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Stepping into the Story
By Cynthia Jones

My challenge is this...

On Samhain's Eve, the veil between the worlds thins.  On Samhain's Eve, Magic rides
across the meadows of our mortal lands. Mystery dances freely in the moon shadows.

I can hear the rattle of bones as those who have died dance, once again, on the earth.
Can you? Can you hear them? Are they really there? No. And yes. I think, on that night,
those who have died dream of us... and we can feel their dreams.

On that night, Life is so close to the root that it touches those who have gone on. It
touches them and they remember. Those who have died dream of life and some of us...
I, for one, can hear those timeless bones as the dreamers enact their memories. I can
hear the rattle of bones on Samhain's Eve when the veil is thin, but then – they say that
listening is my skill and hearing is my gift.

Stitch, stitch, stitch... remember... I listened to the needle as it parted the weave. I
listened to the thread as it swished through the cloth. I listened to the world as I sewed
my green mantel, my green, green cloth of healing hemmed by stitches stitched in
time... time held sacred for communion with the world. I listened. I heard.

I have heard that the world of magic has different laws than our world. I have heard that
the world of magic speaks in a different language. I heard words, but do I know what
those words really mean?

I heard Tam Lin say “Every seven years there is a sacrifice to keep the magic alive, to
keep the world of Faerie rich and fruitful. Every seven years there is a sacrifice.  Dear
Jennet, it is the seventh year. It is the seventh year and this year, I fear the sacrifice will
be me.” Hearing can be a jagged gift; words can have edges that rip silence's peace.
“On Samhain's Eve...” he said.

Sacrifice... to make sacred. The first trickle of understanding was my realization that I
had been willing to give my heart to Tam Lin assuming that he would give his heart to
me. I was willing to give my days to Tam Lin and I thought love meant that he would



also give his days to me.

But, what if... What if I could “sacrifice” my heart... not for a heart, but so that love would
be sacred?

What if I were to listen, not so I could be listened to but because, by listening – hearing
is sacred?

What are you willing to give so that something other than yourself can be fed?
What are you willing to give so that something larger than yourself can be fed?

Cynthia Jones founded Diana’s 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 Lin’s story throughout 2007.

Who Am I? The "Self" in Intentional
Community
By sisalfish

This year the Mystery School community is working with the myth of Tam Lin, and the
Celtic Cross tarot spread. Here in September we come to the seventh card in the
spread, and the question "Who do I see myself to be?"

It is interesting to answer that question as a "self" who is a member of an intentional
community, like the one at Diana's Grove. I wasn't familiar with the concept before I
became a Mystery. In my perception, intentional community at the Grove is based on
the assumption that each of us comes to the community (whether in person or online)
with the intention of changing - of becoming more of what we each want to be. Rather
than do that work alone, we have chosen to do the work in community. Because each of
us in the community has impact, we have intentional guidelines to help us keep that
impact, and our interactions, positive. We rely on the Grove's Cornerstones, and we
emphasize direct communication and respect for self and others. In intentional
community, the things I do are done with intention as well – kitchen clean-up is done
with the intention to serve, ritual is done with the intention to connect with the elements,
the divine, and others in the community.

Who I am outside my intentional communities – that self, that sisalfish – is not without
its lessons and surprises. But the sisal in community…that's the one, I realize, that has
the most to offer me.



I believe what the Grove teaches: that each of us must give up just a bit of ourselves to
exist in community. When I first read that suggestion in the Grove's guidebook, "Myth,
Magic and Community," I didn't believe it. It didn't seem right. Surely the community I
was looking for would accept me just as I was; surely I could do the same for others, if
the community was the right community for me.

What I've come to realize, though, is that any community that completely
accommodated me, idiosyncrasies and all, would not be a community that fostered
change. Any community that thought I was perfect would doom me to live and die just
as I am, never growing, or risking. Or changing.

So I began to accept that I could choose to give up a little of myself to exist in and foster
community. "Giving up a little of myself" took a lot of different forms. At first, it meant
something as simple as letting someone else have the last cup of coffee. It meant I
sometimes responded to what someone else said in a post to the Mystery email lists,
instead of launching off on my own tangent. Small things, at first; but my experience of
being in community at Diana's Grove is that my ante gets raised on a regular basis.

Year by year, “giving up a little of myself” became more challenging. It meant letting go
of an idea I had (a really good idea, too) for the ritual, to let others go a different way. It
meant participating in a discussion on politics without demonizing one political party or
the other (my usual approach) so that I could, instead, help foster an atmosphere of
safety and inclusivity.

In time, "giving up a little of myself" asked me to recognize the parts of myself I had to
let go of for once and for all – the parts that acted out of anger or envy. It meant
choosing, each year, to let a little more of me be chipped away.

What I didn't realize, when I agreed to give up a little of myself to exist in community,
was the gift I'd get in return: every time I released something I could afford to let go (that
last cup of coffee, that idea for the ritual), it made a space for something else.
Something better. I came to community to be supported in working to change and to
grow. What a surprise to find that the things I did for others, in community, helped me
do just that.

When I gave up the part of myself that wanted to talk in order to listen to someone else,
I got to learn something I didn't already know. When I gave up the part of me that acted
out of envy, I opened a way to a relationship in which each of us could celebrate the
sacred in the other. With every bit of myself I gave up – thinking I was sacrificing for
community – I found I was opening the way for the change and growth I wanted.

So, how do I see myself, in community? Hard to answer – it's changing, all the time.
Because I give up a little of my old self every day, the "me" I see today isn't the me I'll
see tomorrow. It's like trading old clothes for new. I find that's a bargain I'm happy to
enter into, in a community of others who are changing, day by day – intentionally.



Many thanks to Jennifer Wilson for her thoughts on intentional community.

sisalfish is a San Antonio writer and editor who is in her sixth year as a Mystery at Diana's Grove. She
works on a corporate chaplain team, and works with trance and chant to offer ways for those who are
actively dying, and those who are not, to transform their relationship with death.

Why Mythology?
By Cynthia Jones

“Every seven years there is a sacrifice to keep the magic alive, to keep the world of
Faerie rich and fruitful. Every seven years there is a sacrifice.  Dear Jennet, it is the
seventh year. It is the seventh year and this year, I fear the sacrifice will be me.”
Hearing can be a jagged gift; the edge of a word rips silence's peace.

Dreams left too long in the place of possibility die.  They do.  For each of us, there is a
time to do or know that our not doing will cost a dream its life.  There is such a time as
too late and there is such a thing as no longer.   If I had met Jennet sooner, I might have
listened to some of my dreams that never made it into this world and faded away in the
world of dreams.  If I had known Jennet sooner, I might have known what my dreams
wanted from me and how to bring them into life.  But that is my story and not Jennet’s.
For me, the most distressing part of the prophecy is that it is true.  Dreams are
sacrificed after seven years if no one believes in them.  The Mystery, we don’t know
when seven years have passed in a place that has no time.

The world goes on and actions not taken lose their place in time.  Can you see it?  An
undeveloped talent fades into never.  An idea waits at the dance bound by a promise
you made six years ago.  I am busy, I tell myself.  When the time is right, I say.  As soon
as these more urgent and pressing matters are put to rest, I will…write the book, bring
passion to an idea, add that other dimension to my work, take time for….

Forget the bitterness of betrayal, Jennet.  Ignore the scars from risks taken. This is
about more than your fear that you will discover you are once again wrong.  You see,
this story is not about an illusive lover, it is about bringing possibility into reality.  It is
about action, risk and the choices we make in the name of purpose, of idealism.

And then, from Oenothera’s side; she sets it up.  She lifts him up and offers him to life.
She sacrifices.  She sacrifices her lover to right relationship, to life, to Jennet.  Take him
now, she pleads, take him now before he drifts too far from fact and flesh to find his
way.  You who dare to dream, do more than dream.

What must you save, give life to, bring into form?  Do you really have more important
things to do?  There is no promise that when you say yes, the hard part is over.  It isn’t.
The rest of the story waits to be told but it can only be told if you, Jennet, are willing to



say yes.

For CynthiaÕs bio, please see Stepping Into the Story in this month’s magazine.

Design Your Becoming
by Canyon

This month, Jennet learns that Tam Lin cannot step into reality through willpower alone.
Tam Lin tells Jennet that she must believe in him enough to pull him into reality. Do you
believe in your dream enough to pull it into life with your two hands, although it is
invisible and rides fast past you on a misty horse at midnight? This chapter of our story
and the Celtic Cross position of Self-Image ask you: Who do you believe yourself to be?
Are you willing to be the self that can achieve your dream?

These questions return us to the Childhood Treasure of Independence. From the
dependence of your infant self, you became a toddler who could get up and move, a
person who could speak your needs and desires. You began your emergence into
Independence by crawling and by saying “No!” From there, you may have built a solid
sense of self, of your ideas, feelings, and needs. Did you become capable of hearing
others’ ideas, feelings, and needs without defending yours or using them to overwhelm?
If those who loved and cared for you gave you the proper materials and tools, you built
a healthy ego and healthy boundaries. And maybe you didn’t.

In March, I invited you to think about your boundaries. Healthy boundaries, strong yet
somewhat permeable, are essential to being the self that can achieve your dream. As
Jennet will soon find out, dreams can bring immense challenges. If your boundaries are
mushy or barely there, what will you do when life challenges you and your dream?

Let’s take a tool from the Tarot. Each of the four Minor Arcana suits, Swords, Wands,
Cups, and Disks, begins with an Ace, the divine gift or essence of that suit’s mystery.
Swords represent the mind: thought and communication; using words to carve reality.
Wands are the spine; will, purpose, and the integrity to live our values. Cups are the
heart; they represent our emotional lives. Disks are physicality: the body, action; how
we use our resources.

The Aces represent the non-negotiable essence of these metaphors. Will you identify
your non-negotiables in these arenas? What aspects of mind, will, heart, and action are
essential to you? What are the parts of you that, if you gave them up, you would not be
you? These are your non-negotiables.

Ace of Mind. What is a belief or opinion you hold, an idea you have, or a way that you
use your intellect, that is essential to you? What is non-negotiable about your ways of



thinking? Examples are the need for self-reflection, or a belief in a divine source. If you
will, take a moment to put this Ace into words, images, sounds, or movements that bring
it to life.

Ace of Will. Is there a desire, a want, a dream that is essential to you? What gets you
out of bed every morning? What value or intention is your backbone, defining you? A
desire for peace in the world, an intention to live in the moment? Define it in writing,
images, sound, or movement.

Ace of Emotion. What aspect of your emotional life is essential to your true self?
Perhaps holding space in your life for a specific feeling is non-negotiable. An example is
the commitment to find compassion for those who do damage because of their wounds.
Perhaps a way of living with all your emotions is what defines this non-negotiable. Can
you find its edges? See it, speak it, tone it, or move as it moves.

Ace of Body/Action. How do you use your body for action to fulfill your goals? How do
you nurture your body so that you can live your life? Can you define a non-negotiable
aspect of a way you live in and care for your body? Perhaps you run every day, or
eschew refined sugar. Create an image that is visual, auditory, or kinesthetic to
represent this essence of your body’s life.

Now, what will you do when life challenges this essential, non-negotiable you? When
you are pulling your dreams into reality and they surprise you with demands you did not
expect, how will you hold onto your self?

I invite you to create visual, auditory, or kinesthetic imagery that represents protection
for these Aces. Create a tangible boundary that protects your essential self, yet allows it
to be in exchange with the essence of others, and of life.

As protection for your mind, you might see your skull, which protects your brain, yet is
full of big holes to allow exchange with the world. What protects the way you use your
intellect? Will you paint its image with words, pen, or crayon, or create a movement that
expresses it, or hear it in a tone or song?

You might imagine the earthy bed and airy ceiling of a pond as containers for the water
of your emotional life. These edges allow water to be in exchange with the muddy soil
and in respiration with the sky. How does protection for your feelings look, sound, or feel
in your body?

To protect your desires and wants and still be able to share them with others, you might
imagine a good fire, where the logs have spaces between them to allow an exchange
with air. How does your boundary of will look, or feel, or sound?

For your body and its ability to act, you might think of the grasses that grow on a slope
and keep the soil beneath them from eroding. How does protection for your body and its
ability to act sound, look, or move? Feel free to manifest it through whatever medium



works for you.

If you reconnect with these visual, auditory, or kinesthetic images every day, you will
strengthen your sense of your essential self and what protects you. You will become
intimate with your self-image and strengthen your boundaries. You will be ready for the
challenges that life brings.

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.

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.

Ritual Artistry: Identifying Unspoken
Agreements
By River

Just recently I was blessed with the chance to teach at a European Reclaiming Tradition
intensive for the second year in a row. Like last year, I found that teaching in another
culture is like holding up a mirror to my own values, assumptions, and philosophies. In
situations where I am working far beyond my comfort zone, contrast often becomes my
greatest teacher.

This year I traveled to northern France. The group of fifty-plus was made up of Dutch,
Belgians, British, Germans, Spaniards, and even a handful of Israelis. On a continent
where you can travel fifty miles in any direction and suddenly be speaking a different
language, you might be able to imagine the variety of cultural differences present! I
worked on a nine-person teaching team that was also a jumble of nationalities. Even the
four of us on the team who were American came from three separate time zones. In all
actuality, there were nine different people coming from nine different backgrounds with
the challenge of presenting work that accommodated a wide variety of cultural needs
and expectations. This was no small feat—and we had one week to work it all out!

I often say that everything I know about ritual facilitation comes from times where I’ve
really screwed up. Unfortunately (or perhaps fortunately), I proved that statement true
again during my time in Europe.

Part of the teaching team’s job during the week was to prepare five evening rituals that



followed a particular storyline. For the most part, the rituals were decent, held the story
together, and were well received. Midweek, however, one of the rituals went awry for a
multitude of reasons. The ritual started late due to rainy weather and no good indoor
ritual location, facilitators missed their cues, the trance didn’t follow the intention we had
originally set, which then affected the context for a couple of other pieces … the whole
thing was a disaster from the start.

Every single one of the facilitators made some sort of error that evening. Unfortunately,
mine was the most visible. I had volunteered for a role that required me to be away from
most of the action. Ordinarily, I’m usually right in the thick of things due to my skill set as
a drummer and singer. However, this time, it seemed as though we had enough people
on the team that could hold the energy and drum for the trance and chant as needed, so
I stepped out of that job for the night. When it came time for the chant, the people
anchoring it made a few errors that are always difficult to recover from. The person
starting the chant started much too low, and the drummers couldn’t seem to agree on a
rhythm.

Here was my dilemma: My designated role was to be out of the main part of the ritual.
However, thanks to the rainy weather and a couple of other snafus, I ended up next to
the group, if somewhat removed. I knew I had the skills to be able to step in and change
the course of the chant and energy, and hopefully redirect it towards the outcome we
had originally wanted as a planning team. Yet I was supposed to stay put. I struggled
with what to do, and when the drumming and chanting stopped completely and the
group looked confused, I made the choice to step in. I took the drum away from one of
the other teachers, started the chant higher, and set a drumbeat that the rest of the
drummers could follow. We raised energy and the chant ended successfully in the way
we had hoped. In the process, however, I had also shamed the priestess who wasn’t
able to get the drumming and chanting started effectively, and it was her home
community, not mine.

The assumption that I was working from was the tacit agreement among the Diana’s
Grove staff that if something is going wrong in a ritual, then someone will step in and at
least attempt to fix the problem. However, I was not at the Grove, and there was no
such agreement on this team. The emotional cost of taking away the drum from my co-
facilitator and redirecting the energy was much larger than the cost of letting the ritual
end in a way that I felt didn’t necessarily serve the group. When I replay the moment in
my head, I find myself wishing that I had just stayed put and let the situation work itself
out organically (as difficult as that is for me to do).

Every group has spoken values and agreements. Those agreements might look like
this: “We’ve assembled to create a ritual to celebrate the Fall Equinox, and then we will
go our separate ways,” or “Our advertising says that children are welcome; therefore we
will design a ritual appropriate to all age groups.” Those kinds of agreements are very
important, and they need to stay at the forefront of any process. Where I find that most
groups get into trouble is when they assume that everyone is operating under the same
unspoken values and agreements. Those agreements are a bit trickier to identify, since



they vary from group to group, and even from person to person. An unspoken value
might be: “Everyone will have an equally large role in ritual, regardless of their skill level
or experience,” or “Our number one priority in any ritual is everyone’s right to choose
their own level of participation.”

Looking back, what I wish we had done as a team was to make time at the very
beginning of the week to sit down and discuss our intentions, values, and ritual
philosophies. We were feeling a bit of a time crunch when we first met, but I think even
a half-hour of conversation about expectations and assumptions could have saved us a
world of frustration and heartache later in the week. From now on, I am recommitting to
doing this with every new group that I work with, and even with the ones with which I am
more familiar. I don’t think I can afford not to.

In case you’re wondering, the woman who was affected by my poor choice and I had a
very long and honest conversation that had a very successful outcome. It was a great
learning opportunity for both of us, and, I think, for the rest of the team as well. (It also
made for a great talent show skit the next night!)

Identifying values and agreements are important no matter what the context. Whether
I’m facilitating a ritual planning group or participating in a marketing team meeting, the
question “What do we value?” is extremely important. The key to avoiding unspoken
agreements is to talk about them. And I’m well aware that it’s not possible to identify
every assumption or value present in any group. When those moments of friction arise,
the best I can do is to be present, be honest, and be willing to clean up any
misunderstandings. And finally, I can be grateful that contrast is such a powerful
teacher.

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.

The Spiral of Leadership: Authority
By Forever

Continuing the series about the Spiral of Leadership from Diana’s Grove, this month I’d
like to talk about Authority. A brief refresher of the Spiral 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.

Authority. I’m not sure about you, but that word is loaded for me. I’ve had trouble with
people in positions of authority my whole life. I was an equal-opportunity rebel. Gender,
race, age; it didn’t matter. If you had authority, I was against you. Although, looking back
at it, it is quite possible that those people were just trying to enforce the rules.

My guess is that each of us has our stories about our interactions, good or bad, with
people in positions of Authority. Rather than dwell on that side of Authority, though, I’d
like to look at some of the other examples of Authority. The easy example of authority
over others is most likely the one that most of us have had experience with, but what
about authority over self? Once a person reaches the age of adulthood, usually 18, they
now have the power to make their own decisions and choices. They have been given
the authority to make their own choices, with the proviso that they don’t break the law.

When a couple gets married, one of the last statements made by the person officiating
the ceremony is, “…by the Authority vested in me by the State of…, I now pronounce
you….” That is an example of Authority over others that is usually used in a good way.
This person has been granted the power to legally declare the couple married (provided
that the paperwork is in order).

A person “who knows” is an Authority. Typically they have earned the right to be called
an authority through dedication or experience in a given field. Years ago I was working
at a certain company, and at that time computers weren’t something that was used on a
daily basis. Yes, we used them; we just didn’t use them efficiently. None of the
computers were networked together, so if data needed to be used on multiple
computers, out came a floppy disk. I had fiddled with creating a network at home, so I
mentioned that we could network the office and be a bit more efficient. All of a sudden, I
had the responsibility to create a network for the office. I had become the Authority on
networking for the company, and I had the Authority to create the network as I saw fit.
There I was, totally by accident. All I did was mention that things could be different, and
now I was an Authority. By opening my mouth, I had stepped onto the Spiral of
Leadership. By accepting the responsibility, I was granted the Authority to do the job as
I saw fit. The power to choose all of the equipment was given to me, and the ultimate
impact was that the company was able to be more efficient and I was given a raise.

I’ll let you in on a little secret. Back in April, I stepped onto the Spiral, once again totally
by accident. I mentioned that it seemed like the world would be a better place if more
people knew about the Spiral of Leadership. I didn’t want to force people to learn about
it, or even to live it. Rather, I was hoping that if more people had heard about it, and the
concepts around it, well… people would think about what they were doing, and how
they are interacting with those around them. To my great shock, I was asked to write
this series of articles about the Spiral. When I accepted the Responsibility of writing
these articles, I was granted the Authority to write about it in my own words. The power
of sharing this information and my desire to make sure that I stay true to what was



taught, to be honest, scares me. I hope that my impact is successful and that this
information can change people.

Can you see where in your life people have granted you the authority to perform your
responsibilities to the best of your abilities? Was power granted to you after you started
the Spiral? Was your impact successful? Did you notice if you were given more
responsibilities? Did the cycle start again?

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 fiancée Nidawi and their 2 dogs, Buddee & Jane.

Journey in Words
By Shaun Perkins

In September, Mystery School members are asked to consider who we are. Who do we
imagine ourselves to be?  One of the ways that writers bring their stories about being
into being is by envisioning that story as complete, even if it isn’t.

In our online Journey in Words writing class, I recently asked people to consider a
dream they had and, using the story spine, to write as if that dream had been
completed. The story spine is a simple plot generating form that I once saw on the
storynet.org website. Its elements are: Once upon a time, every day, but one day,
because of that, until finally, and ever since then.

The following stories are a sampling of those dreams of becoming and being.

Once upon a time, a little girl wanted people to believe in her. Every day, she would try
to be perfect, in order to impress them. But one day, she realized they would never
really appreciate her true value because she hid it under her need to be "perfect."
Because of that, she stopped hiding her mistakes, failures, fears, joys, passions and
happiness. Until finally, she began to really believe in herself and her unique power.
And ever since then, her life has been so filled with joy and authentic connection that
she is no longer afraid of being completely herself.—Virginia Steffen

* * *

Once upon a time I created defenses to hide my fear, my confusion and vulnerability. I
longed to be strong, to be tough, quick and clever and successful. Every day, I tried
harder, but disappointed in the outcome I grew angry, resentful, more afraid, ever
tighter, and exhausted myself. But one day, I listened to my heart’s yearning for



kindness and support from others. and began to give love to myself . . . then also to the
others I reached out for. I learned to ask for help. I learned to listen care-fully. Because
of that, I could ask questions, and receive what others gave me, and begin to create
healthy boundaries for myself, make adjustments as I grew and expanded. Until finally, I
learned it is crucial to allow myself to be vulnerable, to open my heart as I explore what
is non-negotiable and how to live my values. And ever since then, I feel deeply
connected to abundant resources that feed me and support me as I let my creativity
inspire and fire my dreams. I can take risks, trusting in the outcome to teach me still
more. Easily finding myself practicing the skills that make me grow stronger and more
resilient, flexible and joyful.—Laura Lee

Imagining Coral Reefs

Once upon a time, I dreamed of diving on the Great Barrier Reef. Every day, I would
imagine swimming over the coral alongside the fish. But one day, I finally made a plan
to make my dream come true. Because of that, I found a job and lived near the beach.
Until finally, I was volunteering on a project to protect and rehabilitate coral reefs.
And ever since then, I have a smile on my face every day.--Melissa Johnstone

Hot Dog Cart

Once upon a time, I dreamed of being a hot dog cart vendor. Every day, I wondered if I
could afford the cart and the startup for the business. But one day, I found a wonderful,
cheaply-priced cart. Because of that, I was able to start my business without going into
debt. Because of that, I made money right away. Because of that, I began to have a
reputation for great, cheap dogs (and wonderful conversation from the seller, by the
way). Until finally, I became established as a purveyor of great dogs with my homemade
relishes and chili. And every since then, I’ve done great business at carnivals, fairs, and
festivals all over the country, and was able to put my son through college on the
earnings.--Shaun

The Community Dream, The Dream of Community

Once upon a time, a girl (meaning me) who lived most of her life in a fantasy world of
her own making and choosing began considering the uses of "other" ways of knowing.
Every day she worked - and played - to make a psychic phone call to her deeper self.
But one day she realized that, as much fun as imagination, magic and transformation
were in solitary play, they were WAY more fun with others. Because of that, she began
to explore community and ways of working with the deeper self in a community setting,
playing in others' imaginary fields and realms, as well as her own, and co-creating
realms the community could share. Until finally she became one of many who could
drop into a state of "otherness" and knowing with three beats of a drum. And ever since
then, I've had the joy of working with others to bring non-linear ways of knowing to the
world, thanks to the Sisalfish Trance Amusement Park, an experience offered free of
charge to everyone in the world (but mandatory to those in government). With catering



provided by "Shaun's Hotdogs and Homemade Relishes".--sisalfish

What dream have you imagined for yourself? Will you write the story of that dream as if
it had already been realized? Perhaps, the story is always the first step.

Shaun Perkins, a published author and presenter, offers workshops throughout the year at DianaÕs Grove events
and facilitates the GroveÕs 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

Interview with a Mystery: Ella Andrews
By River

In September, please meet Ella, a Mystery who shares her life-changing
experiences at the Grove and other places through her prose and poetry.

How did you find Mystery School and what convinced you to join?

I found Diana’s Grove, first. My father’s family is from Oxly, Missouri, and the
Ozarks became magical for me as a child; the smell of mimosas, fireflies. So,
when I went to my first Reclaiming Witchcamp in 1997, I went to Diana’s Grove
instead of a west coast camp. That camp kicked off a major upheaval. Things
calmed down. I went in 2003. Major upheaval again. This time, instead of
calming down to what things were, my life remained kind of suspended. I had
kicked open who I was (very linear political operative) and over the next couple of
years, I kept opening. By 2007, I was like a child again –or the Fool –dreaming
of… anything. I wanted a community for this new journey and I remembered
seeing the firelight dancing on Walker and Synnove’s faces at camp in ’03, as
they told me about Mystery School. It sounded like what I’d been looking for, for
years. And it was.

I was so struck by the poetry you shared with us at the May Intensive. Will
you share a piece with us and tell us about your process and the poem's
significance to you?   

Thank you! I’ve been writing since I was sixteen, but recently committed to
writing in a new way. Here’s another poem:



What I Know About Dying ~ by Ella Andrews

I know that the water beneath me is full of the dead.
My ancestors, knitting microbes together,
    Dropping a stitch,
Swearing Longshoremen, felled by emphysema.

I know that when a hawk kills a bird mid-air,
It can rip the body from the wings
And carry it back to the nest
Where the young call out with reedy voices,
    “I want to live.”
And the wings fall down
    Shaped exactly like a maple seed,
    Shaped exactly like an hourglass,
Measuring time and bending away.

I know that nettles applaud
When threatened under a full moon, leaves slapping.
    (They heard)
Our low voices saying “take those three plants out.”
And called up a wind to lift just those leaves (and the hair on my arms.)
    Three among twenty
    Clattered like bones.

I know that mountain lions kill from behind, their incisors sized to slip between the
vertebrae of the neck.
    (I’ve heard,)
In dark coastal mountains,
Where madrone trees arch over the fire.
We have left our clothes behind us in the dark,
And we are chanting
Until that sound –
    A summer’s worth of dry leaves crushed slowly
    And between each step, long enough for a song.

I know
That marriage made me feel my death coming,
Walking up Olive Street one day:
Like a predator at my back.

That was later.

But first,
I left my house, crushed ferns and breathed green.
I heard a soft fall in the grass behind me.
A pair of wings.

Everything in this poem, including the wings, really happened. But, I didn’t put it



together until the morning after the nettles applauding. I have never heard
another sound like that, before or since.

I understand that taking on a magical name has been powerful for you.
Would you share that process and its impact?

I took “Ella” home with me after May intensive: That was the answer to the ritual
question of “What do you have to take home with you to keep the dream alive?” I
didn’t expect it.

After the ritual, I was very frightened of coming home and declaring my new
name. The mysteries who were in my circle of support that week helped me have
the courage to listen. Changing a name is a very forward way of saying, “I’m
changing!” That’s not always comfortable– to say, or to hear. One of my
neighbors said, “Aw! I like the old name! It’s so friendly.” I told her, “I encourage
you to hold that feeling close to your heart as you make the transition.”

It’s been important for me to keep remembering the feeling I had in the creek
when someone feels uncomfortable about it. It really has changed my life,
though. Caroline Casey is an astrologer who I like very much. She says that it is
wise to examine the containers of our lives, make sure that we aren’t getting root-
bound by a pot that is too small for what we have become. I feel just like that, like
a plant that has a new world of soil to stretch into, and most of my community
has been wonderfully supportive. Hearing my name from my friends and family
feels like a magical act each time and I love that.

How's Sunshine (your adorable adopted Grove dog) doing?

Still fabulous! He has taken on a new name as well, or rather, expanded. His full
name is now Sunshine Coyote Love. He lives up to it, too. When I sage the
house, he shows right up, ears perked. Ritual time? Ritual time?  Also, he dug up
a cherry tree that I had just planted, back in February, when I was putting off
ritualizing my dedication to earth for the year. Suddenly, I found myself, hands in
the dirt, in the rain at 11 p.m., under a full moon, planting the tree again and
dedicating my year. He is a magical guide dog. I hope I am living up to his
expectations.

What dream are you holding onto this year and how do you hope that it
manifests?

My dream is to bring hope back into the world. My green mantle is a novel that I
am writing. This dream was really kicked off by a ritual at Diana’s Grove in 2003,
though I couldn’t have named it then. Naturally, we were at Carter Shay. The
teachers had decided that, in an act of faith for the healing of the planet, we
would release the “waters of the world” by pouring them into the ground at Carter
Shay. That night, I felt like I was being poured, was letting go of trying to do my



work without the sacred to shape me.

Now, I can name my dream because of working with Canyon at May Intensive.
The Greenwood is helping me listen to the hopeful story and tell it as well as I
can. Yeah, Diana’s Grove!

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

Astrology for the Journey: The Missing Half
By Teri Parsley Starnes

“Tam Lin asks: ‘Who is Jennet? I believe that we are two parts of one whole. In this life,
I am the one who has been asked to take the role of the dreamer. Jennet is the one who
agreed to live the life of a dedicant… In truth, we are two halves of one whole. We have
always been seeking each other.’” ~ Cynthia Jones, Jennet’s Blessing

This month’s theme is Self-Image. This year, as we’ve explored the duality of dream
and dreamer and the shifting possibility of knowing the difference between the two, I
find myself in the place of wondering: How do I get a true picture of my Self? Can I
know myself?  Am I the woman seen by others or the woman who sees herself?
Perhaps it is the Faery Queen who, for her own reasons, weaves this confusion.
Perhaps Tam Lin, caught behind one of the Queen’s veils, is right—we are each a half,
a part of a whole, waiting to be reunited.

Astrology’s pattern shows six wholes that have been divided into twelve. The twelve
parts are the signs and houses. The six wholes are made up of each sign paired with its
opposite partner. Astrology’s pattern tells a story of finding Self through finding
wholeness. Often, we experience these polarities like a pulsing back and forth from one
extreme to another. Sometimes we glimpse the other missing half. Other times we
forget we ever knew that other perspective. Seeking the place of synthesis, I wonder,
what is the name of each whole? Who am I now? Who can I be?

Imagine each of these wholes divided by a veil. Imagine each half is calling to the other,
saying, “Believe in me, I am you too.”

The two halves of the first pair are Self and Partnership, represented by Aries and Libra.
Relationship pulls the individual into an expanded self. Strong partnerships are made up
of unique individuals who can maintain their own identity. This polarity sets the pattern
for all the polarities, which represent the basic mystery of being. The Self who is
growing along this axis is discovering the paradox that fuels evolution and growth.
Perhaps this Self could be called: Expansion.



The second pair of halves is Stability and Transformation, represented by Taurus and
Scorpio. We are born into bodies and these bodies die. Does the story really end there?
This polarity reminds us that every death makes a new form possible. Death and birth
are linked, flowing toward each other, in both directions. The Self who is growing along
this axis is learning about power and trust. Perhaps this Self could be called: Eternity.

The third pair of halves is Learning and Teaching, represented by Gemini and
Sagittarius. From this polarity comes our ability to learn, think, understand, and search
for meaning. These two halves represent how the microcosm and macrocosm are
dependent on each other. What comes first: the big idea of everything or the small parts
that make up everything? The Self who is growing along this axis is becoming aware of
the scope and possibilities of awareness, from the finite to the infinite and back.
Perhaps this Self could be called: Cosmology.

The fourth pair of halves is Inner World and Outer World, represented by Cancer and
Capricorn. “Inner” and “outer” are very basic words to use to try and capture the
complex issues that apply to these signs. The home, the foundations of the self, the
family, and where we are rooted describe the inner-world end of this polarity. Career,
authority, cultural traditions, and aspiration describe the outer-world end. The inner
world and outer world need each other. The Self who is growing along this axis is
coming to terms with the wholeness of life, just as the World Tree, from roots to
branches, represents all that is. Perhaps this Self could be called: the World.

The fifth pair of halves is Creation and Vision, represented by Leo and Aquarius. This
polarity suggests that there are two types of creativity—the type that creates for the
pure joy of creation and the type that creates for a better world. From the talents and
gifts of an individual to the community who will be bettered by these gifts, these halves
complement and temper each other. Vision asks that the gift be given a purpose.
Creation asks that the individual find his own particular gift. The Self who is growing
along this axis is learning these lessons. Perhaps this Self could be called:
Temperance.

The sixth pair of halves is Service and Sacrifice, represented by Virgo and Pisces. Tam
Lin and Jennet fit into these halves. She is the dedicant, the servant to the real world.
He is the dream, the sacrifice that makes life sacred. This year’s story is about how
these two parts need each other to make a whole. Both become sacrifices. Both
become dedicants. The Self who is growing along this axis is learning to bring heaven
to earth and earth to heaven. Perhaps this Self could be called: Love.

Which polarity calls to you? We all need to grow along every one of them and we are
given ample opportunity to do so—by the characteristics of our birth charts, the transits
and progressions we experience throughout our lives, and the other people we
encounter and learn from. Our other halves are calling out to us. They ask, “Do you
believe in me? Do you believe in yourself? What is our name?”



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

MysteryÕs Light
By Laurie Dietrich

This year, the Mystery School community has been working with the Ballad of Tam
Lin—a story about the knight Tam Lin, trapped in Faerie, and the girl Jennet, whose
love can bring him back into Life again.

But because this is a myth, and not just a story, it’s also about something else. Jennet
and Tam Lin, yes, but also the Dreamer and the Dream. The Dream that is trapped, as
if behind glass; that can’t be real in the world until a Dreamer believes in it, loves it, pulls
it into Life.

Last month, on the Mystery e-mail list, Tam Lin wrote: “I am your dream—your dream of
doing good work, of making a difference, of creating a happy family, of justice, of being
well fed, of opening to a different possibility for your life. Do you believe in me? What is
your promise to me?”

And the Mysteries responded.

“Tam Lin, you both are and represent my dream to change the way we treat children in
America. I promise that I will never forget you and will keep you close to my heart. I
promise that I will work to make you real, every day of my life, no matter what the
barriers. I promise that I will speak you aloud often and with conviction, to keep you
alive and real and fresh in my soul.”

“My dream is to help create a world in which people feel empowered to live freely and
fully. I work on this dream by living my life in accordance with the values that I want to
see more of in the world. What will I do if I truly believe in you? I will remember who I
am.”

“I dream of a world populated with empowered and tolerant beings co-creating with the
Universe in sustainable ways. Through my mentoring, teaching, writing, speaking, (and
soon, I hope, as a parent) I strive to be a trigger for sustainable, creative human action.
I promise that I will continue to practice and share with others some disciplines and
tools for healthy embodiment, and that I will continue to foster appreciation, gratitude,
and respect for the sacred in each and all.”

“My dream is that my communities will practice healthy ways of being in relationship, for
those of us who need someplace to show us how that's done, how it might look. My



promise to that dream is to support the sacred by supporting those things that make us
safe in community, because I believe community can lead people to the sacred.”

 “My promise to the Dream is, not only do I recognize I have a Dream; I recognize I am
the Dream. To make the Dream manifest I need Self-confidence; I need to recognize
and accept that I am not separate from the Dream. No one is in the way but me. There
is no adversary. By my thoughts, words, actions, feelings, and beliefs I bring my Dream
into form.”

“Dream, you deserve to live. Not only do you deserve to live, but you deserve to thrive,
to sparkle. You deserve to be my Beloved. Beloved, your face is Wholeness. Your voice
whispers, ‘Completion.’ Your heart holds Forgiveness. Your hands promise Being. In
your embrace, Peace flows from us into all the realms. Your taste is Sweetness beyond
imagining. And I deserve you. I promise to remember who you are.”

“I do believe in you, and I know you are possible. I know that you are there when I make
a difference for one person or for many. I promise I will not let go of you and stop
believing in you when things get tough and the enormity of this task feels overwhelming.
For the dream is the only thing that can carry me through those times.”

“I can promise that I am living my best life openly and with curiosity, with humor,
boldness, humility and love. Always expanding, always new possibilities.”

“Yes, Tam Lin, I believe in you! I believe in you when I don't believe in myself. You are
my dream, you represent all my dreams! I will continue to learn and grow. I will believe
in you and the Dream.”
“My dream is a dream of community, and I believe in my dream. I offer to my dream my
authentic visible self as best I can manifest me, with all my human-ness and all my
divinity. I offer time and insight. I offer it my hopes and my fears. I offer my love to this
dream.”

“My promise to this dream is to hang in there, even if pulling it into reality gets hard. My
promise is to hold onto Faith—in the possibility of the dream and in my own strength
and ability to make it real. I can't promise not to doubt, but I promise not to become
paralyzed by or waylaid by Doubt. I promise not to let go.”

“Hello Dream! I know you are shining, preening happily in your now. I know you are
believing in me as I wander behind the veil, crying out to you.”

“The Dream that is choosing me now is just forming and asks me to reach out and
grasp it sight unseen. To believe. It needs to be nurtured. It needs to be loved. It needs
to have life breathed into it. I promise to listen. I hear you with my heart. I promise to
believe that anything is possible. I promise to help you manifest. I thank you for not
giving up on me.”

“My promise to you, dream, is to still keep reaching for you. Every day, I am learning



little tiny tools, new messages to give myself that help to break those ingrained negative
thought patterns. I will make room for you to flourish! That is my promise. The progress
may be slow at first, but I promise I will keep on keeping on. I promise that to you. So
mote it be.”

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.

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: The Courage of Dogs
By Skippy

It is time to reveal another canine secret, one that is soooo obvious and, at the same
time, so unseen as to appear magical. It is the courage of dogs. No, no, no, it has
nothing whatsoever to do with fighting. As a matter of fact, we dogs fight out of fear, not
out of courage. The more afraid a dog feels, the more apt she or he is to be willing to
fight.

Our real courage is our willingness to believe in the goodness of life. Each morning we
wake up eager to embrace life with optimism and give it our full attention. While you
people are quietly sipping your coffee, you may have noticed that we dogs wake up just
naturally excited about being alive, and ready to experience another joyful day.

I have heard a few discouraging words about the boundless energy we have in the
morning, but I have not let it discourage me one little bit. And, you people should know,
our attitude didn’t come from having a perfect life up until this moment. We dogs simply
choose to believe that life will be good today.

And why not? Can you imagine every dog in the country waking up grumpy, just like
their owners? We dogs know we have to be perky. (Editor’s note: The reader should
know that the word “perky” was not Skippena’s choice. Rather, it was a poor translation
of a canine word that has a much greater depth of meaning. Warrior Princesses do not
normally allow themselves to be referred to as “perky.”) We dogs simply believe that
being willing to embrace life is much more fun than running from it, and one of the
advantages of being a dog is being able to put fun and duty together. It’s one of our
special skills. So we choose to face life today with bouncing joy and eagerness, no
matter what yesterday was like.

How do we do that, you ask? After all, most of us dogs at the Grove came here because



we were lost or dumped. Some of us experienced real starvation and near-death trauma
before we got here. So where does our boundless optimism come from? I don’t know.
Most of us just choose to believe we’re going to catch those turkey vultures this time, or
get that piece of pie, or whatever it is that we really, really want.

And it that doesn’t happen…well there is always something else to do: chase the
squirrels, get our heads scratched or lie in the sun. They are all good choices as long as
we believe they are.

Lonely Hearts:
These fifty dogs will be fed tonight
By Cynthia Jones

I wrote this article two years ago.  Shocked by the devastation in New Orleans, no
one wanted a dog. A year later, 48 of that year’s “fifty” were safe in their rightful
homes.  The 49th was homeward bound a week later.  Leo, the 50th of the September
2005 crew, still lives at The Grove.  He believes he already has his forever home,
and…he is right.

If I were to write this article today, I would have to say these eighty dogs will be fed
tonight.  I would also be far more optimistic.  Our dogs have been fortunate this
month.  Kids are back in school, vacations are over.  Dogs are finding homes.  We
have some extraordinary dogs right now and we have some wonderful dogs that are
far less noticeable than their pure bred compatriots.  Those dogs wait.  They wait like
the fifty we had two years ago waited.  They wait, but this year, I fill their bowls with
hope.  I hope they will be discovered by the family’s that are meant for them.   Other
than Leo, we have only one adoptable dog who was here at the beginning of the
year.  Guy is that fellow.

Guy was the dog in a box.  We passed him every time we went to Bunker.  He lived
in a metal box with bars on the side.  The box had no bottom.  It was buried into the
ground.  As Guy grew, his box didn’t.  Eventually, he couldn’t stand up but he
remained in the box.  His box was only shaded in the afternoon.  He spent a summer
in the box and lived.  Finally, we couldn’t stand to drive past him one more time.
Constance stopped found it was easy to convince the people to give him to us.  They
said they didn’t like him much anyway.  Now he lives with Gus at night, has a long
daily walk and shares his home with three other dogs.  Because Guy is powerful and
black, he might wait a long time before being rescued again.  But at least his wait is
filled with love and care.

These fifty dogsÉ.



I just returned from a discouraging adoption day.  Labor Day Saturday was very busy.
Ambassadors all, ten of our dogs represented the canine world.  The day ended with
lots of socialization but only one new home.  After the basic housetraining and puppy-
care talk, a trusting little fellow named Skeeter became a young couple’s first dog.
Skeeter went to what I hope will be loving home.  As I rode home through the dark
landscape, Missouri’s hills brushed past the car window.  The sound of dogs sleeping in
their crates was comforting.  Safe again after a hard day of being charming, they
thought.

The dogs slept; they were tired and at peace.  I was tired but not at peace. I thought
about my passengers and the dogs at home.  I pushed back my demons with the
mantra these fifty dogs will be safe tonight. These 50 dogs will be fed tonight.

I am haunted by the eyes of the dogs waiting in shelters - our shelter, any shelter.  I am
haunted by my concern for the dogs we place.  Did we make the right decision?  Each
adoption is a life sentence.  That life might be short.  Why do you insist on a fenced
yard?  She ran away.  I opened the door and he just dashed out into the street

It might be a long life.  A fenced yard, yes, but imagine a life lived in a back yard pen.  A
child’s enthusiasm for the new dog won’t last longer that her mother’s.  Constance tries
to explain to a father and son why she can’t let them adopt a Golden Retriever pup if he
is going to live in a twelve by twelve pen. Can you imagine a lifetime in a twelve by
twelve pen?

Can you imagine living for a few moments of companionship?  All day, all night, you
wait for a brief touch.  The rare treat that you hunger for is a chance to look into
someone’s eyes.  A few months pass.  Winter comes.  No touch at all, he lives for the
sound of caring voice.  It is summer...he lives for any voice at all.   These fifty dogs are
safe tonight.  These fifty dogs will be cared for tonight.

So often I hear I would love to do what you do.  Many of you want to save a life or
assure that an abandoned dog can have a night without fear, hunger or pain. And....
But.... I understand. You have very real considerations and limitations.  I consider
myself fortunate to be able to do what I do and I am one of the many.  I care for the lives
that find their way into my keeping and, like you, I can’t do it alone.  No one can do it
alone.  We can do it together.

Give me an hour and these fifty dogs will be cared for tonight.  Give me one hour’s
wage and....  It is ten o’clock on a gloomy Monday morning.  You are hoping that your
third cup of coffee will restore meaning to your work.  Look at the clock. You can say,
This hour saved a life.  Fifteen dollars will vaccinate three puppies.

It is the last hour of a long work week.  The minute hand creeps toward twelve.  Will you
give me that hour?  With that hour, we can spay a young dog who has had 28 puppies
in her brief two years of life.  Did you know that one spay can prevent a thousand



puppies from being born to die of homelessness and neglect.  Yes, one dog and her
children can bring a thousand dogs into your local shelter.  Give one hour of your
time...that hour will be well spent.  No one can do it alone. We can do it together. Give
an hour.  Save a life.  These fifty dogs will be safe tonight.

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.

Contribute to Diana's Grove Dog and Puppy Rescue

If you would like to make a donation to support the care of our dogs and puppies, we
accept contributions through PayPal or the mail. We are a 501(c) 3 non-profit
organization and any donations are tax deductable. We welcome any amount you can
afford. Thank you very much for your support!

To contribute through PayPal, click the button found at
http://www.dianasgrove.com/dogs/contribute.html

To mail a contribution, please send your check (made out to Diana's Grove) to:

Diana's Grove Dog and Puppy Rescue
P.O. Box 159
Salem, MO 65560


