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Stepping into the Story

By Cynthia Jones

They say that on the first day of November, past midnight but before dawn, Tam Lin
passed over from the world of Faerie into the world of flesh and bone and time. Jennet
pulled him from his horse. In her arms, he took the shape of all her fears. She held him
tight. She held him until he became hot lead and she could hold him no more. When
she released him into the cool, cool water, he became himself. He took the form that
was his own, but that form was without breath. It was without life.

She pulled him from the water and covered him with her Green Mantle. She covered
him with her magic, her protection, her power; she covered him with her year. He took a
breath. He took a breath and life filled him. At one time, mortals believed that the soul
entered the body with the first breath.

Many of your ancestors believed that every inhalation brings Soul into your body. Every
breath N Soul comes in. During the pause that is neither inhale nor exhale, some say a
stitch secures it there. A stitch, just the way JennetOs needle sewed soul into her Green
Mantle, every breath sews a little more soul into you. Just a myth, another old tale,
butEit might be true.

With each breath, you fill yourself with the world around you. And so | say to you . . .
take a breath. Breathe in and pause . . . before you let it go. Again, breathe deeply;
exhale softly. Every exhale is a sacrifice.

Every exhale is a sacrifice. Exhale and you give yourself to the world. You give up, you
give out; you give. And then, you take. You take in. Every breath - a blessing; every
exhale is a sacrifice. Sacrifice N what do you offer to the Divine, to the Goddesses, to
the Gods, to the Mystery? To you who are mortal, we N the ones of Faerie N we are a
Mystery. To us, you N the living N you are a Mystery.

ODid it really happen?0 he wondered. OWas my dream true? Did she hold me when | was
a snake? Did she hold me when | was a lion? A bear? Did such a thing really happen?0
he wondered. OHow did she know? How could she have known who | really am?0 Tam
Lin wondered; Jennet knew.
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Jennet knew who he was, she knew him in all of his forms. She knew him when he was
a snake. She held him when he wanted to embrace her warmth so completely that his
very desire threatened to take her life away. She held him when he became things he
never thought he could be, never thought he would be. He became a creature of
nightmares, his as well as hers. Changing, changing, changing, he took on many forms
but the final one was his. On that SamhainOs Eve, he became a rhymer, a truth-teller.

Changing, changing, changing, lying in the place between life and death, he knew that
he was and that he would always be a snake, a lion, a bear, and molten shapeless heat.
He was a man who knew the nature of his own nature.

Changing, changing, changing, he took a step toward her. She was ethereal. Touched
by Fay, possessed by Carter Shay, she seemed to grow out of the land, her body a
tree, her arms branches. Her hair was a wild tangle. The moon hung over her left
shoulder and the starry night became her mantle. You might say, at that moment, she
was her motherOs child.

He moved forward to hold her as she had held him. He moved forward wondering what
she might become in his arms, and willing to discover the many forms that she would
take in the course of their life together. Girl, woman, crone, mystic, hag, falcon, the
images of her frightened him, but none slowed his step. He took her in his arms and
held her as she had held him. And then, they say, | came forward. | stepped into Carter
Shay.

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

Why Mythology?
By Cynthia Jones

| want to be a story. A story is so sure of itself that it can endure countless years of
misinterpretation. It never explains. It just allows itself to be talked about,
misunderstood, interpreted, projected on, spoken about in definitive terms, and
mythologized. | guess all a story really wants is to be told. A story wants to live.

In the OBallad of Tam Lin,O the Faerie Queen is sung as a villain. She seduces Tam Lin
just to have a new conquest. She decides to sacrifice him for her Samhain rites
because he sleeps with another woman. She lays an enchantment on him so he will
destroy Jennet if she pulls him into life. And then, when Jennet remains true, she
marches through the veil and bribes her to give him back. Jennet refuses; she cures
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them both. Admittedly, when told that way, it has a familiar ring to it. | know just how
Oenothera feels and, know what a villain she is when | am not the one being her. ButE

There are so many ways to hear and we hear through the veil of our beliefs. Trapped in
an already knowing, a villain in so many tellings remains a villain, OenotheraOs curse
was this:

"Had | known but yesterday what | know today,

I'd have taken out your two grey eyes and given you eyes of clay.
Had | known but yesterday that you would be no more my own,
I'd have taken out your heart of flesh
and put in one of stone."

Sounds vindictive, doesn't it. How would you feel if a Faerie Queen said that to you?
The first time | told this story; | left those words out and wrote a blessing.Then, | read a
mystery called Dogs of Babel. It is a story about a young woman's accidental death and
her husband's obsession to find out what really happened. In the end, he discovered
this "blessing" is her suicide note.

Not a curse, she was saying " 'If | had known yesterday what | know today, | would have
taken out your eyes that weep and given you eyes of clay. Had | known yesterday what
| am going to do today, | would have given you a heart of stone that would not break. If |
could have spared you pain, | would have."

Oenthera's curse is a mother's prayer as she gives her child to life knowing life will
break her daughter's heart. "If could spare you grief, | would. But to spare you grief is to
keep you away from life." That is what her words mean in the way | tell the story.

For CynthiaOio, please se§tepping Into the Story in this monthOs magazine.

Living the Story:
Saying ONoO to the Faerie Queen

By Elizabeth Anne Schaefer

This monthOs story begins at the crossroads on SamhainOs eve, where Jennet has pulled
Tam Lin from his horse and held onto him while he changed from one form to another,

as dreams are wont to do. Not only did Jennet bring her dream into her world, but she
brought it to life as well, covering Tam Lin with her green mantle, the Green Mantle of

her personal power and magic. But the story doesnOt end there, for Oenothera, the

Faerie Queen, also comes to the crossroads and demands that Jennet give Tam Lin,

now alive and in JennetOs arms, back to her. Jennet says ONoO to the Faerie Queen,
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refusing to give up her hard-won dream. Neither for wealth nor for power nor for Carter
Shay itself will she surrender Tam Lin back into timelessness.

Like Jennet, | have pursued something this year that has turned out to be the dream
that was waiting and hoping for me to find it and bring it into life. At the end of last year,
| knew that on some deep level | had been waiting for something to happen for more
than a year and a halfNwaiting, although without knowing it, for the winter wind to bear
some unseasonal scent to my window, or for Carter Shay to produce an unseasonal
flower for me to reach out to and touch. | had, in fact, gotten so good at waiting that |
didnOt particularly expect anything to change, but one night my dream reached out from
the other side of that rose in Carter Shay and told me its name, and it turned my life
upside down. Have you ever felt as though you did not find yourself a dream to dream,
but that rather that your dream had chosen you to be its dreamer?

My dream spoke to me of changing my profession, leaving behind a job that was always
going to be just a job and pursuing something that could be my vocation. At first | didnOt
want to listen. | was good at my job, and what my dream proposed would require me to
work very hard for years in order to bring it to fruition. And so what | said to my dream

then was not ONo,O but OLater. YouOre asking a lot. Let me have some time to think about
this.O Have you ever wanted the dream that found you to be less than what it was, so

that it would be easier to achieve?

A few months after | first encountered my dream, | finally committed myself to making it
real, and now | am more convinced every day that IOm on the path that IOm meant to be
on. At the same time, IOm becoming very aware of just how much work | will have to do
to wrestle my dream out of Faerie and into life. And so, on days when | have pushed
myself too hard for too long and am approaching the limits of what my body and soul

can handle, | hear the voice of Oenothera offering me an alternative, if only | would give
up my dream and let her take it back to Faerie. But instead of offering me wealth
outright, what the Faerie Queen promises to give me in exchange is an easy life.

What does the Faerie Queen offer you? She offered Jennet wealth, power, and Carter
Shay itself in exchange for Tam Lin. Does she offer you the wealth that would enable
you to pursue any or all of your lesser dreams, if only you will forsake the great dream?
Does she offer you the power to right a wrong by taking part in a battle not yours to
fight, if only you will stay out of the arena that your dream urges you to enter? Does she
offer you, as she offers me, the promise of a world in which you, personally, truly belong
in all your wildness and all your strangenessNbut in order to have it, you must give up
the dream that might bring that world into reality for everyone?

In the end, | find it easy to say no to the Faerie Queen. | value my dream too much to let
it go. And, too, | think that if | were to surrender my dream to her, then | would be
proving that | was never the right person for that dream in the first place. And so to her |
say, Thank you for your very generous offer, but no, | will not give my dream back to
you. My dream and | were meant for each other; | have been drawn toward it my whole
life, even though I did not know it until just recently, and | will not be turned from it now.
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My dream needs me, and | need it, so that together we can do the work that only we
can do. There are no gifts that are yours to offer, | say to the Faerie Queen, that could
make me change my mind. But thank you for your offer, | say to her, for it has made me
realize just how important my dream is to me. And that knowledge will give me a little
more energy, when the going gets difficult, with which to keep holding onto a dream that
will surely shift and change into many different forms during the years that it will take for
me to pull it wholly out of possibility and into reality.

Thank you, Faerie Queen, for the opportunity to say no to you, for in doing so | take one
more step away from being the self who said no to my dream and one more step toward
being the self who said yes to it and will continue to say yes to it on every day of my life.

Elizabeth Annis a fourth-year Mystery and a member of the 2007 Rites team. She has recently gone back
to school in pursuit of an advanced degree in counseling psychology, which she will probably achieve
around the year 2015. She lives in Chicago with her partner and fellow Mystery, Jason, and her cat,
Thomas.

MysteryOs Light
By Laurie Dietrich

As the year and this yearQOs story, the story some call The Ballad of Tam Lin, come to a
close, Jennet prepares for her ordeal on Samhain Eve. She prepares to trust Tam Lin in
spite of all the misunderstandings and disappointments that have gone before, to grab
him blindly from a speeding horse as he races by, and to hold onto him no matter what
the cost.

On the Mystery email list, Tam Lin spoke to Jennet. He asked her, OWill you come
naked into the darkness to claim the love your life inevitably moves toward?0O

And many Mysteries, speaking as Jennet, answered.

Ol will respond according to a Rumi poem that is engraved in my heart: @amble
everything for love. Half-heartedness does not reach into majesty.O When I've followed
this entreaty, | have indeed gambled it all, and sometimes I've felt as if | did lose
everything. Being emptied of everything just makes room for every new possibility to
come in, though, and | have been filled again. Most importantly, what | don't have is a
heart full of OWhat ifsO and OIf onlys.O"

OI'm stepping naked into life, not sure where it will take me, hoping that |

will claim my heartOs desire in the process. It's hard to shed my protective clothing and
face my future naked. | am so comfortable surrounded by the clothing of my defenses
and the way that they disguise my true nature.O
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Ol think of all my betrayals. The times when my dream didn't live up to my vision. |
remember the anger, the despair, the grief. Somehow, in spite of these
disappointments, | still long for the majesty of the dream.O

OEvery step | make is a new step. Every choice | make is a new choice made by a new
person with a longer personal history and more experience leading up to this moment.
And every step is an act of faith in myself.O

Ol do still find it hard to trust. To surrender pride, and risk looking like a fool. But | just try
to step into all that nothingness with nothing but my integrity as a guide. It sounds scary
(it still feels scary, too). But when | can do it, there's something magical about the
possibilities.O

OcCan | walk into that darkness, in faith? Yes, | can. Because | choose to love you,
whether you are real or not. | choose to trust you, whether you are honest or not.
Because | choose to believe, it is not faith in you, but rather faith in myself that covers
me as | walk toward you.O

OTam Lin is Life, and | know there are no guarantees, so | choose to trust myself no
matter what. | choose to love Life. | choose to trust myself.O

OChoosing to really believe in a positive, life-affirming illusion about myself and life is
giving me so much more power than believing in my old, familiar negative illusion. As a
result, I think I'm simply less afraid to step into the unknowns of life. | believe in myself
more, | believe in the world more, and as a result, the unknown is now holding less of
my fear. It's simply dark. There are fewer demons lurking in the shadows of my
imagination.O

Ol too will come into the darkness to claim you. | choose to believe. | choose to embrace
you into life, into this world. I am willing. I will reach for the black knight, for the shadow
on the dark steed that you are to my eyes, knowing | will lose myself in this moment,
knowing | will be returning to myself. Knowing I will find myself, forever reaching and
returning, over and over again.O

OThe more | think of it, the more | think that | and we are always coming from a place of
not knowing. Aren't all past experiences now shadows and memories and dreams? The
outcome | chose for this year, the dream | reach for, is self-love and self-trust. | am
more aware now of the mask covering the not-knowingNand I've chosen to name that
vast and empty place Opotential®.0

So we say good-bye to the voices of Mystery School for this year, to the light that they
shine, collectively, on the story weOve each lived individually, all year long. ThereOs a
little bit more to this story. But isnOt there always a little bit more? Stories only seem to
end when we choose to stop telling them. We could say Oand they lived happily ever
after,© and make a seeming ending, but facile promises about happy endings donOt
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serve the hard work of personal growth and transformation. It seems most fitting to
leave these lights standing with Jennet, in the dark, trusting. Not trusting blindly, but
trusting based on what we have learned about ourselves. Facing an unknown future
with passion and knowledge we did not have when the year began.

Perhaps this is the true reason we have called this story, and this year, OJennetOs
Blessing.O

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.

Ritual Artistry: Year-End Inventory

By River

As | write, the Samhain season is well upon us. Samhain is a Celtic word that means
OsummerQOs end.O 1tOs the season when life force moves down to sleep beneath the
surface of the earth for a while, ready to burst forth once again when spring comes. This
is also the season in which | like to take inventory of the year that has passed. | try to
distill down the major lessons |Ove learnedNfrom the workplace, family relationships,
interactions with others. | try to encapsulate the areas of my life that seem to have been
in the spotlight over the past year.

When | began this yearOs process, | realized that many of my lessons this year have
specific applications in ritual space, whether | learned about them in ritual or not. | would
like to share a few of the lessons IOve learned over the past year about ritual, in the
hopes that this will encourage you to take a similar inventory of your own.

IOl start with a lesson on passion and speaking from the heart. One of my co-workers
just published his first novel. It was a dream that was a long time in coming, and we are
all incredibly proud of him. | had the opportunity to go to his very first book signing. Jeff
is an outgoing, gregarious sort of man, not to mention that heOs about 6040 and built like
a professional football player. Under normal circumstances, he can take a room with
size and presence alone. However, this was the first book signing of a book that he had
worked so hard to get published over a period of several years. All of his friends and
family were coming to this reading, as well as publishing representatives and complete
strangers. Can you imagine the mythic space he must have been in at that moment?
Suddenly, everything mattered. He had half an hour to convince this group that his book
was worth reading. And honestly, he had the first 30 seconds to convince the group that
he was worth coming to hear. | thought that the situation was remarkably similar to what
those of us who facilitate public rituals go through. We have to start with the right level
of energy and charisma, without overselling or underselling our work.
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His start was a little choppy. It was obvious that he was nervousNhands shaking,
talking too fast, etc. | found myself worrying more about him and his well-being than
actually listening to what he was reading. | learned by watching him that it doesnOt
matter how brilliant our words may be, our voices and bodies are part of the
presentation package. | donOt know if | could have told you what he was reading two
minutes after he read it, since he focused my attention elsewhere with his nervous
behavior.

Then he shifted the energy in a dramatic way by putting down the book and speaking
about the setting. His book is historical fiction, set in the prebCivil War South. When he
began to paint a picture of the times and the issues that his characters were facing, he

lit up the room. He relaxed, his voice was charismatic and engaging, he made eye
contact, and he spoke with not only confidence, but also an obvious love of his material
and the history that inspired it. He hooked me. | was sold in that moment by the sheer
force of his authentic passion for his subject. | heard later that the bookstore sold more
copies of his book that night than at any other first-time, unknown authorOs signing! May
| always speak with such passion and authenticity when | am presenting to a group!

| learned a similar lesson about speaking from the heart at this yearOs Rites of Passage
ritual. This is traditionally the most involved and logistically complex ritual that we do in
Mystery School, and this year was certainly no exception! What makes this ritual even
more difficult is the fact that a small handful of people plan it (in this case, two of us),
and then we challenge close to 60 people to pull it off. To make things even more
complicated, the ritual is generally geared towards a small group of people (the Rites
Team) to whom we have strong attachments, and we want them to have the experience
that they have both earned and deserve. The weight of responsibility for impact
increases exponentially during a Rites of Passage ritual.

As one of the ritual planners, it was my job to meet with several different groups of
people that were all holding specific pieces of the ritual. | had lunch with the Initiatory
Priestess Path (IPP) members, many of whom will be on next yearOs Rites Team. Their
role was to tell the current Rites Team what they represent to those who will follow
them. They were asked to say things like, OWhat you do and how you act shows me
what leadership looks like.O Rather than feeding the IPP folks lines that we thought
would be appropriate, which certainly would have saved them time on an already busy
day, we gave them the intention and had them find a way to make it personal. Each of
them spoke a variation on that theme, but the words were all their own, and therefore
had greater impact. It was a good lesson for me in really taking the time to find my own
words and my own meaning in a piece, particularly if it comes from someone elseOs plan
or someone elseOs work. | have to believe what IOm saying, and say what | believe, or
else no one will believe.

| learned several other lessons this year from communicating with my facilitation team,

group agreements, setting personal intentions within public work, and trusting the
process. Most of the lessons | already knew on an intellectual level, but needed to re-
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learn in a more tangible way. | encourage you to take stock of your year in whatever
way works for you. What have you learned? What have you witnessed that you
admired? What have you seen that you want to avoid doing yourself? Use the list you
generate to set an intention for what you wish to work on in the year to come. Being
skill-specific is great (such as, Ol want to work on my trance languageO), but try and
understand the why behind the what when you do (such as, OBecause | believe that
open-ended questions and imagery give the participants more choice.O) | find that it
makes the inventory more useful and | retain the lesson more deeply.

Whatever lessons you take from the year and whatever way you choose to integrate
them, may you be blessed during this season of remembrance. It has been an honor to
explore ritual arts with all of you this year, and | hope that exploration will continue for
many more years to come.

Riveris 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.

Journey in Words

By Shaun Perkins

We begin and end in mystery. WonOt you join us in exploring its depths and heights, its
magic and texture, its story and song?

Mystery,

| swim through the waters,

searching, searching

seeking the shells, the air, the sands of my home.

Somehow I find I live on the red clay

When | should be living in the waters
searching, seeking

floating on the waters that would be my home.

Mystery,

Where is home, where is joy

Where is the woman

seeking searching

Looking for the mountains that will be her home.

--Liz Sommers
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Mystery of the didgeridoo, dingo and the kangaroo.
Soulful singing as they move.

I've heard of those who follow songs.
Singing soft they quest along.
Dreamtime souls in waking light.

Spill their bowls and walk with night.
Men who cast their chores aside.
Leave tasks undone and work behind.
To find the unknown onward seek.
Arrive upon some hidden beach.

The sea calls them to Ningaloo.

To find the mystery of the ‘roo.

--Sealandia

* % %

Learning to listen to the stories people tell
invites me to take the time

to hear the tales that nature unfolds,
drawing me further out

into the mystery and magic | find

just beyond what | know.

Dancing my growing edges,
| reach and then return to find
further mystery within.

--Laura Lee

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

Astrology for the Journey:
Patterns of Possibility

By Teri Parsley Starnes

Cynthia Jones knows how to tell a story. For ten years, she has crafted stories for
DianaOs Grove Mystery School, stories that have led her readers onto the path of
discovery. This year she told a story called OJennetOs BlessingO, a story that was based
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on the Scottish ballad of Tam Lin, but was really the story of our own individual journeys
of longing and courage. As Cynthia describes it, the 2008 Mystery School theme, The
Astrological Wheel: Seasons of the Soul, will be based on astrology but wonOt really be
about astrology. | find that exciting because Cynthia knows so well how to reveal the
wisdom behind the archetypal patterns of things like myth, tarot and astrology in ways
that empower lives.

Astrology does so much more than tell us about our personalities or our fates, although
it can do these things surprisingly well. Astrology is a representation of the power of
archetype, the power of pattern. AstrologyOs uncanny ability to tell us a meaningful story
about ourselves and our world indicates that it is really telling us something deeper and
more profound about the nature of the cosmos and the nature of our own souls. | am
eager to learn more about the power of these patterns as Cynthia guides us through the
wisdom of the seasons.

Richard Tarnas, an astrologer, historian and philosopher, has written about the study of
astrology: O[The] ultimate goal of knowledge is not increased mastery, prediction, and
control but rather a more richly responsive and empowered patrticipation in a co-creative
unfolding of new realities.O His latest book,Cosmos and Psyche: Intimations of a New
World Order, describes how astrology helps us to re-enchant our understanding of the
cosmos, and he theorizes that this type of understanding opens up all kinds of new
creative possibilities for us. Imagine following the story of each season. Imagine
deepening into an awareness of your place in the pattern. Imagine understanding the
place of others around you. Mystery School 2008 will make that possibility available to
each of us.

The world does not need astrology. There are many ways to access the Pattern behind
the patterns. The original patterns, or archetypes, can be found in myth, in systems of
psychology, in meditation practice, in religion, in science, in community dynamics and in
many other places besides. As an astrologer, this is what | have seen without fail: There
is a basic human drive to search for meaning, an instinct for seeing the pattern that
emerges from seeming chaos. This instinct is not simply wishful thinking on our part, but
is, in fact, our greatest act of imagination and creation. It can lead to those possibilities
Tarnas writes so passionately about.

My own participation in Mystery School has been a journey of personal wholeness: the
wholeness of knowing my life path, the wholeness of healing, the wholeness of
connection to others, the wholeness of acting as a leader within a community of leaders,
the wholeness of upholding values, and the wholeness of serving the wholeness of
others. Astrology has taught me that patterns hold meaning and wholeness. Within the
patterns of natureNthe unfolding seasons; the cycles of the Sun, Moon, and planets;

the dance of the elements N | find instructions for wholeness. Too often, in our modern
world, we experience nature as separate from our own lives. A year of paying attention
to and learning from the stories of the seasons promises a new way to belong to the
world around me. That is a type of wholeness too.
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This next year also promises to teach me things | can use in my own practice as an
astrologer. AstrologyOs structure, with its signs and planets and houses, captures the
underlying order inherent in the cosmos. But | must hold this order lightly. If | attempt to
control my environment by relying too much on the pattern, boxing in my imagination, |
often run into dead ends N my lovely systems and theories do not work in real
situations with real people. | believe that, for me, exploring astrologyOs patterns in
community will deepen the usefulness of this tool. One of astrologyOs most powerful
lessons for community work is this: All things are necessary. All types of people, all the
signs, all the seasons, all the polarities of signs, all the stories in the stars. Wholeness
means everything N in balance, in right relationship. Astrology points the way toward
this understanding, and it is up to me to try and live it.

Some may enter Mystery School next year to learn more about the craft of astrology,
and they will be very fortunate to study with Cynthia Jones. She will be presenting a
session on astrology each weekend at Mystery School events. However, learning
astrology will not be necessary. The stories of the soulOs seasons will connect us all.
There will still be myth. There will still be growth. Original patterns are like that. They
manifest in many forms, when and where we need them.

Time, pattern, and Mystery are the essential ingredients of astrology. We are born into
Time, and a pattern is set. From this pattern, it becomes possible to enter into a
relationship with Mystery. These ingredients, along with a desire for personal
wholeness, are all | need to use astrology as a gift of imagination that leads to
possibility. These are the ingredients of our journey through the seasons of the soul in
Mystery School 2008. Please join us.

Teri Parsley Starndslightedly 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

The Dark and the Wild:
A Year of Dreaming

By Raven

| stand at the end of the year, at the place of Outcome, looking back at the pattern |
have made with my choices. Nothing is as | expected it to be. | see now how the birth of
my dream was dependent not on the acceptance of that dream by others, but on my
own love and acceptance of myself. Can you look back and see where you started?

| find that, like Jennet, | had times of contemplation, times of action and times of doubt.
At the beginning of this year Jennet sat sewing, one stitch at a time. In the quiet of the
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moment, she was able to hear the voice of the wild on the wind. | couldnOt seem to sit
quiet like Jennet. | didnOt think | could hear voices or visions on the wind of my world.
Still, my dreams called to me. | caught glimpses out of the corner of my eye. | heard
whispers in my sleep at night. So | took action, | pursued my visions. | was told OnoO at
every turn. | wanted to have my own office, a business, something of my very own.
What was your dream? Did it pursue you and reach for you?

In my times of action, | found myself in exchange with a world that could not hear my
dream's call. When | breathe in, my breath is mine. | hold it and | control it. When |
breathe out, my breath mingles with the breath of the world and takes its own shape.
When | breathe out, my breath no longer belongs to me. In the same way, | held my
dream for many years. | shaped it and painted it and sewed in little pieces of myself. |
told the story of my dream to myself as | went to sleep at night. When | shared my
dream with the people | share my life with, | couldnOt understand why they didnOt love the
dream like | did. | thought that if they didnOt love my dream, they didnOt love me. | saw
myself in business; | could feel my success in my body with every daydream. What
actions did you take on behalf of your dreams and visions? What reactions did you face
from your loved ones?

As Jennet's father sought to protect her by pulling her away from her dream, those who
love me did the same. | let the people in my life who couldnOt share my vision convince
me that | wasnOt strong enough. | began to believe that not only was | not worthy, but
that my dream was not worthy of my life. I know now that their words were spoken out
of love. When | listened to their voices, | fed my self-doubt and lost faith in my dream. |
nearly gave up on myself and my future. Until | woke one morning and realized that | did
not need to find my value in the eyes of other people. With that realization, my dream
began to take shape. | committed to an office and a lease and began to make a
business plan. How did you find the strength to hold onto your dream? Were you able to
go against convention and lay the foundations for a new reality?

| worked with intention and love. | worked to make my dream a reality. | started small
and | took one step at a time. | saw my vision take shape. It took a long time and was
often quite difficult. As summer turned to fall, | stepped back and saw that my dream
was being born. | listened to my soul as it entered my body with my breath, just as Tam
Lin's breath brought his soul back to his body under Jennet's green mantle. | knew the
truth--that | had brought my dream into reality. Has your dream been born into the world
yet? Or is still in the process of creation?

This year of Mystery is nearly complete, as is another year of growth and development.
The dream | brought to life is now a growing business with a life of its own. | work every
day to ensure its success. What is your dream? How has it grown? What has your year
brought for you?

Ravenis a Massage Therapist and Massage Therapy Instructor in St. Louis, Missouri. She is part of the
Post Rites Leadership Team at Diana's Grove. She shares her life with two Grove dogs, two pre-teen boys,
a husband and bird.!
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Spiral of Leadership b Part 5 b Impact

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.

Well, weOve made it all the way to Impact. This one is my personal favorite. The
challenge is to be aware of my impact and to act with intention based on that
information. My biggest fear is that | will be faced with the knowledge that | can have a
large impact in a given moment and will freeze rather than make the wrong choice.

If you don't believe that you have an impact, then look at what happens when you step
outside the lines. There are always lines; when a community exists, there are lines. The
lines may be pretty far out there, almost invisible, such as morals, or they could be very
close and easily visible, such as laws. Either way, when a line is crossed, bam, you
learn about the impact you have. That lesson may be easy: "Hey Pete, do you know
that by not taking out the garbage, Julie had to do it and she wasn't able to get a warm
dinner?Q It may be not so nice: OYoung man, that stunt just cost you your drivers
license.O

Impact is my favorite piece, mostly because of the different levels of impact and how
often the smallest thing can have a long-lasting effect. | was just out of high school
when | worked with a man that had a profound effect on me and how I lived my life. He
was honest, almost troublingly so, and at that time, | wasnOt. | wasnOt a criminal, but |
wasnOt always honest when people asked me questions. | tried to make everybody
happy, and so my answers varied according to the person | was talking to. Naturally,
this was getting me into trouble. This guy was different. He had a way of answering
guestions that was completely honest to his point of view, and at times, (gasp) he chose
not to answer the question. He wasnOt always the most popular person on the crew;
some people, me included, were intimidated by his honesty. Yet at the end of the day,
he had the respect of everyone around him. You knew exactly where he stood and how
he felt. | admired the way people respected him, and | wanted that same sort of respect.
One day at break, | asked if there was a trick to being that honest He just shrugged and
said, OIOm just being myself, | donOt know another way. My only piece of advice is to be
aware of language and remember that you always have the choice not to answer the
question. Asking for more time is always a valid answerQO Years have passed, and IOve
done what | can since then to imitate his honesty. It hasnOt always been easy, yet it has
made me the person that | am now. By attempting to live that way, | have found that
living is much more comfortable, and still challenging. | wonder if he realized that by
Ojust being himself,O he had such an impact on me
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Since my earliest memories, IOve been around people that are conscious of their
environmental impact. IOve noticed that once people are aware of their impact, they
typically make changes in how they interact with their environment. Most people find
ways to recycle and make choices that will help them save energy. It can be as simple
as taking public transportation, carpooling, or adjusting the thermostat in their house so
that less energy is used. IOve always seen this kind of impact as having a sort of a ripple
effect. When an action is made (or not), the impact is like dropping a stone in a still
pond. The ripples go out until they hit something, and then they change and continue
on. My choices about recycling and using energy have an impact, but not one that |
often see immediately. There is an impact, but it takes many people doing the same
thing to cause a real change. | may not be around to see the ultimate impact, but |
believe that IOm doing my part for the greater good.

When | notice the impact on me because of someone elseOs choices, good or bad, it
reminds me to see what | am doing. By taking a second to notice what is going on, my
choices at that moment, and how they affect those around me, | can make a solid
decision about my next step By taking responsibility for my impact (good and bad), |
step back on the Spiral of Leadership and continue around, earning Authority and
Power, having an Impact and taking more Responsibility

| sincerely hope that you have enjoyed this series of articles and that my examples have
helped you to see where you can step or have stepped onto the Spiral of Leadership.
You may have not been aware of it, or have ever heard of anything called the Spiral of
Leadership, but your actions were still there. By taking those actions, you were acting
as a leader would Personally, | have found that by stepping onto the Spiral of
Leadership, whether consciously or not, has helped me in my relations with others, both
professionally (at work) and socially. | believe that as more people learn about these
concepts and apply them in their lives, not only will their lives improve, but life will be
better for us all.

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 fiancZe Nidawi and their 2 dogs, Buddee & Jane.

Design Your Becoming

By Canyon
Autumn is known as a season of release. Leaves fall, the sap drops to the root. The

small creatures of the world let go of life above ground until the land warms again. This
season and this monthOs story lead us to another look at the Childhood Treasure of
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Acceptance. In MayOs column, | wrote, OAcceptance is the capacity to live with, to cope
with, conflicting realities and still hold onto your dreams.O

This month Oenothera speaks of Tam Lin to Jennet, saying, OOnly when you can let go
of all you think he is, can he become all that he knows himself to be. | gave him to you
and your world. You must give him to himself and let him make his own world.O Jennet
has pulled her dream from the world of dreams into reality. Now she must let her dream
become all that it knows itself to be. She must let her dream make its own world.

Dreams are like that, arenOt they? | have a dream, and as long as it lives in Faerie, in the
world of dreams, | alone mold its shape. | create it in my image, in the image of the

world I live and believe in. | form it to fit the reality | know or can conceive with my

limited experience. But dreams born are not limited. When | pull my dream into living,
breathing reality, it becomes itself. Like a newborn child, it has its own personality. My
baby dream is now shaped by all the forces of life, by all who touch it.

Once my dream is born, | must accept that | am no longer the sole source of its nurture.
My dream will be cradled and rocked by many arms, fed by others | have yet to meet. |
must accept that it could grow in unexpected ways and become a reality that | had not
predicted during its gestation.

If you are to bring a dream into reality, here is a paradox you must accept: your dream
is yours, and it is not yours. Do you have the Treasure of Acceptance built strongly
enough in your life to let your dream become all that it is capable of being? Do you have
the courage to release the bonds of your own vision for it? Can you let your baby dream
grow into possibilities unimagined during its gestation? Will you take your hands off the
steering wheel and let your dream drive your life?

Releasing control in this way is not easy for many of us. Acting as if I am in control can
give me a feeling of safety, of security. If | do, do, do and manage everything in my
world perfectly, then nothing bad will happen. Right? More importantly, everyone will
love me. Right? So | scurry and scramble to keep all the plates in my life spinning
perfectly atop those slender rods, while juggling all the balls that must stay in the air,
stirring every pot that must be stirred, caring for every detail with loving attention, and
smiling, smiling, smiling until my face feels as if it will crack.

When | ramp up my efforts to control every detail, when | feel as if | alone must prevent

the whole world from toppling to break upon the floor, | am sending myself a signal. | am
waving a gigantic red flag at myself that, if | would only take a moment to read it, shouts
from one side Ol am afraid,O and from the other, Ol feel insecure.O

Where my dream is concerned, | would be wise to take heed of this warning. My efforts
to control it and keep it what | saw it to be when it was only a seed, just an embryo, will
stifle my baby dream. My control will kill its spirit. I1ts growth will be twisted and stunted.
And a Bonsai dreamE. Well, a controlled and manageable tiny dream might be
beautiful to look at, but I will always wonder what it might have become in its full glory.
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Here are my top five ways to release control and build the Treasure of Acceptance.
Practice any or all of them as often as you like. Perhaps take one that works well for you
and make it a daily practice.
1. Any time they are not actively engaged in a task, notice your hands
at rest. Are they open or closed? Palms up or down? If your fingers
are curled or clenched, open them and say aloud or to yourself, Ol
release control.O Turn your hands palms up and say, Ol receive
possibility.O
2. Listen to your language for the words must and should and the
phrases Ohave toO or Oneed t0.0 Replace them, as much as possible,
with forms of the verbs choose and want. Change Ol should get to
workO to Ol want/choose to get to work.O
3. Whenever you feel compelled to do some task that is really someone
elseOs responsibility, and especially when you think, Obecause s/he
wonOt do itight,O stop. Take a breath and say, OThis task is not about
me; its outcome does not define my worth.O
4. Take a moment to be grateful for change and surprise. Say a prayer
of thanks for the randomness in life that brings possibility in its wake.
5. Write continuously for 15 or 30 minutes, starting with Ol release
control today byE.O Any time you run out of something to write,
either write those words again (and continue writing them until
something else comes) or switch to Ol accept possibility today byE.O

Building the Treasure of Acceptance will give your dream its own life in this world. It will
still receive nurture, support, and education from you, of course. You are its birth parent.
It will grow and be what you dreamed it to be, and it will become more, much more than
you imagined.

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

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

By Skippy
Will these people get over themselves with those roses now? Roses! Roses

everywhere! An entire year of roses! Roses from the story. Roses from Rites Weekend.
Even rose petals floating in my water bowl. Real roses and mystical roses. Long stem
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roses that made my nose itch and magical roses that turned into a year long story. A
year of roses and knights, fairies and green mantles (which donOt make good dog beds),
not to mention running maidens, galloping horses, out of sync clocks and main
characters confused about whatOs real and what isnOt.

We dogs never have any trouble with that question: 1tOs all real. Besides, the really
important question is when to feed the dogs.

But even the Faerie Queen kept us dogs on our toe nails and guessing all year:
Seductive? Sinister? Sincerely loving? Stories and metaphors on top of metaphors and
stories. There were more twists in this plot than a Raymond Chandler novel; no wonder
Cynthia liked it. And always those dang roses. If our people had spent as much time
grooming and petting us dogs as they spent arranging and hanging those roses, we
would have looked a lot better than those dried up roses look!

All the roses were bad enough, but | thought this crew had really lost it when they
decided that the real Carter Shay wasnOt good enough for them, and they had to go and
build another one in the barn of all places. Dead tree branches everywhere, live trees in
pots, grasses taller than | can leap, lights, lights, lights, a crazy transformation we dogs
werenOt allowed to run across. | managed to sneak a peak when no one was looking
though.

We dogs have decided that it is just about time to stop reaching for those roses and
delving into this foolishness of real Carter Shays and fake Carter Shays. We, or course,
have a better idea. There are rumblings here at the Grove about the stars, a mighty
wheel in the sky, bulls and rams, crabs and lions, centaurs and fish and . . . such a
multitude of creatures and constellations. We think that next yearOs Mystery School must
be about Oreaching for the creatureO because that is one weird assortment of subject
matter, let me tell you. We are not adverse to the year being a zoo storyNjust as long

as everyone remembers that the dogs are firstNfirst to be fed, first to be petted, first to

be walked. You get the picture.

The days are barking with the chill of autumn. | race to keep up with the others, or | race
to create a new rut in the dirt. But all in all, I just run to run. Winter follows autumn

because it does. And whatever the new year will bring, I0m sure it will be a story to sink
our canines into or at least a story to howl at the stars about.

Lonely Hearts: Between the Lines

By Cynthia Jones
Our contract says "When you adopt one of our dogs, you arenOt buying a pet; you are

supporting our life-saving rescue work. 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."
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A pupOs eyes open when they are about two weeks old. They can't really see but they
can make out shapes. In just a few days, the pups will stand. Stand, wobble, fall and
stand again. They will bark. Tiny little barks, each bark often sends them backwards. A
wobble, a fall and then, they stand and bark again. They play; they reach for each other.
Even more than at birth, | can smell life's promise and | ache for that promise to be kept.

The phone rings, "My son's dog just had puppies.” she says. "The local shelter says
they will euthanize them if we bring them in and he doesn't want them to die." "What
kind of pups" I ask. "I don't know; Mom's a mutt." "What kind of mutt?" | ask. "Well she is
mostly Lab." "Are the pups black," | ask. "Not really,O she says, Owell - mostly."

This is the fifth litter of black Lab puppies this month. A large shelter in Kansas City
helps us and they are starting to check their caller ID. "I don't know", | say, "We

haveE." Does this woman care what we have? Do the sleeping pups safe and warm
next to Mom care? Four years ago | rushed a litter of two-week-old black pups to the
University and spent a thousand dollars to save their lives. Every cell in my body
screamed OnoO at death, lurking death, greedy death. | was new at this. | hovered over
their box for 14 days. | wouldnOt let them go.

Not practical then, not practical nowNwhen someone loves a pup, their life isr]()t more
precious but their death is more personal. | should say no, but instead, | say OWe will
take your pups if you will let us help you get the mom spayed.O

| can tell you the euthanasia figures. Large numbers, numbing numbersNfractions of
imagesNold dogs, large dogs, worn out dogs, unwanted dogs. Faceless dogs,

nameless dogs, no oneOs dog but not babies. Not babies who have just tasted life and
ventured with trust into your arms. Of course we canOt take them and, of course, we will.

When you adopt a dog, you arenOt buying a dog, you are buying lifeEperhaps for a litter
of pups just like these. Our pups thank you for your choice to adopt and yes, to adopt
from us.

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

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
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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
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