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Stepping into the Story: Entering Faerie
By Cynthia Jones

OlIf you come with me, you will enter a place that has no time. In Faerie, it is always now.
The nature of my world requires that all who enter it enter without their past. You canOt
bring the past into a world of always now.O

The look in her eye...did she want me to come as much as | wanted to go? OTo come
with me,O she said, Oyou must give up your past. The vines will help you. They are eager
to hold the threads of yesterdayOs accomplishments. They will take the reminders of

your never forgotten wounds. They will take your failings and your victories. They will

take your sorrows and your joys. The thorns on these vines are the thorns of defense.
They were left by those who came before you. Will you give the barbs and sharp points
that you have used to protect yourself to my vines?0 she asked. OWill you give my vines
the blossoms of your accomplishments? Will you give me the beauty you have loved in
others? Can you do that, Tam Lin, can you do that?0

OHow?0 | asked. OHow can 1? | am the creation of all that | have experienced.O

OCan you leave your wounds and bring the knowledge your pain has given you?0 she
asked. OCan you leave your accomplishments and bring your talent, skill and the
endurance that you developed to meet the challenges that were before you?

OWhat | ask is not easy. Your past is as much a part of you as your flesh and you are
not your past. If you cannot see yourself as separate from your experiences, they will
bind you and blind you to the truth of who you are. You might never find the center of

the complicated maze that you call yourself. Are you willing,O she asked, Oto explore the
riddle?0O

| paused. Is this reallyE? Can |, should I; who will | be if | follow her? Who am 1 if |
donOt?

OAhhh,0 she said. Olt seems that you are beginning to grasp the complexity of the riddle
that holds you. Are you more or less than what you have done? Are you more or less
than all that you have acquired? Things and titles, your sword and your knighthood; are
you those names and badges, Tam Lin?0



| raised a hand to reach out to her, to beseech her. A thorn tore a spiral in the back of
my hand. | raised my wound to my mouth and tasted my blood. She took a step back
toward me. All | could see were her eyes. All | could feel was her gaze as it fell across
my body. ODo you think of yourself as the names that others call you, sir?0 she asked.
ODo those names and titles tell you more about yourself than the blood that runs within
you?O She whispered, OCall yourself into the moment, Tam Lin. Summon yourself to be
present. Who are you?

OCan you tell me about the man who is before me? The man | see is without castle or
title. He is without horsemen; he is without a horse. He is without parents and
education. Can you tell me about that man, the one who stands before me in this
moment?0

| carefully lifted my finger from the vines that held me. My hand followed. My arm
followed my hand. My elbow bent and, when it did, my shoulder moved. Entrapped by
the rose, | was freer than | had been when my body was held by the armor that | wore
every day. | was freer than | had been when my muscles carried the tension of duty as
rigidly as the armor that | wore. | followed my finger as | reached out to touch her.

There was no truth about me greater than my desire to follow her. There was no
knowledge greater than my knowing that | must be free, no matter the price of freedom.
My upper body moved as | reached out to touch her with a long forgotten freedom that |
had not felt since my long forgotten youth. | was 28 years old when | walked into those
thorns. | put on that armor when | was seven. As a man, | stepped into the freedom of
childhood.

Cynthia Jones founded DianaOs Grove together with Patricia Storm in 1994. Her
unparalleled ability to weave mythology and philosophy into a pattern for community
and personal development is what makes the Mystery School program so unique. She
will be re-telling Jennet and Tam LinOs story throughout 2007.

Why Mythology: The Hero’s Journey
By Cynthia Jones

Story after story, a pattern emerges. An archetype is a pattern; the myth, a blueprint.
Over and over, art reflects nature; myth unravels human nature. Tam Lin is on a heroOs
journey. Jennet is on a heroOs journey. Once you know the pattern, take a second look
at your life. In review, you might say, OSo thatOs what it was. Not a mishap or a moment
of insanity and its following consequences; it was a heroOs journey.O Knowing the steps
will help you recognize the dance.



Seven steps, seven rungs in the labyrinth, the first step is hearing the call. This is not as
simple and straightforward as we might imagine it to be. It might not be a clear
message, an insight filled with direction and purpose. Joseph Campbell says,
OSometimes the adventure begins with a blunder. A blunder, the merest chance reveals
an unsuspected world. Blunders are the result of suppressed desires and conflicts,
ripples on the surface of life produced by unsuspected springs.O

He goes on to say, OThe heraldOs summons may be to live or to die. Whether small or
great, no matter the stage in life, the call rings up the curtain on a mystery of
transfigurationNa rite or moment of spiritual passage, which, when complete, amounts
to a dying and a birth.O

| ask you... A blunder...the merest chance reveals an unsuspected world. Did your
journey begin with a blunder or an uninvited insight? Did your heroOs journey begin by
responding to what you though was a simple task or brief exploration? Fate plays by her
own rules.

The second rung or step is putting our house in order, packing the bags for the journey.
How do we deeply see, acknowledge and respect the world we are leaving? How do we
say goodbye? The immortalist leaves her thought unfinished. Half an idea hangs in the

air. Extended attention reaches for completion. Without conclusion, no one is...,

Free to go on.

The unspoken lies on the threshold. A door left ajar. My soul escapes like a fireOs heat
on a winter day, but that is the price | pay for the comfort of knowing that | travel without
a key to let me into yesterday.

First we end, and then we begin. The third step is the quest, the journey itself. That long
third step holds days, months, even years that fall between the beginning and the apex
of the adventure. The third step is filled with challenge and boredom, with those trials
that let us know who we are, what we stand for, and enable us to change our
perspectives on our strength, limitations and our willingness to strive. If this stage of the
journey doesnOt coax you into being more than you thought you were, it is not a heroOs
journey.

Back to that second step, Tam Lin stands in the vines. Getting his life in order, he is
leaving it all behind. Innana passed through seven gates. At each gate, she gives up a
symbol of her identity and with that symbol, she gives up herself. What seems to be the
heart of the story can be told at any point along the way. King Minos is known for his
blunder, that moment of desire when he decided to keep the bull he promised to
Poseidon and sacrifice another bullNanother very fine bull, but not the most magnificent
bull that he had ever seen. Many a great hero is remembered for the challenges she
faces on the road to herself. We will continue through the labyrinth of the heroOs journey
next month. And, if you see a thread lying across your path as you answer the call to
your destination or your next important meeting, pick it up.



The labyrinth is thoroughly known;
we have only to follow the thread of the hero’s path.

Where we thought to find an abomination,
we will find a God.
Where we have thought to slay another,
we will slay ourselves.
Where we have thought to travel outward,
we will come to the center of our own existence.
And where we thought to be alone,
we will be with all the world.
Joseph Campbell

For CynthiaOsbio, please see Stepping Into the Story in this monthOs magazine.

The Dark and the Wild

By Raven

This month, the Moon Shadows journal asks us to examine what we put behind us. Tam
Lin explains to Jennet that if she is to go with him into the land of Faerie, she must leave
her past behind. OYou canOt bring the past into a world of always now,O he tells her.

Cynthia Jones and Patricia Storm tell a story about Jean Houston. Jean had been hurt
in an accident and was being pressured to give up her dreams. While waiting in a room
by herself, Jean felt a presence telling her to hold on. She was told not to give up; great
things were in her future. She put her injury, and her fear that her dream was lost, into
the past. Much later in her life, she had the experience of going back to that moment
and being the presence in the room that encouraged her younger self to go on. Not long
ago, | too helped my younger self go on.

When | was thirteen, | was filled with pain and self-hatred from a different kind of injury. |
was ready to die. | made a plan and | set my alarm clock to wake myself in the middle of
the night when no one would be around to stop me or save me. My plan was to kill
myself.

| went to bed that night with every intention of only waking one more time. But | woke
before my alarm went off. Now some may say | was dreaming, and perhaps | was. |
woke to the sound of drums deep in the earth and far away. | had never heard drums
like that before. They were like the heartbeat of the earth. At the time, | was terrified. |
thought that | was being called into Hell by the beating of those drums. I lost my nerve. |
didnOt kill myself. | didnOt die that night.



But | did develop a fear of drums. Not rock-and-roll drums but African drums, drums that
could make the sound of the earthOs heartbeat. | was afraid of the vibrations of the
drumbeat in the core of my body. When | felt that beat, | was reminded of my encounter
with death and my fear of what death might hold for me. | felt exposed by the drumbeat.
| think that deep in my psyche | believed those drums could uncover something in me
that | wanted to hide. Over time, and with enough experience with earth-based spiritual
traditions, | got used to the sound of drums playing. | even tried playing a few.

| heard Jean HoustonOs story at a Mystery School Weekend at DianaOs Grove. That
night in ritual we would be asked to send a message to our past selves. | was on the
Initiatory Priestess Path at the time, and was pretty sure that | had a promising future as
a happy and healthy human being. Still I was not sure what to send back to myself to
ensure that | would grow to this place of possibility.

That night when we got to the energy-building part of the ritual, | was embraced by the
most wonderful sound of community | had ever heard: the drums! What was even more
powerful was that | knew that beat and | knew what | needed to do. | danced! And as |
danced | sent that song into the dreams of the thirteen-year-old that | once was. Yes,
the drums may have frightened her, but they were not calling her into Hell. They were
calling her into Life!

My dance with Death did not end with that one ritual. Yet my dance with Life did take up
more of my time. When I think of the darkest moments in my past, | realize that my
struggles grew from a desire to have someone else - anyone else - hold the reins of my
life. OPlease,O | would beg, Omake this decision for me. Be responsible for the failure that
| will become. No, | will not be the one who decides my own destiny!O

Last month, | dedicated myself to Courage. Since then, with some guidance and self-
discovery, | have refined that dedication. | am now dedicated to the Courage to Hold My
Own Power. And since that dedication, | have been able to grab hold of a dream and
work towards its realization.

Would the world have been a bleaker place had | not heard those drums when | was
thirteen? | will never know. Can | contribute to the growth and well-being of the lives |
touch as | hold my own power and nurture my dreams? Yes, | believe so.

As | walk with Jennet through the brambles and the thorns and into the land of Faerie, |
leave behind a past self who refused to be responsible for her own destiny. | emerge a
stronger and more interesting person. | can face my fears and dance with my
possibilities.

What are you leaving in the past, and who will you become without it?

Raven is a Massage Therapist and Massage Therapy Instructor in St. Louis, Missouri. She is part of the
Post Rites Leadership Team at Diana's Grove. She shares her life with two Grove dogs, two pre-teen boys,
a husband and bird.



Ritual Artistry: The Nature of Ecstasy

By River

During one of last monthOs Ritual Conspiracy sessions (the time set aside to talk about
logistics, get grounded in the intention/theme of the ritual, and learn the chant), | talked
about my definition of ecstatic ritual. This is nothing new. | think | mention it at least
once during every Mystery School intensive. However, a recent conversation prompted
me to expand the examples that | tend to use when | present this information.

| usually describe ecstasy as being more present in my body than ever before. I'm
connected to my self, the group, and the workNand completely present to the moment.
(At least, my personal goal is often to move past my internal resistance and defenses to
get there.) This time, however, | mentioned that | believe that ecstasy doesn't
necessarily have to involve physical movement. | have found that trance, even when I'm
sitting still, can be immensely ecstatic, because I'm completely present to my
experience, even though it's subconscious. | believe that ecstasy comes at any time that
| immerse myself in the process of laying new patterns in my soul.

Ecstasy doesn't have to be about dancing wildly or singing at the top of your lungs,
although I'll admit, | really enjoy doing that occasionally! (All right E more than
occasionally.) If you ever do ritual with me in person, youOll discover quickly that IOm
rather kinesthetic. | experience ecstasy in my body before | notice it anywhere else. |
tend to show my joy and connection to spirit with my body and my voice.

Everyone finds ecstasy in her own way. For kinesthetic extroverts like me, ecstasy
might manifest externally. For a visual introvert, ecstasy might come more easily in an
image-rich trance or an opportunity to sit in silence. Both ways are absolutely valid, and
good ecstatic ritual makes room for a number of different ways in which to find that
connection between soul and spirit.

The discussion during that Ritual Conspiracy session was very rich, and one of the
participants asked if | would be willing to write an article about the different ways to
access ecstasy in ritual. | thought that was an excellent idea, so | opened up the
guestion of how people experience ecstatic ritual to the Ritual Arts e-mail discussion list.
The answers were fantastic, and those who contributed offered a much wider
perspective than | ever could have expressed by myself.

| invite you to read the following descriptions of ecstasy, taken directly from our online
discussion, and then reflect on your own experience. What is your own personal
relationship to ecstatic ritual and ecstasy in general? How do you know when youOve
attained it? Through that process of exploration, | hope that you can find your own way
to connect to the magic of life unfolding in ritual, as well as in your daily life.

davis:



When | am totally present, it is at once overwhelming and empowering. It is confusing
and profound. Like the Fool in the Tarot, | am unable to move, and yet | do. | usually cry
when | am approaching one of these experiences, although the deepest of them for me
was unheralded. Unfortunately there is a bit of state-dependent memory involved, so
the deeper | have felt these moments, the harder they are to discuss beyond what
appears as a muddle of images and thoughts and emotions, but at the time was
possessed with awe-full clarity.

Gia:

My personal definition of ecstasyNin relation to this type of workNis when | feel so
puffed up inside that I'm about to burst and run forward with my new insights and
conquer my own life. It's such a great feeling!!! And | do get that a lot from the work and
ritual at the Grove. Ecstatic ritual has turned out to be a really great thingNeven if it's
still scary sometimesNand | feel good about that.

sisalfish:

The ecstatic experience in group ritual often begins to seem to me like a dream I'm in,
with the other ritual participants in it with me. The sacred seems to me to be speaking to
and through us all, sometimes in a more universal way, sometimes in a very particular
way. Part of the ecstasy | feel is in seeing the sacred at work in others, as well as in
myself. Part of the ecstasy is the strong feeling that the sacred has just been waiting for
me to open the way for itNhas been there all along, if | could make a time and place
and frame of mind to hear it. What | find ecstatic about it, above all, is that feeling that
what I'm seeking is seeking me as well.

River Higginbotham:

For me ritual is ecstatic when | am experiencing some really profound or strong
emotions. | sometimes get an intense emotional response from a deep trance. Other
times | have experienced extreme joy in singing a chant with a whole room full of fully
present, excited people. And sometimes | am struck by the sight of another person in
ritual clearly having an emotional response to the momentNcrying for Joy, singing with
total involvement, and even noticing the facilitation of the ritual where the facilitators
themselves are emotionally charged by the process and the total groupOs experience or
response.

Laurie:

| heard that the Grove did "ecstatic ritual" and | was worried. | didn't think I'd fit into or be
fed by that model. My own most ecstatic spiritual moments have generally been deeply
internal (I've actually tended to think of them as instatic)Nabout connection with myself
and the divine within, rather than that "beside myself" sense of connection with the
without, and with the other ritual participants.

What | found was an approach that seems to offer both. The best ritual plans involve
opportunities for internal reflection and external connection, and they have enough
structural safety and context to allow both types of processors to relax into their own
experience. | suspect that the way we use the word "ecstatic," when talking about



Grove-style ritual, is our own community coinageNa focus on the presence and
intensity of the experience, rather than an attempt to locate it exclusively inside or
outside of self.

Shaun:

Being fully present is the thing that feels most ecstatic to me. | also am aware that
outdoor rituals add to my experience. | still have a very vivid memory of an outdoor ritual
at the Grove three years ago in July, where we were singing "Humble Yourself in the
Arms of the Wild" around a fire and it began to slowly rain, and the fire just kept rising.
The alchemy of our faces/bodies across the fire, our voices, the flames rising, the rain
soaking us E was the most ecstatic experience I've had in ritual, probably because of
the very real presence of all of the elements in that time and space.

| thrive on being fully engaged in life, and | just have to quote Mary Oliver from "When
Death Comes":

"When it's over, | want to say: all my life
| was a bride married to amazement.
| was a bridegroom, taking the world into my arms.

When it's over, | don't want to wonder

if I have made of my life something particular, and real.
| don't want to find myself sighing and frightened

or full of argument.

| don't want to end up simply having visited this world."

Ecstatic ritual helps me to engage with and be engaged by life, not just visiting it.

River is a Grove staff member and 8th-year Mystery who hails from Chicago, lllinois. When she's not teaching,
facilitating, or just plain talking about ritual, you'll probably find her solving a crossword puzzle or playing one of her
sixteen or so drums while singing her heart out. Please feel free to contact her at river@dianasgrove.com.

Cornerstone: Stewardship of Self

By Jennifer Wilson

This month, I am examining the Cornerstone of Stewardship of Self, one of the essential
elements of the philosophy of DianaOs Grove. This Cornerstone has as its foundation a
story that Cynthia has told:

OOn two different occasions | have heard the fans and friends of Buckminster Fuller tell
the story of his life. At his darkest hour, he went to Lake Michigan in the middle of the
night with the intention of making the world a better place by leaving it. Rather than
killing himself, at this moment of choice, he was seized by an idea, by a possible



truthNthat he did not own himself. He did not have the right to destroy his body and
talent, his history and his future. He considered the possibility that he was not the owner
of the being he called OI,0 but its steward. This concept became a cornerstone for the
remainder of his life.O

What if you did not belong to yourself, but were the steward of yourself?

Cynthia offers this idea not as fact, but as belief: OThis stone E is not one that | ask you
to accept as a truth, but to work with as a possible foundation for building a different
structure.O

If we are charged with stewarding ourselves, then our task is to ensure that we have
what we need to flourish and thrive, beyond just getting by. This Cornerstone seems to
be deeply linked with Thinking Well of Self, for if we do not think well of ourselves, then
we may be compromised in our ability to be effective Stewards of our physical,
emotional, and spiritual selves.

We can also consider how we steward our talents and gifts, which begins with being

able to acknowledge themNan incredibly unpopular and socially unacceptable thing to

do. Think of all the expressions you know that tell us otherwise: ODonOt toot your own
horn.O ODonOt get a big head.O OShe certainly thinks a lot of herself.O OWho do you think
you are?0

Well, we do need to think about who we are. CynthiaOs favorite definition of talent is
Osomething you can do well that | canOt.0 Sometimes we donOt value our gifts because itOs
just what we do naturallyNthey donOt seem special or extraordinary because they are

just a part of us.

However, our friends can be a valuable resource for holding up a mirror in which we can
clearly see ourselves. As part of my life coach training, | emailed ten people in my life
and asked them to list all of the qualities, skills, and talents that they saw in me. The
responses they sent became one of the greatest gifts IOve received, and | have them
still. 1 challenge you to try this for yourself, even ifNespecially ifNit makes you queasy

to even think about it!

Once we see our gifts and talents clearly, | think we also owe ourselves the freedom to
explore and find new ones. Up until two years ago, the only climbing IOd done was in
trees as a child, or perhaps scrambling around on the large boulders by Lake Michigan.
When a boyfriend asked me to go rock climbing with him, | was scared but willing. |
shook, took a long time, and forgot to breathe, but when | reached the top, | was thrilled
with my sense of accomplishment. Now | am on staff at a climbing gym where | teach
others to climb, and | completed a 1,000 foot climb in Arizona last year. Who knew that |
had a talent, not only for climbing, but also for teaching people who were afraid of
heights to climb and overcome their fear? And | never would have discovered this talent
if 1 hadnOt been willing to risk failing, falling, looking stupid, or not doing it well.



The other premise on which Stewardship of Self is based is that we have talents that
belong to the world, and that if we keep them to ourselves and donOt share them or
develop them, then we are betraying not only ourselves, but also the world into which
we were born. | am reminded of the first school that hired me in 1994. It was an
alternative school for students who didnOt fit into the culture at the high school on the
other side of town, and | realized that it was for the teachers who didnOt fit that world,
either. What | loved about that staff was that the custodian, principal, nurse, secretary,
teacher, cook, and counselor were all part of the team, each with something to give to
the functioning of the school. We never spoke about this way of being because we
didnOt have to. We never had a staff development day to learn how to be this way
because it was just how we were naturally. We all gave of our talents to make the
school a wonderful place for the studentsNand the staffNto thrive.

| think this is a wonderful story with which to understand Stewardship of Self. What if we
were passionate about how we did everything in our day? What if we approached each
action as our gift to the world and as a living prayer? In that smaller world of my school,
it would very much matter if one day the secretary didnOt answer the phone cheerfully
and willingly help anyone who called. If she decided to do so half-heartedly, or only
when she felt like it, or not to do it at all, our world would be lessened in some way. We
would compensate and adjust, and we would survive, but our world wouldnOt be as
wonderful as it could have been.

| will let Rumi have the final word on this Cornerstone:

OLet the beauty we love be what we do. There are hundreds of ways to kneel and kiss
the ground.O

Jennifer Wilson is a Diana’s Grove staff member and founder of New Leaf Coaching and Consulting,
www.newleafcoach.org. She is a teacher, rock climber, mountainbiker, wanderer, writer and nature-lover.
jennifer@dianasgrove.com

Design Your Becoming

by Canyon

Acceptance is the final Childhood Treasure, built by the seven-year-old child. This
month, JennetOs story of becoming asks her to live this paradox: the reality of her
dreamNher beloved, who is captive in the land of FaerieNis apparent only to her. Real
and not real; both are 100% true. She returns from Carter Shay pregnant by one who
does not exist in her world, her familyOs world.

Pregnancy has rules: JennetOs state is evident to others and becomes increasingly
obvious. In her world, pregnancy is proper only inside the safe walls of marriage.
Society, embodied by her father, requests a simple solution: align with the rules. Give
up your dream, Jennet, and marry a man you do not love. That is all we ask. Give up



your dream and settle for something safe.

When young children have built the treasures of Trust, Independence, Faith,
Negotiation, Vision, and Compromise, they have a firm foundation upon which to build
Acceptance. Acceptance is the capacity to live with, to cope with, conflicting realities,
and still hold onto your dreams. JennetOs lover is as real to her as the rose thorn that
scarred her hand, and he is invisible to everyone else. She has faith in a dream; to her
family and friends, she is simply crazy.

How do you embrace a dream in a world that denies its reality? OWell, that seems like a
lot to expect, doesnOt it?0O you may have heard. When othersO stories knock on your
mindOs door at midnight and then, uninvited, move into the guest room, what do you do?
If you are not willing to take the risk of acceptance, then how will you live with societyOs
rules and judgments and still hold onto the magic that is your unique self? Can you, like
Jennet, accept the reality that your most desired dreamsNtrue love, world peace, joy for
allNare only chimeras to everyone but you?

Children can build the treasure of Acceptance when they begin to see the world in a

new way. The magic of a pre-logical world behind them, they begin to find the sense in
what once seemed impossible. The inexorable unfolding that is maturation brings them

the capacity for logic. They finally understand that physical reality operates in some
predictable ways. Only logic can let them see conflicting realities. Six pennies are six,

even if you spread the row out to be longer; it looks like more, but it isnOt. Some people
donOt like you, and that doesnOt mean youOre unlikable. Some people are better than you
at some things, but that doesnOt mean youOre no good.

Some people are better than you at some things, but youOre better at some things than
they are. These appear to be conflicting realities; are they? Can you accept that you
have rank in the groups youOre in, and that it varies? It can be hard to admit that each of
us has rank in a group. But look around a group youOre in and notice, in what arena of
life do you have top rank in this group? Are you the best opera singer, joke writer,
seamstress, martial artist or quarterback in the room? Look again: who has the most
rank when it comes to knowledge of politics, skills as a chef, or physical strength?

Does your sense of your worth respond to the ups and downs of rank in the turning
circle that is life? If you will, make a list of 20 individuals you see in the course of a
routine week. Choose people that you know are quite competent and some you see as
less so, on some scale of rank that is important to you. Now put the list in order, or
make a mental line-up of these people, ranked from highest to lowest.

Where is your rank in this group? Mentally step between the two people with slightly
more rank and slightly less rank than yours. Now step back out and imagine that the line
forms into an outward-facing circle and begins to turn past you. Look into the face of
first one person and then another. First come all those with more rank. As the circle
turns, those with higher and higher rank stand before you, until you come to the person
of the very highest rank.



Suddenly, the next person is of the very lowest rank in this group. As the circle
continues to turn, each subsequent personOs rank increases. The last person with lower
rank than yours steps before you, and then you are back to those who rank higher than

you.

How do you feel as this parade goes by? What are the thoughts in your mind? ItOs easy
to feel like a winner in the presence of the person with lowest rank. ItOs just as easy to
feel worthless in the presence of the highest ranked.

As each person you know comes into your world, you have an opportunity to exercise
acceptance, as an alternative to swinging between deflated and inflated ego. Exercise

of Acceptance might sound like this: OThereis J___. She is better/worse at ABC than |
am. But | am better/worse at XYZ than she is. Both are true, and thatOs not all of who we

are.0

Equality for all in every way is both a dream and a reality, in that we humans are all
much more alike than we are different from each other. Rank is real, and is not real at
all. When rank is seen in the context of a whole person, it becomes an illusion. Its odd
magic holds your attention only when you see it as all of who you are. You are your
rank, and each of us is our rank, and we are more. We are all equal, and we can never
all be equal. Can you live with these paradoxes? Can you accept them?

On Sunday morning of each Mystery School intensive, we will spend an hour
exploring childhoodOs wisdom as it relates to that month's story and themes. Thes
explorations, in community, will enliven and enrich this personal growth work throu

gh

shared experience.

Canyon is a staff member at Diana’s Grove and has been writing for Between the Wordase 2002. Also
known as Dr. L. Carol Scott, she is writing a book about the 7 Childhood Treasures ™. She uses the
wisdom of childhood to help you become who you truly are, who you were intended to be. Learn more about
her work at www.LCarolScott.com.

Journey in Words

By Shaun Perkins

MayOs Mystery School theme is to give to the past that which belongs to the past. The
guestions we could ask now include, What will | put behind me? What fills my day that
no longer serves me? In considering the differences between illusion and illumination, |
thought about one of Beth E. MalchusOs writings from our Journey in Words writing
class. Beth took the fairy tale character of The Witch and wrote the following story about

her.



The Witch

She knocks at my door. | see her through the peephole chewing on her gum. Smacking
bubbles with her cherry-colored lips. WhatOs it this tim& Probably not a cup of sugar, |
think, again looking at her. No, definitely not a cup of sugar.

| swing the door open. OYes, can | help you?O | ask, with a very cool, but polite tone.

OObout time. ArenOt you going to let me in?0 she says, annoyed and demanding then
crossing her arms.

Not by the hair of your chinny chin chin. Oh, how | want to say it! But, no, IOm polite with
manners and decorum thumped into me by my parents long ago. | wouldnOt want to
offend anyone, so | say: OPlease, please come in.O | motion my hand and open the door
with barely enough room for her to get by. She uses her hip to shove the opening wider.

Ol see you havenOt dusted.O Initializing the entrance cadenza with an elegant DUST!,
she saunters into my parlor uninvited. Next, she pushes the newspapers off the couch
into a heap, and then with a thump a book | had been reading falls onto the floor. OOops
sorry, did | lose your place? Geez, itOs so cluttered here,O she says, of course, with an

annoying giggle.

| know what she is doing; itOs happened before. She is digging and searching for my
tender place where she can mock me. | see her eyes roaming. What would it be this
time? Will it be the zit on my chin? My uncombed hair? Dirt under my nails from
gardening? An unfinished knitted hat? Or how about the stack of dishes in the sink?
ODidnOt know you were coming,O | say elegantly.

She does that smiling thing, showing the row of perfect white teeth. Then she looks at
her cinnamon lacquered nails and off-handedly says, OYouOre the one who called me.O

OReally.0

OReally.O She pops a bubble. OMaking all that commotion out in the street, embarrassing.
Tsk. Tsk. You woke up the neighbors.O

OThey never complained.O

She isnOt amused. | can tell by the way her cherry lips are scrunched up, straightening
into a line. Yes, 10d paid attention from our repeated encounters. It is starting. | can see it
setting in on her face: the beginnings of that look which will magically wither and then
crush my spirit. It is a look of disapproval that | havenOt done some specific thing D
something obvious to her but a secret to me. If | donOt watch out, | will soon find myself
as a frog.



IOve paid attention to our inter-dynamics. Yes, IOve focused on our intricate dance steps
from the downbeat of the first note to the ending bow. All have started with my gumption
to follow my dream, but all ending tragically with what she desired for me. She always
leads, never giving me a chance to try out my moves. If | try to command, | become
paralyzed by her tongue of scorn. IOve become fairy-tale enchanted to second guessing
my next step until | throw up my hands in defeat, sometimes without even trying.

Not this time. No dreamy drugged up princess for me. The more | think of it, the more |
am fed up with being zapped by the demoralizing, self-loathing mirror curse.

She flips her orange tinseled hair. OIOm waiting.O One eyebrow rises.

Back to me. She believes | will continue our old witch-like patterns. But, I live in the now
and have found an antidote for her terrible poison - a powerful potion that will set me
free. | have an elixir that will turn her away from me.

Ol don®t have all day.O
Ol love you,O | blurt out.

Her face drains to white. Her mouth drops and lets out a silent banshee scream. Taken
aback by her reaction, | still repeat, Ol love you,O slowly and deliberately, gaining insight
into this newfound power. Her cherry lips turn ashen. | realize | could be as mean as

she is or | could show her empathy and compassion, qualities she never gave me. OYes,
| love you for making me realize my own personal desire,O | continue.

| sit down next to her. OIOm so glad you came over so | could tell you face to face. Yes,
much nicer than having to declare it out on your front stoop.O | pause.

OThank you for teaching me that you arenOt the source of who | am.O | take her limp, icy
hand into my garden-soiled one. Tenderly patting it, | say, Ol found out a secret and |
donOt know how | could have forgotten - | was blessed by another long before you began
your embracing dance with me. | donOt need you.O

She blends into my cherry-printed sofa, and for the first time since IOve known her, she
is unable to speak.

Shaun Perkins, a published author and presenter, offers workshops throughout the year at Diana’s Grove
events and facilitates the Grove’s online writing class. She has presented workshops nationwide, for such
organizations as the National Storytelling Network and the National Association for Poetry Therapy. You can
learn more about her and her work at www.journeyinwords.com




Living the Story

By Raven

At this point in this yearOs Mystery School story, Jennet finds herself pregnant. Her
father asks her to marry a man she doesnOt love. She now stands in a place of doubt.
Her father wants her to have a marriage that he can understand. He wants to give her
what she has lost. Yet she doesnOt see it as a loss. She has found Tam Lin, Omystical
knowingEthe part of her soul that always knew there was more to life than could be
seen.O Like so many women before her, and so many yet to be, she stands between the
community who raised her and the vision of a new world that she can see and touch but
not step into, not yet.

Several women dear to me, such as my mother, grew up in a time and place like
JennetOs, where it was inconceivable to think that a girl could have sex before marriage
and become pregnant. Inconceivable, what a word! Unable to create, unimaginable! |
doubt that there were no girls and boys having sex. And | doubt even more that none of
those girls got pregnant. | know for a fact that at that time, in the 50s and 60s, there
were families in the U.S. who believed that their daughters should marry at 13, and

have children right away.

A girl | took dance classes with moved to Alabama to be married at 15. Her parents said
that they believed her to be old enough to decide for herself. No, she wasnOt pregnant. If
she was, it might have been shameful for her in Northwest Indiana in the 70s. Just ten
years later, | graduated with many young mothers and fathers. In fact, the Queen and
King of my Junior Prom were married and had a baby.

My parents, however, had a different message for me, ODo whatever you want, only
DONOT GET PREGNANT.O | didnOt get pregnant and | look back and see that my parents
meant well. They werenOt saying, OdonOt grow, donOt blossom and bear fruit.O They
wanted college and a career for me. They didnOt want my life to be defined by who |
married, or who | divorced.

| wonder what dreams and expectations JennetOs father had for her? | believe he had
her best interests at heart. Was it too much for him to ask that his daughter give herself
to someone he knew and trusted? | believe he was trying to protect Jennet from his own
worst fears. Perhaps JennetOs father thought he had raised her to have the same
dreams and ideals that he had. Perhaps he was surprised to see her grow beyond his
grasp. | believe he meant well.

The rules of our communities, like those of my parents and those of JennetOs father,
have our best interests at heart. Although making love to Mystery and falling in love with
possibility are both romantic and inspiring endeavors, some may see them as
revolutionary. Was the land of Faerie beyond the imagination of JennetOs community?



Was it a place with different values and different beliefs that they couldnOt understand?

To be fertile, to conceive, to dream and create - this is power. | have read and heard
and said, many times this mystery school year, Othe dream that | am reaching for is
reaching for me.O It takes guts to follow our dreams and still love those people in our
lives who canOt see what we see. It takes courage to conceive or create anything,
anyone. More often than not the Creators, the Dreamers, the Mystics and the
Visionaries are asked to wed themselves to the known, the tried and true, or the safe
route where others can keep an eye on us.

Joseph Campbell says that itOs the artists of today who create tomorrow. Jennet was
pregnant with what? A baby? A dream or a vision? 1tOs easy and mythical to say she
was going to have a baby. She made love to Mystery and a baby was conceived. When

| put myself in JennetOs place, | am pregnant, too, but not with a child. | have two
children and a husband. | am painfully normal and acceptable for the community that |
live in. And yet, through DianaOs Grove, | have made love to Mystery. | have reached for
a dream that reached for me. | will be opening my own massage business soon. | have
listened to my friends and family in the past and second-guessed myself. | have turned
by back on this dream many times.

Right now, this minute, | am pregnant with possibility. | expect my business will have a
life and a direction of its own, just like a child would. | pray that | can hold on through the
many incarnations that | may face in the years to come. Like a mother, | have plans for
my business. | have a business plan, a budget, and a three-year lease. | am birthing
and will be raising a business, a place to find comfort, a place to heal. | must be
committed to nurturing and growing this dream, even when it gets difficult and
frightening. | must hold on.

It would be easy to hold on to my present dreams and expect my business to follow suit.
But perhaps my creation will grow stronger than | could even imagine if it is nurtured
and grown while still keeping the seeds of unimagined possibility healthy and ready to
sprout.

For Raven’s bio, see her column, The Dark and the Whlthis month’s magazine.

Astrology for the Journey: Moon Memory

By Teri Parsley Starnes

OThe Moon E reflects the past, in that it stands as a symbol in the chart for the
container which collects all the day-to-day experiences of our lives. Everything that
happens to us is gathered and held by the Moon. Its sign, position and aspects tell us
the way that gathering takes place.O Darby Costello,;The Astrological Moon



How do you gather the past? As we experience our day-to-day lives, we each select
from all those moments a particular story, a particular way of making sense of those
moments. From the realm of physical realityNwhat is actually happening to meNI

create a myth, a story, which supports my understanding of that reality. The Moon
gathers the past and is an important piece of how | story the world. When | consider the
Moon astrologically, I can uncover patterns from my past that color and shape both my
present and my future. As | uncover those patterns, | am more able to choose what I will
give back to the past and what | will let carry me into my present life.

The Moon represents the first breath of lifeNthe first pattern of energy from which the
rest of life follows. The Moon not only connects us to our own past but to the pasts of
our mothers, our fathers, our families. This memory extends back for generations.
Sometimes this memory feels like an oppressive weight, but can you imagine being
born without this pattern? What would be lost? How would | know how to go forward into
the future? How would | begin to know my power of choice?

You may be thinking OOK, | know my Moon sign, the position or house placement of my
Moon and maybe even some of the aspects that my Moon makes with other planets in
my chart, but how does that tell me about how | gather my past?O Before | can begin to
imagine what the Moon is telling me, it asks me to imagine that often, | am not aware of
what | am doing, why | am reacting the way | am, and what the connecting thread is in
my day-to-day experiences. The Moon is about the unconsciousNa place where | put
away a lot of my past for storage in case | might need it in the future. It takes time and
coaxing to unlock that storage compartment.

A practice of mindfulness and self-observation allows Moon patterns to emerge into
consciousness. Sometimes a crisis, or information given by another, that recurs over
and over and over is the catalyst. Partners are good for that, and so are certain social
situations. My OahaO moment about one of my strong Moon patterns came when | was
traveling in Greece with a group of women I did not know. This group manifested all
kinds of interesting behavior. We were in uncertain circumstances and out of our
comfort zones. | saw us all taking on automatic roles.

| saw myself taking on the role of making sure that every individual was recognized and
listened to. That was my Aquarius Moon asserting itself. My Moon is square to Saturn,
so | also was reacting to what looked like oppressive leadership from the groupOs
guides. My Moon is in the second house, so | tend to rationalize my reactions by
forming guiding values and needing the guiding values to be understood and upheld by
others. | was uncomfortable because our traveling group lacked these values. This
setting and my reactions helped me to see the power of the Moon and the power of the
past to create an impact on my present. | could have played any role in this group
because no one knew me or expected anything from me. Yet, | played out very familiar
roles in this setting.

The Moon relates to what makes us feel comfortable. To explore these patterns, | could
ask: What are my habits around creating personal comfort? Where in the past does this



habit reside? Does this behavior serve my future? Everyone needs his or her Moon.
Everyone needs to find comfort, everyone has an unconscious, and no matter how
much of its contents we uncover, more will be placed in that storage box.

Yet, with the power of discernment and choice, | can make changes to those patterns.
Instead of believing comfort is bad, | can reframe the way | find comfort. For example,
instead of retreating into my head (air Moon) when | am uncertain of myself, | can
choose to create a connection with another. | can also be aware of when to put my
discomfort aside and notice, in the greater pattern around me, that | donOt have to pay
much attention to it.

The Moon shows how we gather the past and, in its monthly cycle, it guides us in giving
the past back to the past. Each month the New Moon shows us how to begin D just as
we began as newborns, we begin with a past all around us. As the Moon waxes, that
past pushes us into the future. What decisions will we make? What reactions will we
have as the light grows and we attempt to break away from that past? The waxing Moon
is a metaphor for increasing consciousness, of our becoming more aware of the
struggle to create a new possibility while tethered to the past. At the Full Moon that
tension is released in illumination, the blossoming of understanding. And then the Moon
begins to wane. As the darkness grows, perhaps the unconscious is fed againNthe
Moon gathers the experiences of the pastN but what also happens is that the past is
consciously evaluated. During the waning Moon, one can begin to discern what serves
and what doesnOt. To prepare for a new cycle, we let go of the light and empty
ourselves. We place the past where it belongs so that the future may take root.

Teri Parsley Starnes delightedly begins her 8th year as a Mystery in 2007. She has been practicing as a
professional astrologer since 1995. She welcomes all your astrology questions and encourages Mysteries to
continue the astrological conversation on Diana's Grove Oracle e-list. Visit her website
www.starsdanceastrology.com to find out more or contact Teri at tpstar@mninter.net

Interview with a Mystery: Kevin Newhall

By River

Whether heOs playing an original composition on the piano, experimenting with a new
recipe in the kitchen, or creating a unique work of art, Kevin Newhall is usually steeped
in the creative process. A resident of Chicago, Kevin takes full advantage of any
opportunity to try something new, and he usually does it with an eye toward personal
growth and awareness. | was so happy that he agreed to be this monthOs interviewee so
the rest of you could get a glimpse into the funny, interesting, and all-around delightful
person that IOve come to know and love. Without further ado, meet Kevin Newhall:
musician, artist, mental health professional, and nowNMystery.

Why did you decide to join Mystery School?



| embraced the idea of my Tarot year card, the Hanged One, and began inviting/noticing
opportunities around me that would foster looking at the universe differently. A whole lot
of opportunities showed up. | felt like a popular teenager choosing her prom date. | like
the smart mysterious types, so | chose Mystery School.

You have a very unique Green Mantle project. Can you tell us about it and why
you chose to express the work in this way?

| play the piano and write compositions and songs. My Green Mantle is to do musical
improvisations with Jennet, Tam Lin, Wildwood, et al. in mind. | made the top of my

piano a kind of altar with some green corduroy fabric and had some left over to cover

the bench and that part where sheet music would sit if | used sheet music. | chose this

as my Green Mantle because | imagine JennetOs state of mind while sewing her mantle
to be a lot like mine while I0m improvising. In both there is creativity, a rhythm of motion,
and a sense of time thatOs different than clock time. | also think of music as being very
mantle-like in that it wraps around me, surrounds and contains me. The improvisations
have turned into musical themes that correlate with the story. IOm developing a collection
with working titles like OSewing in the Tower,O OReaching for the Rose,O and my favorite
working title: ORunning with Skirt Hitched.O

What do you do for a living? How does that work feed you?

| work at a community mental health center in the Rogers Park neighborhood on the

north side of Chicago. The agency serves a diverse population of adults with chronic
psychiatric illness. My title is OGroup Counselor / Expressive Arts Coordinator,O but what

| do there really fits the GroveOs definition of OPriestessO in many ways. In fact, one of the
things | love about my work is that IOm able to use tools IOve learned from Mystery

School and the Reclaiming tradition, just by changing the words. | do a lot of grounding
with people experiencing high anxiety, but | call it Orelaxation visualization.O | start many
of my groups with a Oshared actionO that might look a lot like circle casting to a neo-
pagan. | find that this tool empowers the members who experience symptoms of

paranoia to create their own sense of safety in order to do group work.

My work feeds me in so many ways. | really love humans, and | love using art, music,
drama, movement, and writing. | get to work / play with all these things with some very
human humans, if you know what | mean. 1tOs challenging work, and the salaries in the
field are not fair, but | think the recovery process is beautiful, and | feel privileged to
witness it and support it.

Tell us a bit about your Elemental Dedication. What did you dedicate to, and how
has the process been?

| dedicated to Water. This is the first time IOve dedicated to an element. 1tOs been really
interesting so far. IOve noticed more water imagery in my dreamsNsinks, dark oceans,
misty mountains, etc. Before this dedication, | think my relationship to Water was just
something | took for granted, but now IOm actually looking at that relationship. IOm more



mindful about how it affects me physically when my skin is dry or when | get a headache
from dehydration. IOm more aware of Lake MichiganOs presence in my life. IOve been
taking my showers differently, with more intention, and only using the amount of water |
need for my intention, be it to get clean, minimize body odor, or reduce stress.

How would you define your personal spiritual philosophy? In other words, how
do you access the world / life through your spirituality?

ThatOs a hard question to answer. It reminds me of another reason | was drawn to
Mystery School. | think thereOs so much misrepresentation out there about every

spiritual tradition. So | find it hard to say OIOm a PaganO or OIOm a ChristianO or even Ol
donOt know what | amO without adding on some sort of explanation thatOs really an
apology or a projection of some kind.

So | like that now when 10Om asked to define my spirituality, | can say OIOm a Mystery!O

For River’s bio, please see Ritual Artistirythis month’s magazine.

Mystery’s Light
By Laurie Dietrich

And so young Jennet, in our story and on the Mystery email list, grew up. Ripened.
Became ready to taste the forbidden fruit of the Fairy QueenOs timeless apple trees.

Time. Sometimes Oit takes time for me to embrace the person | am. For me, OtimeO is the
key to so many questions about myself and my path, and the message | keep getting
from time is about change and patience.O

Timelessness. Olt seems to me we can go from bitter to perfectly sweet and ripe
overnight.O

Surrender. OWhen | am frustrated, | will try to think on the fact that all the actions that |

am taking right now are part of the ripening process. | am growing full, deliciously sweet
dreams that will hang heavy on the branch. Try to pick them before they are ready, and
they will not be as satisfying or juicy.O

Acceptance. Ol saw how | was wanting and trying to be someone else, wishing | had
someone else's gifts. The more | felt myself embracing my own nature, my own gifts,
the more | appreciated and valued them. Others can be others; | can be me. | am
ripening into my own unique being.O

Surrender to the intoxication of timelessness. Acceptance of the refining power of time.
Perhaps these are the gifts of that wild place, that borderland between our world, and



the world of dreams?

OWhat's ripening in me is the awareness of time's gifts and how they are shaping and
growing me, shaping and growing me.O

In Carter Shay, between the worlds, Jennet stepped into time and stopped it. She fell in
love.

OFor me love is a deep mystery of great paradox. It is buried in cycles and rhythms that
disappear as | discover them. It is like the sun. If | pursue it, it disappears beyond the
horizon. Once | give up on it in that long dark night, it sneaks up behind me and returns
again. And it stays for a day or a season or a lifetime, only to go again, bidden or
unbidden. Its nature is change for me. It demands change and is always changing.O

The Fairy Queen agrees. Oenothera (the archetypes speak too, on our list) wrote, C)Oply
where there is time can there be change, growth, becoming. Time is what transforms.O

But Love? OCan you love when the only promise life offers you is change?O she asks.
OYou will change. The ones you love will change. Every single thing that each of you
touches and that touches you will change. Can you love with the tick-tock of change as
your constant music?0

OHow? How do you do it?0

Defiantly. OMy love does not change; and there is a part of myself that does not change.
It is the part that someone who knew me as a newborn would still recognize today. Life,
for humans, is a continual process of change. | go on living as a human being, destined
to undergo the ultimate mysterious changeNdeath.O

Courageously. OTwo years ago, | had an opportunity to walk with death. Made me more
withdrawn. More spiritual. More tearful about watching spring. You can die any second,
each day you are one day closer to deathNwhat would that be if you didn't love?O

Resignedly. OSince change is all we know, we MUST love in the midst of
impermanence, or else forego love altogether. Whenever one enters into a relationship,
it is with the knowing, conscious or not, that all parties WILL change. Whether | call that
betrayal, or death, or the birth of a child, or the winning of the lottery, it is a break in the
pattern, a change. | am no longer who | was, so any relationship of which | am a part
has also changed.O

Ecstatically. Ol think that humans were created to love within change so that we'd

have a reason to grow and evolve, and find full Selfhood, even in close relation with
another. | think that we are all divine deep down inside, and that we can eventually grow
to the point where we become that light. By learning the joy of loving another person,
even through change and disagreements and problems, we can learn to bear this light
more effectively.O



Learn. Learning. Knowledge. When Tam Lin came to Faerie, Oenothera asked him,
OCan you leave your wounds and bring the knowledge that pain has given you?0O

Can Jennet? Can we?

OSafe in my Tower, | ponder the mysteries of love/attraction. Can | shelve my fears and
past romantic failures/heartbreaks and try again?O

Ol wonder what it is about my past, maybe what it is about being human in general, that
makes it so hard for me to keep being open to change. And | notice that | am so much
more open and flowing with it than | used to be. Part of that opening has got to be
around experienceNjust my continual life experiences that validate the necessity of
change in me.O

OWhen | was younger, the pain of the potential loss was unbearable, and that led me to
withhold my love. Perhaps at some point | came to understand that blocking the pain
blocked my joy as well. If | wanted to experience the joy, | had to accept the pain. Life
taught me that.O

Ol open my heart, knowing | will suffer. How? | don't know. Sheer will and Grace.
Why? Because it is how | wish to live my life, how | want to be in the world. Open-
hearted. Fully feeling, fully receiving, fully giving.O

Ripening. Grown and shaped by Time, Change, and Death. Ready, finally, to hold that
paradox? To hold out a hand and promise unchanging love, in that timeless place
between the worlds, with our feet on the ground, the ground that knows the truth of our
own ephemeral nature? Time, Change, and Death. Maybe Love is how we answer the
challenge of them all.

Laurie Dietrich is (among other things) a freelance writer and editor living in San Antonio, Texas. A fourth-year
Mystery and sometimes over-enthusiastic volunteer, she has too many pets, not enough silence, and just the right
amount of challenge in her life.

Stewarding the Land

By Patricia Storm

April 20 - 22 was our first Stewardship Weekend of the year. We had a fine turnout and
lovely April weather. Our goals for the weekend included working in community to do
hands-on projects that required creative thinking and teamwork. We also had some time
to discuss how working in community challenged and inspired us.

We began our weekend by cleaning up our campground, gathering sticks and building
some marvelous bonfires. In the evening we toasted marshmallows and remembered



other campfires and camping experiences.

One group installed a dog door in a storm door - a project that involved thinking outside
the box, or outside of the directions on the box anyway. Another group installed that
storm door in one of the residential cabins, allowing dogs to come and go and learn how
to use a dog door.

A second project involved construction of a wooden partial fence - what we call a OstileO
- a two-sided mini-fence installed inside a dog kennel to allow a person to enter the
kennel and close the door behind them before the dogs escape into the wild. On this
project some people learned to use a circular saw and cordless drill for the first time.

We hope these kinds of skills can be taken home for use on small projects around the
house.

There was also quite a bit of beautification and land improvement going on during the
weekend. Dozens of trees were planted to provide future shade as well as nuts for
harvesting and for wild animals and birds. Several people worked on the gardens,
planting strawberries, blueberries, and blackberries. We also transplanted some native
plants.

Many people helped create the fine meals we shared. We had some excellent
discussions on living in community. There were opportunities to walk the land and learn
about plants and animals that live here. We also had an opportunity to experience and
learn some fire-spinning thanks to Charles and Meghan.

| am sincerely thankful for those of you who attend these weekends. | truly enjoy
sharing Ohome-grownO knowledge and having the many hands of help that make some
projects possible. Living in community is a blessing and a challenge. | am often grateful
for both.

Patricia Storm is one of the co-founders of Diana's Grove, and is famous for being as comfortable on a
tractor as she is playing frame drum. (Both of which she does extremely well!) She has been instrumental in
developing the Stewardship Path program, which is a key part of Mystery School 2007. For more
information on how you can be a part this work, visit www.dianasgrove.com or contact Patricia at
patricia@dianasgrove.com.



One of the GroveOs favorite dogs ever will speak in this space all year, giving her unique
perspective on the Ballad of Tam Lin and other topics that catch her attention.

Skippy Speaks: The True Shamans

By Skippy

So this is the month of revealing inner truths, eh? Oh, boy, weOve been waiting for this
opportunity! We dogs, that is. We have decided that it is time for you Mysteries to learn
the real secret of DianaOs Grove. As you read this dog-ly epistle, the most profound
knowledge of the highest inner circle will be revealed to you. DonOt be deceived by its
sheer audacity. 1tOs all true!

Those of you who have been fortunate enough to actually meet the canine pack at
DianaOs Grove may already have an inkling of what | am about to reveal. For the rest of
you it may come as a shock. The truth isNa chorus of cascading barks, pleaseNwe
dogs teach the magic here. You may have thought that the people of the Grove have
taken in dogs out of the goodness of their hearts. Not exactly. Actually, we have been
carefully chosen, and sent to teach your teachers, and so to teach all of you. Is it really
so hard to believe?

Ultimately, we are that which you are seeking. No, no, not the long tails and expressive
ears, although they are wonderful. That is a subject for another time, when | will discuss
OReincarnation: Clever Choices.O Now weOre discussing OCanine Shamans: The Best-
Kept Secret.O What credentials, you ask, do we possess for this lofty position? Easy. We
are the instinctive nature of Nature. We are spontaneous, playful, completely real and
ourselves. We ask for what we want, and easily move on to doing something else if we
donOt get it. Life is our playground. We live our mythic selves without hesitation. We love
without judgment and we accept affection and love as exactly what we deserve. We are
wisdom without past, we are nobility without pedigree. We can respect danger without a
need to keep our wounds. Now | ask you, isnOt this what Mystery School is all about?
Oh, I know, | know there are a few other bits and pieces, but those are mostly icing on
the bone.

So, now you know the real truth. WhatOs that? YouOre not sure about some dog-ly habits,
and our hierarchical pack structure? Well, you know most esoteric groups hide their
treasures from the uninitiated. If we didnOt, the whole world would be trying to move to
Bunker. WeOre just not sure that Bunker is ready for that kind of fame. So until that time
we, the true shamans of DianaOs Grove, will continue to work undercover, and we hope
that you, our disciples, may learn to live our magic.

Oh, and good luck with the squirrel hunting part!



Lonely Hearts:
Love heals—the rescuing continues . . .

By Cynthia Jones

Constance brought three puppies home today. Yellow labs with amber eyes and liver
colored noses; both Mom and Dad were pure-bred, registered dogs. Mom had eleven
pups, six lived. Two died shortly after birth, three were lost to that unexpected April cold.
The dog house wasnOt big enough for all the pups. The owner sold three of the pups and
we have three. Whether you buy a pup from the breeder or adopt one from us, the
rescuing continues. Our pups will go to their new homes after two shots, worming and at
least two weeks in a clean pen. They will be cared for, adored and socialized, through
lots of attention from lots of dogs and people. No matter what we do, after you adopt,
the rescuing continues. You hold a life in your arms. Your pup needs attention, exercise,
guality dog food, love and time. Will you give these treasures to a pup? Will you give
them to a dog with a past?

Abandoned, unwanted, loved by someone who doesnOt have the time to care for them,
the dogs that come to us have a past. Sometimes | love them even more because they
have the spirit to overcome their adversities and the generosity to forgive me for what
others have done. Sometimes, | love them even more because they are willing to heal.
Did you know that a dog that lives in a crate and doesnOt get time outside and proper
exercise will lose her coat? A mom with pups needs extra nutrition to regain her health
and vitality. Dogs that havenOt been spayed are likely to have two litters a year, every
year. Sassy was a young Border Collie when she came to us with her litter of ten. She
was 2-_ years old and had birthed 22 pups in her short life. She slept in the closet for
two months and three weeks. On the third day of the fourth week, she finally was rested
enough to want to go out and play. The rescuing continues.

Most of our dogs get their fine attitude back in a matter of days; some take weeks.
Some never recover what they experience at the hands of their owners. We have our
group of un-place-able dogs, dogs who might find a home with the rare person who is
dedicated to undoing what someone else has done. The rescuing continues.

All of the dogs that we release for adoption are, to the best of our knowledge, in good
health. And most of the dogs that we adopt are not as strong and healthy as well-cared-
for family companions. But in six months, if the rescuing continues, they will be well-
cared-for family companions. Strong and healthy, shiny coats; their teeth improve with a
diet of quality dry food and plenty of exercise. Stress-related illnesses no longer lacerate
their skin and dull their coats and spirits.

Stress weakens a dog. An unhappy dog is a stressed dog. A dog that is forced to live a
life in the prison of a lonely pen or spend its days in a crate is no happier than you



would be in the same situation. A dog on a chain is not only denied freedom, she lives
in fear. Other dogs can come attack her. Neighborhood children tease and throw
stones. She canOt run away; she cannot defend herself. Chained dogs are illegal in
countries that value the quality of an animalOs life, and in many United States
communities. It is illegal not only because of the cruelty to the dog but because a
chained dogOs frustration and fear increase incidents of aggression.

Attention, exercise, good food, love and time . . . we can give them everything but time.
Sure, we give them a month, two months, six months, as long as it takes, and we have
noticed that it takes six months for a dog to become fully herself. Often that self is a self
that she has never been. After six months of exercise, quality food and care, a dog is
less likely to get the cough that is going around, his bones are stronger, the confirmation
of his feet changes. The tendons become strong as malnutrition fades away.

Of course, rehabilitation is also emotional and social. We have a group of three-day

dogs with us right now. Wonderful dogs, beautiful dogs, pure-bred dogs. All three were
raised by breeders. Porter is a Cocker-Bichon mix. Bichons donOt shed; Porter is a shed-
less Cocker.

At a year, it was clear that he just wasnOt as interested in the girls as his owner hoped
he would be. When she asked us to take him, she said he was a very friendly dog . . .
and he is. He danced with excitement when | talked to him, but he ran away if | tried to
touch him. It seems that the people in his life werenOt as friendly as he was. So excited
and so afraid; in three days, Porter wants to be at my side, sit at my feet, and sleep with
me in bed. His new person will have to give him his three days of hesitation. Day by
day, Porter will heal. He will become more confident, more himself. He might always be
shy with strangers and he might forget that he was ever afraid. Time will tell and time
will heal. After you adopt, the rescuing continues.

All donations to the DianaOs Grove Dog Rescue are tax-deductible. For more details or
adoption information, please contact Constance Fleming at 573-689-2029, or email her
at Constance@dianasgrove.com. To see photos and descriptions of dogs that are
available for adoption, please visit www.takeafriendhome.org.

Thank you for helping us Give Life a Chance!

Cynthia Jones co-founded Diana’s 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 operation
along with Constance Fleming.



