability, must continually seek new challenges, ask for them. OAsklng for challenge takes
courage, trust, and communication and observation skills. It also requires me to let go of the
ghosts of the past, the ghosts of scarcity and fear.O | must believe that there is enough challenging
work to be shared by all, enough of me to meet the challenge. | must trust those | ask, rather than
fear the intent of their response.

Fear. Fear rises and | begin to wonder, OWhat will happen if | fail at any of these challenges? Will
the community | long to be in as my Authentic Self love me for who | am,O even when | fail?
Perhaps | should be askingyailure possible? Is it real? 1f | am on a path of growth and | stray

for a time from my intention, my integrity, before returning to the path, have | failed? OThe
Universe seems to find unique and interesting ways to call me back to my path when I stray. OIfl
heed those calls and return, havenOt | succeeded? If, when out of integrity, | recognize that state
and realign my actions and words around my values, what greater success is there?

To achieve this understanding, Othe skill | need is self-acceptance; | must understand that | have
been doing the best | could.O And Owhy do | believe it is important to achieve perfection the first
time | try something new? What would | attempt if | were willing to learn from my failure?O Love
serves, too, and not just love for my wandering, doing-the-best-I-can self. Love for no
reasonNlove for the sake of loveNseems to be the key. If | simply Okeep my heart open, keep the
flow of love unobstructed, especially when it hurts to love,O | can see my success, even in what
appears to be failure.

With self-acceptance, willingness to learn, and irrational love in the pocket of my soul, | can also
meet the Ochallenge of speaking my truth without devaluing someone else's truth or allowing

mine to be devalued. It sounds so simple.O Yet Omy existing skills include candor, decisiveness,
and ability to envision Owhat right looks like.O Of course it's only Oa0 right, not Othe® right,0 and
keeping my heart open helps me know that truth. When Ol recognize that what | wanted to see
happen is coming from in my head, not from Othe right way for the world to be,OO then | can allow
my perspective to intertwine with yours and see the value in both.

When my truth and yours both have value, | discover that | need to acquire the Oability to hold

and live with uncertainty. | must not try to solve, resolve, or make things right.O Life with
uncertainty is hard for me. | want to plan and organize, to know what is coming. But then | fret

and stew over endless details that have no relevance later, when circumstances inevitably change.
Ol now realize that uncertainty is less mind- and soul-consuming. My soul has time to just be,
breathe and enjoy.O

These challenges, these changesEon paper their solutions sound so easy. | sound like a paragon
of health and wholeness. It is true that, Obeing at the Grove all these years, where personal change
is encouraged, has given me an ablllty to grow with less trepidation.O And it is also true that |



have much more growth to undertake. The path remains a path and | continue to spiral past all |
must learn in this life.

OWhat | can do better now is look to the future with optimism and a sense of adventure, sparks of
curiosity flying around in my heart.O | know | will keep walking, | will stay on my path. | expect

no less of myself and Ol don't think Aphrodite would let me off the hook if | failed on my first
attempt. | think she would ask me to try again and again and again until | learned to be a
goddess.O

Canyonis a staff member at Diana's Grove and has been reading and writing for the Mystery List since
1999. She is currently writing a book on how adults can recapture treasures from childhood for a more
productive and fulfilling life now. She offers programs and publications that support you in your striving to
become who you truly are, who you were intended to be.

Eclectic Bibliophile
by Sherrid Wells

Like Water for Chocolate by Laura Esquivel

OLook at the seeker who is learning an art or offering a service, a naked, vulnerable self who is
growing and changing; who is willing to put on the ShamanOs robes and touch the mystery.O
(Moon Shadows 2006)

Have you ever been challenged to do something that you believed was completely beyond your
capabilitiesEand yet you did it? | believe lifeOs promise is fulfilled by those challenges. | believe
life is a growth process and, if | am not challenged to go beyond my capabilities as | know them,
then those capabilities will not grow. Life will be stagnant.

This month Psyche is given the task of gathering power in the form of the fleece from ApolloOs
golden rams. She must weave a cloak from this power, one that she can wear or take off as
appropriate, because Oa true priestess, goddess, needs to know who she is - cloak on or cloak off.O
(Moon Shadows 2006) PsycheOs challenge inspired me to review Like Water for Chocolate by
Laura Esquivel. Tita, the heroine, spends her life seemingly without power, all the while learning
who she is and how to collect her power. She learns to weave herself a cloak that allows her
glorious self, her priestess or goddess self, to shine.

Tita is the youngest daughter of a strong-willed mother. Mother demands that Tita spend her life
looking after her. She teaches Tita that this is her lot in life. As the youngest, she must be in
service to her mother forever. Maybe her mother thought that, by dictating TitaOs life, she could
maintain control over her daughter.

From my cultural perspective | found some of TitaOs challenges almost horrific in nature. Can you
imagine being this young girl and hearing your mother dash all your dreams of being a wife and
mother yourself? Can you imagine having your soul mate discouraged; watching him agree to
marry your sister just to be near you? But in her Mexican culture these were not challenges
unheard of. Tita questioned their logic and validity; she is as strong willed as her mother and
questions many things. Still, she allows her mother to circumscribe her power, to limit her role to
MotherOs Caretaker. Unexpected by TitaOs mother, this limitation is also TitaOs initiation into her
full power.

OYou need to be powerful if you want to make an impact on the world around you. That is what
power is, the ability to make an impact, to influence, to create, to shape reality.O (Moon Shadows
2006) Because of her challenges, Tita grows into her power and becomes a priestess so powerful



that, decades after her death, her influence is still felt by her family. Her life becomes a glorious
example of personal power and priestessing.

Tita is strong and her motherOs challenges make her powerful. TitaOs mother becomes her
initiator, delivering Tita to her power, just as Aphrodite is PsycheOs initiator in our story. Like
Tita, many of my challenges have come when others tried to make me powerless, in their eyes
and my own. They, too, did not know they were initiating me into my power. Have you ever been
initiated into your power by someoneOs efforts to render you powerless? What robe did you
weave?

Weaving a robe of power comprised of threads called knowledge, or skills, or excellence in
knowing oneselfE. this weaving is only part of your true power. Skills and knowledge not used

or taught are worth nothing. To spend time gathering power of any kind that is never used renders
the gatherer powerless. Tita uses her power and uses it appropriately. Instinctively, she uses the
four elemental powers and wields them with great skill and understanding.

Moon Shadows 2006 describes the four elemental powers of priestessing that Tita so beautifully
illustrates. The first element is Breath, the power to see and say; to use voice and speech as tools
to heal, inform, and make whole. Tita uses her Breath to heal those around her. She uses her
power to heal those she loves and to make them a healthier family for generations to come. She
wields this power to heal so well that she becomes a legendary healer.

The second elemental power of priestessing is Light, the power to illuminate and energize, to lead
others to their own discovery, and to inspire and generate life force. Tita uses her love and special
vision to see her familyOs wounds, and inspires them to change. She inspires her sister to trust her
special gifts of music and light. Through that trust, her sister finds her true soul mate. Tita

inspires her family throughout her life and after her death; in this too she becomes a legend.

The third element is Soul, the power to empathize and to connect deeply. Tita connects deeply to
her family and to the food with which she nourishes and heals them. She connects to the inner
source of power within her family and knows which foods are needed to heal their wounds. With
her empathy, she gains the strength to accept and triumph over her challenges. This empathy to
build bridges between people in her world expands TitaOs legendary status still further.

The fourth element is Being, the power to take action and achieve completion and resolution.
This power allows Tita to see her life through to its conclusion. It allows her E no, it challenges
her to become the priestess her family needs, one who initiates change in them and in their
culture.

Like Water for Chocolate by Laura Esquivel is a wonderful novel that allows a peek into another
culture and, at the same time, provides tantalizing recipes for the dishes Tita prepares in service to
her family. Like Water is also an outstanding example of finding personal power and using that
power to change the world. | recommend TitaOs story for so many reasons but primarily because,
like PsycheOs story, TitaOs is a metaphor for a life well lived. It inspired me to examine my own
life, and how my power is manifesting. It encouraged me to accept a new challenge: to select an
elemental form from which to manifest my power.

Eventually 10d like to wield all four elemental powers of priestessing with the grace and
dedication of Psyche and Tita. For now | am in service, naked and vulnerable to lifeOs lessons. |
hope you read TitaOs story and when you do, how about | joining me for a nice warm piece of
Three KingOs Bread and an earthen mug of Mexican chocolate, over a shared moment to reflect
on our lives? Salute!

Sherridis an eccentric Mystery who has been part of the Grove, "since the beginning of time" - okay,
seven+ years - and was on the 2005 Rites team. She lives in the small Missouri hamlet of Ellsinore and is
nurse, enthusiastic tarotist, multimedia crafter and rabid reader. Her eccentric humor and perspective are
liberally sprinkled throughout all her encounters, writings and projects. She can be reached at
Sherrid@Dianasgrove.com.




Moving Images
by Dan Wilson

This year’s “Moving Images” will explore how films are made and the life lessons learned from
the production process as we follow Dan through a semi-ficitonalized year producing a retelling
of Cupid and Psyche in Milan’s fashion industry.

When Venus told Psyche to bring her some golden fleece, Psyche undertook the mission
blindly, because she knew that it supported her intention of being with her beloved. That
task was necessary if she and Cupid were to be together.

When considering how this part of the story relates to film production, two things struck
me. Psyche approached her task with the blind faith that she could accomplish it, and she
willingly accepted the help of the river that assisted her in her task.

IOve got no idea if | can actually pull off a film project in Italy. | may doubt whether or
not IOve selected the appropriate team, and | may be nervous about the fiimOs box office
performance for my investors. But at this stage, | need to just do it.

WeOre never really ready to make a film, but once we select dates for production (which
are mostly arbitrary), it suddenly becomes real. We start writing checks to vendors and
staff, and thereOs no turning back. In order to support our intention of completing a
feature film, we need to start the process. The longest journey begins with a single stepE

IOve been involved with films where our locations werenOt locked in before we started
shooting. IOve been involved with films that didnOt have a cast the day before shooting
began. To some extent, the production team takes it on faith that all of the elements will
fall into place when they need to and, for the most part, they do. As a producer, one of
my jobs is to make sure that | can pull it off. Sometimes | may have doubts about my
ability, but it always seems to work out. Acting on an intention can be a very powerful
way of making some of those little unresolved details work themselves out.

The second piece of the story that really struck me this month was the river. It told
Psyche the best way to get the golden fleece. It gave her hints and tips that she didnOt
already know and, by accepting that advice, she was able to accomplish her mission
safely. ThatOs a great parallel to film production.

As well prepared as | can be going into a production, thereOs always something that |
donOt know. More importantly, | donOt know that | donOt know it. | need to be open to
someone with more knowledge and experience telling me about better ways in which to
proceed. | need to listen to those with more expertise than | and be willing to change my
direction based on their counsel.

| remember the first time | worked on a film in Chicago. | needed to make maps to our
location on the south side. 10d been there several times, and used my route as the basis for
the map. As the assistant directors were handing out the call sheet the night before our
shoot, they informed me that trucks werenOt allowed on Lake Shore Drive. Half of our
production vehicles were trucks. | quickly scrawled out a new map, made copies and



distributed alternate directions to the folks driving trucks. This was information that
Chicago locals knew instinctively but was new to me, as an out-of-towner. | didnOt know
what I didnOt know. | accepted their input into the process, and was able to integrate that
new information into the task at hand.

Is the true nature of power twofold? | feel that one aspect of power is the ability to make
a decision to move toward a goal. Whether itOs selecting a particular month in which to
shoot the film and committing to the project, or whether itOs deciding to grab a few
handfuls of golden fleece for a goddess, the idea of setting and following an intention is
very powerful.

Balancing that, however, is the ability to listen to wise counsel. No matter where we are
in our lives, | feel as though we can always glean something useful from the people with
whom we choose to surround ourselves. | believe that everyone involved with my life -
past, present and future - has some wisdom to contribute, and that the other aspect of
power is recognizing when to let go of my personal opinions when someone wiser than
myself offers input.

Psyche could have easily ignored the riverOs input on how to achieve her task, and the
consequences of that decision might have been a fatal head-butt by one of the rams.
However, Psyche probably realized the wisdom of listening to someone with more
experience and knowledge than herself and, hearing what the river had to say, integrated
that into her plan for the task at hand. Ultimately, her ability to blindly follow an

intention balanced with her ability to accept input led to the success of her mission. Is this
balance the true nature of power?

Dan Wilsomlescribes himself as being from Milwaukee, WI. INTF. Art. Music. Film. Scorpio Sun, Leo
Moon, Scorpio Rising.

Lonely Hearts: Birthright of a Black Dog
by Cynthia Jones

| spent yesterday waiting for a beautiful, 60 pound, yellow Lab to have babies. Aleasha, large and
round, came to us late in her pregnancy. She is a beautiful dog who was seen around town. Every
time Constance went to get her, she couldnOt be found. Friendly, gentle; eventually we learned
that someone had taken her home and tied her to a tree. When it was obvious that she was
pregnant and soon to deliver, her new owners decided to take her to a local campground and
dump her. They hoped that someone would look into her lovely amber eyes and decide to take her
in. We were delighted to find her and give her a home and a safe place to have her pups.

We got Aleasha too late in her pregnancy to be spayed E at least, according to me. Many shelters
would make a different choice, and | imagine that some day | will join them. But with the

beautiful Aleasha, | succumbed to my emotions. So there | was, waiting, watching, and realizing
how little so many people, including myself, know about dogs, pregnancy, and whelping.

A dogOs pregnancy is 63 days or nine weeks long. | watch for all of the signs of impending birth.
MommaOs body grows and swells. Milk comes in. Mom begins to look for a cool, dark, safe place
to deliver; under the porch would be great with her, but | donOt agree. Mom sleeps a lot. She likes
to hang out in her selected place: a whelping box, in the dog house, under the bed, in the back of
the closet. On the day of birth, she begins to pantshe might just be hot. She might pace or



dig in her nest to get the blankets just right,that can go on for a few days. In other words, |
saidlr has got to be tonight SO often that everyone stopped listening to me. There is one sure way
to tell E well, almost sure. Between 12 and 24 hours before birth, MomOs temperature will drop
below 99.0 degrees Below 99.0; the puppies will be here within 24 hours.

Even that Osure signO is not a clean-cut red flag. A dogOs temperature is normally between 101
and 102 degrees, but for a week or more before delivery, it is often 100 point something. On
Thursday night, | went to bed at 11:00. AleashaOs temperature was 98.9. Does that really count as
under 99.0? | mean, did Aleasha read the same book? Did she sign a contract? | donOt know. At
6:00 the next morning, her temperature was 98.4. Now that is under 99. Aleasha was panting, her
face was stressed, her temp was low. It must have dropped during the night. She was in labor. |
told Patti, OPuppies in two hours,O a mantra | would repeat often during the long, hot day.

Here are some of the rules of whelping: Big dogs often have more pups than small dogs. If the
dog is in labor for more than two hours and doesnOt deliver, call your vet. If the water breaks and
the puppy doesnOt come within two hours, call the vet. One pup can follow another quickly, but it
is normal for there to be two hours between pups. | programmed my phone to call the vet every
two hours so that | could listen to his mantra: OWait, watch, stay out of it, and call me back in two
hours.O

Pant, pant, pant; pacing, fussing with the bed, and obviously in distress; | was a mess. Compared
to me, Aleasha was relatively calm. Just as it is hard to tell if 98.9 is really under 99, it is hard to

tell early labor from LABOR. Dogs can be stoic. But by 2:00, it seemed to me that things had
gone on a bit too long with no results. Aleasha was confused by what she was feeling, and she
wasnOt acting like other dogs that | have helped to deliver. The pressure she was feeling made her
think that she needed to Ogo out,O but Ogoing outO only resulted in empty pushing. | called the vet
at 2:00. He said, OCall back at 4:00.0

At 3:30, out on the concrete and not in her whelping box, a 1 pound little girl pup came feet first
into the world. Her twin followed in 25 minutes. At 12:45 AM, thé" I3up, the last baby, arrived.

All but one came feet first. After the first two 1-pound twins, all the other pups weighed between

11 and 13 ounces. Unlike their beautiful, golden mom, all the pups are black with white feet and
different length socks. All are beautiful, and still, there are now 13 more black puppies whose
primary struggle to survive wonOt be from flghtlng the weather, MomOs starvation, parasites, or
predators. Their struggle for survival is not one that | can fix with medicine or care. They will

fight to survive because they are black. They will fight to survive because they donOt have MomOs
golden coat.

Black dogs are the last to be adopted. Black dogs are the last dogs to be adopted and the first dogs
to be euthanized. LetOs not blame the shelters. We are simply responding to the choices made by
those who come to adopt a pup. Is it because black is a common color? Is it because it is hard to
photograph a black pup and therefore they donOt show as well on an adoption website? Or is it
simply that it is too hard to overcome our cultural preference for blue-eyed blondes and white
dogs?“Big black dogs need love too” is a common adopt-a-thon banner.

Mom doesnOt care what color her pups are. She loves them all, each valiant little life. She hopes
that you will too, and so do I. Thank you to those of you who have or will choose a black dog.
Many of you don't even know that the life you saved had an extra burden in the struggle for love,
care, and a place in the world. May the pups born yesterday have the blessings of respect, play,
and affection follow them throughout their lives. May we have the same blessing in ours.

Cynthia Joneso-founded DianaOs Grove with Patricia Storm in 1994. In addition to being the driving force
behind the Mystery School program, Cynthia is also one of the visionaries behind the Dog Rescue operati
along with Constance Fleming.



