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Stepping into the Story
By Cynthia Jones

Trapped in Faerie, Tam Lin speaks: Pushing against the wall between the worlds,
pushing against that hard, clear, invisible divide that held me in one world and Jennet in
another, I could sense Jennet. She was in the world beside me. I couldnÕt see her, but I
could feel her. I knew her hand paused as she reached for the herb. I felt her stop. I
heard her listen. Hope.

My betrayal was never real; my love was always real. ÒJennet, listen. I only turned
around for a moment. When I turned back, three months had passed.Ó

A breeze, sounds in its wake, bells and distant music: I listened. I listened. Fragments of
voices. I could hear the melody of Oenothera speaking. A resonate, deeper tone
replied. But what? What were they saying?

ÒMagic has it price, you know,Ó I heard a woman say. Her voice jingled like tiny bells.
She said Òsacrifice.Ó The deeper voice replied, ÒEvery seven years.Ó Then, the woman--
was it Oenothera?--said my name. Snatches of conversation drifted on the edge of my
hearing. I couldnÕt be sure what they were saying, but I knew the conversation was
about me.

*

Trapped in the world of her grief, Jennet pulls the bitter herb that will send her unborn
child back to the world of dreams and possibilities: A breeze picked up behind me.  It
pushed me. It bid me leave Carter Shay. It changed the texture of the day. Its light touch
reminded me of innocence, of a time when hope and possibility were both true. I could
hear voices in the wind. Voices. Tam LinÕs voice? Do you think that I heard his voice in
that dancing air? I did not.  Voices. Did I hear the goddesses and gods whispering in the
wind, or did I hear the voice of that fateful Faerie Queen and her newest consort? I donÕt
know.

Tam Lin was to be a sacrifice. I donÕt have time to indulge in doubt. It doesnÕt matter if I
am right or wrong. They said a dream must die. I can give up my belief in love or I can
give up my belief in betrayal. I have to sacrifice one point of view. I have to sacrifice one



truth, one reality, one way of telling the story.

I donÕt know what will happen next. I can believe in hope.  I can believe in things I say
that call fear to me. I can wrap my life around the perception that I am a fool who
believes in love, a fool who believes that her lover is lost in a world without time.  Or, I
can live my life as a fool who is true to her pain, bitterness and eternal vigilance.  Either
way, IÕll be a fool. Truth . . . wise men and scholars have debated truth for centuries; I
donÕt have the time.  Choice not truth will write my story.

The history of the world, the history of our individual worlds, stories of what was and
what is: We stack our perceptions as if they were facts--proof upon proof--to make a
case for reality. One truth can change all truths. One perception can change all
perceptions. A flat world becomes round. Stars stop mid-course; they give up their
fixation on the earth and begin to move around the sun.

It is all an illusion, so choose your illusions wisely. Choose illusions that are worth your
life.

Cynthia Jones  founded DianaÕs 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 LinÕs story throughout 2007.

Living the Story: Dream’s Savior
By Canyon

At this point in our story of Jennet and Tam Lin, JennetÕs hopes and fears are so salient,
so obvious. She is with child but without husband. Jennet yearns and reaches for Tam
Lin and we see shining from her eyes her hopes that she will be reunited with her
missing love. We see her fears in the leaves and root of the bitter herb beside her, just
dropped from shaking fingers. LifeÕs yearning for the dream is so saturated with hopes
and fears that we cannot miss seeing them.

As you hope for your dream to come true, is your yearning heart visible in your face, in
your eyes, in your reaching arms? Your fears, too, can we see them? Do their edges
show as etched shadows in that same face, those same eyes? Is your doubt making
those reaching arms tremble and pull back, just a bit? The hopes and fears of the
dreamer are almost predictable, arenÕt they?

But what about the dream? Tam LinÕs hopes and fears are what I think of now. Poor
Tam Lin. He is but a dream and Jennet must save him. DoesnÕt he hope? DoesnÕt he
fear? She must pull him from a place of mist into life, that breathing, burning, crying
world of reality. He must trust her to do a mighty job for him. He must rely upon her to



grab his hand and hold on, hold on. He must count on her to save him, for life is the
dreamÕs only savior.

Have you ever lived in the expectation that someone, something would be your savior? I
know I have. Oh, so many times I have been Tam Lin. I have shouted to life from the
mists, ÒI will be yours, truly I will. All you must do is save me.Ó I have said, ÒFinally, this
will be the one.Ó The lover, the job, the therapist, the community, the drug; this will be
what brings me fully into life. When I have thisÑthis car, this body size, this house, this
positionÑthen I will be ready, at long last, to live. What have you believed would save
you from a dream of life, and pull you into Real Life?

And as Tam Lin, dreaming of life and waiting for a savior, I felt hopes and fears. DidnÕt
you? My hopes and fears pulled at my feet. ÒStep away,Ó quaked Fear, tugging at my
heels. ÒJump in!Ó warbled Hope, lifting me to my toes. My hopes and fears whispered
confidences into the ears of my heart. Hope whispered, ÒTrust in this one thing, this one
person, this one way, this oneÉ, and you will be saved.Ó ÒYouÕve trusted before and
been betrayed,Ó whined Fear.

Each time that I have dreamed of the day I would fully step into the life I was meant to
live, I have looked at the long line of saviors behind meÑthe ones that did not save me
after allÑand I have feared. I have looked at the saviors still before me and I have
hoped. Now and in the future, each time I find myself feeling that I am a only a dream
and that Real Life is beyond me, how will I know whether the savior I see, just beyond
the veil of mist, is the one? How will I know that this change is the one that can end my
time of dream? How will you?

IÕll tell you what I think: maybe there is no savior. Maybe there is no one thing that will
make me fully ready for life. No way of looking, no relationship, no form of status can
pull me into my Real Life. Maybe the way to stop being a dream of life and to be fully
alive is simply to wake up.

HereÕs what IÕd like to say to the dream, as it stands in the mist, hoping to be pulled into
life. HereÕs what IÕd like to say to myself, whenever I fear that some new savior will not
prove up to the task of bringing me into life. IÕd like to gently shake dreamÕs sleeping
shoulder; IÕd like to touch my sleeping self and whisper, ÒWake up, Tam Lin, wake up.Ó

And waking, I see that I am not the dream. I am reality. I am in my Real Life now, and
now, and now. As John Lennon wrote, ÒLife is what happens to you while youÕre busy
making other plans.Ó When I wake from the dream of planning for the perfect life, I find
that my life is already here. Life is the work I do, the family and friends I love. It is the
shifting sunlight and shadow of the trees that surround me. It is the sleeping dog at my
feet. Life is my thoughts, my intentions, my feelings, my actions.

When I wake, I see that am not the dream of what my life could be. I am the life and I
am the one who has the dream. I am the one who brings work and love and thought and
intention together for manifestation. I am the dreamer who lives my Real Life now, in



service to a Big Dream. I forget my dreams of having the right body or right house or
right lover. When I wake up, I Change the World.

Canyon  is a staff member at DianaÕs Grove and has been writing for Between the
Worlds since 2002. Also known as Dr. L. Carol Scott, she is writing a book about the 7
Childhood Treasures ª. 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.

Why Mythology?
By Cynthia Jones

The word myth invokes a sense of fiction, of fantasy, of old tales of gods and
goddesses. My 1928 dictionary definition of myth agrees. It defines myth as a story, the
origins of which have been forgotten, that ostensibly relates historical events, which are
usually of such character as to serve to explain some practice, belief, institution or
natural phenomenon.

Myths are stories that help us make sense of the world. They are parables that speak of
things eternal in a way that enables those of us bound by time to understand the
mysteries. Prometheus steals fire from the gods: That is how we came to own the
flame. But the story goes on. Was it told by a forgotten storyteller? Was she asked at
the end of a long rainy season while the village huddled close together: How do we get
fire to warm our hearths? How do we tame this power and convince it to serve us?

Did she tell us about two brothers and how Epimetheus made all of the creatures on the
earth? One by one, kind by kind, he set them down, gave them a gift and sent them off
to roam the earth. While Epimetheus filled the forests, streams and deserts,
Prometheus worked on just one tiny set of beings. He wanted them to be perfect, to--the
story says--look just like him, just like the gods and goddesses. It sounds a little vain to
me, but nonetheless, when Prometheus set his creation down, there were no gifts left
for his fragile little creations.

The warm furry coats were all gone. Speed had been given to the deer, the gazelle, and
the greyhound. A wolf's keen sense of smell, the sharp eyes of a bird of prey, the power
of the lion, the dog's innate loyalty, a fish's ability to breathe underwater: These gifts
were all gone. There was nothing left for the human. Sad and eager to care for his
creation, Prometheus stole fire from the Gods and gave it to his humans, a crime that
he paid for dearly.

Myths illuminate not only how we got fire, but also who we are in relationship to all other
living creatures. Myths are the stories that consciousness stands on. StorytellersÑeach
of usÑbring the characters of myth to life, and these characters inform our beliefs,



practices, and institutions. They explain our actions and our actions explain them. We
make sense of our lives through myth, and story makes sense of us for the questioning
universe.

For CynthiaÕs bio, please see Stepping Into the Story in this monthÕs magazine.

The Dark and the Wild: Hopes and Fears,
Truth and Honesty

By Raven

Jennet stands in Carter Shay. She wishes for a sign that Tam Lin is real. She finally
hears his voice, and that he is in need of saving. I wonder what she might be feeling
about this man, this dream.

In the meantime, Tam Lin stands in Faerie listening to bits and pieces of conversation
and surmising that they foretell his death. Does he doubt his judgment at this time?
Does he wonder if he is really a human trapped in Faerie, or a dream about to be given
up on?

I often stand in doubt of my next move. Should I trust the dream or turn away? Am I
really who I believe myself to be or am I imagining that I am behaving well and living in
kindness?

When have you questioned yourself? When have you questioned your perspective and
your beliefs around who you are and what you stand for? How does it feel to doubt a
dream?

When I stand in JennetÕs place, I hear the call of my integrity - a place of hope for my
best self. If I believe that Tam Lin is a man, and the father of my child, then I question
my judgment and my commitment to this person. When I believe him to be a dream, I
fear my commitment.

There have been several key points in my life when I needed to stand by a commitment
to a person or to a dream. I remember my wedding day. I felt nauseated with fear. And
yet I knew a commitment so deep to the man I married that even today, after many hard
times and difficult decisions, I would not walk away. One of those hard times was when I
chose to return to school to become a massage therapist. My husband was against this
change in our lives, and it would have been so much easier for me to walk away from
the dream of going to school than it was to stand my ground and follow through with my
plans.

When I check in with myself before turning away from a commitment, my integrity often



whispers in my ear the questions that I need to answer. Is this what you really want? If
so, why would you walk away? Do you want to abandon hope because of fear? If so,
will you think for a moment? What do you want to feed in your life - your hope or your
fear?

When I stand in Tam LinÕs shoes I am reminded of my many doubts around who I am
and how others see me. Many years ago I began treatment for depression. I have taken
several different medications, some at the same time. Many have worked and some
havenÕt. The result is that I often mistrust myself. I question my own reactions and
emotions based on my experiences of being depressed, sick, or medicated. My mistrust
is aimed at myself, but when I canÕt trust and label my own emotions I have trouble
trusting others as well.

Fears speak loudly in my life. Often I feel well and believe that I am behaving well.
However, I hear the message from others that I am behaving badly. At those times the
ones that I love worry about my emotional health. There are times when I believe that I
am acting from my authentic self, and I hear the message that I am being unkind and
behaving badly. At those times I wonder if I should trust my own definition of authenticity
or try another medication to make me more likeable. Have you ever been faced with a
doubt so deep that you didnÕt know where to turn for truth?

I want hope to speak in my life. I want to live from a place of kindness that is authentic. I
want to be able to discern honesty from anger, and kindness from hurt. I value
relationship, even when my fears tell me to hide from people. If Hope were to speak
louder than Fear, I would relate, communicate, and commune with those I love and
those I meet within my days.

I stand in both Jennet and Tam LinÕs places of doubt, fear, and indecision, and my
decisions are based on my values. Is taking this action or acting in this way in support of
the values I have dedicated my life to? Do I follow through with this dream because I
said I would? Is this dream worthy of the risk I am taking? Am I making these choices
based on my hopes or my fears?

When reaching for a dream, what do you notice more in your life Ð Hope or Fear? Are
their voices balanced? Or does one speak more loudly than the other?

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: Hopes and Fears … but
mostly Fears
By River

I have a very strong sense of "I don't know what I'm doing" with pretty much all aspects
of ritual, and so my measure of success involves not inadvertently saying something
wildly offensive or inane. Talk about setting the bar high for myself, eh?
ÑJason Frey, first-year Mystery from Chicago, IL

This month we are exploring the position of ÒHopes and FearsÓ in the Celtic Cross.
Usually, I find this to be one of the most enlightening positions in this particular Tarot
spread. Whenever I give a reading, often I find that the thing my client fears the most is
in direct relationship with the thing they desire the most. IÕll hear statements such as,
ÒIÕve been wanting to go into business for myself for years, but IÕm scared that IÕll lose all
my money and wonÕt be able to support my family,Ó or ÒItÕs a nice dream for other people
to have. I just donÕt see it happening for me in this lifetime.Ó

As a Ritual Arts mentor, I see so many people go through some of the same thought
processes when it comes to facilitating ritual. IÕve seen some people be so afraid of
saying or doing the Òwrong thingÓ in sacred space, even to the extent of not saying
anything at all for fear of ruining the experience for the group. I have been that person
more than once, particularly when I was first starting out.

Most of us have heard the statistic that when given the choice between public speaking
or death, a surprising majority would choose death. IÕm one of those strange people that
actually enjoys speaking in front of a group, so I find this statistic a little difficult to
comprehend. But when I add speaking or stepping out into the circle during a ritual to
the equation, I get it. Suddenly, IÕm not just speaking to a group; IÕm now responsible for
my impact on a participantÕs subconscious. I am now concerned with building sacred
community in a way thatÕs inclusive and honors my values. And then thereÕs the icing on
the cake: I am now acting as the public face of my spirituality. For someone who has
never experienced Earth-based ritual before (or even those who have), IÕm now that
personÕs archetype of what it means to be Pagan.

IÕm not trying to discount the fears that come with public speaking at a meeting or
conference. I just find that mythic space (the exaggerated state that often happens
when doing ritual of any kind) tends to make everything largerÑincluding the sense of
how much this work matters. With that kind of responsibility riding on my shoulders, why
even bother? Why even open my mouth, for fear that the wrong thing will spill out? Why
even attempt to step into the circle and create an experience for a group of people who
may not even know me? I think the answer lies within the fear itself: because it matters.

I recently taught a class in which most of the participants were familiar with the style of



organic, inclusive, community-focused ritual that we do at Mystery School. There was
one participant, however, that came from a tradition that was more structure-focused,
meaning that the form was scripted, the language more directive, and it was based on a
model where a high priest and priestess act as the sole facilitators. Her goal in taking
the class was not to abandon her tradition or ritual form, but rather to enhance it by
expanding her knowledge of other forms (which is something that I recommend
everyone do!). I loved having her in the class for that very reason. She had no
assumptions about the style of ritual I was teaching, and so she asked some fabulous
questions about intention and purpose.

One of the best moments came at the end of the workshop, when the class was
challenged to put together a ritual using the tools and concepts weÕd been working with
all weekend. This participant was on the team leading the trance, and her co-facilitators
were doing their best to explain inclusive language that focused on open imagery, rather
than a directive journey that was predetermined by the facilitator. ItÕs not something that
comes naturally to most people, so understandably, she got very frustrated by the
process. In the feedback session following the ritual, she said that she was so worried
about what she ÒcouldnÕtÓ say that she had a hard time saying anything at all!

This mirrors my experience of first learning trance language, or really, learning how to
do any speaking part in ritual. I was terrified of saying something wrong, which to me
meant looking incompetent and silly. I would often compensate for this by speaking so
quietly that I couldnÕt be heard, or by closing my eyes while I was in the center (perhaps
subconsciously thinking that if I canÕt see you, you canÕt see me). After a great deal of
feedback and practice, I was finally able to get up enough courage to speak from the
heart, project effectively, and keep my eyes open.

What I learned is that if IÕve set up everything else in the ritual to be safe, modeled
choice and self-responsibility, and delivered on what IÕve promised, even if that is as
simple as starting the ritual at the time I advertised, then chances are that if I say one
directive statement in a trance, itÕs not the end of the world. IÕve learned to trust people
to take care of themselves in ritual. And IÕve learned to trust myself enough that when I
make a mistake, it becomes a learning experience rather than the end of my career as a
priestess.

The motto for my Rites of Passage team in 2002 (which also continues to be my
personal magical motto) was ÒAct with all your heart and give the outcome to the gods.Ó
In other words, if I believe that ritual matters, rather than giving into my fear of saying or
doing the wrong thing, I can take that energy and focus it towards speaking from my
heart. I can let the group see a little bit of my vulnerability while still serving the overall
intention, and thus deepen the experience for everyone. I believe that giving into my
heart rather than my fear will always serve, especially when IÕm connected to the part of
me that wants to honor the ritual and the community that has gathered to do this work.

So go out there! Give yourself permission to move past your fears, and speak from a
place of service to your values. Then, be willing to be in conversation with your peers



and mentors about what worked and what could be improved. The point is, donÕt let
your fear of saying the wrong thing keep you from saying anything at all, or saying it so
quietly that the rest of the room canÕt benefit from it anyhow. If ritual matters, and ritual
canÕt happen without you, then let yourself matter by allowing yourself to be seen and
heard. The level of confidence you show, regardless of whether or not what comes out
of your mouth was what you planned to say, will make all the difference in the world.

River is a Grove staff member and 8th-year Mystery who hails from Chicago, Illinois. 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.

Mystery’s Light
By Laurie Dietrich

As the long summer of doubt continues, as Tam Lin struggles to find his way back to
Jennet, as Jennet struggles to keep faith with him, the Mystery School community
struggles too. We gather together to tell stories of loss and grief. We remind ourselves,
with our stories, that there can be healing and hope, growth and gifts at the end of the
darkest journeys.

ÒI've made many choices born of grief, both good and bad, and have learned many
lessons that grief had to teach me. I'm there again. Once again I feel naked and
vulnerable. I choose not to waste this pain, but to simply accept it and hopefully grow
from it. Learn from my past choices born of grief and make better ones this go-round.Ó

ÒI truly lost myself for a time. It's been a long struggle back to the road I started on.
Small changes seemed like major metamorphoses. Like shedding a skin or building a
cocoon and then releasing myself from it, I grew. I faced my challenges and I grew and I
healed from the pain of thinking that I needed to be someone besides myself in order for
others to love me.Ó

ÒSeeking to find myself, I tried to run from myself. But wherever I go, there I am. I
lugged my baggage of dis-ease and dys-function across the country and went on losing
my sense of self in a new place. It took me years to find the community that would bring
the rewards, the sacred support, the healing. The dark night was long indeed. I had to
see that it wasn't just the familiar faces and places that kept me sickened and lost. I had
to see that the unworkable life followed me everywhere, until I was ready to face it, heal
it, and fix its broken heart.Ó

ÒI was forced to confront some things that I had been willfully ignoring for so many
years, and confront the dark corners of my mind where these things dwelled. I needed
to release the pain of all of these situations, to make the wound sacred. Being
emotionally and spiritually demolished by these experiences really let the rituals and the



sincere community experiences at the Grove allow me to slowly start rebuilding myself. I
have never been more at peace with myself and my journey.Ó

ÒAfter my divorce, I felt incredibly guilty, a failure, and desolate. I made a bargain with
the Universe that I would not pass judgment on my life until I had completed one major
project that many had deemed impossible for me to accomplish. Working on that project
has made me whole again.Ó

ÒI was walking on the beach alone, in the early morning, and I started weeping, full of
loss, fear that I was not going to make it, and desolation. Gradually, I began to hear the
calming sound of the waves and feel the comfort of the ocean breeze on my body, I
began to feel the warmth of the early morning sun on my shoulders, and I looked up and
before me was the most beautiful vision. There, alone, elegant in her beauty was a
white egret, looking at me. I was transfixed, feeling her beauty, her strength and her
aloneness. I felt ÔYes, I am alone for the first time in my life, and I also am beautiful and I
also have strength and I will find the courage to walk through these dark times.ÕÓ

ÒI faced living on without him. Making that choice of releasing him to his own destiny
was the greatest act of love and the hardest choice I ever made. And then the
community saved his life and mine. Our people gathered around us. We both believe
that the healing sent and given strengthened him enough to return to life. I learned the
gift of receiving and how it can bless others. And every day we make the choice, born of
grief, to appreciate what we have and to live now.Ó

ÒI smoked too much, drank too much. I was filled with self-loathing and contempt. I
entered a period of great darkness, a darkness that was inside my very soul. I felt
haunted by my shadows. The victim shadow. The self-pity shadow. The helpless
shadow.
ÓIt was then that I heard the call of Mystery School. The tremendous gifts of healing,
magick, growth and empowerment I have received have led me on a journey, a journey
spiraling upwards.Ó

ÒIt is on the grief walk that all the things that I wrap around myself as protection fall away
like articles of clothing cast aside. All the things that I think I know are true, all the things
I think I am, all the titles I have assumed, just leave me, and I am left standing naked
and confused. I did not ask to go on this walk; this was not a choice. My choice
becomes my willingness to stand, naked at the end of the walk, through the dark night
and listen to what that place has to teach me.Ó

ÒI have been in relationship born of grief when being alone was too lonely. I've been in
choices born of grief when I left those situations because I knew I could no longer settle
for less. I feel very fortunate that I've always had enough of a sense of my Self that even
though being loved and pleasing others is important to me, it wasn't so important that I
became someone I didn't know. I have Hope because I've found it again and again.Ó

ÒThis time I would like to do something different. I want to keep my heart open and



connected to others and the world. This might make things hurt more, to stay really
open, but it's what I want to do. I feel like a powerful time is upon me. May this mark the
next chapter in my life, where I become the person I believe I really am!Ó

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.

Astrology for the Journey: The Stories of
Hopes and Fears
By Teri Parsley Starnes

My hopes guide me into my expanded self, full of possibility and wonder. My hopes
have led me to DianaÕs Grove. I believe they will lead me past despair. However, my
hopes also lead me to my limits. When I reach the limit of my expanded self, I meet my
fears. Perhaps hope is always linked to fear. Indeed, I wonder if hope can exist without
fear. I believe that I need both my hopes and my fears on my journey to wholeness. To
honor my fears, even when they seem to limit the boundaries of my expanded self, I
honor the process of expansion meeting limitation without over-emphasizing the
goodness of hope or the difficulty of fear. Resolution of the struggle between my hopes
and fears is a goal that I have for my life.

The signs of the zodiac and the houses in a birth chart follow this pattern of expansion,
limitation, and resolution four times, through four different stories. Each story begins
with a Cardinal sign initiating an idea or action that is challenged by the Fixed sign that
follows it. The resolution of the conflict comes with the next Mutable sign. This is the
classic pattern of story: thesis, antithesis, and synthesis. This pattern, like all archetypal
patterns, tells us less about individuals than it does about natural laws or immutable
truths. This pattern does not suggest that only Cardinal signs are hopeful and Fixed
signs are fearful, nor that only Mutable signs are wise. However this pattern, just like
any good fairy tale, may shed light on each of our journeys through the land of our
hopes and fears.

The Fire story begins with Aries, the Cardinal Fire sign of the zodiac. Aries expands
into being. This energy says: I am! Imagine this hero just discovering her place in the
world, filled with the hope that just by being, she will be able to change the world, and
realize her greatest dream. Eventually, this hero meets the Fixed Earth sign of Taurus.
Slow and methodical, Taurus tells Aries: ÒNot yet. Only when you couple your existence
with valuesÑgrounded in the reality of sustainabilityÑ can you begin to affect the
change you wish in the world.Ó That fiery passion meets the resistance of earth. Have
you ever felt that your dreams were smothered by having to act every day on their
behalf? This is the challenge that earth presents to fire. The Mutable Air sign of Gemini
offers a way to move beyond the stalemate. Air signs give perspective; this air sign



knows about duality, welcomes in paradox. The hero becomes a learner. Knowing that
her passions will meet resistance over and over, she learns to work with paradox rather
than give up her dreams.

The Water story begins with the Cardinal sign of Cancer. This hero of the heart says: I
care deeply and I must nurture my dreams if they are to survive. He gathers his dreams
under his wing and knows that he can provide for them. This is his hope until he meets
the challenge of the Fixed Fire sign, Leo, who says: You will never truly care for your
dreams, nurture them, allow them to mature, until you grow within your breast the fiery
heart of generosity. For sometimes in caring so deeply, you forget you also need to let
go.Ó Have you ever felt that your dreams are too fragile to truly believe in them? This is
the challenge that fire presents to water. The Mutable Earth sign, Virgo, tells this hero to
tend his garden. Every garden needs water and sun. There are ways to tend the dream
with daily work, encouraging both qualities of protection and confidence.

The Air story begins with the Cardinal sign, Libra. This graceful hero expands through
relationship. The perspective of this Air sign is that everyone is connected through
relationship. The dream for Libra is that, through relationship, we will all find beauty and
meaning and become more of our true selves. This lovely vision of harmony is rudely
awakened by the Fixed Water sign, Scorpio, who says: ÒNot till you look Death in the
eye, will you understand what is underneath this vision of beauty.Ó Have you ever felt
your dream crumble under the absolute power of death? Have you ever felt your
abstract dreams being washed away by the flood of emotion?  This is the challenge that
water presents to air. The Mutable Fire sign, Sagittarius, offers the resolution of the
hungry flameÑburn your hopes and fears in the illuminating fire of meaning. This hero
finds that the deepening experience of emotion gives meaning to the dream of
relationship and longs to share that meaning with the world.

The Earth story begins with the Cardinal sign, Capricorn. This winter sign is concerned
with survival and heritage. This hero can be found climbing a mountain, always seeking
to better himself. On his journey he will consult with his ancestors for wisdom. He will
learn the best practices of his peers and superiors. He will gather authority through
responsibility. As he climbs and climbs, the dream of success keeps him moving
forward. At some point, the fear arises with a question: Why are you doing this? How
will you recognize your success? When have you done enough? The Fixed Air sign,
Aquarius, challenges our dutiful hero to give his gifts to his community. And here is the
catch: He cannot control how that community will receive or use his gifts. It isnÕt up to
him. Have you ever been ready to give your gift to community and feared that it would
be ill-treated? This is the challenge that air presents to earth. The Mutable Water sign,
Pisces, offers the resolution of Mystery. The gift isnÕt about you; it isnÕt even about the
group. Through surrendering the dream, it takes on a life of its own, which is beyond
understanding.

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



Design Your Becoming
By Canyon

Finally we come to a part of the story in which the first of the 7 Childhood Treasures, the
Treasure of Trust, finds its place. This monthÕs theme, taken from our current position in
the Celtic Cross Tarot spread, is Hopes and Fears.

Hopes and Fears: a perfect theme for Trust. Trust is always woven with both my hope
and my fear. Whenever I trust, I am hoping I am right to trust. Whenever I trust, I fear I
should not be. It seems there is always good reason to trust and always some doubt
about that good reason. Is that how it is for you?

Can I trust the kindness, consideration, or nurture that seem designed to meet my
needs for them, or are these acts of kindness really self-serving for the giver? Am I
being offered the illusion of love as a road-paver, a wheel-greaser, a way to prepare me
to give? Am I really being asked to meet your need when you seem to be meeting
mine?

Needs are the essence of the Treasure of Trust, because you develop Trust in the first
year of life. As a completely dependent being, your infant self relied upon others to
understand your needs and meet them. Your needs were simple ones: food, sleep, a
little interaction, dry and warm clothes, comfort when you were distressed. You had a
language all your own: cries and body language that spoke volumes.

Maybe the adults around you learned to hear what each cry meant, what each facial
expression and body posture meant, and they responded. But most of us had human
parents, who sometimes followed bad advice, made mistakes, were depressed or
distracted. We had parents who did the best they could, and maybe it was good
enough. Maybe now we have a healthy and responsive Treasure of Trust that lets us
depend on others to get our needs met.

And maybe we donÕt. If you canÕt easily ask for help, accept offers of help, or accept
praise or compliments, your Treasure of Trust might need to be strengthened. If in your
workplace you canÕt delegate, work cooperatively with a team, or ask for rewards that
you deserve, your Trust needs work. If you are unable to form strong interpersonal
bonds with others, or if you question othersÕ motives in wanting relationships with you,
your Trust needs remodeling.

In the Celtic Cross, Hopes and Fears are represented by one card, by the same image.
Fear is primitive; it rises from a pre-primate, pre-mammal part of our brains. We respond
to fear with instinct: flight, fight, or freeze. Is hope the same? Is it the other side of fearÕs
coin? Is it a puzzle piece that fits perfectly as fearÕs partner in an image of Trust?

When you need something, what is the form of your hopes and fears? To clearly see



these trust issues, first you must clearly see what you need. Will you name those
things? What do you need from the important people in your life? I need physical
affection from some, and I need positive regard from all. I need honesty about my blind
spots from some, compassion for my humanity from all. I need play and laughter from
some, accountable action from all. What do you need?

If you will, fold a piece of paper in thirds and turn it so that the center panel, the one with
folds at both its edges, is facing you. On this third of the page, create an image of your
relationship needs. My needs are a strand of bubbles on the surface of a still pond:
messages from the depths. The water is green and brown, opaque rather than
transparent, and the bubbles are like small windows into what lies below the surface.
What is the image of your needs?

Leaving the paper folded, turn over this Òbrochure.Ó You will be looking at another panel
(again, a third of the page), one that has a fold and an edge. On this panel, create an
image that expresses your hope that your needs will be met. My hope is an iridescent
bubble, taut and close to bursting. Its surface swirls with pale pink, purple, and blue
rivers of love and dreams. They drip onto the fingertips of my reaching heart. What does
your hope look like?

Now lift the panel that contains the image of your hopes, to reveal the third panel. It too
has a fold and an edge. Here, create an image that expresses your fears that your
needs will not be met. My fear is pointed, sharp, demanding, thrusting downward,
seeking tender places. It is a darkened matte red, a red that maybe once was fresh
blood but has dried and dulled. What are the shapes and colors of your fear?

Now open your paper to the full-size sheet again, and you will find that your needs, your
hopes, and your fears are all parts of one picture. Together, they are an image of your
Trust. As one picture, how do they look to you? How big are the needs, compared to the
hopes, compared to the fears? When you fold your paper again, notice that your fears
can be hidden by your hopes, or, if you fold the panels another way, your hopes can be
hidden by your fears.

Regardless, your needs are there, touched by your hopes and fears; connected to
them, but not buried by them. The hopes and fears will always be there, perhaps, and
one or the other of them will be dominant at any moment. Trust asks only that you feel
your needs and seek to have them met regardless.

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

For CanyonÕs bio, please see her article, Living the Story, in this monthÕs magazine.



The Spiral of Leadership: Responsibility
By Forever

Responsibility. The word can shake a nation, or it can generate a feeling of pride. My
guess is that the word lives somewhere in between. This is my second article about the
Spiral of Leadership. A brief refresher from the Bones of Mystery School:

Responsibility = Authority = Power = Impact = Responsibility
If you are Responsible, you need the Authority to fulfill that responsibility. If you have
Authority, you are Powerful. And if you are Powerful, you make an Impact on others. If
you Impact others, you are Responsible for that impact. When you act Responsibly in
your use of Power, and when you take responsibility for the Impact you have on others,
you gain more Authority. That is the spiral of leadership.

Responsibility. The word has given me the chills, and it has given me a sense of pride in
a task well done. My guess is that IÕm not alone in getting the chills from the thought of
taking responsibility. A memory of spilling a large bowl of soup comes to my mind. Mom
walked in about 3 seconds after it hit the floor and asked both of us, ÒWhoÕs responsible
for the mess?Ó Big gulp, and my hand slowly went up. About 10 minutes of cleaning
later, the word ÒresponsibleÓ was imprinted on my mind as a bad thing. The good side of
being responsible was presented to me a couple of days later. Without being asked, I
raked up all of the grass in the yard. Dad came home and Mom told him that I was the
one that had done the yard work. I had an ulterior motive for doing it, but Dad didnÕt
know that. All he saw was his son taking the initiative and doing the yard work. He saw
that I was now old enough to have the responsibility of doing the yard work. That and $5
was the reward for doing the job right. Ah É this is how the good side feels. But what
about the in-between areas, where taking responsibility isnÕt always noticed? What
about when it is done on the spur of the moment or without thinking about it?

At DianaÕs Grove, tasks similar to these are split up among the community. One
weekend I had the responsibility of cleaning up the kitchen after lunch. The cooking
dishes and prep area had to be cleaned up prior to 2 pm so that the dinner prep could
start on time. It was up to me to get people to help. I could do it myself, but the work
would be so much easier and faster if I had help. If I could make the task fun, then it
would be more likely that I would have volunteers to do this task the next time I was
responsible for it. The impact of how this task was done would be visible the next time I
asked for help.

So, once I had my team of volunteers gathered in the kitchen, I described each of the
tasks required to get the job done and asked who was willing to do what. Once we were
all working, I asked one of the people to start a song that we had heard the previous
night. Soon we were all singing along, and the job was done quickly. It seemed that we
all had fun doing it, and the next time I asked for help, I had the whole group back to do
it all over again. Breaking it down: I had the responsibility to get the kitchen cleaned up,



and I used my authority to do what I could to make it fun. Power was shared in the
group because we were working together. The impact was that the group came back to
do it again the next time.

Another instance of responsibility was a bit more difficult for me to accept. I was walking
down the hall at work, and Ms. K. walked out of the copy room. I said, ÒGood morning,
Ms. K. Nice day, isnÕt it?Ó She took one look at me and rushed down the hall in the
opposite direction. I was not sure what I had done, but I knew that I had the
responsibility to take care of my impact. I valued my friendship with Ms. K., so I followed
her to her office and asked if I had done something thoughtless, or was it something
else? She told me that her late husband used to say the same thing every morning. I
had accidentally reminded her of her loss with my comment. I was responsible for what
had happened and I hadnÕt done anything more than make a passing comment.

I couldnÕt solve the problem. All I could do is apologize for bringing up the memory and
be present when I asked how I triggered things. By accepting responsibility for upsetting
her, without knowing why, I was stepping onto the spiral of leadership. By following her
into her office and asking what had happened, I was reinforcing that choice and using
personal authority to ask that question. Power was once again shared: each of us being
vulnerable, by asking and by answering. The impact was that a sense of trust
developed between us, because I was willing to be vulnerable and find out what had
happened.

Hopefully these examples will give you a chance to see places in your life where you
accepted responsibility. Can you see where once you accepted responsibility, authority
was granted, power was given, and a larger impact was created?

Forever  is also in his 8th year of Mystery School (2007), he works with computers
professionally, cars and wood as a hobby.  A large part of his philosophy has been
shaped by his years in Karate and by the Leadership Program from Diana's Grove. He
lives in Southern Wisconsin with his fiancŽe Nidawi and their 2 dogs, Buddee & Jane.

Interview with a Mystery: Sarah Allison
By River

I recently had the opportunity to spend two full weeks at the Grove with Sarah Allison
from St. Louis, Missouri. Throughout those two weeks, I got to see glimpses of her
spiritual and philosophical depth, her commitment to living in integrity with the earth, and
her innate sense of community building. Add to that a love of silly stories, using her
lovely voice to sing songs you wouldnÕt want to sing to your mother, and a willingness to
be dorky with me as a character during our Lunacy WomenÕs Week Bardic Dinner, and
she has quickly become one of my favorite people. I hope you enjoy this peek into
SarahÕs life as much as I did.



This is your second year of Mystery School, correct? What initially drew you to
the program, and what brought you back?

This is indeed my second year of Mystery School. I was introduced to the program by
fellow Mystery Steve Smith, who gave me my first year as a gift, truly one of the best
gifts of my life. Mystery School appealed to me because I have been trying to cobble
together my own personal philosophy for all of college and a bit of high school and had
found it much more challenging to keep focused on it after having left college, where I
could choose classes that developed it. The opportunity to enroll in a "course" that
seemed to be all about personal growth, spiritual growth, and leadership sounded
perfect. From my first ritual in St. Louis through January weekend and the following
month or so, I worked through the challenge of finding my place in a community that
had a history and language that I didn't already have, and by the time I left my second
weekend intensive in March, I was hooked. I got back for April, but then my work
interfered, and I was unable to make it back for the rest of the year. Even with being
away from the land and not being able to keep up with the online material by the end of
the year, there was really no question about my returning for another year of Mystery
School. I had found myself to be a part of a community that supports its members in
becoming who they want to be.

Have you been able to come to any conclusions about how to define that
personal philosophy?

I'm still very much working on a coherent personal philosophy, but what I have is very
much based on evolution. For me, the concept of evolution gives a great basis for
answering spiritual questions. It makes me feel connected to the world in a healthy way,
and it offers me a logical basis for deciding what might be a "good" (i.e., healthy) way of
living and interacting with people. I'm still working on how to bring more of my
philosophy into my everyday life, rather than it just being something I think about.

Tell us a little about your professional work. How does working in the theater feed
you?

I work as a stage manager of dance and theater, which means that I coordinate
technical aspects of productions. While the director has the artistic focus that makes a
production cohesive, the stage manager makes sure that communication occurs so that
things actually get done. For most shows I work on, I run rehearsals, production
meetings, and performances. I love being the person who puts it all together, and I get
to feel like I am using my talents in a way that is important to others and satisfying for
me. My favorite part of being a stage manager is tech week, the week before
performances begin, when the timing of the show itself comes together. Also, because
of the way people interact in a theater setting, each show becomes its own little family,
where we come together, work really intensely on a project that everyone is invested in,
and then move on. It's kind of like Mystery School intensives in a way. People come
from a larger pool with something in common, and although you are likely to see familiar



people, each group is unique because of the mix of people and the specific work
involved.
 
You have such an interesting Green Mantle project. Will you tell us about it and
describe your process?

When I was choosing my project, I wanted something product-oriented that I could do
mindlessly. I didn't really have a craft that fit those criteria, but someone mentioned
braiding, which I do with my hair and thought I could transfer fairly easily. That idea
morphed into making necklaces using friendship bracelet patterns. I spent about a
month learning the basics and getting into mindless space with it, and creating the
"loom" that keeps my threads in order (it's a clipboard with pencil bits superglued on as
posts, but I am ridiculously proud of it). My first necklace was lots of shades of green,
and someone mentioned that it was a good Earth necklace. Since I realized I would
finish it well before October, I decided I would make four necklaces with different
patterns, one for each element. At May Intensive, my earth necklace fell off my neck
and was given up for lost, only to be found a month later by Gus (thank you, Gus!).
Having been blessed thus by the land, I decided to give my water necklace a more
intentional blessing in the creek after Lunacy. Now I need to figure out how I am going
to bless my next necklace, fire!
 
So much of this story is about reaching for a dream, holding onto it, and bringing
it into reality. What's your dream, and how are you working to make it real?

My dream is really about finding a way of living that I feel supports people. I want to
arrange an environment where I feel supported, and in a larger context, make that the
norm for people. I feel that so much of the world I see (the human structures that define
my world, anyway) actively discourage the supports that I find to be so
necessaryÑcommunity, health, cultural context, and opportunities for self-development.
As for bringing it into reality, well, right now I'm mostly defining what it is that I want and
seeing how much of that is personal, and how much might be, if not universal, generally
applicable to the human population at large.

For RiverÕs bio, see her article, Ritual Artistry, in this monthÕs magazine.

One of the Grove’s 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: To Pack or not to
pack—Skippy turns eloquent
By Skippy
Ahhhhhhhh, the moon of warm nights and lazy days. We dogs know what to do with this



seasonÑlie around swapping tales and pulling truths out of our fur just like we do those
little green burrs. We sort of spit an idea out into the group and see what happens.
Usually weÕre all too busy trying to stay cool and comfortable to get too agitated over
what somebody else says. It makes for some fine canine philosophizing.

Why just the other day I was thinking about packs. I think you people call them Ôsmall
groups.Õ I was thinking that packs just arenÕt what they used to be. Once upon a time
your pack looked just like you. Everybody was related. Everybody grew up with the
same rules. Everybody thought alike. It made sense then. You ever try to hunt with
someone who thinks differently than you? Just when you think they are going to zig right
after the antelope, they zag left after the gazelle. One often ends up with some new and
interesting things to eat (my apologies to the vegetarians), but itÕs never a sure thing
until itÕs over.

But there arenÕt many packs left like in the old days. Least not around here. OK, so
there arenÕt many antelopes and gazelles either. My editors can be soooo picky.
Anyway, I was mulling over my pack. I figure itÕs a good thing those people feed us,
cause IÕd hate to try hunting with this Heinz 57 group. No telling what weÕd bring back;
tahini armadillo with molŽ sauce and french fries, for instance. And then there is the
problem of consistency, or should I say lack thereof. This group keeps changing. They
come, they go, and sometimes they come back. Even those of us who live here more or
less permanently keep changing. About the only thing we all agree on is air conditioning
is a good thing and cool tile floors are perfect for summer naps.

As for looking like each other, IÕm not sure all of us even look like dogs are supposed to
look. Take this new one; definitely a foreigner. NameÕs Tito. Small with very, very large
ears and a very busy brain. Wants to know everything now. Wants to be part of the pack
now. Wants to belong now. OK, heÕs seen a few things I havenÕt and heÕs fun to play
with. ItÕs true, Skippena Warrior Princess has mellowed a bit over the years. But not
where it counts. Not when it comes to dastardly vagabond coyotes and devious skunks.
But I am, after all, a pack animal. ItÕs a little more work, but life would be pretty boring
without this pack of mine. Hopes and fears: to pack or not to pack, to run together or run
alone. You know my choice. I just wish my pack were all as good looking as me.

Lonely Hearts:  Perspective
By Cynthia Jones

I recently went on my back porch and looked at three 20-pound pups and called them
big. Big? Twenty pounds: That's apartment size. How did these pups become big?

My house has become the small dog house. I don't know how it happened. I used to
make fun of Chihuahuas and then, I met one. A few years ago, a dog who weighed less
than 40 pounds was a rarity for us. Now, I share my bed with a Peke-a-pom, three



terriers, and a 28-pound Mt. Fiest--he is the big dog. Add a border collie or two, and we
are set for the night. Next to my bed rest a Dachshund and a 13-pound beagle-let and
her five-pound pup. On it goes: There is a Chihuahua in the closet, three Malteses in
the office and, just to keep me in touch with reality, a 70-pound Great Pyrenees pup on
the couch and, to assure balance, a black German shepherd of equal size sleeping by
the bed.

Large dogs, small dogs, average-sized dogs, who can say? I thought the first 90-pound
dog we took in was a giant. Yesterday, a woman from a Great Dane rescue laughed
when I said our Patch was a very big Dane. "Only 125 pounds," she said.

For many people, three dogs are a lot of dogs. I can remember when I had seven dogs.
Then, twenty seemed like quite a few. I now have as many dogs on the bed as once
filled the house. I remember when a double bed was large . . . or large enough. Now,
the king-sized bed is a bit crowded. But yes, there is room for one more.

Perspective. We are a small grass roots dog rescue. Our dog food bill is only $15,000 a
year. We buy vaccines by the case. Our vet bill . . . you don't want to know. We have a
staff of four full time unpaid volunteers.  This year Marilyn Sue joined us for the summer.
We have been blessed to have her here.  Right now, she is outside my window carrying
a Basset Hound pup. She crosses the yard--four different times--with a 25-pound baby
in her arms. Big Basset eyes full of trust look up at her. The pups have just returned
from a romp in the creek.

What is a big dog? How many dogs are too many dogs? What is a good dog? What is
an adoptable dog? Which life is worth saving? Is it practical to want to give each one a
chance? We will win. Some day kindness will be the norm--cruelty and neglect a rarity.
It will happen. All I know is love enables us to do so much more than reason says is
possible.

Cynthia Jones co-founded DianaÕs 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.

The Journey in Words  column has taken a break this month but will return in
September with stories from several class members.


