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Stepping into the Story: On SamhainOs Eve

By Cynthia Jones

Time passes slowly in the dark. It passes slowly in the cold. Samhain is the Celtic word
for Summer’s End. November 1st is our oldest New Year’'s and the night before that
dawn is a celebration to honor the end of the light’s growing power and the beginning of
dark’s regenerative magic. Samhain, Summer’s End, | was told once that this word also
meant “the return of silence”. | don’t know if this is true but . . . it should be.

Crickets finally silent, frogs asleep; the wind softly tells secrets to the leaves and | can
hear the whispers. | can hear the leaves answer. An acorn drops. It thunders to earth.
Those voices—wind, leaves, acorns—they speak in the summer but they can’t be heard
in the lush night. A million creatures, impelled by passion, fill all of the spaces that
darkness makes. Samhain, Summer’s End, the return to silence . . . in the silence that
lies between October’s end and November’s beginning, | can hear stories and sounds
that were too subtle for my summer ears. | can hear sighs, rustles, the distant drumming
of horses’ hooves . . .

That night was long ago. Years have passed but that night is always close.

Horses’ hooves, horses’ hooves, “the first horse will be red”, he said. The dark parted at
the place where the sun left the sky. A great red horse came thundering through. |
couldn’t see the rider’s face. The sound of hooves filled the night. Tam Lin’'s words were
true. The clattering of hooves was so loud that the rider’s call could not be heard. The
horse was great and mighty. No one would confuse him with a horse that was born in
our mortal world. He was twenty-four hands high, no one could reach the rider’s hand.
That great horse came directly at me.

Sparks flew from his hooves. Passion filled his wake. The rider was neither man nor
woman; she was both and all. He was everyone who has had the courage to mount
passion and ride the fire with no knowledge of Destination’s name. She was each of us
at the moment when we allow ourselves to be consumed by fire. Flames, gentle, licking
flames; they rise and fall as they encircle the bark. Flames, in their own timeless
exploration, slowly eat the wood. Flames, glowing red embers, they convert wood to
heat and light. When the flames are done, the wood is gone. So are the flames. All that
remains is story and ash.



There are those who can remember. There are those who can tell us how the wood
sighed when passion took it. There are those who invite us to remember what we felt
when we saw sparks rise in ecstatic abandonment as fire consumed and transformed
the wood. The first horse was red. It was red and | let it go on by. Darkness snapped
back with a silent clap.

The cold was even colder than it had been before. The silence had even fewer sounds.
In its velvety darkness, again, | heard the sound of distant hooves.

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.

Living the Story: Worthy Challenges

By Laurie Dietrich

The worthy challenge wants to set you free. It wants you to become who you are.
—NMoon Shadows 2007

“What do you think will be the result of the work we do together?” My therapist asked
me that question on the first day of what was to be a relationship of several years. | said
| expected to learn to be more “normal.” | didn’t feel normal at all. The things | wanted
from my life didn’t seem to be the same things that other people wanted, leaving me
with no way to connect. | indulged in all kinds of destructive, escapist behavior so as not
to face the confusion and anxiety of being so “different.”

| entered therapy thinking that | could learn to be normal. My therapist was too
compassionate to laugh, but her eyes did. She said, “No, we won’t teach you to be
‘normal.” We’'ll teach you to be more comfortable in being exactly who you are.”

Who am I? | am someone who has been learning, since infancy, to let go. Every
summer, when | was growing up, my family moved, in support of my father’s career
trajectory. Every summer | learned the lesson again: friendships, relationships, are
illusory things. Let go, or risk the pain of having them wrenched from between tightly
grasping fingers.

And when | was abused and mistreated by someone who was charged with my well-
being, someone my parents trusted, | chose to keep secret that betrayal rather than
shatter my parents’ trust. | took one more lesson about the danger of needing anyone or
anything into myself like a poison, and suffered silently the damage that did.



The illusive, sometimes even destructive nature of the human relationships available to
me shaped my craving for the not-human, for the things that don’t change. | took refuge,
long ago, in the great dark truths—the paradoxes and mysteries—the sometimes bleak
but undeniably comforting stability of the inevitable. | embraced solitude and the lessons
of loss.

And what | found there was freedom, and a deep, quiet joy. An almost physical sense of
ease as | gave up my need to cling to those things that, by their very nature, are
ephemeral; letting attachment slip through my open fingers, letting my loosely held
palms fill up, instead, with mystery.

In that place | felt gentle detachment and great compassion. | was filled with a
melancholy awe by the beauty all around me. | felt connected. | felt at peace. But | didn’t
feel entirely human, anymore. | thought that | was, in some fundamental way, broken.
That | could either live in the narcotic ease of separation, or else enter into relationship
and damage others with my sharp, jagged edges. That this ruined shape could not fit
into the harmonious patterns that we humans, at our best, come together to make: the
patterns of service, devotion, healing, and love.

What | know now is that the only thing that was broken was my belief in the breaking:
that | believed | had been wrenched out of the pattern, rather than carefully shaped to fit
into it. It was possible to be not only comfortable with who | was, but to find meaning
and purpose in my differences as well. My therapist and | stepped together onto that
road, but the full realization came not through healing work, but rather as a response to
a series of worthy challenges.

“You can walk in the dark places,” a clear-eyed friend told me. “Don’t you think others
need guidance there? You say you want to be of service—are you willing to let the
sacred use you in the way it wants? Are you willing to risk being the one who brings the
hard truths? The one who is not welcomed, but is needed?”

Was | willing to be, not loved, but of use? Was | willing to let the things | had learned
and experienced be a light for others who found themselves in similar darkness?

| thought | was. And so | accepted the challenge of being a priestess of the dark face of
the goddess.

“So you think you can stand in the dark,” that face said to me. “But can you stand here?
Can you stand with someone who is dying? Can you be the embodiment of
fearlessness in a room that is so full of fear? And can you stand here? Can you stand
fearlessly by the deathbed of someone you love? Can you live far away from the things
that comfort and give meaning to others, knowing that your job is to be an agent of that
meaning, not to be comforted yourself? Can you stand here?”

| thought | could. And so | accepted the challenge of being a priestess of Death, and a



servant of the dying.

This month, in our story, Jennet, the Dreamer, is challenged with pulling Tam Lin, the
Dream, into life. “Only when you let go of all you think he is can he become all that he
knows himself to be,” the Faerie Queen warns her. | (and others) thought that | was
broken. Something in me knew that | was a healer. Dreams are hard things to hold, but
it is worth our lives to pull them into life. Our challenges shape us, as we shape our
dreams. Perhaps we are the dreams that our challenges (and challengers) are pulling
into life?

My challenges, and my challengers, helped me shape a life that seemed random and
broken into a pattern of preparation for great service. | cannot imagine being “normal”
now, not when | have been shown the uses of my “difference.” Worthy challenges have
brought me to this place of wholeness, this place of darkness and light, of meaningful
service. Worthy challenges have delivered me to my life, and have delivered my life to
me.

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

Why Mythology?
OThere are no extraordinary people, only extraordinary
commitments.O

By Cynthia Jones

The veil thins; the black horse comes. Decision made, the rider reaches. She pulls him
from the horse. OHe fell into my arms with the force of time and motion. His weight
became mortal and pressing. We fell to the cold, cold ground. | held him so close that |
couldnOt see him. | could feel him; | could see him with my arms. My body recognized
his body. | knew him with my skin and with my heart. | recognized the feel of his soul as
it lay against my breast. | knew him, andE | didnOt know him.

OHe was changing in my arms. His skin became smooth. Silk, cold silk but not flesh. |
couldnOt see him but | knew that he was no longer a man, if he had ever been a man. If |
could look into his eyes, they would be slitted. If | could see his face, his tongue would
be forked. He would taste the air to learn its secrets. His body moved like one smooth
force. Undulating, his skin cool, he wrapped around me. Skin became scales. The S-
curve of muscle, hugging me, embracing me, constricting me.O

She pulls him from the horse and he becomes a snake. He coils around her, taking her
breath, squeezing the life out of her. Dreams do that. Challenges do that. Making an



extraordinary commitment can, at times, envelop you, constrict you. Why mythology?
Because a myth finds a way to tell you a truth that no one else can tell. She pulls her
love, her dream, her future, from the horse and he becomes a snake that coils around
her. He becomes a lion fierce. Teeth bared, he threatens to consume her. He becomes
a bear, long claws tear her flesh. Yes, it is true. My dream did not pave the way to a life
of ease. | fought. | didn’t fight the lion, the bear or the snake, | fought my desire to let go.
| fought my instinct for self preservation. | fought my weakness and the whisper that
such a commitment was too much for me. Myths tell truths.

What might have been a happy ending was instead, a noble beginning. “Hold on for
twenty-one heartbeats,O he said. OHold on for twenty-one heartbeatsKor fourteen
years, | have held this dream. Last year, the bear faded and....

OThe bear was gone. Hot lead. Molten lead. Burning lead. | couldnOt hold on. In my
mindOs eye, | saw my flesh seared away. Not love, nor prayer nor intention could enable
me to hold hot lead to my bare body. It was hopeless. Searing, burning, demanding to
be free; | could sacrifice my flesh, but nothing would let me hold onto a molten, white-
hot dream. Sometimes, you have to let go. Sometimes you have to let go for there is no
other way to hold on.OLast year, | let it go and half a heartbeat later, | see my dream in
all its beauty at bottom of a still, still pond.

The work doesn’t end. At time, you must let go. Things have to find their own shape,
their true shape. They must, it is what happens next. | pulled him from the pond; you did
too. You were there. You helped me bring him up. We covered him with the green
mantle; the power of life is stitched with days. Experiences —light as memory, warm as
friendship—decorate the weave. We covered him and now, he breathes. Beneath the
mantle, he breathes. The work goes on. Myths tell truths that are too hard to say.

For Cynthia’s bio, please seBtepping Into the Stoip this monthOs magazine.

Journey in Words

By Shaun Perkins

A recent writing prompt | sent to our Journey in Words online class was to free-write
from the word OChallenge.O What followed were poems, paragraphs, stories, and ideas
generated by contemplating that word, which embodies the Mystery School theme for
October, the month when the Rites team members complete their rite of passage for the
year. One class participant, sisalfish, who was on last yearOs Rites team, wrote the
following poem in response to the prompt.



Challenge

| find myself asking myself

what others have asked me all my life:
sisal, they would say,

(or, in earlier days, Denise, or Neesie)
why can't you just sit still?

why can't you just be at peace,

relax,

settle in?

why do you put yourself

(and those of us who love you)
through

all this change

all this challenge

all this?

And this is not one of those poems you write

knowing what's coming, because I'm now one of those
people asking:

why do |?

why the heck do 1?

| have had plenty of experience
in the way transformation

can take my bones apart

and glue them back together,
but not in a way that doesn't hurt
for a good long while.

| have looked

in the mirror

and thought: interesting woman.
Who the fuck is she, though?
It's disconcerting,

even when | remind myself

this doppleganger feeling

was exactly what | asked for.

So, I'm swearing off transformation and
challenge

right after this next one.

(See? It's like dieting. I'll give up chocolate
tomorrow)

| think | have one more good transformation
in me

before that last biggie.



This one

will not be

through anyone else's vision of me
but my own.

It's the transformation

not of a girl who is becoming

but of a woman who has become
and now has a menu to choose from.

So what am | hungry for?
peace

silence

the warrior alone on her island
the joy and sorrow of the open heart
spoken dream

ironed linens

the song sung for the departed
and the ones they leave behind.
And whoever will come with me
on this journey,

whoever is willing

to know me

without knowing me

when it's done.

So - | haven't answered the

"why" of this

no answer to "Why challenge?"

just

doing this the way | always seem to do it.
Stepping

before I've fully thought it through

when that space opens up in front of me
possibility, promise

and change

change

change

where I'm sitting now is

just not good enough.

So I'm taking this fork to the left

and seeing who is waiting

over that next rise

--sisalfish

Shaun Perkins, a published author and presenter, offers workshops throughout the year at DianaOs Grove



and facilitates the GroveOs online writing class. She has presented workshops nationwide, for such organ
the National Storytelling Network and the National Association for Poetry Therapy. You can learn more ab
her work atww.journeyinwords.com

Ritual Artistry: Rites of Passage
By River

Last weekend | was blessed with the opportunity to officiate a wedding for a dear friend
of mine. | think it was quite possibly the most beautiful and powerful wedding ceremony
that I've ever attended, and lest you think otherwise, | don'’t feel that way because | was
the officiant! There was a unique quality to this particular wedding that really spoke to
the ritualist in me—no, more than that. It spoke to the human in me. It spoke to the
human that resonates with archetype, symbol, metaphor, and community. The wedding
was, in my mind, a perfect example of a way to ritualize a rite of passage in this modern
world in a way that was accessible to everyone present.

The first ingredient in the success of this ritual was location. The wedding was held
outdoors at a place where the bride’s parents had built a summer home, at an old Boy
Scout camp that has been converted into residences. Ever since the bride was a little
girl, she had known that this was the place where she wanted to be married. As an
adult, this decision took on more significance for her than just sentimental value.
Although she is a woman in her mid- to late 30s, a homeowner, and a successful
professional, the space became a metaphor for moving from one stage of her life to the
next. Moving from a place connected to her childhood into one of the defining moments
of her adult life was a powerful symbol for her. I've often taught that the physical space
in which a ritual takes place can have an effect on the ritual’s success. However, this
was one of the first times when I've noticed that the space can actually be a character in
the story of a ritual, much as Carter Shay is a very real and present force in this year’s
Mystery School story.

Another aspect of this ritual’s success was the fact that this was done, as many
weddings are, in the presence of a community of loved ones. Family and friends came
from all corners of the country, united by one common thread: their love and support of
these two people. What was unique about this particular wedding was how the couple
invited the guests to engage in several parts of the ceremony. My favorite example was
when they asked everyone to write a word in a small piece of wet clay, each about two
inches square. These words were intended to be prayers, wishes, and blessings for the
couple. The bride is an amateur potter, and she intends to glaze these clay squares, fire
them, frame the whole piece as a mosaic, and hang the finished product in their living
room as a reminder of the support that they have from their community.

The clay activity, a champagne toast following the benediction ... there were many more
interactive pieces present in this wedding than | had ever seen. Even the wedding
invitations invited interaction several months before! The RSVP cards had a section



inviting guests to write words of advice, blessings, or anything they might want to pass
along to the couple. It was a great way to engage people who were unable to attend by
saying to them, “You are still important to us.”

The community involvement continued throughout the entire evening, up to and
including a wedding guest photo as one of the professional photos taken at the end of
the ceremony. At the reception, the entire group of about 200 gathered on a small hill to
be captured on film. It was clear throughout the entire event that the group that had
gathered to support this marriage was just as important as the bride and groom. With
this ritual, they laid a pattern in their souls that said, “We are not alone in this marriage.
We invite and celebrate the support of our family and friends, and we in turn support
them."

Later this month, our Rites of Passage team, the most intensive level of the Grove’s
leadership training, will participate in a ritual that will honor and acknowledge the
commitment and work that they’ve done all year long. This is the one ritual this entire
year that they don’t have a hand in planning or facilitating. They will enter into this ritual
100% for themselves and 100% as archetypes for the community that they are serving.
There are typically 50-70 people who attend the Rites of Passage weekend to witness
and support the team as they move through this process. Just like the married couple,
the Rites Team members are laying a pattern in their souls that says, “We are not
alone. We invite and celebrate the support of our community, and we in turn support
them.” | remember that message very clearly from my Rites ritual a few years back, and
the power of that idea has brought tears to my eyes every year since.

Just like the bride and groom, those of us planning this ritual will consider location. What
space or spaces will best serve the intention, not only to ensure the best sound quality,
comfort level, and visual atmosphere, but to be a symbolic and meaningful space to
those who are participating? We will consider possibilities for interaction. If we truly
believe that it takes a community to initiate a leader, then how does the community get
involved in the process? How will they feel included? How will they know that their
presence meant something?

For some reason, | feel that while all rituals are important, a ritual that marks a rite of
passage seems to have more weight to it than other rituals. There is a sort of gravitas
that comes with the decision to step across a threshold into a new phase of life or way
of being. Whether | am the participant or the priestess, my goal is to pay attention to the
values | am embodying when | ritualize such a transition. For if every rite of passage is
like a birth into a new form, then | am laying patterns in a newly born soul. | want to
begin that new life with meaning and purpose, even if | don’t quite know what it will
mean to move through the world in this new way. And therein lies the power of
conscious transformation.

River is a Grove staff member and 8th-year Mystery who hails from Chicago, lllinois. When she's not
teaching, facilitating, or just plain talking about ritual, you'll probably find her solving a crossword puzzle or



playing one of her sixteen or so drums while singing her heart out. Please feel free to contact her at
river@dianasgrove.com.

Dark and Wild:
What Challenges Me?

By Raven

The Faery Queen explains to us this month in the Moon Shadows journal that we
have been given our dream. Tam Lin is now in our world. She wonders will we be
able to give him his own life to live. | wonder about my own dreams. Will | be able
grow my dream while holding it loosely enough to allow it to have a life of its
own? What crosses and challenges me is my desire to control my world and, at
the same time, my willingness to live life as a passive participant.

| watch my son’s martial arts class. Dedicated men and women put their bodies,
minds and souls into their training day after day and week after week. At Diana’s
Grove, people join Mystery School, read the packets, write online and attend the
events. Week after week and year after year many of us return and continue to
do the work.

In the beginning, | would sit starry-eyed after reading a monthly packet, or return
from an event overflowing with ideas and new ways of being. This work, for me,
began as a process of healing old wounds and learning to live my life in the
present rather than in the past or the future. Rapid change often took the form of
chaos when | first began Mystery School. Chaos is an old friend who soon wore
out her welcome.

As | grew and learned to develop healthy relationships, the work evolved into
leadership training. Currently | practice to hone my skills and participate in a
process of seeking excellence. | am dedicated to continual growth. Still | am
often asked why | want to grow beyond who | am right now. Chaos is still vivid in
my loved ones’ memories. We all need challenge in our lives. Without some
challenge to our minds and bodies, we would lose our purpose for living. Chaos,
however, is a friend | no longer invite into my life.

Challenge reminds me that | am human. It gives me purpose and a sense of
accomplishment. This woman who revels in challenge is a far cry from the
woman | was at the beginning of this Mystery School year who refused to make
her own decisions. What’s changed in me? What’s changed for you?

For myself, | know that | have tried some things, stepped out on some limbs and
jumped from a few cliffs. I've had successes and failures. For example, | taught a
class that was great! The students’ review of my teaching was rewarding and



memorable. | also taught a class that wasn’t so great. | didn’t need to read the
reviews to know that | could have reorganized the materials to flow better. | could
have demonstrated techniques more clearly. Worst of all, | could have made eye
contact with the student | found most difficult to teach. Have you ever forgotten to
make eye contact with the very people you serve?

I'll get more chances to organize classes, and I'll even have that same student
again in another class. What | realize is that doing the work, reading the packets,
staying in touch with the mystery school community and attending the events
reminds me to do the things | know | need to do, like make eye contact, be
focused, stay present. In fact, finding other resources that keep my mind working
on growth, learning, and seeking excellence helps me to get up and put on my
mantle as a “decent human being”.

Without daily practice, | forget these things. Just as if training for a sport or a
performance, | need some sort of daily practice to train as a kind and pleasant
person. A daily practice or a daily reminder is like a mantle of responsibility. My
mantle could be a piece of jewelry, a picture on the wall, or the way | cut an
apple. | need something physical to keep me aware of my larger intention.
Without this, | often find myself behaving in ways that are not in line with my
integrity. Worse yet, | can easily forget that | am responsible for my own
behavior. | am not a victim, and | do not need other people to make my decisions
for me. How easy is it for you to forget that you bear personal responsibility for
your actions, your words, and your impact?

Since | have been in and out of work for the past year, I've been less likely to
have a morning routine or a daily practice. Since I've opened my new office, it's
become much clearer to me how satisfying it is to get up, eat my eggs and start
the day. Do you ever find yourself distracted by unworthy activities, and forget to
greet the day and seek the challenges of living fully?

Whether it’s through training, practice or perseverance, living our lives requires
active participation. Sometimes the biggest challenge for me is to be an active
participant. When my day comes to an end with a feeling of accomplishment and
pride, | know that | have spent my time wisely.

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 boy:
a husband and bird.!



Astrology for the Journey:
Grabbing a Dream

By Teri Parsley Starnes

The story gets really good here. | can feel it in my body—what it must be like to be
Jennet standing there on the side of that road in the dark, waiting for the horses, not
even hearing them yet, but wondering and questioning, what am | doing? And then,
hearing them, pounding the earth and her heart begins pounding too. This is it, she
thinks, | have to commit. | have to launch myself toward the rider of that horse, launch
myself at my dream because this is the moment of reckoning. Jennet can no longer
question herself or her dream. Yet how does she leave her doubts behind? The issue is
now about more than believing in her dream. Now, desperation enters because if she
doesn’t act, she might regret not doing so for the rest of her life.

The racing horse is an apt metaphor for Time. It can come at you quick and pass you
by. But if you can ride it, join with it, match your leap to its quick pace, then you might be
able to pull that dream into reality. What does it take to do that? Jennet becomes a
superhero at this point in the story. |, a mere mortal, could not pull my dream away from
racing Time. But giving up would mean that | have betrayed not only my dream, but also
the story that wants to show me my Self. have betrayed the truth in the myth.

Challenge brings us to our selves. We can become superheroes too.

“A good challenge is the handle to a door. Once opened, the door will give you entrance
to a place within yourself where you are more powerful and, at the same time, more
empowering. When you step through that door, your relationship with the world and with
yourself will change.” ~ Moon Shadows 2007

We find the handle to the door in astrology’s aspects, in particular the squares and
oppositions. Oppositions occur when signs or planets are opposite or approximately 180
degrees apart in the zodiacal wheel of the chart. A square is half of an opposition, or
approximately 90 degrees apart. A square or an opposition in your chart shows
challenge, places that can be dangerous: life traumas, drastic mistakes, ways we can
trip up over and over, things that don’t come easy. And without those challenges few of
us would ever transform into superheroes grabbing a dream from Time. Those squares
and oppositions are really our gifts.

Last month, | wrote about the missing half of each pair of opposite signs. Oppositions
are pathways to wholeness when we are able to integrate the qualities of both sides.
Oppositions are challenges but they also have direction, a purpose. Squares become
crosses to that purpose. In the Celtic Cross tarot spread, the card that represents our
challenge is called the card that crosses. Crosses form at those 90-degree angles,
where we confront a challenge that tries to pull us off the path. When two pairs of



oppositions square each other, it is called a Grand Cross.

The Grand Cross pattern has something to say to each of us, whether we have one in
our chart or not. The Grand Cross shows a picture of the types of challenges we each
experience in our evolution to wholeness.

There are twelve signs, six pairs of oppositions, and three different grand crosses. Each
cross belongs to one modality family, either the Cardinal, Fixed, or Mutable families of
signs. They show us three faces of challenge:

The Cardinal cross, where the pathway of Self and Partnership is crossed by the
pathway of Inner World and Outer World. This cross represents the four areas of life
that anchor our existence: identity, relationship, home, and career. If we encounter a
problem in any of these areas, the other three may provide insight, balance, or
resolution to the problem.

The Fixed cross, where the pathway of Stability and Transformation is crossed by the
pathway of Creation and Vision. This cross shows the resources that support our
evolution, but which also may prevent it if we are not in balance and ready to change.
For example, at times the need for stability can keep me frozen, afraid to jump from the
side of the road onto the speeding horse that carries my dream. And other times
stability is just what | need to get my bearings, and gather strength for the fight.

The Mutable cross, where the pathway of Learning and Teaching is crossed by the
pathway of Service and Sacrifice. This cross shows the search for wisdom and purpose
in our lives. Unlike the Fixed cross, where fixed attitudes can keep us stuck in one
place, the Mutable challenge is to find the underlying constancy in an ever-changing
reality. Just as Jennet needed to hold onto the changing forms of her dream after she
pulled him from the horse, the Mutable cross challenge is to stick with something to the
end, through all its changes.

Do you feel crossed by challenge? Take heart, | believe this means we are close to
opening the door! Explore the nature of your challenge, and perhaps the pattern of
astrology’s crosses will show you a way to jump into the flow of Time, grab the dream,
and bring it back into the world. The next time life throws me a challenge, I'm going to
remember the feel of Jennet’s heart thumping and the sound of hooves pounding.

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
continue the astrological conversation on Diana's Grove Oracle e-list. Visit her website
www.starsdanceastrology.com to find out more or cortiastaf@niratinter.net



MysteryOs Light
By Laurie Dietrich

As the long Summer of Doubt nears its end, as Jennet chooses to have faith in Tam Lin,
no matter how unwise it may seem, she realizes that “| can believe in hope or | can
believe in fear. | would rather be a fool who believes in the possibility of goodness than
one that believes in the inevitability of disappointment. It is all an illusion, so choose
your illusions wisely. Choose the ones that are worth your life."

The Mystery email list was inspired, by Jennet’s words, to name our own illusions, the
hopeful and the fearful, and to claim our right to choose which illusions we will live with.
Which illusions we will live for.

“The illusion that is worth my life, the illusion | live for, is that | am. Me. One person. One
beating heart. One body, one mind, one spirit. |. Essentially, this is all | have: my one
life. | must live it with meaning.”

“What | live for is a quote | heard recently attributed to Khalil Gibran, that the highest
form of work is to make Love visible.”

“I choose to believe that | create myself and that my world is what | make of it. | live for
my vision of Whole-ness for each and all, and One-ness with each and all. | live for my
vision of peace, connection, sustainability for humans on Earth.”

“The illusion that | choose to believe is that living my life well in service to others helps
to change the world. I like to imagine all of us in the community as spheres, dotting the
country and affecting other spheres, until we weave a web of love, respect, and peace. |
imagine our web connecting with others around the world, soothing and offering an
alternative to the violence and trauma happening everywhere. lllusion? Perhaps. But it
is the illusion | claim.”

“The illusion that has most consistently been worth this life: That this experience / these
experiences are worth living / exploring. That the experiment of trying them out is the
most fun | can have. That everything in this life has purpose and meaning. That if | don't
like it | can change it—it's my life to do with as | will. Conversely, the illusion that has
been the most destructive may be the most true ... that my life is linked to other lives.
It's true that our lives are all linked, but the destructive illusion | have needed to let go of
is that | am responsible for the emotional responses others have to my actions. It's good
to let go of that. And hard. And the illusion most worth living for may be that | have.”

“In my mind, | assume responsibility for the potential of another person's total
destruction because of the smallest of my actions or non-actions. So, | like the idea of
choosing a new illusion to give to myself. | like calling them both illusions, too. | like that
| don't have to believe that happiness is real to choose it. If it's between two illusions



that I'm choosing, than why not choose the happier/amazing one? So, what illusion do |
choose?

"Life is a splendorific feast of experiences ranging across all breadths of emotion. |
experience fullness of life by feeling whatever | feel, and not clinging to any one way of
being. | am an amazing creature of all colors of light and darkness who can move fluidly
through all of life and death. Joy is always mine as | fear nothing, embrace life's
experiences fully, and connect with others in an authentic and compassionate way.”

“My dream. To do hospice work. To be a compassionate presence, a helpful guide, a
healing force, for the dying and bereaved. To make a positive difference in people's
lives, in the world. To be a source of kindness, healing; a source of light that ignites and
inspires others toward the same. Such a big dream. An impossible dream? Is it
arrogant? Do | have the skill? The ability? Who am | to have such a dream?

"What do | want to believe? That | can achieve this dream, or that | can't? What is the
outcome of each belief? Either could lead to failure, to being thought a fool. But which
journey is more desirable, more fun, more full of love?

"Which journey is worth my life?”

Seelaurie’s bio after her articleing the Story, in this monthOs magazine.

The Spiral of Leadership: Power

By Forever

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.

To continue this series about the Diana’s Grove Spiral of Leadership, I'd like to talk
about Power.

Have you ever heard the phrases “power-over” and “power-under”? The government,
teachers, your (my) boss, parents, all have power “over” people. Typically, it's fairly
easy to see, yet there is also a more hidden aspect of power. Have you ever been on a
team with a visible leader, and then there was this other person? This person disagreed
with everything that was done; they showed up late, had side conversations, and
generally changed the focus to themselves. They were changing the focus to



themselves in almost a passive-aggressive way. This is an example of “power-under,”
yet just because a person is doing these things doesn’t mean that it is a power-under
situation. The intention of that person is really what shows whether or not the
disruptions are about power or not. In looking back at the examples | gave, I'm feeling a
bit guilty, because I've been that person, and at times [ still shift into being that person.
There have been times when | did it on purpose, but mostly, | was not being aware of
my impact and had more interest in doing anything other than what was going on. |
wonder, am | alone in this? Have you found yourself being that person? Were you
aware that you were doing it? Was it intentional, and if so, was your intention met?

In my life (and most other people’s, too), there is an exchange of power between me
and my boss. | have given him the power to grant me days off, the power to set my pay
rate and the times that | come in and leave, and the power to choose which projects |
work on. | have given him that power in exchange for a pay check every other week,
insurance, and the hope that | can move up in the company, gaining more responsibility,
vacation time, and pay. This exchange feels pretty balanced to me, yet if the balance
changes and isn’t acceptable, | can choose to leave. That choice may not always be an
easy one, say, if you have a wedding coming up, or some other big event. Regardless, |
retain the power to leave when the exchange is unacceptable. | am fortunate in that |
am working for a person that is pretty flexible on when | come in to work and when |
leave. However, | have worked for people that were more strict about my hours. Notice
the words have worked; | no longer do. There came a time when | chose to leave,
whether it was because the exchange was no longer acceptable, or because the
exchange rate was better at a different place. Can you see the exchange of power in
your work place? Has the difference in exchange “rates” caused you to choose a
different job?

One of the more subtle versions of power was shown to me during one of the first
weekends | came to Diana’s Grove. On the first night, a request was made for
volunteers to help with setting up an area for later the next day. Six of us joined the
person asking for help, Rose. Once we were all together, the tasks were laid out: we
needed to gather 45 chairs, set them in an arc around a fire pit, and then set up the fire.
There had been a pretty serious storm the weekend before, and the area also needed a
quick clean-up. Rose then asked if people were called to any particular piece that
needed to be done. Each of us took a task, and we all helped out with cleaning up the
area. Once the fire was laid and the chairs were set, we got an extra treat. Rose had
stashed some ice cream sandwiches from the previous night and gave us each one for
a job well done. We all sat around the fire pit, ate our ice cream, and took some time to
get to know each other. Power-wise, Rose started sharing power by asking for
volunteers (we didn’t have to do it). She continued by giving each of us a choice in what
we were willing to do (as opposed to assigning tasks). Have you been in a similar
situation—not the ice cream part, but the group task part? Did the leader ask for
volunteers and allow each of you to pick a task? How did you feel about the task when it
happened? How about when you were told what to do?

Did you know that there is power in being vulnerable? It had never occurred to me until |



was writing the article about Responsibility. In one of my examples | talked about a time
when | had made a passing comment to a coworker and accidentally reminded her of
her husband’s passing. After my comment and her reaction, | stepped onto the spiral of
leadership by following her to ask what | had done. Once | learned that my comment
was the same comment that her husband used to make every morning, and that | had
triggered the memory of her husband and his passing, | apologized for causing her pain.
My willingness to follow her and ask what | had done put me in a vulnerable place. | was
willing to give her power over me to find out what | had done. This was a risk because |
didn’t really know how she would react. When she responded and told me about the
passing of her husband, she was also being vulnerable and sharing her power with me.
She was also taking a risk. She had an idea of how | would react, but in explaining what
| had done, she was once again re-living the death. Have you ever taken a chance like
that? Did you notice the power exchange?

| hope these examples have shown you some of the aspects of power, and | really hope
that when you are a situation around power, you have a chance to “see” the exchange,
whether you are in the “lead” or the “follow” position.

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.

Interview with a Mystery:
Marilyn R. Pukkila

By River

| thought Marilyn R. Pukkila had been in Mystery School for years, but it is only her
second year! Her incredibly insightful posts on our e-mail lists, where she shares her
thoughts on life, love, dreams, and mystery, have made such an impact on my Mystery
School experience, | assumed that she had been in our community much longer than
she has. In this month’s interview, Marilyn gives all of us a deeper look into who she
was, is, and is becoming.

How did you find out about Mystery School, and what brought you back for
another year?

Ironically, | learned about Mystery School through my ex-partner, who started
participating in the online Mystery School community and also had an affair in the same
year. We are no longer together, but the Grove mailings kept coming to my address,
and they were (and are) incredibly beautiful, so they always caught my attention. Two



years later | had another very painful break-up; that Fall | received the mailing for
Psyche and Eros and knew that this would be a good thing for me to do, in light of my
recent relationship griefs. | also teach a course on women in myth and fairy tale in which
we read several versions of the Psyche story, so | was interested to see how Cynthia
would treat it. In the end, | got her permission to use some of the workbook material with
my class, and they enjoyed it a lot. I, too, want very much to have stories without
villains.

So | did the online school in 2006 and was grateful for a safe space in which to share
and reflect upon my process of grieving and healing. In 2007, | decided | wanted to do
the May Intensive, and was glad to have the frequent flyer miles available to do so!
Undoubtedly, what brought me back was the quality of the people I'd “e-met” and the
connections I've made with them. Having already established such good links, | felt very
comfortable attending an Intensive; | already had friends waiting for me when | arrived,
even though I'd never been there before! It also helped that I'd done a few Vermont
Reclaiming Witchcamps in past years, as that gave me an idea of what to expect, even
though the two experiences are different in many ways.

I love your description of your spiritual moniker: "Quaker Witch Priestess of
Persephone in the Reclaiming Tradition with strong Buddhist leanings." Can you
tell us a little more about your spiritual philosophy and what that means to you?

| don't know that | have a spiritual philosophy so much as a spiritual path:
transformation. | like to tell students that when | was in college | was a Republican-
voting, charismatic Christian who thought that feminism was a very dangerous thing. It's
such fun to see their jaws drop! | suppose that part of why | continue to hold to those
several expressions of spirituality is (1) when something has earned it, | am VERY loyal,
and (2) AllThatls is WAY too big (in my experience) to be completely understood by any
one path. The Quaker part makes my nonviolence explicit (and reminds me of my
heritage; although | was raised Methodist, we've been Friends on my mother's side
starting with her grandfather and going back as long as there have been Quakers);
Reclaiming Witch describes my tradition and my preferred style of ritual and practice;
Priestess of Persephone acknowledges my legal ordination through the Iseum Musicum
(Fellowship of Isis); and the Buddhist leanings have come in recent years as | lean into
my grief and loss while still affirming joy. With the exception of 2004, I've had one or
more major losses (both parents' deaths, two cats' deaths, Kay Gardner's death [my
Iseum teacher], death of my first astrologer and mentor [| did the ceremony to scatter
her ashes], end of a 9-year life partnership, end of a deep love relationship, loss of the
home | grew up in) every year since the year 1999. That's a lot of loss! No wonder
Persephone called me to be Her Priestess so many years ago. And no wonder | have a
strong need to understand what it is to live joyfully with impermanence, something that
the Buddhists address very well.

What do you do in your professional life? Does it feed or intersect with your
spiritual work?



I'm head of library instructional services at a small liberal arts college. | get the joy of
watching students transform, and the sorrow of losing them after four years! In addition
to teaching folks how to do research and think critically about their material, | teach
courses out of various departments: women in myth and fairy tale, Tolkien's sources,
and contemporary Witchcraft. I'm thinking of developing one on religious responses to
Harry Potter, but | need more time to do that well. I'm also the unofficial Pagan chaplain
on campus, and the faculty advisor to the student group for nontraditional (in Western
terms) religions. Indeed, my professional life strongly intersects with and feeds my
spiritual work! I'm also Priestess and Elder for the Temple of the Feminine Divine (which
hosts the Iseum Musicum), where | work with other Priest/esses to offer public ritual. I'd
love to be teaching the ongoing Iseum classes (we've ordained about 20 people now!),
but that will have to wait until after | retire (in about 15 years or so!).

I know you have a passion for music. What other things do you do that impact
you on a similar level?

Music is my most potent energy tool. I've always sung, and I've been a violinist for over
40 years, although | had to stop playing full time about 15 years ago due to tendonitis. |
play a bit now and then, mostly improv or Celtic folk or Finnish roots music. | have a
kantele, THE Finnish folk instrument (like a lap dulcimer). | have a lovely collection of
LPs and CDs, and there's always a piece of music playing in my head. The only other
things that would come close to music for me would be [ahem!] making love, gardening,
and watercolors, a very recent interest. And, of course, sitting or walking by the ocean,
which is an enormous source of energy for me. As are trees, and roses!

| will always treasure the moment after our indoor ritual at the 2007 May Intensive when
| sat down next to Lucinda after the ritual was over and just started wordlessly singing.
A few others joined in, and still more folks stayed around for a while, but | can't even
begin to describe or explain the richness of that post-ritual singing—and | am something
of a word-smith!

What is the Dream that you're working on as part of the Tam Lin story? What are
you trying to bring into reality?

Unshakable self-love and self-trust. That's how | put it back in January. | also added on
the dream of a loving, healthy partnership. Both of these have deepened somehow, and
transformed into a dream that everyone in the world will treat themselves, each other,
and the world with kindness. It still boggles my mind and saddens me deeply when |
consider the amount of cruelty in the world, born of fear and shame. | know the only
thing | can do to bring my dream into reality is to start with myself. If | can treat myself
with unconditional loving-kindness and openness (and discernment), | am much more
able to respond to others and the world in the same way. Isn't it a good thing | have an
entire lifetime to unfold this one?

ForRiver’s bio, see her article, Ritual Artistry, in this monthOs magazine.



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

Skippy Speaks: Betwixt and Between

By Skippy

| am Skippena, Warrior Princess, Defender of the Grove and Protector of all Mysteries. |
am also Skippeeeee, Priestess of my pack and She who Ponders the Mysteries of Pack
Life. Next year, | will step more fully into the role of Sssssskippy, Shaman
Extraordinaire, She who both calls forth and is the Divine. | believe my howls are more
than ready for the challenge, but | need to practice getting my tail to drum with the other
drummers—it tends to have a mind of its own.

| choose to dance among all these roles because | want to taste all that life has to offer
me. We dogs live shorter lives than you people but, believe me, we know how to pack a
lot into them. We even know the special secret of Between Times, those transition
moments that are far more than just something to get through as you go from one place
to another.

When you think about it, your whole life is a Between Time. We dogs savor it, we live it.
We understand living between our packs and our people, between our wild instincts and
our hedonistic desires for comfort, between sleeping belly up and standing stiff-legged
with raised hackles. We even understand that some time needs to occur between
meals, although we are opposed to that in principle.

And what about you people? What do you do with transition moments? How important
are those Between Times for you? | know you celebrate some Between Moments, like
Equinoxes and Samhain, as well as seasonal changes and the process of personal
growth, but are you celebrating the process, or the “completed thing”?

We dogs love the process. After all, once we’ve been patted, it's all over. Once we
finally catch a turkey vulture as it flies over the meadow, the fun and challenge of trying
to catch it will be past. Once you finally reach those goals you’ve been striving for, you'll
have to find another reason for getting out of bed in the morning.

So, here’s to savoring transition moments, those times between that hold the best of
both worlds; where summer and winter wave to each other, where endings and
beginnings happen, where you really take the time to look into your friend’s eyes, where
our instinctual and domesticated selves dance, and those truly magical Between
Moments when the physical world and that which lies beyond open to each other.

Yup, Betwixt and Between, the really fine moments of life; all the moments of life.
Pounce on ‘em, savor ‘em, pounce on ‘em. What more can a dog have to say?



Lonely Hearts: Between the Lines

IBy Cynthia

Yes, he is crippled. His life could have ended the moment he was hit by that car, but it
didn't and | don't want it to end now. He lived through the pain of broken and dislocated
shoulder. He healed, not in a way that would save his leg, but he healed. He adjusted to
carrying a useless leg and walking with his other three. He was someone's dog before
the accident and, after. He is very social; he loves people. His eyes are full of large
trust. "Can | be yours?" he asks. "l don't need much." He knows his way around a
family. When a car door opens, he's ready. He waits for the gesture that will invite him
to get in.

We will never know what happened or when he became homeless. He wandered into a
small Missouri town about six weeks ago. Skinny and starving, he hung out at the
grocery story hoping for a handout. "Someone will help," she said and a week later, he
was still there, too weak to stand. She opened the bag of cat food she purchased and
poured it on the pavement. He dragged himself forward with his good leg, grateful for a
meal. She took him home, what else could she do? took over a month and now he is
sleek and lively, but she can't keep him. The landlord says no. The neighbor shoots
dogs. She called us. We're full; we can't take him either. But he has been through so
much, none of it his fault. What else could we do?

Dogs like Clifford are humanely euthanized. In many a shelter, that would be his fate,
but that is not a fitting end for a dog of courage and such a will to live, such a will to
love. He is beautiful. Dark red, wonderful disposition, he gets along with all of the other
dogs and every person he meets. House-trained, leash trained, he shouldn't die just
because he has lost a leg. He will accompany you on a mile walk and enjoy every
minute of it. He is a running dog that won't run off into the woods. Most of all, he is a
survivor who deserves a person who can show him that his belief in people is true.

The contract says, "With this fee, you aren't buying a dog; you are helping us save lives.
You might be helping us rehabilitate a dog with long term needs or save a weak puppy.
You might be buying time and life for a large dog, a black dog, or a shy dog, a dog
whose life is not a financial practicality.” Clifford lives between the lines of an adoption
contract.

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

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



