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       very February I take a long drive from my home in New Orleans to the mountains of Northeast Georgia to
attend the Natural Spirituality Regional Gathering. This annual pilgrimage is always a delightful return to a
former home of mine and gives me a welcome change of scenery, a reminder that not all of God’s earth is as flat and
humid as the land of the
Louisiana bayous. At
these Natural Spiri-
tuality weekend gath-
erings, participants
are invited to notice
how our dreams and
unconscious pro-
cesses show up in our
everyday life. We are
reminded that looking
at multiple layers of
meanings and varying
perspectives can of-
ten reveal truths that
are always there if
only we would look with
new eyes.

Did I mention that
I live in New Orleans?
There has been but
one real story in my life
for almost the past
two years.  Hurricane
Katrina hit east of
New Orleans early
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The RoseThe Rose
inviting Wisdom into our lives & churchesinviting Wisdom into our lives & churches

“The rose is to the Western mythological tradition what the lotus is to the Eastern
tradition.  Dante’s great epic is about the multifoliate rose unfolding—the soul
bud maturing into the full blown rose.”    — Marion Woodman, letter to a young friend

 Submissions Policy

Articles range from 100 to 2000 words.
Digital submission is preferred, though
non-digital, hard copy is acceptable.
Material should be appropriate to the
mission of THE ROSE. Send submissions  to:

rosewisdom@mindspring.com

or to: The Rose at Emmanuel Church,
498 Prince Avenue, Athens, GA 30601

The deadline for the next issue is
September 30, 2007. This includes articles
announcing conferences that will take place
February to August 2008.  Bare bones
announcements (date and contact informa-
tion) will be accepted through November 15.

AWord from EmmanuelAWord from Emmanuel

programs are conducted in different places;
for announcing upcoming conferences; and for
reports on the same after they have taken place.

What is THE ROSE?
THE ROSE IS PUBLISHED twice a year by the
Natural Spirituality Group at Emmanuel
Episcopal Church in Athens, Georgia.  It
is offered free of charge to help link
together groups and individuals engaged
in integrating dreamwork and other
authentic aspects of the inner journey
into regular Christian life.

THE ROSE publishes articles sub-
mitted by journeyers from all locales.
It is a forum for telling personal
stories; for sharing dreams; for setting
forth insights from the inner journey;
for sharing relevant books; for analyz-
ing movies; for looking at the deeper
meaning of Scripture; for poetry and
short re-flections; for the publication
of apt sermons; for exchanging infor-
mation about how natural spirituality
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 contributions from its readers.  All
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The material in THE ROSE is protected by
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the author (or artist) by writing to THE
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Cover illustration: Rose window, Strasbourg
Cathedral, France. Pencil drawing by Adrienne
Lynch.

THE GREAT COMPOSER Ralph Vaughan Williams was taught to read by his grandmother from
the same book with which she had instructed her younger brother, Charles Darwin. To say
that there was a bit of a commotion among the family—as with everyone, everywhere
else—when The Origin of the Species was published would be an understatement.

Young Ralph asked his mother about it.
His mother was extremely sensible. She said: “The Bible tells us that God made the

world in six days. Your great-uncle Charles thinks it took rather longer. But we needn’t
worry—it is equally wonderful either way.”

I always feel privileged to get a sneak peek at THE ROSE and to be drawn into the new
insights, reflections, and wonderings that speak through the word about the images of
God and faith, the conscious and unconscious. It opens me to new and different possibili-
ties. I may not understand it all, but we needn’t worry—it is equally wonderful either way.

Welcome to this issue and be open to the possible.

In His peace,

The Rev. Robert Salamone, RectorThe Rev. Robert Salamone, RectorThe Rev. Robert Salamone, RectorThe Rev. Robert Salamone, RectorThe Rev. Robert Salamone, Rector
Emmanuel Episcopal Church, Athens, GA
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A Note from the Editor…
EVERY ISSUE OF THE ROSE develops a theme all by itself, planned
and directed by synchronicity.  The theme for this issue is the
paradox of dark and light in our unfolding life with God.  Part
of the deal of existing in space and time is that stuff happens
here on earth, bad stuff as well as good stuff.  If we place on God
the demand that his mighty arm should keep out the bad stuff
and let in only the good, not only will we be disappointed, but
we will probably fail to enter fully into the opportunities for
personal growth that come with the storms of our lives.

It is said that if a patient came to Carl Jung with the good
news of having received some sort of honor or recognition,

Jung would say, “That’s too bad.”  And if a patient came in with
some bad news, like losing a job, Jung would say, “Good!  Now
something good can happen!”—meaning, now some old life
has been moved out of the way and new life can arise, both
inside and out.

The way through the dark and light of our lives is to stay
alert and pay attention to every experience, including our
dreams, and to do this with the understanding that all of it car-
ries meaning that has been given to us by God for the sake of
our continuing development toward fullness of life.  This twelvth
issue of THE ROSE is filled stories of people who are paying atten-
tion and thereby finding light in the darkness.

Joyce Rockwood HudsonJoyce Rockwood HudsonJoyce Rockwood HudsonJoyce Rockwood HudsonJoyce Rockwood Hudson

THE ROSE YOU ARE HOLDING IN YOUR HANDS comes to you free of charge.  If you have
friends who would enjoy THE ROSE, we will gladly add them to our mailing list, which
now numbers more than 2,500.  (Our total circulation, as of this issue, is 4,100.)  It
is our firm desire that THE ROSE move freely through the world in this way, like grace.
How can we afford this?  The money for
THE ROSE—all of it—comes from our
readers as voluntary gifts sent to us is-
sue by issue. If THE ROSE is of value to
you, we can use your support.

To put a firm floor under this
process, some of our readers have joined

together to meet any shortfall that might arise
as each issue heads into production.  These valiant souls are our

Hundred-Plus Monkeys.  As of this issue, our troop numbers 114, up from 107 at the time
of ROSE 11.  Each Monkey pledges to contribute as much as $100 per year, though
the actual amount requested of them so far has been less.  The usual assessment has
been about $25 per issue, totaling around $50 per year.

  This Monkey business works quite well.  Please note, however, that we
depend on continuing support from readers who are not Monkeys in order to
keep the financial burden from falling too heavily on the Monkeys. The mechanics of the
process are simple:  Donors who are not Monkeys should please send in their contri-
butions for the next issue (ROSE 13) right away (see p. 2).  The fund that results from
these donations will determine how much will be asked of the Monkeys, who will receive
their next letter of request in November.

We always need more Monkeys to help us finance our constantly growing mailing
list, which increases by about 200 names each year.   If you would like to join our troop,
we need you. Please fill out the form on page 31 and send it in.  It’s fun to be a Monkey!

Many thanks to everyone who contributed time and money to ROSE 12.  As you read
these pages, keep in mind that you personally had a hand in bringing them into the world.

The Hundredth Monkey
A Mostly True Story

IN THE 1950S, scientists began
provisioning monkeys on a Japanese
island with sweet potatoes, which
they dumped out for them on the
beach. The monkeys ate the sandy
potatoes just as they found them
until one day a young monkey came
up with an innovation: she took her
sweet potato to some water and
washed it. Some of the others saw
her doing this and picked up the
practice, too.

Over the next few years, more
and more monkeys began washing
their sweet potatoes, until finally a
critical mass was reached and a
paradigm shift took place. Now
monkeys everywhere were washing
their potatoes. The tipping point in
this development is symbolized by
the 100th Monkey. Up through the
first 99 monkeys, the popular story
goes, washing sweet potatoes was a
relatively isolated activity. With
the 100th Monkey the critical mass
was reached that set off the
paradigm shift for the entire
culture.

(For more: www.context.org/ICLIB/ICO9/Myers)

Money BusinessMoney BusinessK

L
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Life

(continued from page 1)

New OrleansNew OrleansNew OrleansNew OrleansNew Orleans
Is But a DreamIs But a DreamIs But a DreamIs But a DreamIs But a Dream

on the morning of August 29, 2005. Later that day
and through the evening, water from the overtopping
and breaking of the federally-built levees flooded
eighty percent of the city. Thankfully, I did not sus-
tain damage to my house or my neighborhood—I live
three blocks from the Mississippi River—nor did I lose
any of my neighbors, nor my job.

At the next Natural Spirituality gathering, in
February 2006, all I wanted to do was to talk about
Katrina and New Orleans and what the hurricane
meant through the lens of natural spirituality. Jerry
Wright, a Jungian analyst and Presbyterian minister,
spoke to us on Friday evening about the visible and
invisible world, inviting us to pay as much attention to
the invisible world of the unconscious as we do to the
visible world of consciousness. This helped give me a
language for thinking and talking about New Orleans
throughout the weekend. What was going on in the
invisible world while the visible world was reeling from
catastrophe? We had a small discussion group on
Katrina on Saturday evening, and at mealtimes and
between sessions many people listened to me share
stories. I left the weekend feeling a bit healed and
ready to come home to tackle the next round of post-
Katrina blues.

At the next year’s meeting, this past February,
2007, I realized that time had passed and I no longer
wanted to talk much about New Orleans. In fact, when
others asked me about it, I found myself becoming sad
and teary, for the city is now in a newer place of de-
pression and waiting for government aid, decisions, and
rebuilding. Talking about New Orleans does not feel
therapeutic these days, but going to Georgia—or re-
ally anywhere—provides a healing touch of time and
place and a brief escape from the unending reality of
living in a world where time appears to be standing still.

One role I have played at the Natural Spiritual-
ity gatherings is to contribute a bit of fun to the Sat-
urday evening “Lighten Up” program by leading the

group in connecting nursery and camp songs with
dream work. What I would like to do here is share a
serious side of this same fun by applying this playful
tool to my current life in Louisiana.   The popular nurs-
ery song “Row, Row, Row Your Boat” ends with the
line, “Life is but a dream.”  Putting on our natural spiri-
tuality consciousness, let us assume that this is true—
life is like a dream— and see what we might learn from it.

HERE IN NEW ORLEANS we are surrounded
by water: Lake Ponchartrain, the Mississippi

River, and countless swamps and bayous encircle the
city. In Jungian psychological terms, water is usually
symbolic of the unconscious. The water that flooded
the city in August of 2005 might be seen, therefore,
to represent the unconscious, or invisible, part of the
city that could not contain itself any longer. Yes, we
have all suffered visibly because of it, but what is it
that the still invisible New Orleans longs to be?  What
wanted to be uncontained?  And what does this flood-
ing mean not only to the people of the city but to the
country as a whole?  What are the events of Katrina
and Rita saying to each of you?  Note that both
storms had feminine names, evoking mystery and cre-
ativity, qualities for which New Orleans is famous.

In writing about dream symbols, David Schoen, a
Jungian-trained social worker based in Louisiana,
states in his book Divine Tempest: The Hurricane
as a Psychic Phenomenon:

Nothing moves us, stirs us up, turns us around,
grabs our attention, gets us out of ourselves,
more than our relationship with the hurricane.

The primal fear and reality of something so big and so
awesome is what strips us to our bones, makes us or
breaks us, and clears everything away so that we are
forced to begin anew. Our once visible community in
New Orleans has been wiped away, but the invisible
reality of what has always been is slowly showing itself
through compassion, celebration, culture, and creativity.

If we continue with this idea that our current daily
existence can be seen as a dream state, then what has
happened in New Orleans might be understood
through other perspectives or realms of reality. The
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but
is

betting that the storm would hit elsewhere, or would
not be too big to ride out.  But many more stayed
because they lacked the means to leave or had no
friends or relatives elsewhere who could take them in,
or both.  The New Orleans region has the highest
percentage in the nation of people who are born, live,
and die in the same place—many people here have all
the members of their extended families living within a
few blocks of each other.

A great majority of those who were left behind
and became visible to all following the storm were the
same ones who have been allowing the rest of us to
access our unconscious, or invisible, selves when we
come to the city for enjoyment. They are the ones
who, through their quiet, and often invisible, hospi-
tality, music, and welcoming spirit, have made New
Orleans the light and lively place it is .  These invisible
ones were suddenly exposed to the world as real
people, the same as ourselves, though now helpless
and trapped, with nothing left but the clothes on their
backs and their raw emotions.  All of America was
challenged to become aware that such poverty and
systemic failures still exist in our country and to ac-
tively reach out and help our neighbors in need.

For whatever reason, whether it be national poli-
tics, or the speed with which we move on to the

next story, or the long-time image of New Orleans as
the “Big Easy” sitting on the bottom of the Mississippi
River, this city is still waiting to be recognized as a full
contributor to the conscious life of America and to
be fully incorporated into it.  New Orleans is one of
the oldest cities in the nation.  For over 300 years it
has served as an international crossroads as one of
the largest ports in the world.  It is the center of a
region that produces much of the country’s seafood,
oil, gas, and sugar.  And yet, somehow, in the passing
months—and now years—since the flooding, New
Orleans has slipped back toward the nation’s uncon-
scious.  This time, however, it does not want to go.
The invisible city that has been uncovered wants to
remain visible and held in the light.  Toward that end
the city as a whole is struggling with itself, both inter-
nally and externally.

Catholic Church, which dominates the culture of New
Orleans, professes to believe in “all things seen and
unseen.” Looking through this lens of seen and unseen,
we can see that the duality of the visible and invisible
in New Orleans is more apparent than in almost any
other place in the world. This city dwells permanently
in the land between consciousness and the unconscious.
Just think of how many people come here to drink and
party—to let go of their conscious selves so that they
can enter an unconscious state. The everyday music
and food that is created here transports our senses
to other realms. The high point of the city’s life is
Mardi Gras, when we dress up to hide our visible selves
and let our invisible selves come out and play.

All things are held in tension with their oppo-
sites, or shadows. Light is light only because there is
dark. New Orleans is known as the Crescent
City—a lunar attribute that suggests mystery and
darkness. Its shadow, or dark side, can be seen
through poverty, violence, a poor public school sys-
tem, and families raised by grandmothers and single
mothers. Yet this city is just as well known for the
light it offers through food, parties, music, art, and
family celebrations.

According to Joyce Rockwood Hudson, in her
book Natural Spirituality: Recovering the Wisdom
Tradition in Christianity,

Light symbolizes consciousness. To “see the
light” is to awaken to a new level of conscious-
ness, to realize a truth we have been unable or
unwilling to grasp.

The whole world “saw the light” of New Orleans when
all that was held in darkness was uncovered by the
flooding waters unleashed by the storm and the bro-
ken levees. It saw an American city in chaos that at
some level reflected what any city would look like if hit
with such an overwhelming catastrophe. It saw people
in need, many of whom were so poor that they had
been unable to leave the city in the face of the storm,
despite the fact that in a city surrounded by water it
is critical to leave before a hurricane arrives.  A few of
those who stayed were simply stubborn—they were
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Paradox

PARADOX, WROTE JUNG, “is the natural medium for
expressing transconscious facts.” Natural, but not

especially comfortable. As Christians, we have again
journeyed through Easter, a time replete with para-
doxical imagery, and have again been asked to hold
those images in concert. This is particularly true of
the crucifixion, surely the most brutal and most
beautiful imaginal carrier of paradox and tension in
Christianity, and one that still speaks powerfully to
anyone whose own journey has taken them simulta-
neously to the center and the depths. Like many, I
have spent much time hanging on my own cross—
hanging out with my own contrary images. What I
have come to appreciate is that while the experience
proved, and still proves, to be both brutal and beau-
tiful, the tension does eventually allow for that mys-
terious “third thing” to emerge, from which and in
which I find renewal and rebirth. Jung called this the
transcendent function and wrote that it “arises from
the union of conscious and unconscious contents.”

The emergence of this  “third thing” is what allows
me to revel in the singing, even if the occasion and
song are tragic ones. (Is there a better image of this
than a New Orleans funeral march, of which there
have been so many since Katrina?)  This happens for
me, however, only if I remain receptive and con-
scious and avoid allowing my ego to simply grasp at
something, anything, so I can just move on. Being in
this place requires both discipline and discrimination.
It is a holy place, and, as the Psalmist often noted, the
appropriate attitude is one of reverent fear. Impor-
tantly for me, it is also the place of  childlike wonder
and play—the place where I find the “laughter at the
heart of things,” to use T. S. Eliot’s phrase. In this
place I lack opinions and answers, yet find myself wiser
and more ethical for it. And it is also in this place
where I find recommitment to this spiritual work. It
is the place of Mystery, of Soul, and of Dreams.

Brattleboro, VT    Patti FrankelPatti FrankelPatti FrankelPatti FrankelPatti Frankel

Patti is a writer, artist, poet, gardener, dancer, and yoga
student.She is in the Haden Institute’s Dream Leader Train-
ing program and lives in a “thin place” called Brattleboro,
Vermont, where she attends St. Michael’s Episcopal
Church.

Why is the recovery taking so long?  Certainly,
leadership at all levels has been lacking.  But why should
that be so?  Does America not want New Orleans to
be transformed from darkness into light? Does the
country still need an identifiable place to go to meet
its unconscious needs? Is it still in a dream state about
New Orleans, hoping for the city to slide back into
the waters of unconsciousness and somehow be as it
was before?  Does America not realize the absolute,
conscious need for New Orleanians to be helped out
of their nightmare? This city that has always welcomed
others is still waiting for those others to awaken to
the depth of its present plight as it struggles toward
the realization of its full conscious potential.

Not all, however, have fallen asleep to the new
reality that is trying to be born in New Orleans.
Despite the slow progress of the rebuilding efforts
and the endless waiting for action, this city is coming
back to life.  Countless individuals and church and com-
munity groups have come here from all over the coun-
try to lend a hand—and when these people return to
their homes, they take with them nothing but admira-
tion and kind words for the spirit of the people here.
The invisible New Orleans that has emerged after
the flooding has shown us that we are a city that cares
deeply, that celebrates life, and that continues to live
and sleep among the bodies of water that drew us here
in the first place.

Conscious and unconscious spirits have always
lived in New Orleans. We need to live in balance with
them, respect them, and build their containers well.
This may be a dream, and, like Dorothy, we may face
many challenges before we feel ourselves to be home
again, but as we face this truly daunting task, we are
each discovering our heart, our brains, and our cour-
age.  In New Orleans the light still shines through
the darkness, giving us hope for brighter days.

  New Orleans, LA    Catherine ZephCatherine ZephCatherine ZephCatherine ZephCatherine Zeph
Note:  Much has been done toward the city’s recovery, but there is so
much more to do, especially with local neighborhoods. Please do come and
enjoy the French Quarter and help rebuild homes!

Catherine P. Zeph, Ed.D. is an assistant professor in religion and edu-
cation at Loyola University New Orleans. Her e-mail address is
cpzeph@earthlink.net.
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Maggie. She calls me Nick, and she could pick me out of the crowd.  You
know, even the Velveteen Rabbit—a mere stuffed animal—had a name
and became real when it was loved.

Sulu:  Yah, I know the story. But having a name—being loved as
you say—is that really enough? Maybe you haven’t noticed, but it’s the
losers in life who get rejected, and even I know that I need to be with
other hamsters to survive.  What good is having a name if you’re cast out
to the reject pile?

Nick:  What is a loser?
Sulu: Gosh, you don’t know anything. A loser makes a fool of

herself and gets laughed at and then rejected.  A loser has no friends.
Nick:  How do you make a fool of yourself?
Sulu:   There are so many ways, but mainly by failing.  And there

are a million ways to fail.  Chief among them is not knowing what you
are supposed to know or not being able to do what you are supposed to be
able to do.

Nick:  Well, there is nothing that I have to know, and nothing that
I have to do, so that doesn’t apply to me.  I’m glad I don’t have to worry
about that.  Maggie would love me no matter what, even if I forgot how
to burrow. Once I accidentally packed my cheeks with marbles I found
in the play room.  I thought they were food.  She thought that was
hilarious, but it made her love me more, not less. I’m telling you, she
just loves me, period. End of story. And you know what, Sulu?  That’s all
I really want.

Sulu:  Are you sure, Nick?  You don’t want to invent something, or
save someone’s life, or otherwise be famous?  Don’t you at least want to
impress people by being really talented or good at something?  Come
on, you’ve got to be super something!

Nick:  No, thanks.  I’m going to go dig a tunnel now and wait for
Maggie to take me out to play.

I have been gratified to learn how the discomfort of
growth and change can be tempered and helped along by
the playfulness of the Self. And I wish I could recom-
mend this particular Captain Underpants book, but the
entire second half is dominated by a discussion of really
disgusting snot. However, if you have recently dreamed
of snot, or if this is not the first time you’ve heard men-
tion of the word today, then you may want to check it
out.  Perhaps it will end up on your shelf like it is on
mine, carefully wedged in between Our Dreaming Mind
and Man And His Symbols.

Dunwoody, GA   Darby ChristopherDarby ChristopherDarby ChristopherDarby ChristopherDarby Christopher

A recent graduate of The Haden Institute and a stay-at-home mom for
the past decade, Darby is currently working on reuniting the L (licen-
sure) with her MSW so that she can return to work part time. Her most
visible addiction in life is to sweet tea. She also enjoys co-leading her
dream group at St. Patrick’s Episcopal Church, writing, exercise of all
kinds, and asking questions. In addition, she can cross her second to last
toe over her middle toe without using her hands.

WHEN I SIGNED UP for the Haden Institute’s Dream
Leader Training program, I anticipated that I

would learn a lot about dreams, dream theory, and group
dynamics. What I did not anticipate was the way in which
working with a Jungian analyst would challenge me and
combine with my life experience to induce growth. Nor
did I anticipate what would happen when Jungian psychol-
ogy met the children’s book Captain Underpants. The
quest for self discovery is both more serious and not as
serious as I thought it would be.

My journey to Captain Underpants started with a
dream which featured a hamster. In my dream a girl
named Maggie, whom I know well in waking life, is hold-
ing her beloved female hamster named Nick. She has fallen
asleep on her couch, and Nick has fallen from her hands onto
the floor. I have a chance to grab Nick, but I am scared
and do not do it. In the meantime, a grey cat comes along
and eats Nick. I am horrified.  This is not just any hamster—
this is Maggie’s beloved hamster of all time. This is Nick!

Recently, when my Jungian analyst asked me to name
my anxiety complex, Nick came to mind. She didn’t ex-
actly fit as a name for my complex, yet she persisted in
my thoughts. Then, in a flash, I remembered Sulu. The
sixth Captain Underpants book,“Captain Underpants and
the Big, Bad Battle of the Bionic Booger Boy,” features a
regular hamster, Sulu, who is molecularly combined with
a robot in the “Combine-O-Tron 2000.” The result is a
bionic hamster—a superhamster—which felt like a perfect
symbol for the driving force behind my anxiety complex.

In the book, the creator of the bionic hamster is a
boy named Melvin. Melvin is driven by a need to be rec-
ognized as superhuman. He makes straight A’s in school
and wants everyone to know how smart and capable he
is. I decided to try out a dialogue between Nick and Sulu,
with Sulu representing both the bionic hamster and its
creator, Melvin. Nick represents the original, whole Self.

Sulu:  You need to show the world that you are great.  You must rise
above the masses; this is how you will find favor with God and escape
the difficulties of life. To be common is to be a nobody, just another ant
moving dirt, or a worm, even.

Nick:  I’m great just because I have a name.
Sulu:  My poor Nick, everyone has a name.  What’s so great about

that?
Nick:  Having a name means everything! It’s like this. There are

millions of rodents in the world. If you put me in a group with all of
them, you might not think I’m special at all. But I am very special to

The Bionic Hamster

Summer-Fall 20077
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ALMOST NINE YEARS AGO I attended Joyce Hudson’s
 fourth Natural Spirituality Seminar.  After a brief

interlude I started attending the Journey Group, listening
to the telling of dreams and sharing my own.  From the
very beginning I experienced natural spirituality as some-
thing powerful and satisfying.  The instruction in the
twelve-week seminar overshadowed the four years of
graduate-school work in counseling I’d just completed.
As I sat in the those first Journey Group sessions, I of-
ten had no way of speaking or sharing what I was expe-
riencing inside, and yet each night the issues that were
brought to light through the dreams told by others were
the same issues burdening my own heart.  I was moved
by the love that I experienced in a group so diverse—old
and young, rich and poor, highly educated, not-yet edu-
cated, conservative, liberal, “puers,” and structure people
were all with us.  God was instructing me through their
dreams and mine, and most of the time I did not even
need to speak.

The reverence I experienced each night that I attended
was overwhelming.  God was truly present.  Not accus-
tomed to crying, I would tear up night after night as a
result of being witness to meaning so profound and unique.
The dreams were important.  The words the others
shared were important.  Everything was important.  This

process held a power and reverence unlike anything I had
ever experienced.

Over the years I have been witness to Joyce’s de-
velopment and to the development of our Natural Spiri-
tuality Program.  I’ve watched individuals grow and
change and be given unique ministries.  I’ve watched the
wider program take hold in churches in other places.
During all of these developments, I’ve shared with Joyce—
and with the others in Athens—the wonder of it all.  And
during this unfolding, I have often felt like Mary who
“pondered all these things in her heart.”

Last year about this time yet another series of pow-
erful, personal, and deeply synchronistic events took place
that held onto me tightly and over time changed my life
for the better.  A high point during my life then was the
excitement I felt by being close to all of the facets emerg-
ing out of the natural spirituality ministry: first the semi-
nar and the dream group; then Joyce’s writing of her
book, the book taking hold, other dream groups form-
ing; and then Joyce visiting groups in other places, talking
to leaders of these groups by email or phone, working
with individuals’ dreams in places far from Athens.  She
made new friends.  We made new friends.  Shouldn’t
everyone connected with natural spirituality have the op-
portunity to share in these developing friendships?
Shouldn’t we all have the opportunity to share our expe-
riences, learn of others’ progress and of the methods
and devices they employ in their groups?  Shouldn’t we
all connect in some way that would support and guide the
greater program that God has called into being?

So, last winter I mentioned to Joyce that I thought it
was time to start a newsletter.  She met me with great
enthusiasm and support, which has only grown and deep-
ened over time.  Having started the first Natural Spiritu-
ality Program, the folks in Athens naturally feel a certain
ownership of the greater movement.  We celebrate each
time we hear of another study group forming or a jour-
ney group springing into being.  We feel entitled to con-
tinue to learn the good news that others are trying what
we have valued so dearly and that in so doing they too
are experiencing a deepening of their own spiritual Chris-
tian development.

I’ve been especially mindful that this movement is a
direct ministry—nurturing and sustaining the individual’s
Christian growth and personal relationship with God.  I
hear joy in the voices of strangers talking about their new
journey group or about the progress made in their estab-
lished program.  The enthusiasm that I’ve heard time and
time again over the years is indicative of how we long for
what God is calling us to—we hunger for the ancient
Wisdom tradition to help us understand our modern lives.

Wanda’s Rose
Reflections on a Name

“Shouldn’t we all connect in some way that would support and
guide the greater program that God has called into being?”

  Wanda Krewer, the first editor of THE ROSE, died of cancer in
January, 2007, at the age of 56.  It was Wanda who first had the idea
for THE ROSE, worked out its basic format, pulled together the articles
and graphics for the first issue, set the type, took it to the printer, and
labeled and mailed it to an initial mailing list of 900.  Wanda knew
what she wanted for THE ROSE and would settle for no less.  It would be
on heavy, substantial paper.  It would be 32 pages long.  It would be free
for whomever wanted it.   And somehow the money for it would appear.

The doing of it, however, required more work than she had
imagined.  While holding down a full-time job, she worked through
countless nights for several months to bring the first issue into the
world.  The pace was too grueling to maintain for the long run, but
once we had seen her vision, others of us could carry it forward.
Simply put, without Wanda Krewer, THE ROSE would not exist.

Reprinted here is Wanda’s editorial column from THE ROSE’s
maiden issue in 2002.  The article on page 11 is a favorite of hers from
that issue, as are the two illustrations on pages 10 and 11, Dancers and
Cattails.
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This hunger and this call,
apparent in many places, are
especially strong in Arkansas.
God seems to have His hand
on the people of Arkansas.
The prime leader in the Ar-
kansas movement has been
Susan Sims Smith, a priest at
Trinity Cathedral in Little
Rock who also heads the di-
ocesan Office of Teaching and
Evangelism.  She has spent
many years directed by her
own unique spiritual hunger,
directed by listening to her
dreams and listening to her in-
tuitive self, as well as directed
by listening to the dreams of
others.  God has now called
her to help churches in her
area and elsewhere find a way
back to the divine feminine.
Through her calling and her
work, she is leading the way
for us all.

I see this natural spiritual-
ity ministry to be part of a
never-ending pattern of God
calling us to live closer to Him,
to be nurtured, healed, and guided by His great love and
wisdom.  This never-ending call continues to be revealed
in our daily living.  My own life itself bears witness to the
unfolding of this natural spirituality ministry. The fruits
of my personal journey are aliveness, being more present
in the moment, and being more focused and sure of my
life path.  How I experience my life today is a direct re-
sult of my involvement in Emmanuel’s Natural Spiritual-
ity Program.  I have never been steadier, surer, or more
content and at peace.  God’s hands on my life have never
been more unequivocal.

This newsletter is to be a forum for personal
storytelling, for the telling of dreams, for the sharing of
ideas, for the sharing of books, conferences, and retreats,
and for exchanging information about how natural spiri-
tuality programs are conducted.  The naming of THE ROSE

has its own story that also needs to be told:

ON MOTHER’S DAY last year, immediately after church,
Joyce walked into my house to share with me the

thought that we might call the newsletter “The Rose.”  I
was caught up in her energy and in the spirit of the moment.

But when she left, I began to
ponder how I could present a
newsletter called “The Rose”
when the images of the rose
seemed to be sweet and—as I
thought then—not especially
appropriate to the journey.

Trying to be satisfied with
the name, I began to recall that
earlier that week I had shared
with her that I was being
flooded by memories of
Mother and Mother’s Day.  I
had been especially keen on
sharing with her the memory
of going to my grandmother’s
house early on Mother’s Day
mornings to cut a rose to wear
to church.  My childhood
church—a small, unaircon-
ditioned, wooden-floored Bap-
tist church—was always filled
on Mother’s Day, and every-
one in church that day had on a
rose.  I don’t recall an honoring
time any greater than the hon-
oring of the mothers in our
church on this day.  I’ve come to
understand that by naming our

newsletter “The Rose,” we are honoring the spiritual
Mother energy that is revealed to us through dreams,
synchronicities, intuition, and daily living.

As I look back on last spring, I am still moved by the
graceful way God prepared me to celebrate and embrace
the name that Joyce offered.  The synchronicity God of-
fered causes me now to both chuckle and shudder.  How
the pieces of my coming to accept the name fit together
underscores for me—as though God has spoken directly
to me—how fitting the time is to begin this newsletter.

In my personal difficulty with accepting the name, God
was shining a light on the name itself.  That afternoon I
decided to look in Man and His Symbols to see what Jung
and his cohorts might give to me.  Turning to the index,
I saw, under the heading of “rose,” the entry “rose win-
dow.”  That was it! The rose window is a conveyer of
stories.  God was not only giving me a name but a motif.
The rose window came into being in medieval times when
living was steeped in the divine feminine energy.  The
rose window image aptly captures that seeking of the sa-
cred feminine which natural spirituality is.  At this point,
God had my full attention.  Several weeks prior to this
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 n March of 1994, I began to follow my dreams.  This new twist in my journey began with a neat
bit of synchronicity.  Susan Sims-Smith’s daughter Rose and my son Ted, fourth graders,
were on a creative problem-solving team that I coached during the 1993-94 school year.  After

Sunday I had been studying, reading, and reflecting upon
a coffee-table text of the history of Gothic architecture and
art.  The churches of the late thirteenth and early fourteenth
centuries are architectural wombs with rose window
mandalas.

After reading the entry “rose window,” I immedi-
ately recalled that on our way home from a Jungian con-
ference with Presbyterian clergy the previous fall, I
glimpsed two rose windows in a church we were passing
and asked Joyce to turn around so that I could look at
them again.  What caught my eye was the design of these
windows.  They looked exactly like the one I had drawn
during a guided meditation at Journey Into Wholeness
not two weeks earlier.  When I drew that rose window,
I did not know why.  Nor did I know why I wanted Joyce
to let me have a better look at the windows that were so
close in appearance to my drawing.  Now I know that
God was planting a seed back then for my future accep-
tance of the newsletter’s name.

Historically, rose windows were theologically signifi-
cant in the illiterate fourteenth century because the
window’s intricate patterns provided the pictorial telling
of Bible stories.  That century’s turbulence mirrors our
own age.  These complex, color-bearing windows (color
also signifies natural spirituality) connected the people of
those times with God’s stories and teachings.  A symbol
of wholeness and balance, the window’s intricacies allow
each segment to tell its own story, while all the segments
congregate together to make a whole.  As a motif for the
natural spirituality newsletter, then, the rose window cor-
responds to the individual journey in that each person’s
journey is comprised of its various parts which work to-
gether to make a whole, while all our separate journeys
work together to comprise our journey as a people.

The rose as a separate symbol has its own relation-
ship to natural spirituality.  In his essay, “Individual Dream
Symbolism in Relation to Alchemy” (reprinted in Dreams,
Bollingen Series 20), Jung shares with his readers ways
in which we have come to regard the rose. One illustra-
tion depicts the seven-petalled rose of alchemy that cor-
responds to the seven stages of transformation (fig. 29).
He also includes a fifteenth-century Paradiso illustration
showing Dante being led before God in a heavenly rose
(fig. 83).  My favorite of these natural-spirituality-related
images is the rose as womb.  The Journey Group has
often seemed a place of midwifing the “Self” to me, and
I am not at all surprised that God led me to a name that
symbolizes the womb of Mary that held Christ.  When
the Journey Group is at its best, it too holds Christ.

             Wanda KrewerWanda KrewerWanda KrewerWanda KrewerWanda Krewer

  Accompanying Wanda’s original article in ROSE 1was this biographi-
cal self-sketch.  She wrote it in the wee hours of a January night, 2002, at
the very end of her months-long labor of bringing the first issue of THE

ROSE into being,

Wanda Krewer is a weary warrior!  Happy to be working as a counselor
with young people in a small, rural high school, she feels especially
blessed that she has found her way to Madison County High School,
where she enjoys the people she works with and sees many teenagers
with an endless variety of concerns!  She is never bored at work!  She
fantasizes frequently of a future time when her kitchen is painted and
stove connected!  This house-organizing is taking far too long for her
liking!  Besides sprucing up the house, counseling high schoolers, and
producing a newsletter, her other large on-going project is revamping
the local Natural Spirituality Program’s library.  She has enjoyed
typing pockets and cards and creating a data base for these books.  Her
real joy is spending a weekend alone reading The New Yorker, soak-
ing in a  tub, listening to the soundtrack of Gladiator, and getting
a good night’s sleep.  She is looking forward to soon having time to
enjoy more of all of these pleasures!

Emmanuel Church  P  Athens, Georgia Winter-Spring 2002Winter-Spring 2002Winter-Spring 2002Winter-Spring 2002Winter-Spring 2002  P   I s sue  Issue  Issue  Issue  Issue  11111

the mid-March re-
gional competition
in Clarksvil le,
Arkansas, Su-
san rode back to
Little Rock with
me, while her hus-
band drove our kids.
During that nine-
ty-minute drive I
learned that Su-
san, then a prac-
ticing social worker,
w a s  u s i n g  J u n g i a n
dream interpreta-
tion with her clients.
That evening   I
dreamed:  I’m at a
golf course.  I see
that a large dog has
bitten a tree branch
in two.  I go inside
to report the dam-
age.  There are
more people inside
than I expected.  I

(continued on page 4)
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AS A FORMER JUNGIAN-ORIENTED PSYCHOTHERAPIST, I
 have been personally and professionally guided

by my nighttime dreams for many years.  They are the
portal to my center, my core, my essence.  After twenty-
five years of practicing as a clinician in Little Rock,
Arkansas, the dream process showed me that I was being
called into the priesthood.

Two years of beckoning from the Sacred Feminine
through dreams, a year with a discernment committee,
and time in seminary have led me to my present work as
an Episcopal priest.  My ministry involves helping men
and women have a more personal relationship with the
Divine.  Dreams and meditation are pathways to the Di-
vine.  My assignment is to join with others who are work-
ing to make dreams and meditation accessible to people
who are drawn to the inner journey.  The Sacred Feminine
beckoned me toward ordination.  I listened and followed.

What is the Sacred Feminine and how do we get a
beginning sense of this facet of God?  The Divine Femi-
nine is a mystery too vast to be defined by human words,
cute acronyms, or a short journal article.  The Sacred
Feminine is an aspect of God that exists both outside our
everyday reality in the spiritual dimension and in our ev-
eryday reality itself.  In our everyday life, the Sacred Femi-
nine is found in our own bodies and in the natural world
around us.  This mystery seeks to reveal the presence of
God to men and women of all ages through intuition,
dreams, meditation, relationships, nature, the body, and
countless other avenues for connection.

The Sacred Feminine comes to us through intuition.
Intuition is our way of gaining insight from a receptive
mode.  When we are quiet, intuition may come to us in a
still, small voice, in a knowing in our bodies, or in the
insight that comes from a synchronistic event.  Dreams
come to us through this receptive mode.  In our dream
life, we receive “movies” designed to awaken us, guide
us, teach us.  To collect the wisdom from intuition,
we need to allow the mind and body to shift into this
receptive gear—this quiet gear.  Unless we take time
for reflection, for dream work, and for paying attention
to the subtle language of the body, the Feminine, who is
so eager to feed us, is left without a way to serve us
from the Divine banquet.

Reflections on
the Sacred Feminine

The Feminine often becomes conscious as the body
becomes conscious.  Listening to the body—allowing the
body to roll, move, play, cry, laugh, touch—is another
important avenue by which consciousness can emerge.
The Sacred Feminine lives in the cells of the body and is
awakened when we pay attention.  Heightened conscious-
ness in the body may lead to an awareness of the energy
centers in the body.  Hindus call them chakras.  These
energy centers are warehouses for the diversity of ener-
gies that make us fully human and fully spiritual.  The
energies include our connection to the earth, our sexual-
ity, our instincts, our compassion, our creative self-
expression, our intuition, and our connection to spirit.
As we become more aware of the shifting energies in
our bodies, our relationship to the Sacred Feminine grows
stronger.

Through the modality of intuition and the vehicle of
body, the Sacred Feminine seeks to plant the bulb of our
true self in the soil of our deepest being.  The emer-
gence of our true self separates us from a blind identifi-
cation with the culture and from all our pre-conceived
ideas of who we thought we were and who we thought
we were becoming.  Planted in the soil of the Sacred
Feminine, our lives are lived from the inside out.  Our
choices come from what Jung called the deep inner feel-
ing function.  Our values, our bodies, our dreams all
emerge from our core, and decisions about daily life re-
flect this inner grounding.

The Feminine is more like a moist, clay-colored tun-
nel leading us into the earth than it is like a tall skyscraper
covered with mirrored glass.  It emanates more from the
lower abdomen than it does from the head or the intel-
lect. It is more connected and relational than it is detached.
It is process-oriented rather than product-oriented.  It
tolerates the paradox of opposites.  And it moves more
to the slow rhythm of nature than to the frenetic pace of
modern life.

Learning more about the mystery of the Sacred Femi-
nine means that we approach our dreams, our bodies,

and our quiet time with a growing reverence
and curiosity, giving them the respect they de-
serve.  As we are transformed by these pro-
cesses, we are surrounded by Christ’s presence.

His guidance leads us toward this mystery.
Even without our asking, His illuminated

cross accompanies us on our journey
toward the Sacred Feminine.

Little Rock, AR

The Rev. Susan Sims SmithThe Rev. Susan Sims SmithThe Rev. Susan Sims SmithThe Rev. Susan Sims SmithThe Rev. Susan Sims Smith

              Susan is a priest in the Episcopal Diocese of Arkansas.

This article originally appeared in ROSE 1, Winter-Spring, 2002.
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CROAGH PATRICK IS A MOUNTAIN in Connemara on
the west coast of Ireland.  In the year 441, St. Patrick

spent 40 days on Croagh Patrick fasting and praying in
imitation of Jesus’ time in the wilderness.  Pilgrims have
been traveling there ever since, thousands at a time, some
barefoot, others on their knees, struggling to reach the
summit and experience the Divine.  Climbing the moun-
tain is no easy task.  It is very rugged, with loose stones
on the path that give way with every step.

My encounter with Croagh Patrick took place in May
2006, while on a pilgrimage to Ireland led by Jerry Wright
and Marcus Losack. The hike up the mountain started
out like many other exotic hikes I have taken in other
parts of the world, but this one turned out to be differ-
ent.  By the time it was over, it had become a pivotal point
in my spiritual ascension on my mystical journey.

On that day on Croagh Patrick I learned important
life lessons about humility, limitations, and relationships—
relationships with extraordinary people and with my God.
Even to this day that experience keeps me moving for-
ward on my inner pilgrimage.  I have discovered that my
Croagh Patrick experience has many layers, just as our
dreams do; and as with a dream, I keep receiving its gifts.

The morning started with a bus ride to the foot of
the mountain.  There were twenty-four of us who prayed
at the base of a statue of St. Patrick before we started
our ascent.  We were of various ages and physical condi-
tion.  Of course, I started out in the lead group, assuming
I was physically fit enough to lead the pack.  But as the
climb continued, I found I was falling back.  I had been
fighting a case of bronchitis since the pilgrimage
began and had spent the first four days in silence with
laryngitis.  Even then God was trying to get my attention.
He was telling me to be quiet and listen for a change,
which I found difficult to do, extravert that I am.  Now I
found it difficult to acknowledge that my strength was not
what I expected it to be.  As I kept climbing, I continued
to fall back.  People were passing me.  I would encounter
others in our group and walk with them for awhile, but
eventually they would either move on ahead or else fall
behind.

There was a time when I was alone.  A friend had

tried to stay back with me, but I told him to go ahead—I
had to do this at my own pace.  I really struggled.  The
terrain became increasingly difficult.  The rocks under-
foot were very loose.  Every step was unstable.  Why
was I doing this?  What was I trying to prove?  I contin-
ued on.  I have often been a quitter, but this time I was
determined to succeed.  There was a power greater than
my own pulling me up that mountain—a power greater
than the gravity that pulled me down.

At one point I wept because of my difficulties.  I could
not understand why I was having such a hard time.   But
then I began to sense what it is that has kept bringing
seekers to this mountain for almost 2,000 years. I felt the
spirit of those who had walked that path before me.  I
kept putting one foot in front of the other and knew I
would make it to the top.

Finally, I looked up and saw one of my fellow pil-
grims coming down to meet me and offer encourage-
ment.  He was casually peeling an orange and, upon reach-
ing me, he shared it with me.  Both the orange slices and
my friend’s encouraging presence were like the nectar of
the gods.  We continued to the top where other friends
were there to greet me with open arms.  There was joy
and jubilation.  I felt I had just walked through the gates of
heaven and was having a reunion with all those I loved,
because I suddenly loved everyone at the top of that
mountain.

After a short rest, I was required to do three laps
around St. Patrick’s Chapel to complete the tradition.  The
view from the top was a sight to behold.  It is said there
are forty shades of green in Ireland, and we saw all of
them in the landscape before us.

Thirteen of the twenty-four pilgrims made it to the
top.  We circled in prayer to thank God for our safety.
We prayed for those with crippling conditions who could
not make it this far.   I was almost one of them.  We
prayed for those in our group who had started the climb
but had recognized it as more than their energies could
sustain and had turned back.  Making it to the summit was
not the point; their efforts were equally successful.

The descent was more treacherous than the climb.
Many fell on the loose stones.  As we progressed down,
we encountered one of our group who had just turned
back without reaching the summit.  My friend and I of-
fered to help her to the top, but she was fatigued and in
pain.  We stayed with her to help her make the descent,
my friend walking backward while I walked at her side,
holding her arm to support her.  The others went ahead
while we slowly made our way down, taking a very long
time.  When we finally reached the bottom, pints of
Guinness awaited us, with more hugs and tears.

“The rocks underfoot were very loose.  Every step
was unstable.  Why was I doing this?
What was I trying to prove?”

Croagh Patrick

The Rose 12 Summer–Fall 2007
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struggles are blessings and that  relationships are a gift
from God.  Through these new eyes I look with excitement
at what lies ahead on this continuing inner pilgrimage.

Birmingham, AL    Becky BonhamBecky BonhamBecky BonhamBecky BonhamBecky Bonham

Becky Bonham is a member of Christ Episcopal Church, located in an
inner-city neighborhood in Birmingham, Alabama. She is a recent
graduate of the Haden Institute’s Spiritual Direction course and will
start the Dream Training course in the Fall. She is active in her church
both on the local and diocesan level . She is currently vice president of
Cursillo and a member of the Diocesan Commission on Spirituality.
She was married to the late Jack Bonham, formerly of Montgomery, AL.

During the whole of our pilgrimage, the woman we
helped down from the mountain wore a beautiful neck-
lace with green glass and a cross on it.  I commented on
the necklace several times.  About a week after I re-
turned home, I found that necklace in the bottom of my
purse.  She had put it there when I was not looking, as a
gift for helping her down from the mountain.

Re-entry into the real world after a pilgrimage like
this is difficult.  Your body is back, but your spirit needs
time to catch up.  Jerry Wright told us to be kind to our-
selves during this time.  He encouraged us to continue
the inner pilgrimage by nurturing our unconscious pro-
cesses.  He suggested that we journal, do art work, make
a book of memories, or something else of that nature.

I chose art work as a way to continue my inner jour-
ney.  My art work has always been done for my own
pleasure only, but now I wanted a gift to offer to those
on my pilgrimage who had given me so much.  So I sent
these special friends paintings of Celtic High Crosses.
One of them went to the woman who had given me the
beautiful necklace.

That climb up Croagh Patrick and the climb back down
continues to feed me as I reflect on it.   The mere fact
that I succeeded in the physical task is rewarding enough.
One in our group made the comment that if we could do
this, what else could we do that we thought we could
not?   As Gandhi said, “The difference between what we
do and what we are capable of doing would solve most of
the world’s problems.”

I compare this journey to the journey of life.  In life,
as on our climb, we start out laughing and talking to our
friends, having no real idea of what lies ahead.  But as we
go along, things start to get more difficult.  People leave
us behind, and we do the same to them.  At times we find
ourselves alone with nothing but our own devices.  We
cry tears that no one but God sees.  God wipes away
those tears and encourages us onward, until one day we
look up and there is someone coming back down from
above to give us a helping hand and a taste of heaven.
With that sweet help we walk to the end of our days until
we enter the Pearly Gates, where we are received by
His unconditional love and the open arms of the people
we love.

I experienced a “thin place” that day, a place where
the visible and the invisible nearly touch. The veil was
mystically lowered and I could see eternal matters more
clearly.  I now understand that struggle is necessary, for
it is struggle that makes us see clearly.  As Rainer Maria
Rilke wrote, “Suddenly one has the right eyes.” I found
the right eyes that day.

Croagh Patrick gave me the eyes to see that my

  These are called guidelines for a reason. They are meant
as a guide to this prayer but not as hard and fast rules. The
most important thing in Centering Prayer is our intention,
which is to set aside our ordinary thoughts and preoccupa-
tions and rest in the presence of God.  It is recommended
that Centering Prayer be practiced for at least twenty min-
utes twice a day.  But pray as you can, not as you can’t.

GGGGGUIDELINESUIDELINESUIDELINESUIDELINESUIDELINES     FORFORFORFORFOR C C C C CENTERINGENTERINGENTERINGENTERINGENTERING P P P P PRAYERRAYERRAYERRAYERRAYER

1.   Choose a sacred word (or simple attention1.   Choose a sacred word (or simple attention1.   Choose a sacred word (or simple attention1.   Choose a sacred word (or simple attention1.   Choose a sacred word (or simple attention
to your breath) as the symbol of your intentionto your breath) as the symbol of your intentionto your breath) as the symbol of your intentionto your breath) as the symbol of your intentionto your breath) as the symbol of your intention
to consent to God’s presence and action within.to consent to God’s presence and action within.to consent to God’s presence and action within.to consent to God’s presence and action within.to consent to God’s presence and action within.

2.  Sitting comfortably with eyes closed, settle2.  Sitting comfortably with eyes closed, settle2.  Sitting comfortably with eyes closed, settle2.  Sitting comfortably with eyes closed, settle2.  Sitting comfortably with eyes closed, settle
briefly, then silently introduce the sacred wordbriefly, then silently introduce the sacred wordbriefly, then silently introduce the sacred wordbriefly, then silently introduce the sacred wordbriefly, then silently introduce the sacred word
(or attention to breath) as the symbol of(or attention to breath) as the symbol of(or attention to breath) as the symbol of(or attention to breath) as the symbol of(or attention to breath) as the symbol of your your your your your
consent to God’s presence and action within.consent to God’s presence and action within.consent to God’s presence and action within.consent to God’s presence and action within.consent to God’s presence and action within.

3. When you become aware of thoughts, re-3. When you become aware of thoughts, re-3. When you become aware of thoughts, re-3. When you become aware of thoughts, re-3. When you become aware of thoughts, re-
turn turn turn turn turn ever so gentlyever so gentlyever so gentlyever so gentlyever so gently  to the sacred word (or to the sacred word (or to the sacred word (or to the sacred word (or to the sacred word (or
atatatatat tention to breath).tention to breath).tention to breath).tention to breath).tention to breath).

4.  4.  4.  4.  4.  At the end of the prayer period, remain inAt the end of the prayer period, remain inAt the end of the prayer period, remain inAt the end of the prayer period, remain inAt the end of the prayer period, remain in
silencesilencesilencesilencesilence with with with with with eyes closed  eyes closed  eyes closed  eyes closed  eyes closed for a couple of minutes.for a couple of minutes.for a couple of minutes.for a couple of minutes.for a couple of minutes.

God has not promised to take away ourGod has not promised to take away ourGod has not promised to take away ourGod has not promised to take away ourGod has not promised to take away our
trials, but to help us change our atti-trials, but to help us change our atti-trials, but to help us change our atti-trials, but to help us change our atti-trials, but to help us change our atti-
tudes toward them.  That is what holinesstudes toward them.  That is what holinesstudes toward them.  That is what holinesstudes toward them.  That is what holinesstudes toward them.  That is what holiness
really is.  In this life, happiness is rootedreally is.  In this life, happiness is rootedreally is.  In this life, happiness is rootedreally is.  In this life, happiness is rootedreally is.  In this life, happiness is rooted
in our basic attitude toward reality.in our basic attitude toward reality.in our basic attitude toward reality.in our basic attitude toward reality.in our basic attitude toward reality.

Thomas Keating,  The Human Condition
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EACH OF OUR SOULS is a swirling collage of colorful
energy patterns. We are a network of psychospiritual

dynamics that frequently clash with one another. The char-
acters who show up in our dreams symbolize these di-
verse energies. When a part of ourselves wants atten-
tion, it will appear as a  dream symbol wearing the  mask
of a person, animal, or object. Our inner energies ap-
pear as recognizable entities with particular personalities
so that we can identify their essence, or nature, and can
respond to “this particular part of me that wants to be
known and heard.”

Wherever we go, our multi-faceted souls go with
us. Each facet is a member of the inner pilgrim band, and
each one has essential contributions to make. Each wants
to be appreciated and included—especially those who are
repressed or ignored, those who are relegated to the
back of the bus, and those who would be left behind.

To get to know your inner pilgrim band, try this:

1) For a week, record a name for each character who
shows up in your dreams. Example: Bossy Woman, Scary
Man, Precocious Toddler, Distressed Duck, Red Horse,
and so on.

2) Describe the role the character is playing in the dream.
Example: Bossy Woman is insisting that I go to a class
where I’ll have to speak up.

3) With several key words or phrases, describe the
character or “essence” of each figure. Use imagination.
Example: Bossy Woman craves control, is opinionated, judg-
mental, and insistent.

4)  When might these descriptions apply to you? Re-
member, when we claim and embrace the unknown or
“shadow” parts of ourselves, the energy is transformed
and freed to be used in new creative ways.  Example:
Transformed control-freak energy can become construc-
tive leadership energy. Transformed opinionated energy
can become energy for unwavering commitment. Trans-
formed judgmental energy can become energy for precise
differentiation.

5) Emotionally,      in the dream, how are you feeling toward
the character and how are you responding to the charac-
ter? (Example: ob-serving, running away, and so on.) Do
your responses surprise you?

6) What do you imagine that this character most     fears?
What do you imagine this character wants more than any-
thing else?

Our inner pilgrims can help us identify our conflicts
and find a way to new possibilities. Notice particularly the
conflicting fears and desires between and among various
pilgrims. The ego’s job is to hold consciously the tension
of these opposites—to facilitate inner peace, harmony, and

balance, and to help move the members
of the band toward a unified sense of
calling and destiny.

Smyrna, GA

Tallulah LyonTallulah LyonTallulah LyonTallulah LyonTallulah Lyonsssss

Tallulah is co-creator of a nation-wide project
wherein cancer patients and professional
staff are learning to integrate dreamwork into
the healing process. She facilitates weekly
groups in two Atlanta hospitals, and her pas-
sion is to bring recognition to dreamwork as a
viable  integrative-medicine pract ice.
Tallulah is author of Dream Prayers,
Dreamwork as a Spiritual Path and she
leads a Sunday dream group at Oakhurst Bap-
tist Church in Decatur, Georgia.

Inner Pilgrim Band

“Wherever we go, our multi-faceted souls
go with us.”
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IN THE CITY THAT NEVER SLEEPS, some still find time to
 dream.  Some even to belong to a dream group!  Among

the attractions and distractions of New York, a church-
based dream group is steadily growing. To suit the city’s
lifestyle, our dream group meets for several weeks,
breaks for a while, and then gathers again for another
round.  St. Bartholomew’s Episcopal Church, our host
church, is in the heart of Manhattan.  It is open 24/7 and
gives space to 18,000 meetings/events per year.  One
reason for our dream group’s intermittent schedule is
that people want the opportunity to experience a variety
of St. Bart’s offerings.  Another reason is that our mem-
bers live in a wide geographical area, from Long Island
to New Jersey, and worship at different churches. It is
the passion for dreams that brings us together!

Dreamwork at St. Bartholomew’s began in 2003 with
The Art of Listening to Dreams,,,,, a series of dream work-
shops that attracted twenty to thirty people.  The series
offered an introduction to dreams that included placing
them in a Biblical and historical context, guidance for how
to work with one’s own dreams, and group dreamwork
practice.  Learning to do dreamwork is like learning to
swim: after receiving a little theory, you have to jump in
the water with an experienced coach encouraging you on
to become a swimmer. And so our dream group formed.
Four years later it continues on and attracts new mem-
bers from the introductory workshops repeated each year.

Our dream group meetings begin with stillness, si-
lence, and a short prayer.  Then we move into the dream-
work process of telling the dream and making it our own
as we work and “play” with the images, feelings, and
metaphors to uncover layers of meaning. We enjoy the
challenge of the strangeness of material that arises from
the unconscious as we engage in the fun—and work—of
unraveling it to uncover the hidden treasures.  Then fi-
nally, as in Biblical dream stories where the dreamer takes
action based on the interpretation of the dream, each
dreamer who has shared a dream is encouraged to take
appropriate action to honor the dream—and to return next
week to tell his or her tale.

Mining a dream for meaning with support from the
group is never as daunting as when the dreamer first
awakens with the “raw” dream. For the group, working
with the dreams of others rewards group members with
new insights for their own lives.  With every meeting we
realize once more that the gift of a dream is sent not only

for the dreamer but for those with whom the dream is
shared.

New York, NY    Annette ThiesAnnette ThiesAnnette ThiesAnnette ThiesAnnette Thies

Annette Thies, founding member and leader of St. Bartholomew’s Dream
Group, is a spiritual director and teacher of prayer, dreamwork, and
“things spiritual.” She enjoys pioneering dreamwork in the New York
area, which is home, too, of Dr. Montague Ullman, her mentor and
dreamwork leadership trainer.

St. Bart’s Dream Group, NYC Come to the PartyCome to the Party

“Come to the party,”
said the wingéd one to the cat.

“Why should I come?”
asked the feline creature.

“To taste the nectar,”
the wingéd one answered.

“I will come,”
the orange slink said.

“Come to the party,”
said the wingéd one to the dove.

“Why should I come?”
asked the gentle creature.
“To bring us the olive leaf,”

the wingéd one replied.
“I will bring the leaf,”
the grey bird agreed.

“Come to the party,”
said the wingéd one to the woman.

“Why should I come?”
asked the upright creature.
“To greet the Holy Mother,”
the messenger answered.

“I will come and learn from her,”
the female human vowed.

“That is the purpose; you are wise to do so,”
the radiant entity said.

“I have waited long for this,”
replied the woman.

“So wait no longer. Come to the party.”
The angel vanished, but was still there.

Stockton, CA  Ann J. CowanAnn J. CowanAnn J. CowanAnn J. CowanAnn J. Cowan
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LISTED HERE FOR PURPOSES OF NETWORKING are the natural spirituality
this time. This list includes programs that are only in the study g
groups are not stamped from the same mold—each is organized 
TTTTTHEHEHEHEHE R R R R ROSEOSEOSEOSEOSE know of their existence. know of their existence. know of their existence. know of their existence. know of their existence. If there is no group in 
resources. Programs marked with an asterisk (*) are new to the li

ALABAMAALABAMAALABAMAALABAMAALABAMA
Auburn Unitarian-Universalist, Auburn
Episcopal Church of the Nativity, Dothan
St. Stephen’s Episcopal Church, Huntsville
St. Mark’s Episcopal Church, Troy

ARIZONAARIZONAARIZONAARIZONAARIZONA
Grace-St. Paul’s Episcopal Church, Tucson

ARKARKARKARKARKANSAANSAANSAANSAANSASSSSS
St. Peter’s Episcopal Church, Conway
St. James’ Episcopal Church, Eureka Springs
St. Martin’s Univ. Ctr. (Episcopal),  Fayetteville
St. Paul’s Episcopal Church, Fayetteville
St. John’s Episcopal Church, Fort Smith
St. John’s Episcopal Church, Harrison
Holy Trinity Epis. Church, Hot Springs Village
St. Mark’s Episcopal Church, Jonesboro
Christ Church (Episcopal), Little Rock
Coffeehouse Group (nondenom.)  [501/758-3823] LR
Pulaski Hgts. United Meth. Church,  Little Rock
St. James United Methodist Church, Little Rock
St. Margaret’s Episcopal Church, Little Rock
St. Michael’s Episcopal Church, Little Rock
Trinity Episcopal Cathedral, Little Rock
All Saints Episcopal Church, Russellville

GEORGIAGEORGIAGEORGIAGEORGIAGEORGIA
Epis. Church of St. John and St. Mark, Albany
Emmanuel Episcopal Church, Athens
St. Gregory the Great Episcopal Church, Athens
First Presbyterian Church, Atlanta
St. Bartholomew’s Episcopal Church, Atlanta
St. Timothy’s Episcopal Church, Calhoun
Good Shepherd Episcopal Church, Covington
Oakhurst BaptistChurch, Decatur
*****St. Patrick’s Episcopal Church, Dunwoody
St. Stephen’s Episcopal Church, Milledgeville
St. Augustine’s Episcopal Church, Morrow
*****St. Peter’s Episcopal Church, Rome
*****St. Anne’s Episcopal Church, Tifton

FLFLFLFLFLORIDORIDORIDORIDORIDAAAAA
Trinity Episcopal Church, Apalachicola
St. Peter the Fisherman Epis. Church, New Smyrna
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The Rose

  Have You Checked Out

          the SeedWork Website?

IF YOU ARE A CHURCH PERSON who wants to expand your spiritual
life by getting into dreamwork and meditation, where can you
go to fine out how to do that?  Is there a website or something?

Yes, there is a website, thanks to the Episcopal Diocese of
Arkansas.  The diocese sponsors the SeedWork website, a stand-
alone site dedicated to offering to all the world some helpful
resources for navigating the not-yet-well-known territory of
Christian inner work.  Whether you are in Australia or in Little
Rock, there is a wealth of material available to you on this site,
including CDs you can order, packets of material you can down-
load for using with dream groups, and links that will take you to
other helpful sites.  Here is a taste of what is there.

First of all, the site is divided into four sections:
Dreams & Spirituality
Prayer & Meditation
Sacred Feminine
Relationships

Under Dreams & Spirituality, for example, you will find:

• A listing of some workshops on dreams that you can line up
for your church.

• A notice of the Summer Dream Conference and a link to the
Haden Institute.

• A Journey Group Resources packet that you can download either
as a pdf file or a Word file.  The packet includes:

Journey Group Guidelines
 Discernment
 Worship
 Help in Remembering Dreams
 Steps in Dream Work
 Reading List
 TTAQ Method
 Dream Worksheet
 Questions for Dreamers
 A Method for Group Dreamwork
 Natural Spirituality Overview
 Reflections on the Sacred Feminine
 Suggestions for a Natural Spirituality Library
 About THE ROSE

 Natural Spirituality Frequently Asked Questions

And now we are out of space, which is exactly why we need
websites. For Christianity and inner work, SeedWork is the one
to visit.  It is a true blessing for the whole world.
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St. Christopher’s Episcopal Church, Pensacola
Cokesbury Methodist Church, Pensacola

Perdido Bay United Methodist Church, Pensacola
Faith Presbyterian Church, Tallahassee

ILLINOISILLINOISILLINOISILLINOISILLINOIS
Grace Episcopal Church, River Forest

KENTUCKYKENTUCKYKENTUCKYKENTUCKYKENTUCKY
Christ Church Cathedral (Episcopal), Lexington

MICHIGANMICHIGANMICHIGANMICHIGANMICHIGAN
Grace Episcopal Church, Traverse City

MISSISSIPPIMISSISSIPPIMISSISSIPPIMISSISSIPPIMISSISSIPPI
St. Andrew’s Cathedral, Jackson

St. James Episcopal Church, Jackson

NEBRANEBRANEBRANEBRANEBRASKSKSKSKSKAAAAA
Countryside Community Church (U.C.C.), Omaha

NORTH CAROLINANORTH CAROLINANORTH CAROLINANORTH CAROLINANORTH CAROLINA
St. Luke’s Episcopal Church, Boone

*****Unitarian Universalist of Transylvania Co., Brevard
First Baptist Church, Elkin

First United Methodist Church, Elkin
All Saints Episcopal Church, Southern Shores

St. Paul’s Episcopal Church, Wilkesboro

SOUTH CAROLINASOUTH CAROLINASOUTH CAROLINASOUTH CAROLINASOUTH CAROLINA
*****Grace Episcopal Church, Charleston

St. Jame’s Episcopal Church, Greenville

TENNESSEETENNESSEETENNESSEETENNESSEETENNESSEE
St. Paul’s Episcopal Church, Franklin

Church of the Ascension (Epis), Knoxville
Church of the Good Shepherd (Epis), Lookout Mtn

Idlewild Presbyterian Church, Memphis
*****St. Paul’s Episcopal Church, Murphreesboro

Second Presbyterian Church, Nashville

TEXASTEXASTEXASTEXASTEXAS
St. David’s Episcopal Church, Austin

Nondenom.  [ph. 210/348-6226], San Antonio

VIRGINIAVIRGINIAVIRGINIAVIRGINIAVIRGINIA
Emmanuel Episcopal Church, Virginia Beach

FRANCEFRANCEFRANCEFRANCEFRANCE
American Cathedral (Episcopal), Paris

Haden Institute
Training Programs

  Two-Year Dream-Group Leader Training
Three 4-day weekend intensives per year in residence at Kanuga Confer-
ence Center, Hendersonville, NC.  The remainder is distance learning.
Application deadlines are Feb. 1 and Aug. 1 of each year.

Upcoming Dream Training Intensive Dates:
Aug 23–27, 2007 / Nov 29–Dec 3, 2007/ Mar 6–10, 2008

  Two-Year Spiritual Direction Training
Three 4-day weekend intensives per year in residence at Kanuga Confer-
ence Center, Hendersonville, NC; or two 7-day intensives at Mt. Carmel
Spiritual Centre in Niagara Falls, Ontario.  The remainder is distance
learning. Application deadlines for Kanuga are March 1 and
September 1 of each year.  For Canada the next starting time is
October, 2008: apply now.

Upcoming Spiritual Direction Intensive Dates:
Kanuga:  Sept 13–17, 2007 / Jan 17–21, 2008/ Apr 17–21, 2008
Canada: Next opening: October, 2008.  Apply now.

  Find Out More
Website: Website: Website: Website: Website:   Apply hereApply hereApply hereApply hereApply here::::: www.hadeninstitute.com
Address:Address:Address:Address:Address: The Haden Institute, PO Box 1793,

 Flat Rock, NC 28731
Phone:Phone:Phone:Phone:Phone:  828/693-9292
Email:Email:Email:Email:Email:   office@hadeninstitute.com
Fax:Fax:Fax:Fax:Fax:  828/693-1919

Flat Rock, NC   The Rev. Bob HadenThe Rev. Bob HadenThe Rev. Bob HadenThe Rev. Bob HadenThe Rev. Bob Haden

Bob Hoss and Jeremy Taylor will be the keynoters for
the fall semester (August and December intensives). Bob is
the author of Dream Language.  Jeremy is the author of Where
People Fly and Water Runs Uphill, The Living Labyrinth, and Dream
Work.  Both are past-presidents of the International Associa-
tion for the Study of Dreams.

Jerry Wright and John Welch will be the keynoters for
the fall/winter semester (September and January intensives).
Jerry is a Presbyterian minister and Jungian analyst in private
practice in Atlanta, GA and Flat Rock, NC. John is a Catholic
priest and Carmelite friar, former president of the Washington
Theological Union, and presently National Carmelite Prior.
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Deep Scripture

Summer–Fall 2007

“The day of the Lord will come like a thief in the night.  When they say, ‘There is peace and security,’ then sudden
destruction will come upon them, as labor pains come upon a pregnant woman, and there will be no escape.”

1 Thess 5:2-3

ON OUR SIXTH WEDDING ANNIVERSARY, the eve of his
fortieth birthday, my husband decided to surprise

me by cutting off his shoulder-length blonde hair.
“Surprise!’” he said as he came through the door,

grinning self-consciously and holding up his lopped-off
ponytail with the guileless charm of a little boy clutching a
fistful of dandelions.

“Surprise,” I said weakly, handing him the damp test
stick with its pink vertical lines like bars on a tiny prison
window. Impossibly, in spite of being on the pill,
breastfeeding a toddler, and the almost complete absence
of opportunity, I was pregnant with our third child, and
his fourth.

Slack-jawed, Patrick stared at the stick. His mouth
closed, opened, closed again.

“You’re not,” he said.
“I am,” I said.
He stared back at the stick, and I thought I saw com-

prehension dawn on his stricken face.
“This is your pee,” he said finally, looking back to me

for confirmation. I wasn’t sure whether he was asking if
there could be some kind of mix-up, or if he just found it
distasteful.

I nodded soberly, thinking that the unfolding scene
was already completely unsuitable for the baby’s memory
book. We would have to lie.

Patrick slumped into the nearest chair, still clasping
his limp hank of hair. Looking at it, I was reminded of
that famous O. Henry short story, “The Gift of the
Magi,” where Della sells her hair to buy her husband,
Jim, a chain for his heirloom pocket-watch. Only it turns
out that Jim has sold the watch for a hair ornament, and
both gifts are utterly useless. Of course, it all works out
in time for Christmas, and in the end they realize that
what matters most is that they have each other.

Yes, our story was a lot like that, except for the part
where my husband almost immediately plummeted into a
spectacular midlife tailspin, during which time I was out
of my mind with rage, hormones, and confusion; and there
were days when I did not think we would make it to the
next week, let alone Christmas. Also, Della and Jim did

not have children whose needs had to be taken into con-
sideration and who need help with wiping whether or not
right now is a good time for you, emotionally. Else it
would have had to have been a novel, and written by a
Russian.

Here’s what they don’t tell you to expect in What to
Expect When you Are Expecting, or any other pregnancy
how-to book I’ve ever read: even the most carefully
planned and anticipated pregnancy is like a bomb going
off in a marriage.

It will test your mettle like few other things can, and
it will show you exactly where the fault lines lie. I don’t
recommend trying this unless you have a pretty solid idea
already, but if you want to find out what your marriage is
really made of, get pregnant. Then duck and take cover.

In the space of two blurry years, we had gone from
two of us to five of us, with the birth of our first two
children and the acquisition of a third from a previous
marriage. We loved each other and our kids, but in the
course of keeping up with even the minimum demands of
childrearing, a few things had gotten pushed to the
backburner. Big things, like sleep and sex; and little things,
like good books and long kisses.

We loved each other, but we were not at the top of
our game. Facing another round of pregnancy and infancy
was more than we could do gracefully. And so we blun-
dered our way through it, pelting each other with resent-
ment and blame. In and of themselves, our grievances
were unexceptional. They all came down to how we di-
vided available time and energy. In fatter years, we could
have arbitrated with more civility. But this was famine,
and we were starving people fighting over the last thin
scrap.

Every emotion and perception was amplified and dis-
torted. “You always” and “You never” became the con-
stant, looping refrain. It felt like our wedding bands had
twisted into Möbius strips—around and around we’d go,
never getting to the other side.

I have a friend who has managed to stay married to
the same man for over thirty years. She says the secret
of long-term commitment is very simple: you just have to

The Day of the Lord
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be willing to renegotiate everything, forever. It was time
for us to sit down at the bargaining table.  We both had
unmet needs, wants, and demands. This was a serious
test of our marriage. It deserved and required our undi-
vided energy and attention. We needed to be in lockdown
at Camp David, with a full entourage of aides and inter-
preters. We needed bottled spring water and frequent
stretch breaks, guided meditations and long, quiet walks
in the woods. We needed all calls held and nothing on
each day’s agenda but working out a new deal.

Instead, we had a fourteen-, a four-, and a two-year
old. We had a full time and a part time job outside the
home, and inside, the endless work of childrearing and
housekeeping. We had clothes to wash and school pa-
pers to sign, bills to pay, library books to return, and
crusts to cut. We couldn’t
scream, or cry, or curse
as loud or as long as we
sometimes needed to.
And yet, as much as the
presence of children in-
hibited and hindered us, I
am not sure we would
have hung in there with-
out them. In a way, they
were our entourage: a
steadying influence that
kept us from walking
away on days when it felt
like it was just too hard.

I HATE TO ADMIT IT, but
 I am one of those who

get lost when the going
gets rough. As much as I love the idea of battening down
the hatches and riding out the tough times, in practice I
am apt to slip quietly over the gunwale and head for shore.
My standard MO is to have an exit strategy—the next
relationship—in place before physically leaving. At least it
used to be. I don’t know how fair it is to assume that the
relationship patterns of my teens and twenties are appli-
cable all these years later. I would love to think I have
outgrown such emotionally immature reflexes. The truth
is, the urge to escape was strong. On our worst days, I
did think about having an affair. I did fantasize about leav-
ing, or making him leave. And then I’d remember I was
three months pregnant, and he was my sons’ father, and
there was the house and money and all this stuff we shared,
and as hard as it was to stay in it, it seemed a whole lot
harder to get out of it.

Which is the whole point of marriage as an institu-

tion. There’s all this infrastructure that can’t be dismantled
overnight. And when children are part of what you have
built up together, you can’t tear the whole thing down
anyway, because you tear them up with it. You can only
rearrange the details: who and what goes where, and with
whom.

Rita Rudner said, “Whenever I date a man, I think, is
this the man I want my children to spend weekends with?”
I swear, there were days when the only thing holding me
back was the thought that my pain-in-the-ass husband
would be an even bigger pain-in-the-ass ex-husband. And
I would have to put up with him, because of the children.
As long as I was stuck with him anyhow, I might as well
keep him close enough to take out the trash and help with
bedtime.

   I find the flipside of
this line of reasoning use-
ful even today.

  “I will be the ex-wife
from hell,” I promise
sweetly, whenever I catch
him admiring someone
younger, blonder, and
bouncier in the sideview
mirror. He chuckles and
gives a heartfelt “whoo-
whee.” Today, I like to
think, he is happy to be
stuck with me.

  Back then, we were
miserable and trapped.
This is the beauty of mar-
riage as a legal contract. I
believe no committed

couple, regardless of sexual orientation, should be de-
nied the opportunity to feel miserable and trapped together
at least once in their lives. Let me be clear, I am talking
about getting through a rough patch. About getting un-
comfortable enough to become willing to let go of what’s
not been working and venture into uncharted territory
together. I don’t advocate anyone staying in an abusive
or chronically untenable situation, kids or no. There has
to be love—good love—at the bottom of all the crap that’s
piled up between you, or no amount of effort will make
up for what’s missing. And even that’s no guarantee. But
let me tell you, amazing things can happen when there’s
nowhere left to turn but toward each other.

Amazing things, like admitting you need help. Realiz-
ing a marriage therapist was cheaper than two divorce
lawyers, we sought one out. Her name was Nancy. She
was terrific. She hardly said much of anything. She didn’t
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MidrashMidrashMidrashMidrashMidrash

:9$/

Genesis 1:26:
And God saidAnd God saidAnd God saidAnd God saidAnd God said
to the angels, I have made
kinds to reproduce and riv-
ers and seas and fruit-giving
trees.  To complete the work of
creation a higher kind is needed,
one to be fruitful and multiply, to
subdue the earth and dress it.  Come,
let us make such a one in our image, after
our likeness.

And with angels looking on God made in
God’s image humans.  In God’s image God made them,
male and female created he them.   The angels
stifled their giggles to see God, the One, the All, be-
hold the them, the formlessness, the male and female
in one, a likeness rendering the them unable to com-
plete the world.

To the sound of angel sighs, the sweet awe in at-
tendance at all of God’s handiwork, God caused a
sleep to fall upon the them, and as they slept God re-
shaped the formlessness into two and divided be-
tween the two the breath God had breathed into the
them.  And soon, to sounds of delight and awe, there
stood before them two distinct and pleasing forms, a
male and female, able to serve God’s plan—if they
would.

New York, NY   Miriam ChaikinMiriam ChaikinMiriam ChaikinMiriam ChaikinMiriam Chaikin

Midrash is a Hebrew word that means “search and explain.”
When information is missing in a Bible story, the Bible itself is
searched for possible explanations.

miriam chaikin is a former editor of children’s books and
the author of some 30 books for young readers—novels, non-
fiction, and retellings of bible stories. she has also published
a book of haiku-type poems for children—don’t step on
the sky—and one of poetry for adults. she spends time each
winter in jerusalem and lives in new york city.

have to. Just having a neutral third party in the room made
us more mindful and aware of what we were saying to
each other and how we said it. The fact that we both kept
showing up for our weekly sessions became visible evi-
dence of our commitment to each other, and that good-
will began to spread into other days of the week. A kind
word here, a soft gesture there. We were still so fragile
in that first month or so of therapy. If we came up against
any degree of conflict, we would back away from each
other as if from a fallen wire. “Let’s save this for Nancy,”
we’d agree and somehow manage to avoid it until then.
Funny thing, by the time we got to Nancy, the issue in
question wouldn’t seem like such a big, snakey thing any-
more. Gingerly, we began to try it at home. Clutching
our photocopied diagrams of “how to practice active lis-
tening,” we’d approach a topic like students learning a
foreign language. “I think, uh, no, wait…I feel…you
should, no, wait. What was the question?”

It didn’t take long. Our issues weren’t the insurmount-
able, irreversible barriers they had felt like. We weren’t
the bad people we had felt like. The issues were just issues,
and we were just humans who needed to upgrade a few
skills.

The birth of our third and last child mirrored this
labor. My prior two birthing experiences had started out
as all-natural, at-home deliveries. The first was success-
ful, but with complications; the next ended in an emer-
gency C-section. I was younger and cockier then. Less
compromising. This time, I was ready to let go of expec-
tations. I wished only what was best for me and my baby.
I asked for direction and advice from my doctor and
nurses, considered and took it. I made compromises.
When the pain was too much, I asked for, and accepted,
relief. I had a birth plan that I took seriously, but held
lightly.

When our last son was born, the sun was setting
outside the delivery room. I felt no pain. I had no fear.
Patrick stood at my side, holding my hand, his golden hair
haloed by the dying sky. Our eyes burned into each other.
We could have been the only two people in the room, in
this marriage. But we weren’t. This birth would add to all
that was already between and behind us, binding us and
holding us, sometimes against our will.

He squeezed my hand, hard, and with everything I
had, I bore down and pushed.

Little Rock, AR    Kyran PittmanKyran PittmanKyran PittmanKyran PittmanKyran Pittman

Kyran Pittman is a poet, essayist, and dreamworker in Little Rock,
Arkansas, where she attends Trinity Episcopal Cathedral. She blogs
about culture, soul,and family life at Notes to Self, www.notestoself.us.
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A Twenty-First Century Prayer
(La Tao en Moi et Thou)(La Tao en Moi et Thou)(La Tao en Moi et Thou)(La Tao en Moi et Thou)(La Tao en Moi et Thou)

O God, our fatherly-motherly source
(whose wonder no work can name),

Are you not the ultimate mystery—
the creative potency in the dark depths of fertile nature?

For you unfurl each form of being
in this fitfully unfolding universe (beautiful, terrible),

Urging all creatures, your rivalrous “children,”
to manifest their various potentialities.

Through the force, grace, and voice of my whole-self,
Christus-Sophia, inspire me deeply (I pray)
With the wisdom, courage, and compassion
To accept, enjoy, and foster life freely.

Always attentive and expressive,
ever reflective and creative, Christus-Sophia,

May I calmly accept the inevitable twists and turns
of chance and change in the unfurling spiral of existence,

Responsive to the ebb and flow of joy and woe,
of births and deaths, in the winding stream of life,

While wisely loving the neighbors, strangers, and creatures
in the circle of my world—graciously giving, gratefully receiving.

For step by step, a task at a time, surely love will wisely lead the way
To nurture our potential for wholeness at last (gently but firmly)—
For integrity of self, community with others, harmony with nature,

and unity with God—
From spring through summer, fall, and winter

until the green return of spring!

           Nacogdoches, TX   Dale DavisDale DavisDale DavisDale DavisDale Davis

Dr. Dale Davis, the “Professor of Happiness,” is former Director of Humanities Stud-
ies at Texas Tech University.  Now retired, he and his wife, Joan, moved from Lubbock,
where they led a natural spirituality dream group (based in St. Christopher’s Episcopal
Church), to Nacogdoches, Texas, in July of 2005.  Four months later, Dale was diagnosed
with lung cancer (though he has never smoked).  Now, he is responding extremely well to
target-cell oral doses (his pastor at Christ Episcopal Church in Nacogdoches calls him
the “miracle man”).  At his home, Piney Acres Retreat, Dale happily gardens, hikes, writes,
and plays with grandchildren.
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I BEGIN MY FIRST LABYRINTH WALK with nothing—no ques-
 tion, no purpose, no message to myself, as we were

told it is customary to have. Instead my mind is a jumble
of thoughts, and I feel insecure about my ability to carry
out the religious experience. I carefully watch the others
ahead of me as they walk the winding ribbon of medita-
tive paths in somber pilgrimage to the center rosette.

My first steps and the first several turns are not so
much tentative as guarded and self-conscious. Am I doing
this right? Am I going too fast? Should I pause? Go
slower? Take a meditative breath at each turn? As I con-
tinue on, these thoughts sort themselves out.  I remind
myself that this is my personal journey, and, as in life, I
cannot look to others in deference. At this point I find
myself aligned unexpectedly beside another walker on a
parallel stretch of path, and I instantly feel a kindred at-
tachment to her steps. Then, as abruptly as she appeared,
she turns and I walk on. My eyes are suddenly filled with
tears at the symbolism of this brief connection.  We walk
with others for stretches of life, we connect, we share,
we may even pace our steps in unison—but at some point
our paths diverge and we are again on our own course,
alone with our Creator in this circle of life. Yet those
relationships with others touch us and leave us fresh with
the hope of our own possibility and full with the presence
and wonder of shared understanding, however fleeting
or far reaching it may be.

Walking on, I mull over this realization, and my
thoughts drift to the tiny life growing inside of me and
how for now I carry it and walk the beginning steps of its
life path for it. There could not be a greater together-
ness than this. Yet one day his or her path, too, will sepa-
rate from mine and find its own way—first in birth, and
then one day as an adult. And these separations will be as
beautiful as the unity we now share.

Separations.  At this thought I am filled with the fear
of an approaching separation in my life, inevitable and
looming—the loss of my grandmother. Her path is turn-
ing a bend as my own continues on. Although I grieve the
anticipated loss, I feel at peace as I walk in the labyrinth. I
am blessed with an understanding of the timeliness of life
and filled with an overflowing gratitude for the time we
have been together. Then I hear a voice inside me telling
my soul exactly what I can give to show my gratitude—I

Circle of Life

“I must allow myself to be TOLD.”

must allow myself to be TOLD.
My independent nature and inclination toward pride-

ful arrogance are so resistant to being told what to do
and when and how. I find myself fighting against instruc-
tion and advice from many sources, but especially from
my mother and grandmother. It is as though their well-
meaning words are so many blood-sucking mosquitoes
bent on draining away my independence drop by drop.
These early days of my first pregnancy have been filled
with anecdotal stories of their own experiences and with
tidbits of—“You should . . .”; “Have you yet . . . ?”;
“You know how important it is to . . . ”—most of which
I have swatted off with evasive answers and quick changes
of subject. How this must hurt them—or at least how it
would honor them if instead I would let them in. How
much my love for them could show if I would welcome
these connections, these stories, these pieces of aged wis-
dom and sound advice. I must allow them to tell me.  I
must listen to them with my heart and my head and give
them the gift of permitting myself to be TOLD.

With this realization I become aware that in this ac-
tion of giving, the greatest gift will actually be to me. I will
learn to let go of my need to be self-sufficient, to know
what’s best for me, to find out or figure out all on my
own. I will open myself to the rich heritage of their
wisdom and love. I will reach out and hold their hands
for the brief section of parallel path we have to walk in
unison . . . before one of us turns a corner.

After all, won’t I one day want to tell this baby I carry
what I’ve seen, learned, lived, loved? Won’t I want to
share myself in the same way? Won’t I feel more valued
if this child gives the gift of letting me do that as we walk
together for our brief time in the circle of life?

As I step out of the labyrinth, I know that I have
experienced the power of God speaking to me. Through
the combination of physically walking the path and medi-
tative introspection, I have received exactly the message
that God intended. This labyrinth of life winds full circle—
into the contemplative core and out again to the commu-
nicative self. The intrinsic value of every path is the sec-
tion that we walk with our loved ones.  Those are the
moments that make the journey so worthwhile.

Greenville,  SC  Aleshka Szypulski ClevelandAleshka Szypulski ClevelandAleshka Szypulski ClevelandAleshka Szypulski ClevelandAleshka Szypulski Cleveland

  Aleshka is a member of the dream group that meets at St. James Episcopal
Church in Greenville, South Carolina.
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A Sermon
Central Oconee Church of Christ

Watkinsville, Georgia
Easter Sunday, April 8, 2007

Summer–Fall 2007

AN OLD FRIEND OF MINE called me earlier this week.
 Struggling with her latest round of  pain and disap-

pointment, she said, “As I grow older, I have to learn to
live with bitterness.”  She asked me, “Aren’t you bitter at
all?”

I answered, and I paraphrase, “No…well, not most
of the time.  I have my phases of bitterness like everyone
else, I guess, but I can’t even hope to be happy and be
bitter at the same time.”

My friend then said, in so many
words, “Well, I’m bitter.  I’m bitter
over every single pain that I have
ever suffered.  I taste this bitterness.
I carry it with me.” Once again, as
we have for years, we talked about
the fact that I believe in God and the
fact that she will not.  In the end she
was crying.  She said, “Anything re-
sembling a soul that I might have ever
had within me died long ago.”  My
friends, those were some of the sad-
dest words I’ve ever heard.

Last week, just after midnight on
the morning of Palm Sunday, I was
startled out of sleep by a telephone
call that was to strike me to my very
heart.  One of my favorite former
students from a recent high school
senior English class was on the other
end of the phone attempting to explain to me that her
loving mother—a lady who was a wife of more than thirty
years and a pillar of the community—had, less than twenty
four hours ago, committed suicide by hanging.  Hurt and
bewildered beyond words for this poor child’s sake, I
could think of nothing to say except, “I am so sorry”—
again and again—and to reaffirm my commitment to the
friendship we share.  That young lady is barely nineteen
years old.  Her life has been irrevocably changed.

How old were you when you experienced real change
in the world? When and where did you first realize that
nothing would ever be the same again, that the world you
thought you knew and the person you thought you were
had been blown away like so many particles of dust on
the wind? For that matter, when was the last time? How

did it affect your capacity to be happy?
Secular songwriter Don Henley wrote in the song

“The End of the Innocence,”

Remember when the days were long
and rolled beneath a deep blue sky?
We didn’t have a care in the world
with Momma and Daddy standing by.
But happily ever after fails
and we’ve been poisoned by these fairytales.

There is, perhaps, a pervasive sense in our world that in
growing up it is necessary that we lose our notion of
happiness.  Indeed, I have heard people say that others
literally “grated on their nerves” because they seemed,

for the most part, “too happy.”   So
rife with pain and disappointment are
our lives that sometimes we can’t
seem to fathom that anyone who has
ever really experienced life could pos-
sibly be happy with it.  When I was
nineteen, one of my favorite teach-
ers broke down and cried and said,
as I vaguely remember, “Troy, son,
I’m so sorry that you believe so
deeply in people and expect so much
out of this life.  I’m so sorry that this
world is going to hurt you so much.”

She had a point.  The world is
full of troubles and challenges that
imperil our capacity to be happy.
Friends, family, and even, if not es-
pecially, we ourselves prove time and
again that we cannot live up to our
own expectations.  We can be cer-

tain that all things that we love and cherish in this world
will come to an end.  Every experience of every phase
defining who we think we are or want to be will fall and
fail.  It is nothing less than an ongoing apocalypse that we
must accept and embrace in our audacity to live.  Not just
once do we face it, but many times.

JESUS SAID, “I am the resurrection; I am the way, the
truth and the life” (John 11: 25).   Because of the God-

centered life that he successfully demonstrated and illus-
trated in his living and teaching and in his death and resur-
rection, we have the opportunity to acknowledge, accept,
and submit to an identity—a perspective and experience
of ourselves—that is centered in God in the same way his
life was centered in God.  In accepting his identity as our

Storm and Sun

Light is sweet, and it pleases
the eyes to see the sun.   How-
ever many years a man may
live, let him enjoy them all.
But let him remember the
days of darkness, for they will
be many.  Everything to come
is meaningless.

Ecclesiastes 11: 7-8

Darkness is not dark to you;
the night is as bright as the day;
darkness and light to you are
both alike.

Psalm 139: 11
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would be able to choose another, better life.  The death
and resurrection of Jesus enable us to see that we may
live forever in accord with the God-centered life for which
he lived and taught and died—or else we may die, for-
ever suffering, blown away with all the other dust, in ac-
cord with a belief in world-centered living.

If the one constant in human experience is change
and loss, suffering and death, then the way to transcend
this experience is through denying it any fundamental
meaning beyond that which, like a change of clothing, lends

us personality and character but
does not affect who or what we
really are.  We can choose not to
let our identities be defined by
that which changes, that which can
be lost.  This means that we can
experience this shattered, fallen
world—must experience it—with-
out allowing it to determine who
we think we are or what we think
we are worth.

    Where, then, does this leave
us with our losses and tragedies?
Where does this leave us with our
various defeats and disappoint-
ments? Are we fools for crying
when we’re hurt, for being sad
when things don’t turn out as we

thought they might? Is it a betrayal of our godly nature
that we lament the passing of time and the ravages of
circumstance? No.  Not unless we allow ourselves to be
defined by times and circumstances.  To the God-cen-
tered, loss and suffering bring us back again and again to
the foundational essence of our true identity, our true
nature.  Loss reminds us that we are not of this world
just because we are in it.  It reminds us that all our at-
tempts to fashion meaning for ourselves apart from
God—whether that meaning be based on family, friends,
money, career, race, nationality, or even religion—are
no more than a dream, sometimes a nightmare, to which
our Father has, in his mercy and grace, perhaps, indulged
us and from which we will one day awake.

NO MATTER WHAT WE DO in this world, no matter who
or what we think we are, we can be sure that the

tables will always turn, that the experiences of night and
day, storm and sun, sadness and happiness will come and
go so long as we live this earthly life.  But what the Res-
urrection proves to us is that despite the very worst that
can and will happen to us, everything is going to be all

own and submitting to all that it demands, we, too, be-
come children of God,  joint heirs, part of the legacy of
God’s will at work in the world.

We may choose to be God-centered.  In so doing,
we choose to live in accord with the Spirit of God—that
which, according to the Apostle Paul, produces “love,
joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness,
gentleness, and self-control” (Gal 5:22–23).   We can be
that which we have forgotten that we are—the children
of Heaven, the flesh and blood of the divine, part and
parcel of the evermore and the ev-
erlasting as it exists through the
limits of time and space.  In choos-
ing to live according to the abso-
lute truth that we have our being,
our very existence, in the reality
of a good and loving God, we
choose to make decisions day af-
ter day that are consistent with this
reality.  But this does not mean that
we are being called to strive to be
that which is above or beyond us.
We are being called to become and
be that which we actually are. This
is what it is to be Christ-like.

“But you are a chosen race, a
royal priesthood, a holy nation, a
people for God’s own posses-
sion,” writes the Apostle Peter (1 Pet: 2:9).   How are
we to understand this specialness?  There is indeed delu-
sion at work in the world.  Our great enemy is a liar, and
we know all too well how very easy it is to deceive our-
selves into believing that we are more important or more
special than we really are.  The delusion, however, is not
that we have a capacity for godliness.  The deception is
not in our sense of inherent value.  The lie is not that we
are important or special.  The delusion, the deception,
the lie is that our value and our importance come from
anything that we alone can do for ourselves or for oth-
ers.  The cruel joke, the mean trick that life plays on us,
is that anything else that we are or might be apart from
our God-centered identity matters, should matter, or can
matter by comparison.

SO THEN, WHAT VALUE has the experience of a broken
 world where everything is dust in the wind, nothing

fine endures, and no happiness remains for those who
call themselves children of God? Remarkably, it is to re-
deem this very life that Jesus died.  That which is not
broken doesn’t need fixing.  It is this broken experience
that he embraced and lived out in his death so that we
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They shall mount up on wings like eagles.…They shall run
and not grow weary.  They shall walk and not faint.”

Isaiah 40:31

Athens, GA    Troy CopelandTroy CopelandTroy CopelandTroy CopelandTroy Copeland

Troy is nearing the seventh year of his journey with Natural Spiritual-
ity. He continues to live in Athens and teach Literature and Composi-
tion at Cedar Shoals High School. He worships with and is sometimes
asked to conceive and deliver sermons for the Central Oconee and West
Walton Churches of Christ.

right, everything is going to be okay—the night and the
day, the sun and the storm, are to God, and the God-
centered, all the same.  Neither happiness nor sadness
derived from our experiences in this world will remain.
The sun will rise again.  The rain will come in its turn.
But those who know that they are the offspring of Heaven
and commit themselves to living in harmony with this truth,
will know “love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, good-
ness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control.” Though
the seasons of experiences in this world change, though
our Spring rises to Summer and Falls to Winter and be-
comes Spring only to Fall again, the children of God may
transcend this cycle of change by choosing an identity that
is not subject to change.  Unlike the seasons, unlike the
weather, unlike the world in which we live, we may be
like Heaven.  We may be constant.  We may abide in
houses built on stone rather than sand.

For this cause, each and every day—and especially
on this Easter morning—we celebrate the resurrection
of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.  In him and through
him we have been able to endure the passing, fading glam-
our of this life, the tragic irony of loss and suffering that
defines this world.  We have been able to transcend the
fact that good guys don’t always win, that the battles we
fight are not always won, that what we want so badly to
do or be, gain or claim won’t always be ours.  We have
been able to accept the fact that people will hurt us, that
sometimes those we trust will sell us out for thirty pieces
of silver.  And we have learned that, ultimately, it doesn’t
matter.

What does this mean? It means that we may live life
boldly, courageously, and abundantly.  It means that we
have nothing to lose in this world, but everything to gain.
Why? Because we are free.  We are free from the fear
of failure.  We are free from the power of death.

To the God-centered, to the faithful, there is always
a cause to be happy.  This doesn’t mean that we are not
going to hurt.   Hurt is a part of the natural cycle of life in
this world.  But even in the darkness, even through our
tears, even as the world changes around us and nothing
of it that we know remains, we can choose to be happy.
Because of the underlying joy, peace, and love that is al-
ways ours, we can choose happiness.  We can know that
being happy is a rational, reasonable—though often ex-
tremely difficult—choice to make in spite of everything
and anything that can or will happen to us.

This is, I contend, the very essence of a God-cen-
tered life.  It is the gift of our Father through the gospel
of Jesus.

“They that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength.

The rosy-fingered dawn awakens me.
I rise
To raise my palms to Hymn
For Grace.
My thanks once said,
I set my hat upon my head
And
I set my feet upon that path—
As I am wont—
To till the fields
And
To sow the seeds
For my master.
At dusk I turn
To face the dying Son.
My words beseech:
Keep well these seeds
‘Til thine own coming Dawn.
Amen.

Christ has died
Christ is risen
Christ will come again!

Athens, GA    Claire GausClaire GausClaire GausClaire GausClaire Gaus

The EvangelistThe Evangelist
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OF COURSE, WHEN ONE STUDIES carefully how the idea
of God came into existence at all, one can say that

somebody once made an idea of it.  But the fact was there
long before.  For we know that the primitive man sets
out—not with the conviction, he does not need to have a
conviction about it—but with the fact that his world is ani-
mated, full of spiritual life.  Gods are in every tree, in
every animal; the demon’s voice is everywhere.  So the
existence of the divine presence was an original fact with
which man was confronted.  In the moment when he was
confronted with any physical object, he was also confronted
with the fact that this object was animated. The profound
original fact is the divine presence. Then very much later
people came to the notion that one can make an idea about
it—that one can say, this is such and such a god, having
such and such a quality, and one must do such and such
things.  But first of all, it was simply an animation, a pres-
ence, and they did not break their heads over what the
presence was; they could hardly give a name to it.  Or
they simply called it numen, which is the Latin word for a
hint; it is the nodding of the head, the divine presence or
the divine power, like mana.  One doesn’t know what
mana is; mana is an impression one gets, or it is the magic
quality of the thing that impresses itself upon one.  It has
no form, no personality—there is no concept that would
formulate it—yet it is an absolute fact.

So God has never been made. He has always been.
Then slowly, with the increase of consciousness, when
people discovered that they could make different ideas
about the deity, they came to the conclusion that it was
nothing but an idea, and they quite forgot the real phe-
nomenon that is behind all the ideas.  You see, they be-
came so identical with the products of their own con-
scious that they thought there was a god; and of course
God was there, so they thought they had created him.
But such abuse brings its own revenge. The more people
created ideas about God, the more they depleted and de-
vitalized nature.  And then it looked as if that primordial
fact of the world had only taken place in imagination.  Of
course, by that process we create consciousness, but we
have built up a thick wall between ourselves and primor-
dial facts, between ourselves and the divine presence.  We
are so far away that nobody knows what one is talking
about when one speaks of that divine presence, and if
anybody discovers it suddenly, he thinks it is most amaz-

ing; yet it is the most simple fact.  But we are no longer
simple enough on account of that thick wall of ideas; we
have so many preconceived ideas about what the divine
presence ought to be, that we have deprived ourselves
of the faculty of seeing it. Yet the primordial facts are still
in the world; they happen all the time, only we have given
them so many names that we don’t see the forest any
longer on account of the trees.

From: Nietzche’s Zarathustra: Notes of the Seminar Given in 1934-
1939 by C. G. Jung, edited by James L. Jarrett. Copyright © 1988 by
Princeton University Press.  Vol. 1, pp. 294-95.

The Fact of God
by C. G. Jung

BOOK EXCERPT

Wisdom’s Song

Yahweh created me, first-fruits of his fashioning
before the oldest of his works.

From everlasting, I was firmly set,
from the beginning, before the earth came
into being.

 The deep was not, when I was born,
nor were the springs with their abounding
waters.

 Before the mountains were settled,
before the hills, I came to birth;

 before he had made the earth, the countryside,
and the first elements of the world.

 When he fixed the heavens firm, I was there,
when he drew a circle on the surface of the
deep,

 when he thickened the clouds above,
when the sources of the deep began to swell,

 when he assigned the sea its boundaries
—and the waters will not encroach on the
shore—
when he traced the foundations of the earth,

 I was beside him, a master craftsman,
delighting him day after day,
ever at play in his presence,

 at play everywhere on his earth,
delighting to be with the children of men.

Blessed, whoever listens to me,
who day after day keeps watch at my gates
and waits at my portals—

 For whoever finds me finds life.
Proverbs 8:22–31, 34, 35
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The Problem of  Masculine & Feminine
in Christianity’s Emerging Paradigm

“I have almost knocked myself out trying to understand
what lies at the root of this particular problem.”

Editor’s Window

Summer–Fall 2007

IF YOU HAVE BEEN READING THE ROSE since 2002, you
 have already read the following dream, which was pub-

lished in Rose 2.  Like so many dreams, the meaning of
this one continues to unfold for me, and I now need to
tell it again in order to make a new point:

I dream that I am trying to explain the essence of spiritual life to some
people in a church setting.  “It consists of two parts,”  I say.  The people
are interested in that—they are listening.  I especially notice a woman
priest with short, straight hair.  As I begin this presentation, we are near
the end of our session and almost out of time.

“One part is the life of faith,”  I say, realizing at that moment that
FAITH is the essence of the masculine side of our spiritual life,
although I do not say “masculine.”

“Yes, yes!” they agree enthusiastically.  The time for the session is
ending.  Very happy and satisfied, they all get up to leave.  They do not
even notice that I have not yet had a chance to tell them about the
second part.  Even the woman priest is fully content with the faith side
of our life with God.

I go out into the hallway where they are now standing about.  “You
didn’t hear the second part,”  I say.  They have to admit that they did not,
and so they give me their half-hearted attention.

“The second part is dreams.”  I think this through before saying
it—I sort through all the various elements and expressions of the
feminine side of our spiritual life and realize that DREAMS are the
essence of the feminine side, as faith is of the masculine.  But I do not
say “feminine.”

“To live a whole religious life,”  I say, “you need to think about and
record your dreams at least twice a week.  Every day would be better, but
twice a week is the minimum.”  I say this after thinking about it and
knowing that church people in general could only be expected to record
their dreams twice a week.

What has brought this dream to mind is some read-
ing (and listening) I have been doing lately.  I have read
with appreciation Marcus Borg’s The Heart of Christian-
ity: Rediscovering the Life of Faith (2003) and Cynthia
Bourgeault’s The Wisdom Way of Knowing: Reclaiming
an Ancient Tradition to Awaken the Heart (2003), and I

have listened to Bourgeault’s CD set Wisdom Jesus (2005).
Both of these authors are working on the problem

of what it is that is missing in today’s Christianity that
needs to be brought into greater consciousness in order
to rebalance and revitalize the Church for the present
age.  Since I, too, have long been working on this prob-
lem, I read these books with interest, and at times with
excitement, as they said particularly well some things that
need to be spoken with clarity by authors who have the
ear of a great many readers in the Church, as these two do.

In The Heart of Christianity, Borg writes forcefully
about the newly emerging paradigm in Christianity, a para-
digm centered on “transformation in this life through re-
lationship to God,” in contrast to the earlier paradigm’s
center on “an afterlife and what to believe or do to be saved”
(p. 15).  In my estimation, Borg’s pointed emphasis on the
need of the Church to turn its attention to transformation
through relationship to God is hugely important.  The value
of this contribution can hardly be overstated.

Cynthia Bourgeault, in her two works, makes a beau-
tiful case for the fact that Jesus was a “Wisdom teacher”
and that his teachings, therefore, reflect the  ancient Wis-
dom tradition that lies “at the headwaters of all the great
sacred paths” (p. 4).  Bourgeault writes, “One of the
greatest losses in our Christian West has been the loss
of memory (in fact, almost a collective amnesia) about
our own Wisdom heritage.”  She makes an especially
valuable contribution in Wisdom Jesus when she exam-
ines several gospel passages in light of the Wisdom tradi-
tion and shows how much new understanding of Jesus’
teachings can thereby be gleaned.

AS I TOOK IN EACH of these three works, I was, in
 each instance, at first very pleased at how much

was being raised up into view in such a clear way.  But
then, after a time, I would find myself in the territory of
the dream I related above.  The faith side of spiritual life
is strongly embraced in these works, and valuable pre-
scriptions are given for its strengthening and renewal in
individuals and in the Church at large.  By faith I do not
mean right belief, but a deep, abiding trust that all shall be
well, no matter what happens, so long as one stays cen-
tered in, and surrendered to, God.  These works take up
this masculine side of our spiritual life and give it a needed
laundering.  And that is a good thing.  But here is the rub.
While each of these works sets out to offer a renewed
vision for Christianity as a whole, there are not in all of
them put together more than ten words given to the sub-
ject of dreams, and not much more than that to
synchronicity or any other aspect of the feminine side of
our spiritual life.  Their much appreciated attention to trans-
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formation does in itself point toward the divine feminine,
but a clear sense of the natural process of transformation
is missing.  Let us look, for example, at the prescription
that each author gives for practicing Christianity in the
emerging paradigm.

In his chapter on practices, Borg lists these sugges-
tions.  1) Be part of a church. 2) Pray.  Here he includes
contemplation and meditation.  3) Adopt a daily discipline.
His examples are contemplative prayer and devotional
reading.  4) Adopt practices in the dailiness of life.  He
explains this as the “many ways of remembering God in
the course of the day and week, including brief prayers
and rituals.”  5) Practice Christian friendship.  He defines
this as “one or more friends with whom one can share
intimately about one’s Christian journey.”

In her practices chapter, Bourgeault offers these tools.
1) Presence.  This “begins with your feet on the ground,
quietly but intensely present.” She suggests “following your
breathing or sensing your feet on the floor.” 2) Medita-
tion.  She herself favors Centering Prayer.  3) Sacred
chanting.  Two examples she gives are Taize and chant-
ing psalms in a monk-like way.  4) Lectio  divina.  This is
a meditative way of reading Scripture. 5) Surrender.
“Never do anything in a state of interior brace. . . . Main-
tain an open, inner gentleness, even in the face of per-
ceived threat or reversal.”

All of this is very good.  Except for sacred chanting,
which I would consider optional, I would recommend all
these practices for any Christian who is at all serious about
practicing his or her religion.  For the building up of faith,
one could do no better.  But as a complete prescription
for a whole and balanced religious life, I find these offer-
ings significantly incomplete.  What is missing from them,
and from these three works as a whole, is an explicit
discussion of the ever present divine flow at the heart of
life.  By this I do not mean simply the radiance of the
divine in nature that, when perceived, elicits wordless awe.
I mean the presence in natural life of a living 0ther that
loves us and seeks engagement with us in order to guide
us, teach us, heal us, and transform us.

Nowhere among the practices offered in these works
is there any mention of dreamwork and attention to
synchronicity, both of which are necessary to fully en-
gage in conscious dialogue with this creative stream—
this river of life that flows from the throne of God, as
Revelation so beautifully puts it.  This aspect of God is
identifiably feminine because it unfolds from the tempo-
ral flow  of physical and psychological life—from the life
of the earth rather than from the eternal realm of heaven.
It matches in every way the Old Testament description
of Wisdom, which is clearly understood to be feminine—

the very same Wisdom that the writers of the New Tes-
tament saw personified in Jesus, his maleness notwith-
standing.  God’s masculine aspect, in contrast, is the eter-
nal and the infinite, the stillpoint, the unknowable One
that is beyond the flow of life and is, somehow, the source
of life.

PERHAPS THE REAL PROBLEM in the dream I relate above
is that as I was talking to the church people about the

two parts of our spiritual life, I did not actually say “mas-
culine” and “feminine.”  I thought of these gender quali-
ties in the dream.  They were, indeed, at the core of my
understanding of what I was saying.  But I did not speak
of them.  I think it must have been for fear of losing my
audience.  And indeed, my audience was with me 100%
when I spoke of the faith side of our spiritual life, whereas
I probably would have lost a few had I gone so far as to
identify faith as masculine.  But in the end it seems that by
not identifying faith as masculine, I lost the whole lot of
them, even the woman priest, when it came to my expo-
sition of the feminine side.  Faith itself was so pleasing to
them that they could not imagine that anything else needed
to be added.  Had I said at the outset that the two parts
are masculine and feminine, at least some of them would
have wanted to wait and hear about the feminine part.

This dream itself is an excellent illustration of why
we cannot stop short of including in Christianity’s emerg-
ing paradigm an explicit understanding of the feminine part
of our spiritual life, including how to access it through
dreamwork, attention to synchronicity, and other such
practices.  Let me explain what I mean.

I regularly practice Centering Prayer.  I meditate on
Scripture.  I practice presence—feet on the ground, qui-
etly but intensely present.  I am part of a church, and the
greater part of my friendships are Christian friendships.
All of this helps me with surrender, which has gradually
become my primary mode of being.  But none of these
practices, separately or together, have come remotely
close to revealing to me the specific understanding—call
it wisdom, if you will—that faith is the essence of the
masculine side of our spiritual life and that dreams are the
essence of the feminine side.  That knowledge came to
me from a dream, just as new information comes on a
regular basis to anyone who does dreamwork.  In this case
the new understanding was contained in the clear and spe-
cific thoughts that I had in the dream, which were not
thoughts I had already had in outer life. Because they felt
so true in the dream, I concluded upon waking that they
actually are true. And after applying them to the real world
for the past five years, they still seem to me to be true.

Now a further teaching has come from this same
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oneness in a different way, in an aspect that is eternal and
beyond words. God is both the eternal stillpoint beyond
and beneath life and the meaningful temporal flow in life.
We might start out in our lives relating only to one or the
other, but ultimately we need a relationship to both.

A second obscuring factor in our recognition of the
distinctive qualities of these two parts of religious life comes
from the way we engage in each of them.  In “Jungian Psy-
chology and Contemplative Spirituality,” a paper written
for a course of study at the Haden Institute, Hadley
Morris points out that contemplative prayer requires a
feminine approach to God, while dialogue with God
through dreams requires a masculine approach.   In con-
templative prayer one cultivates a state of surrender to
unknowing: thoughts are set aside, along with any intent
except to rest in the presence of God.  In order to work
with dreams, on the other hand, it is necessary to take an
active approach: one must learn the symbolic language of
dreams and the regular elements of the transformation
process and then use all of that to engage in analysis of
the dream material.

These modes of approach make it confusing when
we try to identify which practices relate us to the mascu-
line aspect of God and which relate us to the feminine.
But in a beautiful way that reflects the symbolism of mys-
tical marriage, it would seem that we most effectively re-
late to the masculine side of God with the feminine part
of ourselves, and to the feminine side of God with the
masculine part of ourselves.  The more one thinks about
this, the more sense it makes.  Ultimately there is little
point in applying the masculine activity of thinking and ana-
lyzing to the aspect of God that is unknowable.  Better to
simply rest in His presence and allow oneself to be mys-
teriously infused with love and faith.  But when Wisdom
is talking to us, trying to fill gaps in our consciousness and
guide us on our way, we need to wake up, put on our
thinking caps, and take notes on what She is saying.

We will eventually get Christianity’s new  paradigm
up and running in good form.  No forward think-

ing person in the present age wants to leave out the femi-
nine aspect of God.  A widespread understanding of ex-
actly what that is might yet be lacking, but at least there is
general agreement that it needs to be included in the
emerging paradigm.  In order to know how to include it,
however, we will have to become very clear about which
parts of spiritual life are masculine and which are feminine.

Danielsville,  GA  Joyce Rockwood HudsonJoyce Rockwood HudsonJoyce Rockwood HudsonJoyce Rockwood HudsonJoyce Rockwood Hudson

Joyce Hudson is the editor of The Rose and the author of Natural
Spirituality: Recovering the Wisdom Tradition in Christianity.

dream in answer to the knotty problem with which I have
been struggling since reading these books.  Let me reca-
pitulate the problem. After decades of stewing and toil-
ing, Christian thinkers and writers are beginning to shake
out the emerging paradigm for Christianity in our age.
As its primary shape becomes visible, it looks something
like this: transformation through relationship to God through
the recovery of the Wisdom tradition.  This is completely
in accord with my own understanding.  But when I read
the  initial expositions of the emerging paradigm, I find
that they focus only on the faith side of our spiritual life—
the masculine side.  Why would this be?  I know these
writers know something about dreamwork, because they
give a few very  small nods in its direction.  So why the
complete lack of recognition of dreamwork’s equal sta-
tus with faith practices in the new paradigm?

Because the new paradigm is still emerging, still
shrouded in partial unconsciousness, it is very hard to think
about the ins and outs of it.  I have, therefore, almost knocked
myself out trying to understand what lies at the root of
this particular problem.  I might still be wrestling with it
had not this dream finally come to mind.  At first I thought
the dream came simply as a picture of the problem.  Then
I finally realized that it actually carries the answer to the
problem. The dream suggests that in order to effectively
tell church people about the true value of dreams, it is
necessary to be explicit about the masculine and feminine
parts of our spiritual life. Only then can these great lov-
ers of faith realize that faith is not the whole of it.  And
only then will they give their full, rather than half-hearted,
attention to what it is that makes up the other part.

THE DIVISION OF SPIRITUAL LIFE into two parts, mascu-
line and feminine, is not obvious.  If it were, we

would already know about it.  There are two particularly
obscuring factors at work.  One is the over-balance of
rationality in Western culture, which makes it difficult for
us to recognize that material and psychological life can
possibly be purposeful, interactive, and suffused with
meaning.  But like it or not, that is what it is.  It knows
more than we know, without regard to time and space,
and it works to influence, and comment upon, the unfold-
ing of our moments. What else can we call this except
God?  Perception of it requires a breakthrough in con-
sciousness by which we become able to accept the fact
that life in all its parts is somehow one with us and that we
are bound up with everything in us and around us in a
mysterious, observable web of meaning.

Our relationship with God as the flow of life is not
the same, however, as our relationship with God in con-
templative silence, when we experience the mystery of

The Rose 29 Summer–Fall 2007



The Rose 30 Summer–Fall 200730 Winter–Spring 2007

A HADEN INSTITUTE PROGRAM

SUMMER DREAM CONFERENCE

God’s ForgottenGod’s ForgottenGod’s ForgottenGod’s ForgottenGod’s Forgotten
LanguageLanguageLanguageLanguageLanguage

June 15–20, 2008

Kanuga Conference Center Hendersonville, NC

THE HADEN INSTITUTE’S SUMMER DREAM CONFERENCE is a major
conference for all who want to recover the Biblical tradition of
listening for God’s word in our nightly dreams.  The early Church
theologian Tertullian asked: “Is it not known to all people that
the dream is the most usual way of God’s revelation to
humankind?”

Key Presenters in 2008 will be Bob Haden, Episcopal
priest and director of the Haden Institute; Joyce Rockwood
Hudson, author of Natural Spirituality and editor of THE ROSE;
Larry Maze, Episcopal Bishop of Arkansas; Diana McKendree,
Jungian-oriented psychotherapist; Susan Sims Smith, Canon
for Special Ministries in the Diocese of Arkansas; Jeremy
Taylor, Unitarian minister and author of Where People Fly and
Water Runs Uphill, Dream Work, and The Living Labyrinth; and others.

This conference has offerings for every level: for profes-
sionals (especially clergy), counselors, and therapists, and also
for lay dream-group leaders and dreamwork beginners.

For more information, contact the Haden Institute:
www.hadeninstitute.com

828/693-9292 / office@hadeninstitute.com

MovingTowardWholeness
A Journey Conference

October 18–21, 2007

The Summit
at Haw River State Park
Browns Summit, NC

IN THE WAKE OF JOURNEY INTO WHOLENESS ending after 30 years,
Journey Conferences has formed to focus on the dialogue be-
tween the psychology of Carl Jung and Christian spirituality,
along with spiritual experiences at the heart of other faiths.

Journey Conferences are intended to serve the ongoing
(and necessary) evolution not only of those whose growth has
already been deeply enlivened by the work of C. G. Jung, but
also of those new to it—Christians and all people of faith, along
with those who find faith hard to come by.

In our coming together around lectures, workshops, dia-
logue groups, solitude in art and nature, and special events, we
seek to experience that truth and grace whereby each indi-
vidual can have “the freedom to grow” in order to become his
or her true self—“the fulfillment of the seed...planted in...
[one at one’s]...making” (George Appleton).

The inaugural Moving Toward Wholeness conference will
take place in October at The Summit Conference Center, Browns
Summit, near Greensboro, North Carolina.

Featured Presentations

Jungian Psychology and Christian Faith
The Rev. John L. Martin, D. Min.

The Archetype of the Outsider:
Encounters at the Border of Our Belonging
Melanie Starr Costello, Ph. D.

Seeing Jesus with New Eyes—Insights of the New
Analytical Psychology
Dennis Merritt, Ph. D.

Dreams and Personal Transformation
Robert J. Hoss, M. S.

Searching for Home
Dolores D. Follin, J. D.

Dreams as Spiritual Journey
Dr. Jenny Yates

Jung 101
Rev. John L. Martin, D. Min.

A Myth of Our Own
Dr. Robert A. Keller

Feminine Authority:
Empowerment through

Animus Development
Sharon Martin

Fat: Butter, Bikini, Body Images
Kathryn Cook-deegan, M. A., M. P. A.

Plus:

The Dances of Universal Peace
Farrunnissa Lila Rosa

Morning Eucharist
Rev. Kathy Campbell
& Dr. Z. N. Holler

Workshop Presentations

$375 per person, double (until Aug. 1)
            ($475 after Aug. 1)
$155 per person, commuter
$60 additional for single room (limited)

Registration Information
www. journeyconferences.com
info@journeyconferences.com

Phone: 336-545-1200 (Tom Lane)

The Summit at Haw River State Park
339 Conference Center Drive
Browns Summit, NC 27214
www.unc.edu/parkproject/The Summit
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         HUNDRED+ MONKEY ENROLLMENT

Mikell Conference Center, Toccoa,Georgia

CLOSE TO 140 PEOPLE ATTENDED the 2007 Gathering.  Come join us
for the next one. This two-tiered event—a one-day conference
within a larger weekend conference—is aimed at natural
spirituality veterans and inquirers alike.  There will be lectures,
workshops, small-group dreamwork, discussions of natural
spirituality program issues, introductory sessions for inquirers,
meditative movement and contemplative prayer opportunities,
worship, and time for relaxation and fellowship. Staff includes
Bob Haden, Joyce Rockwood Hudson, and Jerry Wright.

This interdenominational conference is sponsored by
natural spirituality groups in the Episcopal Diocese of Atlanta.
Camp Mikell is located in the mountains of North Georgia.

To register, phone or email Agnes Parker
706/742-2530 • akbparker@earthlink.net

Registration deadline: January 15, 2008

February 8–10,  2008
(or come for Feb. 9 only)

Natural SpiritualityNatural Spirituality
Regional

Gathering

Saturday-only fee: $25  (includes lunch)
Weekend fees (includes meals):
$145–double room
$210–single room (only a few)
$90–dorm (“barracks” bed and bath: Spartan but adequate)
$80–on your own for lodging
A $50 reduction in the dorm fee (to $40) is available upon
request to anyone who cannot otherwise attend the
conference.

CD Sets: Selected Lectures
The Haden Institute’s

SUMMER DREAM CONFERENCE

THESE CD SETS are available from SeedWork, a program of the Epis-
copal Diocese of Arkansas.  Prices include shipping.  To order,
send a check or money order payable to SeedWork, P.O. Box
164668, Little Rock, AR 72216. (Phone: 501/372-2168 ext. 2030.)
This page can be used as an order form.

Selected Lectures from the 2003 Summer Dream Conference
Eight-CD set: $30    Single CDs: $5 each (use boxes below)

1. Why Dreamwork Needs the Church and the Church Needs Dreamwork,
    Joyce Rockwood Hudson
2. Biblical, Church, and Conversion Dreams, Bob Haden
3. The Masculine and Feminine in Christ and In Us, Susan Sims Smith
4. Three Church Dream Group Movements (Panel Discussion),
    Haden, Hudson, Sims Smith
5. Encountering the Sacred Feminine, Susan Sims Smith
6. Dreams and Life After Death, Susan Sims Smith
7. Shadow, Complex, and Projection in Light of the Gospel, Bob Haden
8. What Individuation Really Looks Like, Joyce Rockwood Hudson

Selected Lectures from the 2004 Summer Dream Conference
Seven-CD set: $30    Single CDs: $5 each (use boxes below)

1. Dreams, Parables, and the Kingdom of Heaven, Joyce Rockwood Hudson
2. Six Principles of Group Dreamwork, Jeremy Taylor
3. Long Term Relationships and the Unconscious: The Dances of the Selves,

Susan Sims Smith
4. How Dreams and Jung Have Helped My Spiritual Journey, Bob Haden
5. Woman in Blue: The Deep Feminine Invites Us to Christ, Susan Sims Smith
6. Individuation and Dreams in the Life of Thomas Merton, Bob Haden
7. Individuation and the Pearl of Great Price, Joyce Rockwood Hudson

Selected Lectures from the 2005 Summer Dream Conference
Ten-CD set: $30  Single CDs: $5 each (use boxes below)

1. Dreams and a Living Relationship with Christ, Larry Maze
2. Three Prophetic Dreams, 1890, Bob Haden
3. Why Dreams? Why Us? Why Now? Exploring the Popularity of

THE DA VINCI CODE, Joyce Rockwood Hudson
4. Sophia Provides Strength to Surrender to the Self, Susan Sims Smith
5. Dream Recall and Hints for Working with Your Dreams, Jeremy Taylor
6. Negotiating the Inner Peace Treaty, Chelsea Wakefield
7. Masculine and Feminine: Split in the Garden, Healed by Christ,

 Larry Maze
8. Dreams and Addiction, Susan Sims Smith
9. Children’s Dreams and Nightmares, Jeremy Taylor
10. Dreams of Everlasting Life: The Gospel According to the Paraclete,

  Joyce Rockwood Hudson

Selected Lectures from the 2006 Summer Dream Conference
Ten-CD set: $30  Single CDs: $5 each (use boxes below)

1. Dante’s Divine Comedy and the Individuation Process, Bob Haden
2. A Christian Toolkit for the 21st Century, Joyce Rockwood Hudson
3. Dreams That Help Us Set Boundaries, Susan Sims Smith
4. Working with the Language of Dreams, Robert Hoss
5. Dreams and the Evolution of Consciousness, Jeremy Taylor
6. Walking the Walk: A Forum on Church Dream Groups, Haden,

        Hudson, Smith
7. Dreams and Metaphysics, Susan Sims Smith
8. Working with Color in Dreams, Robert Hoss
9. Lucid Dreams, Jeremy Taylor

  10. Dreams and Our Need for Story, Joyce Rockwood Hudson

To join the troop of a Hundred-Plus Monkeys who
are willing to be called upon for financial
support for THE ROSE up to an annual limit of
$100, send this form to: The Rose at Emmanuel
Church, 498 Prince Ave, Athens, GA 30601.
You will be notified by mail of the amount to send
in for each upcoming issue (see p. 3).
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  NATURAL   SPIRITUALITY
REGIONAL GATHERING

Supporting Christian Dreamwork—
A weekend retreat for dreamwork

veterans and inquirers alike

February 8–10, 2008,  Toccoa,
GA.  (One-day option: Feb. 9)   Staff
includes Bob Haden, Joyce
Rockwood Hudson,  and
Jerry Wright. Offering practical
inner work skills and high-level
fellowship.  Come for the week-
end or for Saturday only.  Workshops, music, fireplaces, good
food, rustic nature.  At  Mikell Camp and Conference Center
in the mountains of North Georgia.  See p. 31 for more details.

  MOVING TOWARD
            WHOLENESS

A conference combining Jungian
psychology & spiritual experiences

of Christianity and other faiths

Oct 18–21, 2007.  Major present-
ers: The Rev. John L. Martin,
Presbyterian minister and former
Journey Into Wholeness teacher;
Melanie Starr Costello, Jun-
gian anylyst; Dennis Merritt,
Jungian analyst; Robert J. Hoss,

author of Dream Language.   For information: website: www.
journeyconferences.com; email: info@journeyconferences.com;
Phone: 336-545-1200 (Tom Lane).  See p. 30 for more details.

Bunches of RosesBunches of Roses
We send THE ROSE free in its initial, low-
cost bulk mailing. Mailing cost for a single
copy by regular mail, however, rises
dramatically to $1.31.

For multiple copies:
$2 for 5 copies, $3 for 10
copies, $5 for 20 copies,
$7 for 30 copies, $8 for 40
copies, $9 for 50 copies.

Int’l orders: 1 copy, $4
    Packet of 8, $11

Conferences and RetreatsConferences and Retreats

  THE  HADEN  INSTITUTE        828/693-9292  • office@hadeninstitute.com •
www.hadeninstitute.com • All U.S. events take place at Kanuga Conference Center

 Dream Leadership Training.  Next entry deadline: August 1, 2007. Next
intensives,  Hendersonville, NC:  August 23–27, 2007, special faculty Bob Hoss; Nov.
29–Dec. 3, 2007, special faculty Jeremy Taylor.  See p. 17.

 Spiritual Direction Training.  Next entry deadline:  Sept. 1, 2007. Next intensives,
Hendersonville, NC,  Sept. 13–17, 2007 & Jan. 17–21, 2008; special faculty Jerry
Wright and John Welch.  Canada Intensive, Mt. Carmel Spirituality Centre, Niagra
Falls, Ontario: next starting time is October, 2008—apply now.  See p. 17.

     Summer Dream Conference,  June 15–20,  2008,  Hendersonville, NC.  Key
Presenters: Bob Haden, Joyce Rockwood Hudson, Larry Maze, Diana
McKendree, Susan Sims Smith,  Jeremy Taylor, and others. Offerings for beginning
and advanced levels.  CE credits for counselors.  See p. 30.



LISTED HERE FOR PURPOSES OF NETWORKING are the natural spirituality programs (dream groups based in churches)
that we know about at this time. This list includes programs that are only in the study group phase as well as those
with established dream groups. The groups are not stamped from the same mold—each is organized in its own
way. Groups that are not on the list are invited to let Groups that are not on the list are invited to let Groups that are not on the list are invited to let Groups that are not on the list are invited to let Groups that are not on the list are invited to let TTTTTHEHEHEHEHE R R R R ROSEOSEOSEOSEOSE know of their existence. know of their existence. know of their existence. know of their existence. know of their existence. If there is
no group in your area, consider starting one: see www.seedwork.org for resources. Programs marked with an
asterisk (*) are new to the list since the last issue of THE ROSE.

Website Center Spread Supplement

What Is Natural Spirituality?
THE TERM NATURAL SPIRITUALITY refers to the teaching
and healing of the Holy Spirit that come to each
individual through the natural processes of life. In
biblical tradition, this realm of the Spirit is called
Wisdom. Natural spirituality is also a tag for church
programs consisting of one or more dream groups—
or “journey groups”—supported by introductory
classes that teach the principles of Jungian psychology
as tools for a deeper Christian journey.

Natural spirituality as a church program was
pioneered at Emmanuel Episcopal Church in Athens,
Georgia in 1991.  Joyce Rockwood Hudson was the
initial teacher in that undertaking, and she eventu-
ally wrote a book, Natural Spirituality: Recovering the
Wisdom Tradition in Christianity (JRH Publications,
2000), which contains the contents of the introduc-
tory class and a description of the Emmanuel pro-
gram. With the publication of this book, other
churches began to start natural spirituality programs
of their own, structuring their introductory classes
as study groups centered on the book.

Natural spirituality programs are spreading far
and wide. The strongest geographical concentration
so far is in Arkansas, where the Rev. Susan Sims Smith,
Canon for Special Ministries for the Episcopal Dio-
cese of Arkansas, works specifically to support parish
programs of inner work, including dreamwork.

NATURAL SPIRITUALITY BOOK
Available from amazon.com; b&n.com; local
bookstores by special order.

 WWW.SEEDWORK.ORG

Natural Spirituality Group Resources:
download and print, or order by mail
Back issues of The Rose: view and print
Kanuga Summer Dream Conference
Selected Lectures: listen; download and save;
or order CDs by mail
Mail: P.O. Box 164668,Little Rock, AR 72216
Email: seedwork@seedwork.org
Phone:  501/372-2168  ext. 2030


