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M
ysteries Source G

roup; ongoing

A
rt at the Source: Sandy Rubin &

 Sara
Spaulding-Phillips, June 4-5, 11-
12, 2005, 10:00 A.M

.-5:00 P.M
., 740

Pinecrest Ave., Studio 23,
Sebastopol

M
ysteries C

am
p, T

he Sea Ranch, July
24-29, 2005

U
rban Sham

an Journey, 1 year
beginning Septem

ber, 2005, Santa
Rosa

W
interfest Public C

ircle, D
ecem

ber,
2005

Sacred B
eginnings W

orkshop, B
ig

Island, H
I, A

pril 23-29, 2006
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do not seek adm
ission here

if your w
orld holds together

and everything know
s its place in your house

if the four w
alls have never fallen upon you

or the living room
 furniture floated out

of a sunday afternoon
on the breath of som

e god

do not pester m
e w

ith inquiries
or shine a light behind these veils

if trees have never prophesied to you
or deer danced am

ong the w
hite clay m

en
in your back yard

do not disturb m
y m

editations
if your sky has never ripped open

light cut you to pieces

           if your head’s not been cracked
     by the hooves

of the bull god

how
 can m

y m
ystery
   enter!

excerpted from
 “M

y
“M

y
“M

y
“M

y
“M

ystery”
stery”
stery”
stery”
stery”

... w
hat m

ystery is it
that w

hat tore us apart
rem

em
bers us back

am
ong springs and old groves

on anim
al hooves and covered w

ith
grape leaves

w
e are carried aw

ay to som
e m

ountain altar
w

here
fire in the dark
drum

 beat of heart
quickening leap of the god—

w
ho never has been

but alw
ays is—

dances
behind closed

      eyelids

T
hese w

onderful M
ystery poem

s are from
 a

stunning book of poetry, C
rim

es of the D
ream

er,
by m

y friend N
aom
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N
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w
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sky

w
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sky
w

in
sky and m

ay
be purchased through Scarlet Tanager Books,

P.O
. Box 20906, O

akland, C
A

, 94620.
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C
onjure som

ething glow
ing

take this day

you w
ere born w

ith
hands for spinning
talent for dream

s are m
aking them

 real

roll the hours like yarn
spin som

ething that m
akes you feel full

and big and open to talk

m
ake this day your ow

n square
in your ow

n life quilt
so shining
it brightens the w

hole of your years this far

m
ake this day like one of G

od’s seven.

—
Ruth Form

an, from
 Renaissance
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IN R
ESPO

N
SE TO m

any w
om

en w
ho cannot retreat from

 their lives for
five w

eekends a year, I am
 creating another form

 of W
om

en’s M
ysteries.

B
eginning in Septem

ber, 2005, I w
ill begin the “U

rban Sham
an Journey,”

a W
om

en’s M
ysteries journey no less juicy and intense but allow

ing m
ore

local participation and less retreat tim
e aw

ay the first year. Five to seven
w

om
en and I w

ill m
eet once a m

onth on a w
eeknight from

 6:00 to 10:00.
W

e w
ill also gather for tw

o day-long local intensives, plus tw
o three-day

retreats. T
he tim

es and dates of these m
eetings w

ill be decided on by the
group as a w

hole.
T

he journey w
ill take one year, during w

hich w
e w

ill practice
bringing peace into our lives and the w

orld. W
e w

ill study together the
m

ajor religious and spiritual disciplines and practices. W
e w

ill explore
our spiritual paths and create a container for spiritual grow

th w
ith the

group’s support. W
e w

ill create rituals of all kinds—
those for healing,

global peace, com
m

unity intention and friend and fam
ily relationships.

Sacred art w
ill be used to m

anifest intentions, create healing protection
and prom

ote self-expression. W
e w

ill learn the m
ystery and m

agic of the
sacred W

heel of Life and how
 to turn the w

heel together throughout the
year. T

here w
ill also be tim

e to w
ork w

ith m
e individually at m

y office,
studio or other place of our m

utual choice.

(C
O

N
T

IN
U

ED O
N PA

G
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A
 Sum

m
er C

am
p for G

row
nups

July 24, 2005 – July 29, 2005
T

he Sea Ranch, C
A

S
O

M
EO

N
E O

N
C

E D
ESC

R
IB

ED our w
eekend retreats as “sum

m
er cam

ps
for grow

nups,” an irresistible idea. W
e w

ill expand on this them
e w

ith
five days on the Sea Ranch coast hiking, sw

im
m

ing, sunning, resting,
visioning, circling, singing, creating sacred art, w

alking the labyrinth
or just doing nothing w

ith lovely w
om

en of sim
ilar spirit and heart.

M
ysteries W

om
en of all years and their like-m

inded friends are
enthusiastically invited! C

all Sara at (707)578-7272 for m
ore details

regarding this restful yet invigorating retreat.
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B

ig Island, H
aw

aii
JO

IN S
A

R
A, the M

ysteries w
om

en and like-hearted artists, w
riters

and soul travelers for A
untie Jessie’s 70th birthday party at the H

ale
K

ai Yoga A
dventure Retreat, K

ona, B
ig Island, H

aw
aii, in A

pril of 2006
(either the w

eek of the 15th or 22nd). Join all of Sara’s w
onderful

H
aw

aiian teachers, kahunas, chanters and hula divas and see Pélé,
the Fire G

oddess, at her fiercest hour. C
om

e early and see the sacred
sites, do ritual, w

rite and painting and as a special extra, see hula
dancers from

 all over the w
orld at the fam

ous M
errie M

onarch Festival
in H

ilo and do cerem
ony at the C

ity of Refuge. T
his is a chance of a

lifetim
e: a very untourist-y experience of the islands and an honoring

of Jessie H
illinger, one of our special M

ystery w
om

en and spiritual
teacher. W

e can only take a lim
ited num

ber on this jam
-packed

adventure, so contact Sara at (707) 578-7272 as soon as possible to
request a brochure or reserve a spot.
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A
S W

E C
O

M
PLET

E our final w
eekends of the M

ysteries
journeys, the question on m

any of our m
inds and in our hearts

is, “W
hat has the M

ysteries journey m
eant to m

e?” B
elow

 are
som

e of the responses, and I w
elcom

e m
ore.

W
hen I reflect on the year for m

e, I
see a kaleidoscope of colorful life. M

y
70th year has brought a deeper
connection to m

y self, a deeper
com

m
itm

ent to the w
om

en I shepherd,
lead and circle w

ith and a m
uch fuller

com
m

itm
ent to spirit, soul and m

y
creative life. For instance, I listen m

ore to
m

y inner guide—
not just listen, but take

instruction daily. O
ne of the m

ost
profound happenings this w

inter w
as a

visitation from
 a room

-sized angel in the
m

iddle of the night w
ho cam

e, com
forted

m
e and told m

e I w
as to have daily

conversations w
ith her (I assum

ed she
w

as fem
ale). She does m

ost of the talking,
and I listen a lot. She inform

s m
y art w

ork
and w

ill, m
y life’s path.

M
y life as an artist has exploded.

B
ecause of the M

ysteries I do art all the
tim

e. Live art is m
y life. M

y paintings have
taken on a them

e this year: lots of light,
lots of B

uddhas and Kw
an Y

ins. I w
ant to

paint m
ore angels and their ethereal

nature is hard to capture. I paint at A
rt H

eaven tw
ice a w

eek
and a Spirit H

ouse Studio of m
y ow

n is beginning to get clearer.
M

y travel lately seem
ed to be guided by the M

ysteries,
w

hat w
ith an am

azing sum
m

er trip to the B
lack M

adonna in
B

arcelona and the site of A
tlantis in G

reece. Traveling to O
axaca

to experience the festival celebrating D
ia de Los M

uertos w
as

life-changing. D
eath is so different in M

exico, it puts our innate
fear into perspective. M

y dream
s have been influenced by the

M
ysteries journey as w

ell, w
hether it is the am

azing “dream
s”

study w
e m

ake, the honoring of our dream
s in D

ream
speak or

the pow
erful dream

 pillow
s w

e m
ade in the Phoenix track.

In a w
orld that is fraught w

ith dissent and danger,
upheaval and hatred, violence, w

ar and irresponsibility, the
M

ysteries have grounded m
e and all of those around m

e. For
exam

ple, our keening ritual of the B
lack V

eil brought all of us in
on group to an am

azing and lasting sense of peace.
I see m

any of you taking w
hat you’ve gleaned out into the

w
orld. Jane’s Soul C

ircles are a w
onderful spin-off, part of the

M
ystery W

eb. M
argaret, w

ho has com
e into her ow

n w
ith

w
riting practice and the new

sletter, W
rite O

n! brings all of her
m

any talents into play as she takes over the leadership of
Sonom

a C
ounty W

riting Practice. I think of Laura Jorgensen’s
collaborative theatrical w

ork, “G
olden B

uddha B
each;” she is

thinking of holding her first art show
 this year. T

he M
ysteries

seem
 to fan the fire of our creativity and in true sham

anic
fashion, the gifts gleaned from

 the year of retreat and soul w
ork

gets brought from
 the initiation journey back into the

com
m

unity and out into the w
orld.

W
hen in the last M

essenger I w
rote about passing the

torch, the direction w
as not as clear as it is now

. Several of you
called about the possibility of learning m

ore. I appreciate your
interest, and as I spoke w

ith m
ore of the M

ysteries com
m

unity,
I realized that part of the initiation process that the W

om
en’s

M
ysteries journey offers, as in any sham

anic journey, is w
hen

the initiate goes “below
,” spends tim

e in the “O
ther W

orld” and
then brings back a treasure to share w

ith the com
m

unity,
gleaned from

 their ow
n personal journey. T

hat is happening
and w

ill continue to happen, and for that I am
 grateful to the

M
ysteries journey.

W
hen I think about m

y six years
facilitating the W

om
en’s M

ysteries journey, I
think about the forty w

om
en w

ho have
journeyed through and the seventeen w

om
en

w
ho are still circling. I think about the tw

o
public W

interfest M
ysteries arts and gift show

s
w

e’ve sponsored. I think about the gorgeous
sacred art w

e have created and all of the
people, fam

ily and friends that w
e’ve held in

circle for healing body, m
ind and spirit. I think

of all the incredible tim
es w

e’ve spent at Sea
Ranch and the visioning w

e’ve done. I think
about our appreciation and love for labyrinths
and how

 m
any m

ore have been born from
 the

M
other Labyrinth at Sea Ranch.

I am
 so blessed.

I am
 so blessed.

I am
 so grateful for all that w

e have.

       B
lessed be,
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t
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A
R

RY T
H

E W
EIG

H
T, the precious w

eight, of those three
babies I had, the soft m

idnight-hour w
eight of those helpless

beings w
ho w

ere dependent on m
e. I learned to need that

dependence and have sought it out, carrying the w
eaker, the

less fortunate, in m
y m

ind, on m
y conscience, taking them

 for
w

alks w
ith m

e and on vacations, letting them
 sleep in m

y bed.
M

aybe it’s tim
e to let them

 w
alk on their ow

n.
W

hat I carry w
ith m

e tonight is the dark of the sky at
night. It is m

y friend, m
y confidante and m

y torm
entor. I try

hard to understand the w
eight of black as it settles in w

ith m
e

on the couch to w
atch the rain. I feel it pull m

e dow
n into a

feeling of helplessness. I can’t carry this w
eight too far; it is too

heavy. It gets im
patient, thank goodness, and leaves in disgust

looking for a m
ore able body than m

ine, one that can really
shoulder its dark w

eight over m
any m

iles.
 W

hat I carry w
ith m

e tonight is the odd change of
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O
PES O

F bringing m
y love of gardening, art, w

riting and
ritual m

ore actively into m
y w

ork life, I have designed tw
o new

groups: one for adults, Soul C
ircle G

arden Retreat; and the
other for children, A

rt and G
arden C

ircles for G
irls and B

oys.
B

oth groups w
ill begin in the fall and w

ill gather once a m
onth

to follow
 the seasons through one year. B

oth w
ill take place in

the retreat of m
y lovely hom

e and garden.
Please consider the Soul C

ircle G
arden Retreat for yourself

or your clients and the A
rt and G

arden C
ircles for your children

or for your clients w
ho are children. A

lthough these groups are
not therapy, they w

ill be therapeutic and an excellent adjunct to
therapy. Please feel free to call m

e, Jane A
llard A

llen, w
ith any

questions, referrals and for flyers at 829-3141 or 763-3026.
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IF IT W
ER

EN’T for the M
ysteries, I w

ouldn’t be sitting at this
table w

riting w
hen m

y feet hurt, m
y shoulders are equally

yoked to one another w
rapped around m

y ears w
ith ferocious

tenacity, m
y face is hot from

 the sun on it all day. N
o indeed,

after tw
o hours of w

alking and several trips to the beach
hauling up heart rocks and driftw

ood I w
ould be curled up on

m
y couch w

atching a m
ovie or reading T

he T
im

e Traveler’s
W

ife. To w
rite at this tim

e of night is unlike m
e. O

nly because of
the M

ysteries.
 If it w

eren’t for the M
ysteries, I probably w

ouldn’t even be
thinking of looking for heart rocks to sw

eeten m
y labyrinth,

because if it w
eren’t for the M

ysteries, easily a third of m
y

garden w
ould not be a labyrinth. If it w

eren’t for the M
ysteries,

I w
ouldn’t have a doppelganger (I m

ean w
hat is a

doppelganger?) hanging on m
y w

all for all to see m
y naked

core-boarded shape. N
o indeed, if it w

eren’t for the M
ysteries

there’d be no torso w
ith V

ictorian lace nor a tree in her w
om

b
nor a bed covered w

ith a red-flow
ered bedspread in the tree nor

a m
atching pillow

 on the bed in the tree in the torso’s w
om

b
sitting over m

y right shoulder as I read. N
or w

ould I have altars
in every single room

 of m
y house, except the bathroom

 w
here

instead I have covered baskets for the toilet paper and w
ash

cloths, and the circular clothes rack is covered w
ith burgundy-

flow
ered fabric because if it w

eren’t for the M
ysteries, it

probably w
ould never have occurred to m

e to do so, just as it
w

ouldn’t ever have occurred to m
e to collage m

y laundry room
cupboards, relieving all of us of their sickly yellow

 selves. I
m

ean, honestly, w
ho collages their laundry room

 cupboards?
 If it w

eren’t for the M
ysteries, m

y shoulders com
plain, you

w
ouldn’t be sitting here in this straight chair w

hich announces
itself across the back of your legs and w

on’t let you slip dow
n

even a fraction of an inch to rest your back. T
hat’s true, I say,

friendship. It’s a currency I som
etim

es have trouble deciphering,
w

anting to give back too m
uch for w

hat I’ve received, not
know

ing how
 m

uch is enough. I am
 perplexed, as if faced w

ith
a palm

 full of drachm
as or rubles. I hold it all out in m

y hand,
trusting that the other person w

ill only take w
hat is due. I’m

 not
good w

ith the negotiation of the price of friendship: not certain
w

hen to spend it or to save it for a rainy day. If only it w
ould

alw
ays add up, like ten dim

es to the dollar.
W

hat I carry w
ith m

e tonight is the collective gene pool of
all m

y ancestors: the horse thieves, the servants, the inventors
and the shanty Irish, the bootleggers and chefs and railroad
w

orkers, the dirt farm
ers and m

ill ow
ners. T

hey all have hitched
a ride on the chain of D

N
A

 I lug around as m
y inheritance. T

hey
all jostle for first class seats for the journey, each believing his
or her ow

n legacy to be m
ost im

portant. I usually close the
cockpit door and speak to them

 only through the intercom
. You

never know
 w

hen som
e hijacker m

ight have gotten aboard, and
I’m

 trying to have a m
ore or less safe journey here. I never

know
 if that cancer gene that killed m

y m
other at seventy-tw

o
m

ight be hiding out in econom
y class, eating pretzels and

w
aiting for the right m

om
ent to show

 up and turn m
y ticket into

a one-w
ay flight. I try not to w

orry about it too m
uch because I

think w
orry w

ill only give it m
ore confidence, m

aybe open the
door a crack, let it slip in, uninvited, to crash the party.

 W
hat I carry w

ith m
e tonight is possibility, that funny

tw
o-sided coin that, w

hen flipped, can give you heads or tails,
w

in or lose, live or die.
—

C
athy Evans

For w
om

en w
ho are interested in leading groups of a

sim
ilar nature, this is a good opportunity to resolve your vision,

plan w
ith m

y guidance and learn needed group skills and
structure. For everyone, the M

ysteries is a w
onderful gift to give

one’s self: a gift of sacred tim
e and soul w

ork.
I w

ill be interview
ing through the sum

m
er. If you are

interested in exploring this new
 offering or know

 of anyone for
w

hom
 this seem

s like a good fit, please call m
e, Sara

Spaulding-Phillips, at (707)578-7272, ext. 2.

(FRO
M

 PA
G

E 1, “
N

EW
 W

O
M

EN’S M
Y

ST
ER

IES...”)

but if it w
eren’t for the M

ysteries, I w
ouldn’t be sitting here

across from
 Sara or in a circle w

ith these beautiful M
ystery

Sisters w
ho have becom

e a part of m
y life, w

ith w
hom

 I have
m

ade stepping stones and m
other and father m

asks, jum
ped the

fire (in a little hibachi) or joked about m
urkins. If it w

eren’t for
the M

ysteries, I w
ouldn’t have even know

n m
ost of these

w
om

en, let alone w
hat a m

urkin is.
 If it w

eren’t for the M
ysteries, I m

ight not be thinking of
daily activities as a direct line to the sacred. I w

ould know
 that I

love to garden and w
ould still do so, but I w

ouldn’t be thinking
of gardening as a sacred w

ay to turn the w
heel of the seasons

and change other w
orlds as the garden seeds itself, flow

ers,
com

posts and starts again w
hen the sun returns.

 If it w
eren’t for the M

ysteries, I w
ouldn’t be hearing Sara

break out into laughter w
hich is so becom

ing to the w
onderful

w
itch w

ho she is, w
hich no one here know

s w
hat she is

laughing about and for w
hich I can’t w

ait for the end of this
w

rite to find out.
 I know

 I’m
 m

issing som
ething here. I’m

 talking all around
the M

ysteries forgetting to say that it’s the sun that shines
goldenly (there she goes again, her laughter spilling all over the
table causing others to laugh, put dow

n their pens, w
ipe their

brow
s w

ith the refreshing coolness of her fun)...now
 w

here w
as

I? O
h yes, the sun and the m

oon and the stars and the seasons
and the cycles and life and death and the B

ook of Shadow
s and

the conversations I had w
ith m

y brother w
ho died and m

y
father w

ho w
as pulled ruthlessly into the afterlife by pneum

onia
and teas w

ith our dead ancestors and tea sham
ans asking to be

initiates w
ho couldn’t join the M

ysteries because they w
ere

only inashits. O
h dear and blessed be, I am

 going dow
nhill

rapidly and m
ust release m

y legs and back from
 the shackles of

this chair and put dow
n m

y pen to end this w
rite.
—

Jane A
llard A

llen

SO
U

L C
A

R
D

S
W

om
en of the M

ysteries
create Soul C

ards to
celebrate, sym

bolize or
depict turning points in the
year, personal transitions,

spiritual teachers,
archetypal figures, etc.

( cards in this issue
are all by Sara Spaulding-

Phillips)


