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   t amazes me that the Cliffs of Arbel are not mentioned, at least not by name , anywhere in the Scriptures. In 
all Israel no natural wonder is more awesome or beautiful. From these heights Mount Hermon, the entire Sea of 
Galilee, and even the Valley of Jezreel are all within sight. So too, at night, so are the lights of Tiberias, 
Capernaum, and 
Nazareth. The 
cliffs tower fifteen 
h u n dr e d  f e e t 
above a valley be-
low. Through the 
valley runs a millen-
niums-old road 
connecting the 
Sea of Galilee 
with the Mediter-
ranean Coast. It 
passes through Je-
sus’ hometown of 
Nazareth, today a 
modern city. The 
most direct route 
between Nazareth 
and Capernaum, 
then and now, is 
over this old road. 
There is no 
doubt that Jesus 
p a s s e d  b e l o w 
many times; it is 
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 How To Subscribe 
to THE ROSE  

Subscriptions to THE ROSE are free. 
Mail or email your name and address to:   

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

rosewisdom@mindspring.com  
[International subscriptions: $10/year for postage] 

 
 How To Send THE ROSE  

to Friends  
Mail or email their names and addresses to 

one of the addresses above. 
 

TO SEND OR RECEIVE THIS CURRENT ISSUE 
see “Bunches of Roses” on the back cover. 
 

How To Make a Donation  
to THE ROSE  

THE ROSE is supported entirely by 
contributions from its readers.  All 

contributions to this mission, large and 
small, are needed and appreciated.  

Donations are tax deductible.  
Make checks payable to The Rose at 

Emmanuel Church. Mail to: The Rose at 
Emmanuel Church, 498 Prince Avenue, 

Athens, GA 30601 
 

 Copyright Matters 
The material in THE ROSE is protected by 
copyright.  To publish anything appearing 
in this issue, you must obtain permission 
from the author or artist by writing to The 
Rose at Emmanuel Church, 498 Prince 
Avenue, Athens, GA 30601.  Reasonable 
use of material for educational purposes is 
permitted. 
 

 The Name of THE ROSE 
There are other publications named The 
Rose, including a botanical quarterly in the 
United Kingdom and a Lutheran-based 
periodical in Minnesota (The Rose: An 
Evangelical Magazine for Lutheran 
Awakening).  Our full title is The Rose: 
inviting Wisdom into our lives & churches.  
We consider the differences in the 
content and subtitles of these publications 
to be sufficient to prevent confusion. 

Submissions Policy      
 
Articles range from 100 to 2000 words.  
Digital submission is preferred, though 
non-digital, hard copy is acceptable. Ma-
terial should be appropriate to the mis-
sion 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, 2002. This includes 
articles announcing conferences that 
will take place February–August, 2003.  
Bare bones announcements (title, date, 
and contact information) will be ac-
cepted through November 30, 2002.  

 

THE HARD-BOILED DIRECTOR of an altar guild in one of my parishes said 
of one of her charges: “She’s so spiritually minded she’s of no earthly 
use!” Experience tells us that this sentiment lurks in the mind of many a 
child of God. It is like the child who wants their parent to say prayers 
with them at night. Why? “Because I like to pray with someone with skin 
on 'em.” God is too “spiritual” for the little one to get their arms around. 
 The journey that we characterize as “spiritual” can be ridiculed or ig-
nored out of existence or relegated to the sphere of  those who “like that 
sort of thing.” I know from personal experience that these notions come 
from fear. The fear is of what St. Paul announces with such confidence, 
even joy, in 1 Corinthians 13:12. “For now we see in a mirror dimly, but 
then face to face. Now I know in part; then I shall understand fully, even 
as I have been fully understood.” 
 Now we see as through smoked glass, dark and distorted, our deeper 
reality hardly visible at all even in outline. Then we shall see faces right 
in front of us, clearly defined, openly visible. Now we only know pieces 
of the puzzle. Then (meaning later) we shall know who we are even as 
God does. Many of us are not sure we want to know the shadow. Some of 
us are positive we don't want to know the shadow. Legislating the shadow 
out of existence is a shell game. What we don't know about ourselves, we 
still don't know and those things are still true. THE ROSE is a monu-
ment to those whose courage is sufficient to the promises of the apostle. 
The promises move us from “Now” to “Then.” 
 Be of good courage. Read on. 

The Rev. Peter Courtney, Rector 
Emmanuel Episcopal Church, Athens, GA 

What is THE ROSE?  
THE ROSE is a newsletter/magazine 
produced twice a year by the Natural 
Spirituality Group at Emmanuel Episco-
pal Church in Athens, Georgia.  It is of-
fered free of charge to help link to-
gether  groups and individuals engaged 
in integrating dream work and other au-
thentic aspects of the inner journey into 
regular Christian life.   
 THE ROSE publishes articles sub-
mitted by journeyers from any and all 
locales.  It is a forum for telling per-
sonal stories; for sharing dreams with 
collective meanings; for setting forth 
new insights and understandings gained 
from the inner journey; for sharing 
relevant books; for analysing movies; 
for offerings of poetry and short reflec-
tions; for the publication of apt ser-
mons, heard and submitted by people in 
the pews; for exchanging information 

about how natural spirituality programs 
are conducted in different places; for 
announcing upcoming conferences; and 
for reports on the same after they have 
taken place. 
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THE ROSE is looking for 100 Monkeys. We’ve found 50. 
We need 50 more.  
 Most people know the somewhat apocryphal story of 
the 100th Monkey. In the 1950s, scientists began provi-
sioning some monkeys on a Japanese island with sweet po-
tatoes, dumped on the beach. The monkeys ate them beach 
sand and all until one day a young monkey came up with an 
innovation: she took her sweet potato to a creek and 
washed it. 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. 
 THE ROSE is part of a paradigm shift in the under-
standing and practice of spirituality in our time. This shift 
does not replace traditional practice but adds to it the cru-
cial dimension of a fuller understanding of the Divine 
Feminine. To help this shift take place, it seems right to 
allow THE ROSE to have as much freedom of movement 
as possible, so that it can go wherever the breath of the 
Holy Spirit might want to blow it.  This is why we do not 
charge for subscriptions. 
 To a certain extent THE ROSE can be produced free 
of charge. The writing, editing, typesetting, design, and 

the supporting clerical work are all 
done without remuneration. But 
the printer, the post office, 
and the office supply store 
do have to be paid. The 
total expense for produc-
ing THE ROSE is 
roughly $1 per copy. 
To achieve financial 
stability, we have 
begun a search for 100 Monkeys—100 people who are 
willing to give to THE ROSE as much as $100 a year on an 
ongoing basis. The Monkeys will never be asked to give 
more than $100 in one year, and it may be that they will 
never be asked for that much. To produce this issue, for 
example, THE ROSE needed about $2500. The Monkey 
assessment was $25. It will be the same for the next issue. 
(We produce only two issues a year.) 
 It is not intended that the 100 Monkeys be the only 
readers to support THE ROSE. We still need the sponta-
neous contributions of other readers to keep the Monkey 
assessments low and to widen our distribution. THE ROSE 
will always be financed by the unregulated movement of 
the Holy Spirit in the hearts of individuals. 
 If you want to join the Monkey troop, please fill out 
the card on page 31. If you do not wish to join the troop 
but want to support us in your own way, you will find in-
structions on page 2 for sending in donations. 
 Many thanks to all the people—Monkeys and non-
Monkeys alike—who sent in contributions for this issue. 

K 

A Note from the Editor… 
 
THE ROSE CAME INTO BEING in January 2002 through 
the vision and hard work of its founding editor, 
Wanda Krewer.  It was Wanda who laid the founda-
tion for content, style, and manner of distribution.  
Work on THE ROSE is time consuming.  Wanda is a 
conscientious high school guidance counselor who 
works more than full time at her full-time job.  The 
added burden of taking care of THE ROSE quickly 
made her workload too heavy to carry. 
 I was at Wanda’s side last winter as she composed 
the first issue of THE ROSE.  I saw her spend liter-
ally hundreds of hours trying out fonts, developing 
styles, and experimenting with graphics.  I thought I 
was present as her helper—her “go-fer.”  Little did I 
know that I was also her apprentice. 
 I do not have a full time job.  In fact, I have spent 
the last few years answering a call from within to 

clear my decks of virtually all writing projects and 
public engagements.  I had no idea what would replace 
these activities.  As it turned out, when Wanda could 
no longer carry the editorship of THE ROSE, I was 
free to pick it up, unburdened by its weight. 
 The debt we owe to Wanda for bringing THE 
ROSE into the world is immense.  God called her and 
she listened.  My own heart overflows with gratitude.  
I will do my best, with God’s help, to carry forward 
her vision. 

Joyce Rockwood Hudson 

       God’s Pronouns  
THE ROSE embraces a policy of inconsistency in this area, 
recognizing that whether God’s presence is felt at any one 
moment as He or She (capital or lower case), or neither, is a 
personal reality for each individual.  None of these options is 
wrong.  We leave the matter entirely to each author. 

Monkeys— 
Our assessment for the 
next issue is $25. Follow 
donation instructions on  
page 2.  Thanks! 
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 inconceivable to me that he never bothered to make 
his way to the top.  

The exact location of the Transfiguration is 
not named in the gospels, even though the sites 
nominated by tradition, Mount Tabor and Mount 
Hermon, were well known by their present names 
during Jesus’ lifetime. All three gospel accounts 
use the description, “a high mountain” or “a high 
mountain apart.” Surely, at least one writer would 
have known the name of Hermon or Tabor. Could 
the Cliffs of Arbel have been the place? I think it 
was, but that doesn’t really matter. What does mat-
ter is that this “high mountain” was the exact site of 
an epiphany for me.  
  
TO TELL THIS STORY I must begin back in the 
United States in the bygone era of the late 1950s. 
At that time the area comprised of the Florida pan-
handle and the wiregrass region of southwest Geor-
gia was worlds away from the tourist snares of the 
lower Florida peninsula. It was a land of deserted 
bays, slash pine forests, endless black-water gum 
swamps, and cypress fringed rivers. The most impos-

ing of those rivers is the 
Appalachicola, for which 
the big bay and the small 
town at its mouth are 
named.  
 Along that river’s 
banks and the freshly 
plowed firebreaks that 
protected its timbered 

flanks, a young boy searched for arrowheads and 
pottery shards, the last traces of the mysterious 
people who had lived here centuries before. It was 
the perfect way and the perfect place to escape the 
trauma of a father’s death and the boy’s own trail of 
tears to a new home and the myriad insecurities that 
were to follow. He often wondered if the ancient 
ones had loved the isolation and solitude of these 

woods and waters as much as he did. He thought 
not. Sometimes he almost felt as if he were more a 
part of their times than of his own.  
 As the cigar boxes of flint points and stone 
tools grew into an impressive collection, the boy be-
came aware of a mystical quality that the artifacts 
possessed--not the ones that someone had given 
him or the ones he traded for, but the ones he 
found, the ones he was the first to behold in all that 
long time since they were lost or abandoned by the 
strong, calloused hands that fashioned them from 
virgin chert. These were the ones with the undiluted 
residue of their creators’ karmas still intact, the ones 
with the power to play their transcendental mes-
sages into the psychic depths of the new owner.  
 In the wake the discovery of some wonderful 
flint blade or artifact, the boy’s inner vision would in-
evitably transport him to a scene involving the tool in 
possession of its ancient owner. There were scenes 
of lives lost and property abandoned as violent 
weather or wild fires ravaged occupation sites. He 
witnessed mortally wounded game and fish eluding 
human predators only to die and decay in the con-
cealment of dense underbrush or deep water, the 
exact site undiscovered for the centuries between 
the hunt and the newly found projectile point.  
 The boy grew to understand that the very sur-
vival of the ancients depended on their ability to 
fashion and use the assortment of stone tools and 
points that now resided within the cigar boxes that 
held his collection. Once, when a friend picked up 
one of the special pieces and remarked, “If only it 
could talk,” the boy thought to himself: Oh, but it 
can…and it does…when I’m quiet enough to hear it.  
 His interest in archaeology would last his whole 
life long.  
  
WHILE THE IMPORTANCE OF SERENDIPITY has 
often been noted in scientific research, the same is 
not true in the area of spiritual growth. At least I 
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 haven’t run into anything on the subject that I can 
remember. I have, however, had a personal experi-
ence with spiritual serendipity . For the past seven 
years—since my doctors at the Veteran’s Admini-
stration Hospital convinced me to retire from my job 
as a securities broker and get my life in order—I’ve 
spent my summers working as a volunteer with an ar-
chaeological team in Israel. Once again, I suspect, 
the boy was attempting an escape to the safety of 
another time and place and to 
the old securities of solitude 
and anonymity. It was during my 
second dig season, quite by ac-
cident, that I made what may be 
the most important find of my 
life.  
 Most dig volunteers use the 
weekends to travel around the 
nation of Israel. The highly de-
veloped and inexpensive public 
transportation network makes 
travel throughout the country 
uncomplicated—as do the bilin-
gual (English and Hebrew) bus-
stop signs. My weekend passion 
is to grab my backpack and my trek-worn copy of 
Fr. Jerome Murphy-O’Connor’s Oxford Ar-
chaeological Guide to The Holy Land and strike 
out to the most obscure site I’ve read about. These 
aren’t the places where you’re going to find tour 
buses double parked. If there’s a public bus stop 
within ten kilometers, I’m happy.  
 I’ve camped high up on the slopes overlooking 
Tiberias and the Sea of Galilee at the ruins of a 
basilica built within decades of Jesus’ ministry there. 
It’s called the Anchor Church because, according 
to tradition, the huge, basalt mooring stone that se-
cured the boat from which He taught the multitudes 
was taken up to this knoll to be used as an altar. It’s 
still there—too heavy to have been taken down from 

the mountain and sold for a coffee table in New 
York, I suppose.  
 I’ve backpacked up and camped on the summit 
of Mount Gilboa with its panoramic view of literally 
scores of sites named in biblical stories, from the 
book of Joshua right on through the New Testa-
ment. The mountain exposes a mystical collage tran-
scending time and space, thousands of years of our 
spiritual heritage and, for me, a metaphysical over-

load.  
 During that second dig 
season I met another volunteer, 
one of the most amazing men I 
have ever known. We became 
friends as we worked together 
in the squares of area B on the 
Tel Rehov Archaeological 
Expedition.  
 Alimayu had been born in 
sub-Saharan Africa and sold 
into slavery by his father and 
mother. To his impoverished 
parents, his sale into a lifetime 
of servitude was preferable to 
the child’s near certain death 

from disease, dehydration, or starvation, or even to 
a lifetime of the unimaginable scarcity they had 
known. It was Protestant Christian missionaries who 
bought the boy, miraculously transforming the pur-
chase into his adoption. They raised him as a son, 
home schooled him, and eventually brought him to 
the United States, where he completed his educa-
tion, earning a master’s degree, and became a 
teacher in a college of the denomination whose mis-
sionaries had saved him.  
 I don’t remember exactly how Alimayu and I 
wound up backpacking together up to and along the 
Cliffs of Arbel just west of the Sea of Galilee. It 
was late in the day when we reached the top. We sat 
down on the flat rock surface at the very edge of the 
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 precipice and shared a snack supper of pita and 
moutabel and a good bottle of Gamla cabernet. 
Below us was the road from Nazareth to Ca-
perneum, and beyond, in the distance, the Sea of 
Galilee. Alimayu asked me if I often prayed all night 
out under the stars. I told him that I didn’t remember 
ever praying all night, not even in the bush in Viet-
nam. He explained that what he meant was spending 
all night in prayer, praise, or meditation. Even so, I 
admitted that I had not. 
 Now the sounds of the evening 
call to prayer wafted up from the 
little Arab town far below us. He 
sensed that I was becoming uncom-
fortable with the conversation. He 
was right. I think most men are quite 
reluctant to discuss their spiritual 
lives with one another. Hell! After I 
spent one Saturday at a Journey 
into Wholeness seminar with 
Robert Johnson and Jack San-
ford, my fishing and shooting bud-
dies kept gazing in my direction with 
concerned eyes for weeks.  
 Alimayu reassured me that he 
was not out to save my soul, and 
then he went on to explain that there were special 
places where spending an entire night in meditation 
and prayer was a way to spiritual truth. I asked if he 
thought he knew the truth. He said he did; he said 
that he thought anyone could know it, if they would. 
I asked him how. He answered by suggesting that I 
try spending the night seeking it—the whole night, 
right here, in meditation and prayer.  
 “In fact,” he said, “that’s exactly what I intend to 
do tonight, because this is one of those special 
places…and I will pray for you, too.” As he rose to 
retreat to another secluded ledge, he gave me a 
knowing grin and a wish that I wouldn’t sleep a wink.  
 “Oh, by the way,” he said. “If you do learn truth 
tonight, keep it to yourself. The truth that sets you 

free is your truth. It’s meant for you alone. You’ll 
know when to share it…if the time comes.” 
 Sometime during that night, in spite of expect-
ing nothing more than to gaze peacefully into the in-
finity of a wondrous Middle Eastern night sky, I 
had some inexplicable encounters straight out of 
the deepest essence of my past. I’m not sure that I 
can adequately relate either the details or the per-
sonal significance of these first encounters on the 
cliffs. I am sure that Alimayu was right; the truth I 

learned was for me alone. But the 
more basic truth, that life-altering 
awareness is something that is avail-
able to all, deserves to be shared. 
So I’ll try to find words that will 
serve, however inadequately. 
 What happened that night? In a 
pistachio shell, here it is: My first 
encounter was with the father I had 
lost to death when I was a small boy 
of five. With great love, he admon-
ished me that my memories of him as 
a near mythical hero were false and 
that my fixing him as a role model of 
perfection did nothing but doom to 
a lifetime of failure the boy who so 

desperately wanted to be just like Dad. He ex-
plained that my worship of his myth had blinded my 
eyes to just how wonderful and loving a man my 
stepfather had been. He told me that this man, my 
stepfather, whom I had held to an impossibly high 
standard, had been a more complete father to me 
than he himself would have been had he lived. He 
convinced me that the most important spiritual free-
dom is the freedom to fail; we must give it to our-
selves and to others. Finally, he told me to go to the 
graveside of my stepfather and tell him what I had 
learned.  
 My second encounter was with a young Viet-
namese man. He had been a soldier. I ended his 
life. He taught me that what had happened was a 

THE TRANSFIGURATION 
 

Six days later, Jesus took 
with him Peter and 
James and his brother 
John and led them up a 
high mountain where 
they could be alone.  
There in their presence 
he was transfigured: his 
face shone like the sun 
and his clothes became 
as white as the light. 
Suddenly Moses and 
Elijah appeared to them: 
they were talking with 
him. 

Matt 17:1–4 
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 terrible accident and that I was the victim. We be-
came friends—he said,  for eternity.  
 My final experience of the night brought my 
grandfather to the cliffs. He came walking into my 
senses with Jack, the little horse he loved so dearly 
during his boyhood. He smiled and scratched Jack 
behind his ear. In the soft voice I remembered so 
well, he said he had someone he wanted me to see. It 
was the tiny Chihuahua he had given me when I was 
fourteen. She remembered me with yelps and con-
vulsive licks. Pa Pa told me that we are given animals 
so that we can have a taste of divine power and un-
conditional love, and that it is our love for them that 
gives them a place in eternity.  
 As the morning light began to rise over the Go-
lan Heights, Alimayu returned.  
 “Shalom; silaam; peace,” he said. “I trust you 
had a good night.” 
 I think he could see through the residue of my 
tears that I had.  
 I make it a point to go back up onto the Cliffs of 
Arbel every year. Each return yields new truth, the 
truth that keeps me free. 

Tifton, GA     Jim Lever 
  
Jim Lever is a lifelong friend of ROSE editor Joyce Rockwood 
Hudson. They began their friendship in the fourth grade, 
graduating together from Tift County High School in Tifton, 
Georgia. Jim remembers that Joyce was in everything (Beta Club, 
Tri Hi Y, Band, and the list continues ad nauseam) while, usually, 
Jim was only in trouble. The fact that Joyce asked Jim to pen an 
account of anything should give her cause for concern; the 
possibility of encroaching senile dementia should not be the least of 
those concerns.  
 After high school Jim continued his education at U.S.M.C., 
flunked out of Applied Cover and Concealment, and found it 
necessary to transfer into the University of Georgia system, from 
which he received his BBA in accounting. In 1995 he retired from 
the securities industry due to a medical condition, an adversity that 
has proven to be one of the great blessings of his life. 
 Jim is an active member of St. Anne's Episcopal Church in 
Tifton, Georgia, where he resides with Brenda, his wife and best 
friend of at least a hundred years—or is it thirty-two? He hopes to 
have his first novel, The Dig, completed by the end of summer…if 
he can just get back to work on it!  

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
Rippling and golden, 
A river through the sunset, 
Flashing with ivory talons and fangs, 
Wings which beat a tropical gale, 
It soars, a stormfront, over the main. 
Ranting in platinum flames through the darkness, 
Melting the moon and igniting the skies, 
It sieges with maelstroms of feeling, the castle 
In which the fairest of damsels resides. 
 
And she is his thrall now, 
The bedraggled maiden. 
Sunset and starfall, 
The darkness descends. 
This darkness throbs with the infinite knowing, 
His sulfurous eyes are the light of the den. 
 
“Stare into the eyes of the dragon, my princess. 
Sleep the sleep of a thousand nights. 
Quail and quiver 
Swoon and simmer 
Over the hot, thicket night of his maw. 
And I will row you gently 
All along these molten  streams. 
Fear not the dream. 
Kiss the flame. 
These fires will not consume thee.”  

Athens, GA   Kevin L. Copeland 
 
Kevin LeTroy Copeland is a twenty-eight year old teacher of 
Literature and Composition at Cedar Shoals High School in Athens, 
Georgia. He hails from Manchester, a tiny railroad, farming, and 
textile community in the middle Georgia hills near President 
Roosevelt's Warm Springs, "Little White House" retreat. Attending 
The University of Georgia from 1992 through 1996, he discovered 
and cultivated an appreciation for our written heritage which he 
holds, against popular political and professional doctrine, to be a 
necessary intellectual and psychological experience that intrinsically 
transcends and profanes its current affect as a mere utility for the 
instruction of reading and writing. 
   
 Troy is a member of the Natural Spirituality Journey Group at 
Emmanuel Episcopal Church in Athens. 
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The Surprise 
  of Inclusive Language 

AS AN EPISCOPAL PRIEST, and now a bishop, I am 
constantly in awe of the power of symbols to move 
to the deepest realms of my soul and there to do 
their work of transformation. Sometimes that work 
has been at least partially conscious, as in the sym-
bols of Holy Eucharist actively inviting me to re-
encounter the lively presence of God in the midst of 
community. More often, however, the work of sym-
bol is unconscious and exists without a blueprint or 
a map. 
 As one who relies heavily on my thinking func-
tion, having no blueprint or map is not particularly 
good news. Yet, my experience of discovering the 
power of intentional inclusive language when 
speaking of the Divine has led me to believe that 
our greatest learnings seldom have blueprints and 
maps. Indeed, if they did, we would manage to limit 
our learning to what we expected it to be—hardly 
learning at all! 
 A few years ago my wife was struggling with 
the sheer weight of the patriarchy in the Church. 
She had been raised in the Presbyterian Church, 
where her father was an ordained minister. She 
married and found herself in another branch of the 
Church with an Episcopal priest/husband. In her 
own inner work, the day finally arrived when Wis-
dom led her to experience what she had always ac-
cepted as the norm (i.e., a male dominated Church) 
to be far more burden than delight. That can be a 
problem when one is married to a bishop! 
 By then, however, I had come to a place in my 
own journey where the efforts to move the Church 
to inclusive, gender neutral language had begun to 
make some sense. Remember, I tend to overuse my 
thinking function. I had a glimmer of understand-
ing of why that might be important, and, of course, 
it was also "politically correct." So our long conver-
sations around the issues of patriarchy and language 
were only moderately threatening to this male 
church leader in a male dominated church. I began 
to find myself intentionally changing my own lan-
guage, largely to honor what I then thought of as 
my wife's struggle. It did not carry much emotional 
content for me, but it seemed the right thing to do. 

 I cannot pinpoint the time, but at some point it 
began to occur to me that my own imagery around 
the Divine was changing. Indeed, when I would 
occasionally lapse into patriarchal language during 
preaching or teaching, it would be an almost jarring 
experience. Referring to God as "he" somehow 
seemed a betrayal—not of my wife's need for differ-
ent language, but of the very image of the Divine. 
Of course, I had known at some level for many 
years that God was not "he." Nor was God "she." 
But it was true nonetheless that the use of certain 
language had captured the whole experience of the 
Divine as being a masculine experience. God was 
not "he," but I experienced God primarily within 
my own masculine because my language helped 
place the experience there. 
 My use of language, which of course is sym-
bolic, had over many years placed boundaries 
around my experience of the Divine. I had little 
concept of the feminine attributes of the Holy, be-
cause my language had never carried the feminine 
to consciousness. And, being male, it never occurred 
to me that this was a problem until I was able to see 
it through my wife's experience. 
 The symbols of the Divine have shifted in my 
soul in ways I could not have planned. Little did I 
know that my own intentional change in language 
would reap such rewards as discovering the femi-
nine, nurturing openness of God who embraces and 
holds. Nothing of the God who challenges and calls 
forth "the warrior" has been lost—only balanced 
with the fullness of possibility. 
 This journey began as a reasonable, supportive 
measure for those for whom language might be a 
barrier. It has unearthed for me, once again, the 
awesome power of symbol. Even simple symbols 
like "he" and "him." Let no one be surprised by the 
power of a simple pronoun to limit our understand-
ing of the Divine.  

Little Rock, AR   The Rt. Rev. Larry Maze 
 
Larry Maze is the Episcopal Bishop of the Diocese of Arkansas. He 
and his wife, Beth, and their two daughters live in Little Rock. He 
was first introduced to the concepts of Jungian spirituality by 
friends who began pointing out that his preaching was "Jungian." 
Not knowing what that could mean, Larry attended a Journey Into 
Wholeness week where he discovered that there were many people 
who thought like he did and, in fact, there was a whole discipline 
and body of writing that could help him walk this path. He has 
taught a number of classes dealing with issues of the shadow and 
the need for balance in the masculine and feminine. He and Beth 
regularly do dream work together. 

“The symbols of the Divine have shifted in my soul 
in ways I could not have planned.” 
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Midrash   
 

SEEKING PASTIMES FOR THE ANGEL HELPERS he 
had made for himself—though they asked nothing 
more than to bask in the Glory that shone from the 
Holy Curtain that hid him—the Holy One looked 
down at the world he had made for humans to see 
what amusement he could borrow for the enjoy-
ment of the angels.  
 The sounds he heard below were pleasing. The 
seas hummed, fast-flowing brooks raced over 
stones, laughing, birds chirped joy into the air. 
Sound. Here then was something for the seven 
heavens, the world he had made for himself and his 
angels, which was thus far silent. 
 He created a new class of angels, singers, many 
and many of them, and ranged them on marble 
steps, and said, Begin.  
 No sooner had the choir begun when he called, 
Stop. Despite the many, there was but one voice—
strong, earnest, but heavy. Once more he consulted 
with his creation below, to see where he had made 
flaw into favor. The creatures and plants were male 
and female, a good creation. The human, man, was 
not a good creation, until he created a female to 
complete it. And the two worlds he had made, his 
world and the one below, had been separate and 
apart, strangers to each other, until the Shekhina, 
the female of his Glory, became his earth presence 
and the link between the two worlds. 
 He created more angel singers, females, and set 
them among the male singers, and said once more, 
Begin. 
 Angels came from all directions to listen as 
Heaven filled with sweet sound. 
 Now it is good, he said. 
 
This midrash is dedicated to Joyce Rockwood Hudson. 
Midrash is a Hebrew word that means "search and ex-
plain." When information is missing in a Bible story, the 
Bible itself is searched for possible explanations.  

Jerusalem, ISRAEL     miriam chaikin 
 
miriam chaikin is a former editor of children's books and a prize-
winning author of some 30 books for young readers—fiction, non-
fiction, and retellings of bible stories. her poems for adults have 
appeared in midstream, salonika, neovictorian/cochlea and 
other magazines. her own book of poems is NO MOON . . . but 
fireflies. 
 “many years ago,” says miriam, “when i worked as an editor, i 
had the privilege of publishing joyce's novels about early indian 

life. they treated beautifully spiritual themes and served, i think, to 
set joyce on a spiritual path, on which i have walked with her from 
the beginning—on the jewish side of the street.”       

  

 
Wisdom 9:1,4; 7:21–8:1 

 
God of our ancestors, Lord of mercy, 
 grant us Wisdom, who sits by thy throne. 
All we have come to know, hidden and plain, 
 we have been taught by Wisdom, who 
 designed them all. 
For within her is a spirit intelligent and holy, 
 unique and manifold, benevolent and 
  humane, steadfast and calm, almighty and all-
 surveying. 
Wisdom is quicker to move than any motion, 
 so pure, she pervades and permeates all  things. 
She is a breath of the power of God, 
 pure emanation of the glory of the 
 Almighty, and nothing impure can enter her. 
She is a reflection of the eternal light, 
 untarnished mirror of the working of God, 
 image of his goodness. 
Although alone, she can do all; 
 herself unchanging, she makes all things 
 new. 
In each generation she passes into holy souls 
 and makes them friends of God, and prophets; 
 for God loves none so much as  those who live 
 with Wisdom. 
She is more splendid than the sun. 
 She outshines the constellations. 
She reaches mightily to the ends of the earth, 
 and she orders all things well. 

:9$/ 

This canticle is taken from the book of Wisdom (the Wisdom of Solo-
mon) and follows the style of canticles in the Episcopal Book of 
Common Prayer.  It originated in the Natural Spirituality Jour-
ney Group of Emmanuel Episcopal Church, Athens, Georgia. 

 miriam doesn’t like to use capital letters.  She writes haikus.  Her 
book Clouds of Glory (Clarion, 1998), is a midrashic retelling for young 
readers of the book of Genesis. 
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Revelation  
  in the Parking Lot  

AS THE FACILITATOR for our dream group at Sec-
ond Presbyterian, I am continually watching my 
own dreams for guidance concerning not only my 
role in the group, but the place and purposes of 
dreamwork in the Church. Interestingly, lots of 
these dreams are set in the church parking lot. It’s a 
perfect image, for our group is on the property, on 
holy ground, but not really “in”—not really part of 
the structure and tradition and worship life of the 
church as a whole. Sometimes this bothers me, but 
mostly it doesn’t. I figure change takes awhile, and 
things will happen in God’s time, not mine. Be-
sides, sometimes things happen in the parking lot 
that could never happen under the church roof. 
 One night in October, our dream group was in 
that parking lot, talking a little more as we dis-
persed to our cars. Suddenly we heard the hoot of an 
owl, an eerie, piercing, but gentle, sound. Then 
again, very near. We looked for it in the trees, along 
the roofline. It was unsettling to feel this bird so 
close and be unable to see it. 
 Then, “Look up!” whispered Priscilla, pointing. 
And there, perched on the cross on top of the stee-
ple, silhouetted in the cloudy moonlight, was a great 
horned owl. 
 It was huge. 
 It did not fly away. 
 We all stood in the darkness, amazed. 
 It was there when we met again the next week. 
 And the next. 
 The owl frequented that steeple cross all fall 
and into the winter, usually quiet, sometimes call-
ing, once lifting its magnificent wings and launch-
ing into the darkness. 
 Eventually, and with gratitude, we began calling 
it “Sophia,” the Wisdom of God. Her presence on 
the cross on the steeple over the sanctuary door was 
an affirmation and a beautiful image of what we 
feel we are about in our dream group: we try to lis-
ten for the living Wisdom of God through our 
dreams, to follow Christ’s call to continual spiritual 
rebirth and active compassion, and to carry this on 
in the context of both the traditional Church and 
our own specific congregation. 

 For us, the presence of the owl was a blessing. 
For others in the church who saw it and remarked, 
it was a wonder, a curiosity. But most people, I sup-
pose, didn’t notice it—after all, she appeared when 
owls do appear—at night. 
 As Scripture attests, some things are best per-
ceived at night. The stars of God’s covenant with 
Abraham. The divine wrestler at Peniel. Pillars of 

fire. The voice of God call-
ing our name. The multi-
tude of heavenly hosts. The 
liberating angel in the 
prison cell. And the Wis-
dom abundant in dreams 
upon dreams, visions upon 
visions. So it is with us: 
Wisdom is there in our 
own dreams as they illumi-
nate our nightly ascent 
from our strange and sacred 
darkness. She is there in the 

synchronicities that astonish us into new percep-
tions. Divine Wisdom, like the owl, is always alive 
and breathing, day and night, and her presence is 
manifest to anyone who hears her call and searches 
her out. 
 “She goes about seeking those worthy of her, 
and she graciously appears to them in their paths, 
and meets them in every thought.” Thus says the 
writer of The Wisdom of Solomon (6:16), the apoc-
ryphal book whose place in the Bible, like the place 
of natural spirituality in mainline religious practice, 
is neither “in” nor “out,” but right in the middle, 
though largely unacknowledged. 
 There is a what-nextness to this story. God will 
move the Church in God’s own time, but only if we 
are willing to be leaders led by Wisdom. When pas-
tors and elders are ordained in the Presbyterian 
Church, we vow to serve the church with “energy, 
intelligence, imagination, and love.” For me, this 
has meant lots of continual learning, prayer, and 
inner work, starting a dream group, facilitating a 
spirituality class, requesting and transforming space 
for a beautiful prayer room, and hanging in there 
when things don’t go perfectly. Maybe, though, my 
best offerings—the best offerings any of us can 
give—are simply those unpredictable moments 
when we feel the Spirit moving us to bold and 
grace-filled connection with others, and we say, 
“Yes. Here I am.” 
 So, here we are, my group, your group, lingering 
and listening after hours in the parking lot, on the 

“God will move the Church in God’s own time, but 
only if we are willing to be leaders led by Wisdom.” 
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 edges of holy ground, knowing how to look for the 
owl, how to say, “Look there!”—knowing how to 
articulate something of what She means. Sooner or 
later other people will wonder what we’re doing out 
here, and once they pause awhile with us, they, too, 
may hear Her call. And eventually, I hope and be-
lieve, our sanctuary doors will open wide to God’s 
illuminating night Word.  

Nashville, TN   Laura Hileman 
 
Laura Huff Hileman was introduced to dreamwork five years ago, 
and, after completing the Dream Leader training program at The 
Haden Institute, she initiated the dream group at Second Presbyte-
rian. In her former life as an English teacher, she loved bringing 
students into the real-and-not-real, two-things-at-one-time world 
of myth and symbol. Now, she enjoys the ordinary miracles of being 
family with her husband and two young sons.  
 
 
 
 

 
 
Natural Spirituality Comes 
to West Texas 
 
IT STARTED SLOWLY, a mere trickle, but gradually 
grew till it resembled a West Texas gully washer. 
After reading Joyce Hudson’s book Natural Spiritu-
ality, Francie Lowe, in Lubbock, Texas, passed it on 
to me. My husband Dale and I felt that the book 
challenged our inner walk in a very practical way, 
and we wondered how we could share it with oth-
ers. 
 Then, in October 2001, a Lubbock couple, Ada 
Wre and Art Foster, invited Dale and me to attend 
the Journey Into Wholeness Conference in Kanuga, 
North Carolina. Unexpectedly—synchronistically? 
—we met Joyce Hudson there! After attending her 
sessions on beginning a natural spirituality group, 
we resolved to start our own in West Texas. 
 Back in Lubbock, we soon found twelve people 
who wanted to pursue the study of Natural Spiritual-
ity. A majority are Episcopalians from St. Christo-
pher’s Church, yet we have a few members from 
other denominations. We are a very diverse group, 
since some of us have heard of Jung before, while 
others are encountering his ideas for the first time. 
We meet weekly in the home of Ada and Art to 
discuss Joyce’s book. 

 With a cross on the table to remind us of 
Christ’s presence, we begin and end our weekly ses-
sions with prayer. Different people act as modera-
tors to ensure that we stay on track. As Francie said, 
“We need someone to help us stick with the subject 
matter so that we don’t end up sharing blueberry 
muffin recipes!” 
 As a group, we have discovered that each chap-
ter is so rich in important concepts and challenges 
that we spend two or even three sessions discussing 
it. We want to be sure that we understand Joyce’s 
application of Jung’s basic concepts to our Christian 
journey. 
 Enthusiasm is high. Interesting, exciting, 
and thought-provoking discussion emerges in our 
weekly sessions. We can hardly wait to begin shar-
ing our dreams. We feel that we are moving toward 
a deeper understanding of ourselves and of how the 
Holy Spirit works in our lives as we share and learn 
together.  

Lubbock, TX    Joan Davis 
 
Joan Davis is a retired language therapist who, besides giving sev-
eral papers on dyslexia in the United States, has presented a number 
of seminars on the subject in China. A member of St. Christopher’s 
Episcopal Church in Lubbock, Texas, Joan is a vestry member, con-
vention delegate, Lay Eucharistic Visitor, and Natural Spirituality 
group leader. Her husband, Dale—retired Director of Interdiscipli-
nary Humanities and Professor Emeritus of English—used Jungian 
concepts in his literature courses at Texas Tech University.  
 Besides their church activities, Joan and Dale keep busy with 
grandparenting, gardening, reading, writing, and traveling. Last 
summer their travels took them to Einsiedeln, Switzerland, for a 
two-week Jungian conference in the marvelous Swiss Alps. As a 
couple, they are devoted to encouraging their mutual spiritual 
growth and, in their joint ministry, facilitating the growth process 
in others. Their involvement in the natural spirituality movement is 
an extremely important focus of their efforts. Both have dream jour-
nals to track their inner life. Joan’s dreams seem deeply concerned 
with journeys; Dale’s with gardening.  
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 The Teacher  
  and the Rose 

I KNEW I NEEDED HELP.  The question was where 
to turn?  My wife Dottie and I had experimented 
with community living and felt burned out inside.  
In the midst of my mid-life crisis, I turned to our 
friend Father Abbot, who graciously offered us the 
use of a farmhouse at St.  Gregory’s Monastery in 
Three Rivers, Michigan. 
 Across the road stood a cluster of buildings in 
the midst of an old apple orchard, appropriately 
called Apple Farm, which Helen Luke had estab-
lished as a center for Jungian work.  At the nearby 
Long Lake grocery store about half the space was 
taken up with books—mostly literature, mythology, 
and psychology.  Nearly everything in print by or 
about Carl Jung was stacked on the shelves.  There 
I found Helen Luke’s book From Dark Wood to 
White Rose, her commentary on Dante’s journey 
from inner turmoil to wholeness. 
 Back in our little farmhouse on the Abbey prop-
erty, I began to read.  After a few pages, I called out, 
“Dottie, I must meet this woman!”  Immediately, I 
dialed Helen, who graciously invited me to tea.  
Thus began a fruitful series of counseling sessions 
lasting a period of thirteen years. 
 I would say that for Helen, life was the richest 
and most rewarding it could possibly have become.  
But she had arrived at this state only through com-
ing to terms with her own darkness.  Like Dante, 
she had walked through the Dark Wood; the pain of 
separation from family, an abrupt move from her 
home in England to the United States, the hopes 
and plans that failed to work out.  But during her 
adult years, one constant was the diligent and un-
ceasing work she did on her own individuation.  
Carl Jung, by word and example, was her guide, and 
through Helen, our guide, too. 
 It has been said that when the student is ready, 
the teacher is there.  I am glad to have found Helen 
when I most needed her.  During the years of our 
association she helped me understand the imagery 
of Dark Wood and White Rose.  We worked 
through numerous dreams.  One of my first was of 
a figure deep in the belly of a whale.  When I 
showed her the picture I had drawn of this dream, 

Helen pointed out how carefully the hunched-over 
little man was guarding the tiny, glowing flame 
from his oil lamp.  And so it was that Helen found 
ways to help me keep alive my own light in the 
darkness.  She shared generously the illumination 
of her own remarkable intuition and insight. 
 Roses were Helen’s favorite.  For many years 
she cultivated them in the garden by her entrance 
way.  About the time we moved from the area, she 
had to give up gardening.  Graciously adjusting to 

the demands of old age, 
she offered to Apple 
Farm people any 
plants we wished to 
take.  Dottie and I 

dug up two of the rose 
bushes and took them 

with us to a new home, planting 
them on the pathway to our front door.  The very 
first flower to bloom on our new property that sum-
mer was a gloriously beautiful white rose. 
 Shortly before her death, in a final communica-
tion to a close friend, Helen said, “I am going on a 
journey with some wise men.”  She died on January 
6, 1995.  It was Epiphany, the Feast of the Wise 
Men.  That spring, for the first time, no white rose 
appeared on our bush.  I am sure Helen would have 
said lovingly, “Glen, you don’t need that outer rose 
any more; it is high time that you find that white 
rose within yourself.”  

 Traverse City, MI  The Rev. Glen Williams 
 
© 2000 The Society for the Study of Myth and Tradition 
This article first appeared in the Fall 2000 issue of PARABOLA : The Maga-
zine of Myth and Tradition. 
 
  
 
 
 
Glen Williams is an ordained priest of the Episcopal Church with 
eighteen years in active ministry. Those years were followed by six-
teen years as a teacher of sociology and psychology at Kalamazoo 
Valley Community College. After twelve years retirement in Trav-
erse City, he has returned to teaching part time at Northern Michi-
gan College. His course is called “Writing Your Life Story.” Glen is 
a member of Grace Episcopal Church in Traverse City, where a 
natural spirituality study group was held this spring. 
 As for the rose bush, when Glen and Dottie moved to Traverse 
City, they transplanted it to their new condo, and it is now produc-
ing red roses instead of white. Botanists could probably explain this 
phenomenon in terms of a hybrid reverting to an earlier DNA pat-
tern. But in the context of synchronicity, there is no doubt some 
deeper meaning which Glen has yet to figure out. 

“It has been said that when the student is ready, the 
teacher is there.” 

 Helen Luke was in the first class of the Jungian Institute in Zurich, 
Switzerland.  She established a practice in California with Robert Johnson 
before locating in Michigan.  
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 Finding Your Way Toward a  
    More Natural Spirituality 
 
EVEN THOUGH I HAVE BEEN a part of a church all 
my life, any spirituality or soul work I may have re-
ceived among the community of the faithful has 
usually felt like an afterthought. Yet I have been 
thirsting for it all along. If this sounds familiar, per-
haps the resources for spiritual sustenance I have 
found can help you find yours. 
 Growing up, I had the good fortune to attend a 
summer camp led by a director who was ahead of 
his time. Once upon a time, back in the 1960s, at At-
lanta Presbytery’s Camp Calvin, directed by Neil 
Pugsley, we were taught at the age of twelve to cook 
our own meals, build our own shelters, canoe, and 
backpack without hurting the world or each other. 
My soul came alive there. For the first—and so far, 
only—time in my life, I would get up in the dark, 
start the fire for our group, watch the sun rise over 
our teepees (really) in the meadow, and meet Neil 
when he brought our day’s food. Within this nur-
turing of small-group camping, our Bible studies 
made sense, and so did a lot of things: gender equal-
ity, racial tolerance, the ecology movement—not as 
abstractions, but as the way the group made it up 
the mountain and down the river. 
 Since that time, camp and conferences and the 
people I meet there have been wells from which my 
soul draws living water. In the droughts in between, 

I have found other 
springs. I read, lis-
ten, work with my 
dreams, go to psy-
chotherapy, build 
what community I 
can locally, contrib-
ute a little time and 
money, and on occa-
sion participate in 
prophetic activity. 

 If these all sound like nothing more than nice 
ideas that you might get around to some day, be 
forewarned: from one week a year at age twelve, 
they have become daily by age forty-four. Which 
means that every phase of my external life has been 
shaken and changed by what is getting worked out 
internally—everything. 

  I know I’m not alone—because of all the 
spiritual growth conferences out there, and because 
of newsletters like this one. A couple of years ago at 
a Montreat youth conference, I offered an afternoon 
seminar on spirituality. Even though the thousand 
teenagers in attendance had twenty other choices, 
even though they were free to skip them all, and 
even though the seminar was listed simply by the 
word “Spirituality,” still, SEVENTY kids showed 
up. So we’re around—scattered and searching, but 
around. 
 If you’re just joining us, you can begin by writ-
ing down all you can recall of last night’s dream, 
watching the videotape The Power of Myth by Joseph 
Campbell, reading The Kingdom Within by John 
Sanford, attending a Journey Into Wholeness con-
ference, and starting your own group. We’ll show 
you how.  

Tallahassee, FL  The Rev. Taylor Phillips 
 
Taylor Phillips is the chaplain at Westminster Oaks Retirement 
Community in Tallahassee, Florida, and commutes to class at 
Pacifica Graduate Institute near Santa Barbara, California. 
 

 
[Favorite Book] 
Dream Prayers 
Dreamwork as a Spiritual Path  
by Tallulah Lyons 
(2002) 
 
THIS IS A WONDERFUL BOOK that would be espe-
cially helpful for church groups beginning to ex-
plore the patterns and process of dreamwork.  Ly-
ons uses her own midlife dreams as her central text. 
These dreams (several years’ worth) are classics and 
follow clearly the Jungian sequence described in 
Natural Spirituality (J. R. Hudson, 2000) and else-
where. Using Jungian dreamwork techniques, per-
sonal faith responses, prayers, and reflection ques-
tions, Lyons leads readers through the dream cycles 
and paves the path for discovering and discussing 
personal dreamwork. Inviting, intelligent, and well 
written. Contact the author for copies :  
Tallulah Lyons, 3082 Old Cabin Lane, Smyrna, 
GA 30080— or blyons@mindspring.com 
 

Nashville, TN   Laura Hileman     
    

 Send us reviews of your favorite books. 
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[Review] 
Living on the Border 
of the Holy 
Renewing the Priesthood of All  
by L. William Countryman   
Morehouse Publishing, 1999 

 
NOT SINCE THE REFORMATION has the concept of 
priesthood withstood so much scrutiny, reevalu-
ation, and challenge as it has in the Christian 
Church in recent decades. The liturgical revisions 
and secular cultural shifts during the last 
half century have inspired Christians 
to delve into the  most basic ques-
tions concerning the nature of 
priesthood itself and its role in 
our lives and our churches.  

L. William Country-
man's book, Living on the Bor-
der of the Holy: Renewing the 
Priesthood of All, addresses 
these issues from a perspective 
that natural spirituality practi-
tioners can easily grasp and ap-
preciate. The author, a priest and 
seminary professor, grounds his 
views firmly in the faith, tradition, and 
Scriptures of the Church, but begins by dis-
cussing priesthood in the larger context of all hu-
man life.  

"All our lives," writes Countryman, "we are re-
peatedly in the position of finding, revealing, ex-
plaining, and teaching—or, conversely, of being led, 
taught, and illuminated. Everyone is the priest of a 
mystery that someone else does not know."  

It is this act of crossing the border into mystery 
which constitutes what he calls the fundamental 
priesthood of humanity.  

Christ, who lived a fully human life, who 
crossed the Ultimate border into the Ultimate Mys-
tery for us, opened to us the depths of our own fun-
damental human priesthood. The "priesthood of all 
believers," then, exists not against or above the 
common priesthood of humanity, but is in fact its 
fullest expression.  

But what of the relationship between the priest-
hood of all Christians and the ordained priesthood 

of the institutional Church? This is the book's 
greatest challenge. Countryman discourages the tra-
ditional divide between laity and ordained, while at 
the same time affirming the relevance and necessity 
of the ordained priesthood. He writes of an or-
dained ministry in and for the laity (taken in its 
original sense as the whole people of God); a priest-
hood which is iconic of the whole Church's life in 
Christ, represented in sacramental activity which is 
seen not as a channel of God's grace in and of itself, 
but as a recognition and interpretation of the grace 
we encounter constantly in the whole of our lives.  

"In approaching and celebrating sacred rites, the 
ordained minister becomes an image of our 

common priestly experience in the 
borderlands. The sacramental 

priest draws near to the sacred 
places or objects as an image of 
our approach to the HOLY, per-
forms the sacred rites as an 
image of our life in the pres-
ence of GOD, shares the sacred 
elements with the congregation 

as we share the HIDDEN with 
one another through our priest-

hood."  
 Countryman's perspective flows 

well with natural spirituality, particu-
larly with a natural spirituality intimately involved 
in the institutional Church and its rites and struc-
tures. As the debate over ordained priesthood—who 
can and should be ordained, and what relationship 
they should have to the laity—continues and inten-
sifies, Living on the Border of the Holy can be used as a 
launching pad for constructive dialogue in adult 
education classes, parish discussions, and journey 
groups.  

 
Athens, GA    Matt Humphrey 

 
Matt Humphrey has been a dreamer for as long as he can remember.  
He joined the natural spirituality program at Emmanuel Church in 
Athens in 1999.  When he isn’t dreaming, Matt spends his time 
writing for small publications like The Rose; performing in and 
volunteering with a local community theater troupe; and attempt-
ing to be a good neighbor and citizen.  In addition to being a regu-
lar member of the Journey Group, he teaches Sunday school and 
participates in other ways as an active member of Emmanuel parish. 

Book Review 
& Excerpts 
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[Excerpts] 
Living on the Border of  theHoly 
 
by L. William Countryman 
 
BY PRIEST I MEAN ANY PERSON who lives in the 
dangerous, exhilarating, life-giving borderlands of 
human existence, where the everyday experience of 
life opens up to reveal glimpses of the HOLY—and 
not only lives there but comes to the aid of others 
who are living there.  The HOLY that the priest en-
counters in the borderlands is none other than 
TRUTH, the TRUTH that underlies, permeates, up-
holds (and judges) us and our everyday world.  It is 
remote and transcendent, and yet also as close and 
intimate as our own breath.  The border where we 
encounter the HOLY is not just at the edge of our 
existence but, even more truly, at its center.  There 
all of us must find ourselves sooner or later, and 
when we do we want a priest to engage us in a mu-
tual ministry of support and encouragement, of in-
terpretation and understanding. Without such 
priestly ministry, we are in danger of finding our-
selves bewildered and cast adrift. 
 This priesthood belongs to all humanity.  That 
is how we have been fashioned.  In living it out, 
however, we find that we learn our priesthood and 
practice it in terms of a particular cultural and reli-
gious heritage.  Priesthood is common to us all, yet 
it is lived out in myriad ways.  Much of the guid-
ance we get for our priesthood comes from religion, 
for humanity creates religion in an effort to hold 
onto some of what we have glimpsed in the border-
lands with the HOLY.  With religion we can con-
struct a language of words and signs that will enable 
us to communicate these glimpses.  Accordingly, to 
speak and think clearly about priesthood, we need to 
be constantly aware of how it is anchored in com-
mon human experience and also of how it is shaped 
in specific religious traditions.… 
 
WHAT, THEN, IS PRIESTLY MINISTRY?  It is the 
ministry that introduces us to arcana—hidden 
things, secrets. In one sense, priestly ministry is the 
most ordinary thing imaginable.  All our lives, we 
are repeatedly in the position of finding, revealing, 
explaining, and teaching—or, conversely, of being 
led, taught, and illuminated.  Everyone is a priest of 

a mystery that someone else does not know: how to 
construct a budget, how to maneuver through the 
politics of the workplace, how to roast a turkey, 
how to win the affections of a girl or boy to whom 
one is attracted.… 
 The deepest arcana are secret because they are 
hard to know, hard to reveal, hard to learn. They 
can be known only by experiencing them.  Any-
thing that can be fully conveyed in language, with-
out remainder, is probably not of ultimate impor-
tance.  The truly human knowledge is that which is 
obtained through living.… 
 The deepest arcana take us beyond the realm of 
everyday things.  There are secrets that are suffi-
ciently rare, sufficiently difficult to grasp in our 
experience, that we barely have language to talk 
about them.…It is when we stand in the presence of 
this HOLY that cannot be clearly or simply ex-
pressed that we most truly recognize our priesthood 
for what it is. 
 This priesthood belongs to everyone.  Every 
human being has some access to arcana that is given 
to no one else—at least, not in quite the same way.  
Every human being has a unique privilege of en-
counter with these arcana and therefore a unique 
priesthood.  Everyone has a vocation leading them 
into a deeper acquaintance with GOD and so bring-
ing this experience home to our true humanity in 
GOD’s presence.… 
 
RELIGION IS ALMOST AS INEVITABLE as our funda-
mental priesthood.  It is not hard to understand 
why.  The HOLY that we keep bumping up against 
in our lives is both all-pervasive and also hard to 
find when we want it.  Our experience of it, the ex-
perience that grounds our priesthood, is elusive.… 
 Hence the creation of priest-specialists, whom 
we might also call “priests of religion.”  Their office 
comes into being in order to replicate or reproduce, 
on  the level of religion, the role of the fundamental 
priest in life itself.…Since we cannot afford to lose 
sight of such important things in our life, we create 
maps, icons, and images to point us toward them.…  
 The central business of the ordained is to foster 
the worship of the church, the sacramental life of 
religion that reminds us, week by week, to look for 
the deeper layers of REALITY, to expect GOD in our 
midst. We need the ordained priest to function in 
the pulpit and at the altar in ways that will remind 
us that all human life is priestly.  
 
© 1999 L. William Countryman  
From: Living on the Border of the Holy: Renewing the Priesthood of All, 
William L. Countryman (Harrisburg, PA: Morehouse Publishing), 1999, 
pp. xi; 3–5; 36–37, 160. 
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Arkansas Retreats 
 
For Everyone… 
 
A WEEKEND RETREAT, “Dreams: A Pathway 
to the Soul,” will be led by the Rev. Susan 
Sims-Smith Feb. 7-9, 2003, at St. Scholas-
tica, Fort Smith, AR. This will be for people 
at all levels of experience. Contact Sister 
Hilary Decker, (479) 783-1135, for registra-
tion information. 

 
For Dream Group Leaders… 
 
THERE WILL BE A RETREAT in Eureka Springs, 
AR on Nov. 8 & 9, 2002—with an optional 
stayover to Nov. 10—for anyone presently 
serving as a leader of a dream group in Ar-
kansas or elsewhere.  This does not include 
study group leaders who have not yet ex-
perienced dream groups. (They are wel-
come to attend the Ft. Smith retreat above.)   
 The Fayetteville and Eureka Springs 
Journey Group leaders have offered to 
sponsor this retreat in a cabin near Eureka 
Springs, beginning with dinner Friday eve-

ning and ending by 4 
p.m. Saturday. Lodg-
ing will be free. A 

$25 per person non-
refundable grocery fee, 
payable with registra-

tion, will cover the cost 
of meals for Friday dinner and Saturday 
breakfast and lunch. People will be on their 
own to purchase dinner for an optional Sat-
urday night social event. A continental 
breakfast will be provided on Sunday for 
those who stay over.   
 The Rev. Susan Sims-Smith will lead 
the retreat, which will include time for 
teaching about inner work and sharing 
about Journey Groups. This opportunity for 
fellowship and learning should enrich our 
respective groups. 
 On Sunday morning, Susan will preach 
at St. James Church in Eureka Springs. St. 
James is a lively, spirit-filled parish.  It is a 
treat just to go into its beautiful sanctuary. 
 Retreat space is limited.  To register, 
contact Kyran Pittman, Seed Work Project 
Coordinator, at (501)372-0294, ext. 218 
or kyranp@yahoo.com. 

The Rose 



Southeastern Regional  
Gatherings 
 
One past… 
 
THE FIRST NATURAL SPIRITUALITY Regional 
Gathering for the Southeast was a spectacu-
lar success! This day-long conference took 
place at St. Augustine of Canterbury Episco-
pal Church in Morrow, Georgia, on Satur-
day, February 16, 2002. We had partici-
pants from as far away as Richmond, Vir-
ginia, and Little Rock, Arkansas. Georgia 
was also well represented with some atten-
dees driving over three hours to get to the 
conference. The program included a discus-
sion of the masculine and feminine quaterni-
ties as related to Myers-Briggs, presented by 
Joyce Hudson. This was followed by a 
dream practicum session, with a demonstra-
tion dream group composed of members of 
various area dream groups. 
 A highlight of the day came after lunch 
when Vic Fleming entertained us with his 
humor and music, all of which was superb. 
The day’s activities closed with a lively dis-
cussion of desires for future conferences.   

Morrow, GA    Jamie Rasche 
 

One future… 
 
PLANS ARE UNDERWAY for the next South-
eastern Natural Spirituality Gathering, 
which will be held February 28–March 2 in 
the rustic mountain setting of Camp Mikell 
(near Toccoa, GA), the conference center of 
the Episcopal Diocese of Atlanta. To accom-
modate those who can only come for a day, 
this will be a “layered” conference: a one-
day Saturday program embedded within a 
larger, weekend program.  
 There will be lectures, workshops, dis-
cussions of study group and journey group 
issues, introductory sessions for newcom-
ers, dream work, and time for relaxation 
and fellowship.  
  Fees: $25 Saturday only; $125 Friday 
evening through Sunday noon. Space is lim-
ited. For registration forms, contact: 
rosewisdom@mindspring.com (THE ROSE) 
or 706-742-2530 (Agnes Parker, Emmanuel 
Church Natural Spirituality Group, Athens, GA). 
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O Death! O Death! 
Won’t you spare me over ‘til another year? 
(“O DEATH!”—TRADITIONAL FOLK SONG) 

 
THIS PAST SPRING I had a brush with Death when 
a heart attack almost ended my days at the rela-
tively young age of 50. During my ordeal, I became 
aware of a paradoxical duality of spirit. Part of me 
clung to humor and laughter, while another part 
fought panic and, later, called me down into grief. 
At the heart of my clash with the dark archetype 
was my encounter with its Resurrection counter-
part. I see now that these are two faces of one 
force. Against this backdrop of Life and Death 
many opposites were exposed, at times rocking 
back and forth, asking to be held in balance.  
 Comedy expressed itself during tragedy, light 
shone in the darkness, and grace and gratitude 
overrode all tendencies toward bitterness and rage. 
Above all, I emerged feeling liberated, spared over.  
 

☯ 
 

Well, what is this that I can't see 
With ice cold hands takin' hold of me? 

 
AT A FUNERAL in early February, I saw an old 
friend, Cotton, for the first time in years. In the 
early 1980s, Cotton and I were in the same golf 
group. We had a special outing one Saturday, play-
ing in four groups of three. On the sixth hole, I 
saw Cotton lying on the ground off the green as his 
partners were putting. I went over to see what was 
wrong.  
 “Bad case of indigestion,” he said. “I’ll be okay, 
but it’s starting to spread to my arms.” I recog-
nized a case of denial, along with serious symp-
toms. I stripped a golf cart of its bags, paused in the 
pro shop long enough to grab an oxygen rig, and 
rushed Cotton to the hospital. At age 48, he was 
having a heart attack.  
 We rehashed this experience after the funeral, 
Cotton and I, recalling both the anguish and the 
humor. Although he was in pain and scared, he 
was quite a sight, holding an oxygen mask to his 
face while trying to wave motorists out of our way. 
And my stark seriousness, as I made phone calls 
from the hospital, was offset by my sock feet 
(street shoes left at the course, golf spikes contra-
indicated on slick floors).  

 I had nothing in my life at the time with which 
to connect this recount of Cotton’s “indigestion,” 
so the memory slid back into the personal uncon-
scious. I don’t think it even surfaced in mid-March 
when I received an article entitled “How To Sur-
vive a Heart Attack when Alone.” Or a week later 
when I received a note exposing the former article 
as medically invalid. These items came by e-mail 
from different friends. Though the “How To” 
piece had circulated for over two years on the 
Internet, I’d not seen it. I read both pieces and for a 
time held in awareness the concept of being alone 
and having a heart attack. But I didn’t consciously 
integrate the information.  
 On April 1, I was involved in an incident in 
which I called 911 for another person. I dealt with 
the rescue squad and the EMTs, who responded in 
a flash. Whatever insights I gleaned receded 
quickly from consciousness.  
 The morning of April 16 I dreamed: 
 
Driving home, I see a plane crash on the western horizon 
and an explosion on the eastern horizon. I sense my home 
town is “under attack.” I can’t decide whether to go 
home and use my “landline” or pull over and use my cell 
phone to call 911.  
 
Working on the dream, I came to feel that I was 
vulnerable to a possible crisis in which my ability 
to communicate would be a key element. I won-
dered about the duality of the attacks—one left and 
one right. Aware that dreaming of pairs often sig-
nifies meaning that has not yet come into aware-
ness, I wondered what might be “out there” that I 
was not cognizant of.  
 On April 17 I had another dream: 
 
After presiding over “early court,” I am seated next to a 
woman in uniform on “the shuttle train to late court.” I 
ask about her attire. She says, “I’m not in the service, I 
just came to court for the entertainment.” Among those 
waiting for me when the shuttle arrives is a man whose 
uncle was recently murdered. Inside the courthouse two 
familiar elderly women await me (one who’s been dead 
ten years and one who’s very much alive).  
 
Though I’d not worked on the April 17 dream, my 
curiosity was certainly piqued by the image of my-
self being shuttled between places of judgment.  
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 ☯ 
  

“Whoa, Death!” someone would pray, 
“Could you wait to call me another day?” 

 
ON APRIL 21, after church, I mowed and edged, then 
went down my steep back yard for some heavier 
work. After an hour or so of shoveling gravel and 
clearing debris, I suddenly felt light-headed and de-
cided to go inside. My feet wobbled and stumbled.  
 I sat down, feeling a dull pain through my 
chest. I tried to breathe deeply, but the discomfort 
cut me short. The various clues that had mounted 
since February 6 coalesced in my consciousness, and 
I knew what was happening. I thought of my cell 
phone and regretted not having it with me.  
 As I embraced the fear, I tried to divert a bur-
geoning sense of panic. I focused on getting in touch 
with people who would know what to do. That 

meant climbing the hill 
and getting into the 
house. After struggling 

up to the patio, I made it 
inside and announced 

loudly, “I’m having a heart 
attack,” and lay down on the 

kitchen floor.  
 My wife Susan bathed my 
head with cool water. My son 
Ted called 911. As incongruent as 

it felt, I said, “I smell like a 
goat. I wish I could take a 

bath before the rescue squad 
gets here.” Inwardly I was praying, “God, if this is a 
heart attack, help me accomplish your will. If it’s 
not, perhaps later you’ll let me know what the hell 
this is all about!”  
 Although aware of, and somewhat surprised by, 
my sense of harshness with the Almighty, I was be-
ing honest! And with the stress of answering medi-
cal questions (the EMTs had arrived and were ask-
ing me to rate my pain on a 1-10 scale), it was the 
best I could do. Silently, I prayed again: “God, if 
you’re responsible, thanks for not letting this hap-
pen last night in the Atlanta Airport.” I apologized 
to the EMTs for how awful I smelled.  
 In the ambulance, I reported no pain reduction 
after three hits of nitroglycerine. The EMT ad-
vanced my pain rating to 10, saying, “Now we can 
give you morphine.” I suggested endorphins pro-
duced by laughter as a painkiller and began singing 
“Hindsight” (by Tim Bays and David Kent): 
 

Well, there’s nothing like hindsight 
To put things in a different light.  
Everything seems so much clearer 
Looking in the rear-view mirror.  

 
While singing, I was aware of a sinister inner voice: 
“You fool! You could be dying and you’re singing a 
silly song!” Another voice replied: “Not singing 
won’t change the outcome. Better to sing than to 
curse.”  
 “How’s your pain now, sir?” The EMT was not 
interested in “Hindsight.” 
 “About the same.” 
 “We’ve given you enough morphine to knock 
out a cow.” 
 “Cool.” 
 

☯ 
 

O, Death, please consider my age.  
Please don't take me at this stage.  

 
BEFORE I COULD START A SECOND SONG, we were 
in the emergency room, a team of techs apprising 
me of all they knew: “Definitely a heart at-
tack...Cardiologist on her way.” Dr. Tena Murphy 
arrived shortly and explained: “Blockage...Angio-
plasty...Possible open-heart bypass...Surgeon on his 
way.” 
 I didn’t consciously compare my recent dreams 
to these events. But...my body was under attack in 
two arteries, one left and one right. A landline ver-
sus cell phone dilemma factored into the communi-
cations that got me to the hospital. A woman in 
uniform, Dr. Murphy, was having me shuttled from 
the ER to the OR, where a man, the surgeon, would 
be waiting.  
 The procedure took longer than projected. Two 
stents in the right artery restored blood to a chunk 
of heart that had been without, at which point I fi-
brillated. As another doctor later deadpanned, “You 
died.” 
 As I was being defibrillated (shocked with the 
“paddles”), my body convulsed, causing the catheter 
to tear a hole in my artery where none was in-
tended. Everyone hates it when that happens—but 
not as much as if I’d had no reaction at all.  
 What with the defibrillation and the need to let 
the torn artery heal, and with the two stents doing 
their job, the surgeon called it a day.  
 

☯ 
 

  



Summer-Fall 2002 20 The Rose 

 My wealth is all at your command 
If you will move your icy hand.  

  
SO WHAT DID IT MEAN that I had those dreams 
and outer experiences that seemed to prefigure this 
day? In 1951 Carl Jung spoke of three categories of 
synchronicity, his word for phenomenal coinci-
dences “where something other than the probability 
of chance is involved” (“On Synchronicity,” in The 
Portable Jung, Joseph Campbell, ed.). The most com-
mon category is the coincidence of a psychic, or in-
ner, state with an observable simultaneous outer 
event. E.g.: Someone on the phone mentions the 
Beatles just as you discover a beetle on your win-
dow sill.  
 A second type involves an inner state followed 
shortly by an outer event. E.g.: While picking up a 
newspaper to discard it, you are drawn to a picture 
of a female taxidermist; an hour later you meet a fe-
male taxidermist.  
 Jung’s third category is illustrated by my ex-
perience. An inner state corresponds somehow with 
an unknown future event: seeing Cotton, reliving 
his “indigestion,” receiving two conflicting “heart 
attack alone” items in one week, being involved in a 
911 call, dreaming of my hometown under attack—
and then having a heart attack in my back yard.  
 Jung saw synchronicity as “infinitely varied” in 
its phenomenology. Despite the absence of direct 
cause and effect, its corresponding events “form an 
element that is part of the scientific picture of the 
world,” demonstrating a “parallelism of time and 
meaning between psychic and psychophysical 
events.” Science cannot reduce this phenomenon to 
a common principle. Inward perceptions, within a 
meaningful time frame, may be represented by out-
side events, with no observable connection between 
them.  
 I’m not going to argue with Jung about this. 
Not anymore.  
 At 9:00 p.m., as I came to in the CCU, I saw my 
wife, my son, the Reverend Karen Akin of Second 
Presbyterian Church in Little Rock, and the Rever-
end Susan Sims-Smith of Little Rock’s Trinity 
Episcopal Cathedral. Well, I’m not dead, I thought. 
And, since I’m not bandaged up, I guess they didn’t crack 
my chest.  
 Dr. Murphy appeared, explained what I’d been 
through, and informed me that a blockage in my 
left descending coronary artery would be addressed 
by a subsequent angioplasty procedure later in the 
week. Splendid. Now, if you’ll let me get back to sleep.  

 My recollection is hazy, but all who were pre-
sent have confirmed that as Dr. Murphy excused 
herself, my wife spoke up to say that it had been a 
long day and that she had asked “the two best 
prayer leaders in the world to help us close it out.” 
Then she said to the pastors, “Would you lead us in 
prayer?”  
 My two favorite women of the cloth were po-
litely deferring to each other when I intoned, “Dear 
Lord, we thank you…” I was interrupted by their 
laughter—a spontaneous, healing laughter—through 
which they told me to be quiet and let the ministers 
pray.  
 And pray they did. I was grateful to be there to 
hear those prayers. And I went quickly back to 
sleep.  

 
☯ 

  
My head is warm, my feet are cold; 
Death is a-movin’ upon my soul. 

 
IN 1975, DAN VIA JR. ARGUED that comic narrative 
stems directly from a “fundamental life rhythm of 
upset and recovery,” which itself is an outgrowth of 
the Death and Resurrection archetype. Comedy 
op ens  the  do or  to  th e 
“indeterminate bundle of possi-
bilities for renewal and victory 
which that archetype con-
tains” (“The New Testament 
and the Comic Genre,” The 
Christian Century, Oct 15, 1975). 
 I believe him. Monday 
morning I laughed so hard when I 
heard the story of the previous night’s 
prayer session that I nearly fell out of bed. I slept 
through breakfast and by noon was really hungry. 
Tuesday morning someone from Food Service com-
mented to the nurse, “Three clean plates in a row? 
We don’t get many of those.”  
 On Tuesday the second angioplasty came off 
without a hitch, and on Wednesday I was dis-
charged. I was never happier to enter the front door 
of my house. I was even okay with my marching or-
ders from Dr. Murphy: Do nothing for a couple of 
weeks.  
 By the end of that first week, I began to feel a 
need to weep; my spirit of humor had held the high 
ground for long enough. Crying is difficult for me, 
has been since my childhood. I recognized the grief 
that had welled up within and knew a good cry 
would be helpful. But, as usual, I couldn’t conceive a 
plot to make it happen.  
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  A friend came by the following Monday. We 
didn’t discuss my need to cry. As an afterthought, 
he lent me a DVD, “Down from the Mountain.” I 
took it, unsure of what to expect, and put off the 
business of watching it.  
 On Thursday morning I dreamed: 
 
I am 100 feet off the ground on a circus platform. I drop 
something and need to go down and get it. I realize I am 
higher than intended. The wind is blowing.   
 A need to get down? “Down from the Moun-
tain?” I went to the den and watched the DVD—a 
documentary about the music from the movie O 
Brother, Where Art Thou? Near the end, as Ralph 
Stanley, an old-time bluegrass performer, sings an a 
capella rendition of “O Death,” my tear ducts burst 
open. Hearing Ralph wail out that stark lament, I 
began to weep aloud and continued through most of 
the song.  
 This experience was so cleansing that I cried 
more during the final two songs, “Angel Band” and 
“I’ll Fly Away,” both about the Resurrection side of 
Death. When it was over, I felt refreshed, renewed, 
alive again. Ready for another fifty years. 
 

☯ 
   

When I die, hallelujah, by and by, 
I’ll fly away! 
(“I’LL FLY AWAY” BY ALBERT E. BRUMLEY)  

YES, I’VE NOW HAD A BRUSH with the transforma-
tive archetype of Death and Resurrection, though 
the inner transformation toward which it pointed is 
far from complete. As might have been predicted, 
this descent into the depths was suffused with both 
tears and laughter, upset and recovery, and many 
other sets of opposites, all shaped from the material 
of an ordinary life by the great archetypal energies 
that accompany us on our journey.  
 After what I have been through, I am more con-
vinced than ever that the Divine communicates 
with us through dreams, intuition, and outer events. 
Themes and messages really do emerge into con-
sciousness from the collective unconscious. The 
only cost involved for tuning in to this dialogue is 
the payment of attention. 
 Was my heart attack presaged by dreams and 
synchronicity? Is it significant that I fibrillated 
(died)? Or that I was discharged from the hospital 
on the third day thereafter? I’ll let you be the judge. 
Whatever the ruling, it will not change my conclu-
sion that I was the direct beneficiary of the time 
and effort I have invested in learning to pay atten-
tion to potential meanings beneath the surface.  

       

Vic Fleming is a district court judge in Little Rock, Arkansas. An 
eight-year veteran of dream groups, Vic has tried to live out the 
messages he has discerned from his inner work. He shared some of 
that story in the last issue of The Rose. A few months later he got 
a chance to put a whole lot of his learning to the test, while many 
more lessons came piling in. In the midst of his recovery from what 
he now calls a “cardiac calamity,” he managed to find the balance 
to write pensively about his life events, with the hope that others 
might learn from his experience.  
 

 

 
 

 
Athens, GA     Virginia Carver    

©1997 Virginia Carver.  Reprinted from Dancing Toward the Divine, 2002  
 
Prompted by a dramatic shift in consciousness in 1985, Vir-
ginia Carver began to study Jungian psychology along with 
various approaches to spirituality.  Since then she has been 
slowly putting the pieces of her life experiences and pursuits 
into a personal mandala which is an on-going and promising 
mosaic-in-progress.  This endeavor has been a lonely one, but 
through dreamwork with Betty Shearer and Joyce Hudson’s 
Natural Spirituality course, she finally feels she has found 
like-minded spiritual seekers who share a language that now 
feels like her long-lost native tongue. 
 Her lifelong commitment to dance recently decreased when 
she retired from the Dance Department at the University of 
Georgia, leaving a creative void that is now filled with writing 
poetry, much of which is Jungian inspired, doing collage work, 
and occasionally offering workshops to free the “inner dancer.”  
The continued search for understanding the Self and revision-
ing her spirituality provide the foundations for her participa-
tion in church work, women’s groups, and nature.    

  Vic has been named Outstanding District Judge of the Year twice 
by his county bar association. He is a leader of a natural spirituality 
group at Second Presbyterian Church in Little Rock. 

Shadow-boxing in toxic waters 
 I grapple with weights 
  that threaten to drown me 
And gasp for the life 
 that will allow me 
  to float easily and joyfully 
   on the spiritual surface 
 buoyed up in the comfort 
  of the great undulating waves 
But only after I have 
  come to know 
 that unseen ballast which no longer 
  threatens 
   but steadies my course 
  balanced between heaven and hell. 

Little Rock, AR    Judge Vic Fleming 
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 PLANTING  
    THE SEEDS 

 
FOR MORE THAN A YEAR, the Rev. 
Canon Susan Sims-Smith has been 
working throughout the Diocese of Arkansas, and 
sometimes around the nation and the world, to enli-
ven the faith of those within the Church and to 
reach out to those who are unchurched. As that 
work has grown, it has taken on new life, and with 
that new life, the program she heads has a new 
name as well—Seed Work.  
 Susan describes her ministry as a way to give 
people practical tools for spiritual growth. As she 
likes to put it, “We plant the seeds, God waters and 
fertilizes them, and we all wait to see what will 
grow in our inner and outer lives as a result of the 
Seed Work.”   
 
Earlier versions of the articles on these two pages first appeared in the 
May 2002 issue of The Arkansas Episcopalian. 
 

Seed Work in Paris 
 
OVER THE WEEKEND of March 8 – 10, 2002, the Rev. 
Susan Sims-Smith, Canon for Special Ministries at 
Trinity Cathedral in Little Rock, Arkansas, con-
ducted a series of workshops and preached at the 
American Cathedral of the Holy Trinity in Paris, 
France. The three workshops she presented were: 
“Natural Spirituality”; “Dreams As a Way To 
Know Christ”; and “What is the Sacred Feminine?” 

This weekend 
event was origi-
nally scheduled 
for late September 
of last year, but 
was postponed 
after the events of 
September 11. 
  The American 
Cathedral was de-
scribed in the 
magazine The Liv-
ing Church (August 
2001): “The cathe-
dral, whose spire is 
the tallest in Paris 

at 280 feet, was consecrated at the same time as 
France’s gift to a young America, the Statue of Lib-
erty, November 25, 1886. It serves as the center for a 

geographically large diocese: France, 
Belgium, Germany, Italy, Switzer-
land.… 
 “Inside, the English Gothic 
revival building presents cool stone 
cloisters and steep steps. In the 
dim, long nave, the eye is caught 

by the flags of all the United States, hanging below 
the clerestory, and led back to the central west win-
dow with its figures representing the four corners of 
the earth.” 
  Also in The Living Church, the Very Rev. Ernie 
Hunt, dean of the cathedral, discussed the church’s 
community: “‘This is a very international congrega-
tion of English-speaking people from anywhere,’ he 
says. ‘We have great opportunities for diplomacy 
and international ecumenical relationships. Of 
course, the majority are Americans and this is the 
only cathedral [in Europe] with a personal ministry 
to Americans.’…The cathedral is, he says, ‘the pri-
mary spiritual support for Americans abroad, the 
proverbial home away from home…an outpost for 
American style hospitality.’ And the cathedral’s 
lighted tower shines above the Paris skyline, offer-
ing to all, English-speaking, Francophone, Chinese, 
‘through Christ, ways of dealing with a complex 
world and transcending it.’” It was as part of the 
cathedral’s spiritual support role that Dean Hunt 
invited Susan to teach this series of workshops.  
 All of the workshops were well attended. In ad-
dition, Susan preached on Sunday morning at the 
Choral Eucharist. Workshop participants were en-
thusiastic. Comments included, “wonderful week-
end experience,” “this weekend has been a life 
changing event,” and “let there be light!” 
  Dean Hunt has invited Susan to come back to 
teach and preach during the third week in Lent 2003. 
Additional book study groups and journey groups 
are expected to form at the Cathedral in Paris, and 
there are indications of interest throughout the rest 
of the Convocation of Western Europe.  

Little Rock, AR     Jim Dyke 
 
James T. Dyke divides his time between Arkansas, Florida, and 
Paris. A lawyer and businessman, he joined the Episcopal Church in 
law school and has been active for many years, serving as vestry-
man, warden, board member of the Episcopal Church Foundation, 
and member of the Council of the College of Preachers. Jim was one 
of the first EFM graduates. His principal parish is the Cathedral of 
the Holy Trinity, also known as the American Cathedral, in Paris. 
 
         A natural spirituality group was started in fall 2001 at the American 
Cathedral. 
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 More Seed Work  
    —In London 
 
IN MARCH, after finishing my work at the Ameri-
can Cathedral in Paris (see article by Jim Dyke), I 
went to England to conduct a workshop at St. James 
Church-Piccadilly in London. St. James is an his-
toric church, designed by Sir Christopher Wren and 
consecrated in 1684. The baptismal font, which 
stands at the back of the church and is sculpted 
from white marble with Biblical figures in bas-
relief, is one of the most beautiful I have ever seen. 
Poet and metaphysical artist William Blake was 
baptized at this font. Archbishop William Temple, 
Anglican theologian and author, was rector at St. 
James from 1914-1918. 
 Located in the heart of the city, St. James, like 
so many other churches, suffered a significant loss 
of membership in the 1960s, ‘70s, and ‘80s. The 
church of that time was described to me by a long-
term parishioner as “nearly empty.” About 12 years 
ago, under new leadership, the church underwent a 
far-reaching change in vision that included the offer 
of a wide range of spiritual tools and practices, an 
active effort to include those on the fringes of the 
church, and clear social outreach. St. James today is 
an active, lively, and bustling parish. A portion of 
its mission statement conveys a sense of the 
church’s innovative spirit: 
 
We understand ourselves to be called:  
P  to gather as a body which welcomes and celebrates hu-

man diversity – including spirituality, ethnicity, gen-
der, and sexual orientation 

P  to create a space where people of any faith or none can 
question and discover the sacred in life through open-
ness, struggle, laughter, and prayer 

P to a common commitment to be in solidarity with poor 
and marginalized people and to cherish Creation.  

We don’t manage it all the time, so we try again. 
 
 The centerpiece of the life of the church is, of 
course, Sunday worship with Eucharist and sermon. 
After the sermon a cordless microphone is passed 
around for a lively discussion. The altar is posi-
tioned so that communicants can approach it on all 
four sides to receive the Eucharist. 
 In addition to lively worship, the church pro-
vides a great number and variety of opportunities 
for spiritual growth, including a seven-day-a-week 
drop-in counseling service, available from 11 a.m. to 
7 p.m., staffed by trained volunteers who offer crisis 

listening, emotional support, and counseling, if 
needed. The church sponsors a monthly labyrinth 
walk, a monthly circle prayer dance, a Taize music 
service, a chakra breathing prayer class, a church 
action team on poverty, a day resource center for 
homeless young people (16 to 25 years old),  a seven-
day-a-week coffee house and restaurant, and more. 
In addition to the Sunday services mentioned 
above, the mid-week services include daily Morning 
Prayer or Silence and two mid-week Eucharists. On 
the Saturday I led my workshop, the New London 
Orchestra was rehearsing in the sanctuary for a con-
cert to be held that night. 

 I was impressed 
by the diversity of 
offerings, the activ-
ity level of mem-
bers, and the level 
of innovation that is 
taking place there 
within traditional 
Anglican liturgy 
and structure. 
 T h e  R e v . 

Charles Hedley, the rector of St. James, welcomed 
me, gave me a tour, and filled me in on the tone and 
flavor of the parish. He supported my work not 
only by giving me the opportunity to teach in this 
parish, but by attending the entire workshop that I 
offered. Later I met with local leaders who want to 
start a Natural Spirituality (J. R. Hudson, 2000) book 
study. 
 I learned much from the people of St. James 
about the possibilities of breathing new life into the 
institutional Church. It is my hope that they in turn 
learned something from the work we are doing in 
the Diocese of Arkansas. We have planted some 
seeds in their ground—tools for the inner life. They 
planted some in ours—new images of outer life in 
the institutional Church. We will wait and see what 
the Holy Spirit fertilizes and grows.  
 Little Rock, AR The Rev. Susan Sims-Smith 
 
Susan Sims-Smith is a follower of dreams, a student of metaphysics, 
a mother, a wife, a bicyclist, and a cook.  After 25 years as a 
Jungian-oriented psychotherapist, she is now an Episcopal priest.  
As the Canon for Special Ministries for the Diocese of Arkansas, she 
directs the Seed Work project, the focus of which is to offer to peo-
ple, near and far, practical tools for spiritual growth.  Her husband, 
Rick, is a psychiatrist, a potter, and a gardener.  Their daughter, 
Rose, is a sophomore in college.  The Smiths live on the banks of the 
Arkansas River in a house built from floor plans that came to Susan 
in a series of nighttime dreams.  And the river flows.…  
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Emmaus 
 
THIS MORNING’S GOSPEL READING is probably my 
favorite story in all of Scripture.  
 You may have noticed last week in our story 
about Thomas that many of those who encountered 
the risen Christ didn’t recognize him initially. This 
is the case with many of the stories in which the 
disciples encounter the resurrected Jesus: they are 
unable to recognize him—at least at first.    

This morning’s gospel is one of those stories.  
I believe that these early experiences of the 

risen Christ are not hugely different from our own. 
Like ours, the experiences of the disciples were real, 
but somewhat ambiguous; profound, and yet easily 
misunderstood. 

How is it that you can have the risen Christ in 
your midst and be completely oblivious, completely 
unaware? 

I believe the answer is to be found in the uni-
versal experience of “not being able to see the forest 
for the trees”—that is, the experience of being con-
fronted with so much of something that the details 
become fuzzy. We become completely oblivious.  

In this day and age, we are inundated with mar-
keting that seeks the next big way to capture our at-
tention and imagination, while the important things 
in life often merge into the ordinariness of “normal 
life” and have little chance of being noticed at all. 

The risen Christ is with us always.  
He journeys with us down each path we travel. 
He is with us at the heights of joy and celebra-

tion, and he is with us in the pits of terror and de-
spair. 

There is absolutely nowhere we can go and 
nothing we can do without being in the living pres-
ence of the risen Christ. 

But that’s the problem, isn’t it?  
That which is always and everywhere present 

quickly drops off our radar screen and becomes the 
“normal stuff” of everyday existence that we most 
often ignore. 

And so Christ walks with us on the road  
 or sits with us at the table  
  and we fail to recognize him. 
Our question then becomes, “How can we 

change our consciousness so that we become aware 
of Christ’s presence with us?”  

There is hope in today’s gospel. Two stages of 
awakening appear in this story.  

First, as the stories from the Scriptures are re-
counted and discussed, these two disciples feel their 
hearts burning within them. Holy heart-burn, so to 
speak. Something is stirring within them, knocking 
at the door of their consciousness, trying to break 
through to them.  

But at this point, it isn’t enough.  
Then comes stage two.  
Jesus takes bread, blesses it, and breaks it with 

them. And their eyes are opened. They are finally 
able to recognize the risen Christ at table with 
them. Suddenly in a flash 
it all becomes clear—  

God is all  
 and in all. 
When Christ’s presence is in all things, every-

where, the only way to reawaken our awareness and 
begin to see him is to reflect on our experience. In re-
flecting on our experience, we see how God is work-
ing in the mundane moments of our lives. Through 
attention to the Divine, we are able to come to that 
“aha!” moment that the disciples had in our gospel 
story. 

You see, in theory—because God is everywhere 
and in all things—there is no need to come here to 
Emmanuel Church to worship God. That might 
sound anathema at first, but because God is always 
with us, there is no need to set aside particular times 
to worship.  

However, the reality for most of us is that if we 
don’t take special care to give our attention to God, 
it is all too easy to remain oblivious to God’s pres-
ence in our lives. But the hope is that if we regularly 
take time to focus our attention on the presence of 
the risen Christ in particular Scriptures and particu-
lar bread, at a particular table, in a particular church, 
at a particular time, then we have a good chance of 
growing toward a level of consciousness that will al-
low us to recognize the presence of the risen Christ 

in all bread,  
in all matter,  
in all people,  
at all tables, 
in all places. 
That’s why our liturgy follows the contours of 

this story. The community of faith gathers. We 
bring with us the difficulties and fears of our lives, 
our dashed hopes and shattered dreams. The word is 
opened to us and our hearts begin to burn. We 
gather together around a table. We take bread, bless 

A Sermon 
Emmanuel  Episcopal Church 

Athens, Georgia 
April 14, 2002 
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 and break it. We see Christ offering himself to us. 
And we are sent out restored to share the news with 
others—Christ is risen. 

And yet even then, there is an ambiguity in our 
experience that is reflected in the story. These disci-
ples recognize the Christ, and then suddenly he es-
capes their vision—he’s gone.  

The same thing happens to us, time and again.  
Christ dances at the edge of our consciousness.  
Sometimes we are able to see, but often for only  

a brief moment in time. Something clicks for us, 
and we have that “aha!” moment. And then our per-
ception fails us again.  

But in that “aha!” moment, we are re-energized, 
transfigured, and bounced another step toward 
wholeness. And we’re reminded that we will need 
to break bread again, over and over, because our 
eyes are not yet able to see always and every-
where.…  

But in time they will, for Christ is risen!  
Athens, GA    The Rev. Sean Ferrell 

 
After six years in the southeastern United States, Sean Ferrell still 
calls himself a Midwesterner, even if he does occasionally say 
“y’all.” He also identifies himself as a happily married Gen X Epis-
copal priest who spends most of his waking hours working with col-
lege students. A few of those students are fond of calling him “the 
Cyber-Padre” for his love of technology and his use of computers, 
palm pilots, and various other tech toys. But for all the distractions, 
he lives for those life-giving “aha!” moments when theology meets 
everyday life. Sean is enjoying his third year as the Episcopal 
Chaplain at the University of Georgia. 

 
 
 

 
[Reflection] 

Baby Girls: A Mini-Series 
 
My life I’ve spent dreaming, first a haze, 
 now brilliantly clear. 
God has soothed my soul, certainty now replacing fear. 
My inner-journey’s purpose, confirmed, but never ending, 
 a labor of love, now near. 
 
This was written as a result of dreamwork on a series of 
“baby” dreams.  I have spent the last two years dreaming of 
having baby girls.  The dreams were at different stages of 
motherhood, some involving the actual birth process, some 
about nursing the newborn, but all the same theme. 
 Having been newly introduced to dreamwork, I went 
to work on my “mini-series.” I started to notice a parallel in 
what was happening to me in daily life—synchronicities. 

 When I was a child, any show of traditional feminine 
characteristics  (energy) was strongly discouraged by those 
around me.  Needless to say, as an adult woman I have op-
erated from my masculine energy most of the time.  The 
soul can be likened to a set of scales: when one side is heav-
ier, it is out of balance. 
 As I began my  soulwork, I started making a conscious 
effort to incorporate the feminine.  With this, my baby 
dreams stopped.  But they are not forgotten. Nor are the syn-
chronicities that accompanied my discovery of dreamwork.  

Little Rock, AR   Angie Cooper 
       
  
 
 
 

 
New books  

Martha Browning, Mgr. 
Christ Church Bookstore 

Little Rock, AR 
 
 
 
DREAM THEATRES OF THE SOUL 
Experiencing the Feminine Through Jungian Dream Work  
by Jean Benedict Raffa, Ed. D. 
 
Innisfree Press, Inc., 201 pp, $15.95. 
 
THE POWER AND MYSTERY of dreams…we’ve explored, 
analyzed, and embraced the strange and emotionally evoca-
tive scenarios played out in our unconscious minds during 
sleep.  The places, events, and people encountered seem to 
hold significant meaning, though at times it is elusive. And 
sometimes cognizance arrives only through association or a 
suggested emphasis as we explore the depths.  Sound famil-
iar?  Of course—that is what we are about.  This book is a 
fascinating exploration of the dream world, a helpful guide 
to understanding and achieving personal growth through 
dream interpretation. 
 I can hear you saying, “I don’t need another guide 
book.” But this book also nourishes the soul.  It is clear, di-
rect, and a real aid in assimilating the wisdom contained in 
dreams.  Although the focus is on women’s dreams and 
spiritual and psychological development, Dream Theatres of 
the Soul will speak to all of us at a certain level, both men 
and women. 

☯  
Be on the lookout for an upcoming publication, 
Dreamers, Mystics and Heavenly Priests, by Frances 
Flanery-Davis.   

 Martha is a member of the natural spirituality 
group at Christ Church in Little Rock. 

 Angie is a member of the natural spirituality program at Pulaski 
Heights Methodist Church in Little Rock. 
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What a Difference 
    a Year Makes 
 

 
IN MAY the natural spirituality dream/journey 
group at St. Augustine’s Episcopal Church in Mor-
row, Georgia, had its first birthday. A year had 
passed since we completed our study of the Natural 
Spirituality book (J. R. Hudson, 2000) and then took 
that next step of forming a permanent journey 
group. We dubbed ourselves the Dream Team. 
With a core membership of about 9 people, often in-
cluding our rector, Barry Griffin, we meet each 
week after Sunday services to share our dreams, 
synchronicities, and ourselves.  
 In this first year we have become a second fam-
ily to each other, a family where trust is paramount, 
where we share without judgment intimate parts of 
our psyches. This is not always easy and can be 
quite painful or frightening. For the group, it would 
be unthinkable to travel this path alone, without 
each others’ support. We have walked through a 
door into an unknown world, and we reach out to 
hold each other’s hand as we take baby-steps to ex-
plore it. It is a vast place we’ve stepped into and we 
are mere infants in this new realm. We have much, 
much more to learn, the potential for so much more 
growth. We are still struggling with the definition 
and application of shadow-work, anima/animus fig-
ures, archetypes. 

But the knowledge that we are only at the very 
formative beginning is not daunting in the least! On 
the contrary, it is exciting and challenging as we 
discuss expanding our exploration of our connection 
with the Divine through not only dreamwork, but 
through music, labyrinths, yoga, and the various 

other modalities available to us. 
 On the occasion of our first 
birthday, we asked ourselves, 
“What has our natural spiritu-
ality group meant to us as indi-
viduals, and what has it mean 
to our church?” 

The Dream Team members came up with vari-
ous comments. The overriding theme, however, the 

one that gives meaning to all the others, is that we 
are gaining awareness of—and developing an in-
tensely personal relationship with—not only our-
selves as individuals but also the Holy Spirit. If we 
gain nothing else from our experiences with the 
natural spirituality study course and with our jour-
ney group, this alone would be an immeasurable 
benefit. Because of this undertaking, we have 
changed, grown, and achieved some small insight 
into our relationship with ourselves, each other, and 
God. And all of these attributes—new awareness, 
relationship, change, growth, and insight—have, in 
turn, benefited our church and its congregation both 
directly and indirectly. 

As individuals, our lives have changed for the 
better on many levels. Outside the group setting, we 
find that our ways of perceiving have shifted because 
of our journey together. We react a little differently 
now. Believing that there are no coincidences, we 
look for (and surprisingly often find!) the deeper 
meaning in common events overlooked by many peo-
ple.…A song begins playing on the radio with words 
that speak directly to our state of mind and point us 
to the correct resolution.…We feel overwhelmed, 
then notice vapor trails in the sky that form a cross, 
and we know God is with us and feel comforted.…A 
simple dream, when caringly, 
thoughtfully probed reveals 
something of great portent to 
our lives.…A dream about lem-
ons and a girl named Becky, and 
the next day in the store some-
one is buying a dozen lemons and the cashier’s name 
is Becky. The ‘uninitiated’ would dismiss these 
things. We embrace them, recognize their impor-
tance, and eagerly share them with each other. 

Our impact on our parish family has been more 
subtle, but no less real. Outside the group, a non-
group member may mention an odd dream or coin-
cidence. Sometimes they seek out one of us and ask 
us what we think. Using what we’ve learned, we get 
them to ‘work through it’ themselves until they get 
that “aha!” moment where what they think is seen 
in a clearer light. In this and other subtle ways, we 
help interpret and, hopefully, stir interest in others 
to embark on the path we have found. 

Even for those who do not actively join us on 
our journey, we cannot help but feel that our pres-
ence alone—the fact that we represent a sprouting 
bud of fresh growth for St. Augustine’s—must be of 
some benefit to the parish as whole.

“We have walked through a door into an unknown 
world, and we reach out to hold each other’s hand 
as we take baby steps to explore it.” 
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  It is obviously difficult to define precisely what 
natural spirituality has meant to us. This may be 
partly because natural spirituality, like faith itself, is 
not a “thing” that can be measured and quantified.  
Rather, it is a way of living with awareness of all 
that it has taught us—and is still teaching us. While 
we may not be able to put our finger on it precisely, 
we do say with confidence that 
it has affected all of us. We 
could cite so many places in 
biblical history where God, Je-
sus, The Holy Spirit, an angel 
or angels have communicated 
with prophets and non-prophets alike via dreams, 
visions, signs (or coincidences), et cetera. Modern 
people, if they think about it at all, might ask the 
question, “Why has God stopped speaking to us?” 
Well, He hasn’t. We just stopped listening. We in 
our group are learning together to listen again. 

You cannot believe such a thing, cannot do such 
a thing, and remain unchanged. And you cannot be 
thus changed and not affect those around you. 
What that means to us, to St. Augustine’s, and to 
the world may simply be that a closer relationship—
in fact, a direct dialogue—with God is possible, has 
always been possible. We simply need to stop ask-
ing for it on our terms and pay attention to the wis-
dom we are already being given, have always been 
given.  

Morrow, GA   Deborah Barwise 
 
Deborah Barwise’s life has been a kaleidoscope of events, experi-
ences, and careers, the pattern of which is still delightfully shifting!  
While this evolution has at times been unsettling, it has all contrib-
uted to her growth, and she feels she is at last beginning to discern 
the pattern that has been part of “The Plan” for her from the begin-
ning.  
 If Deborah lived in a bubble, it would have a view of the 
ocean, be illuminated by candles, and she would pass the time knit-
ting, crocheting, woodworking, baking, cross-stitching, making and 
walking labyrinths, beading, sewing, gardening, and writing…. 
just for starters! 
 Lacking a bubble, she lives in Rex, Georgia, near a small wa-
terfall, lights candles when she remembers, fits her hobbies into 
what moments she can. She also spends a good part of her days be-
ing Parish Administrator at St. Augustine’s Episcopal Church and 
the rest of the time being wife to best friend and soul-mate, Fred. 
These last two have proven to be the most rewarding of all her en-
deavors to date, and she prays daily that she may continue in both 
for longer than she deserves.

 
 
 

 
Wispy, fragmentary images from the unconscious 
Blanket my mind in the twilight of moonlit night 
Like newly fallen snow. 
Symbols from the murky depths bubble 
Towards the soul’s surface 
Begging sight, sound, and discernment. 
Oft my little demons slyly sneak out unopposed. 
Better to deal with spirits 
From the dark recesses of dreams 
Before they raise their ghoulish heads toward dawn 
And devour you for breakfast! 
 

Little Rock, AR   Tina Bodiak 
 
 

 

 
Tina Bodiak was born Mary Elizabeth, but nurses present at her 
birth dubbed her "Tina" because she was "teeny." The only time 
she was called Mary was when she taught in Catholic schools. The 
nuns liked that name. Tina is a cradle Episcopalian and has been a 
member of St. Mark's Episcopal Church in Little Rock since 1953. 
Her father, Bill Willcox, was St. Mark’s first rector. 

Tina is currently enjoying retirement from the Little Rock pub-
lic schools after 27 years of teaching. She is an avid "dreamer" in a  
journey group initiated by the Rev. Canon Susan Sims-Smith at 
Trinity Episcopal Cathedral. This new practice of Jungian dream 
interpretation has helped her spiritual growth, amplifying and en-
hancing a Jungian Centerpoint course she took some years ago. Be-
sides writing poetry, Tina is working on a memoir of her life and 
her 30 year marriage to husband John for her grown sons, Michael 
and John Paul. A playful Beagle named Cooter is a constant com-
panion and sometimes the subject of her poetry. 

Do not be afraid…, for everything 
that is now covered will be uncov-
ered, and everything now hidden 
will be made clear. What I say to 
you in the dark, tell in the daylight; 
what you hear in whispers, pro-
claim from the housetops.   

Matt 10: 26–27 
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The Great-Grandmother’s Thread 

 
by Lauren Artress 

 
AS I SEARCHED FOR A WAY to describe what walk-
ing the labyrinth can mean, literally and metaphori-
cally, I remembered George Macdonald’s fairy tale 
The Princess and the Goblin. A young princess is sent 
away from her father’s kingdom, away from the 
world, to a castle of supposed safety. She begins to 
explore her new home and encounters an old 
woman spinning thread in the tower. The woman 
introduces herself as the princess’s great-
grandmother. She tells the princess that she has 
awaited her for years. In time, the great-
grandmother gives the princess a ring to which she 
attaches an invisible thread. This thread, the great-
grandmother tells the princess, will guide her 
through the challenges she meets in life. The child 
is disappointed in her gift because she cannot see 
the thread or the ball that it comes from, which re-
mains with the great-grandmother. 
 This fairy tale captures a glimpse of what it is 
like to walk a sacred path. By following an invisible 
thread we connect to the Source, to the Sacred. We 
can’t see it, and yet some deep part of us knows it is 
there. This innate awareness gives us solace and 
peace during stormy times. But it is difficult to find 
at first, even difficult to believe. 
 To walk a sacred path is to know and trust that 
there is guidance to help us live our lives on this 
planet. Guidance can come in many, many ways. It 
comes through synchronistic meetings, through be-
ing fully present in one moment of time, through 
informal ritual where one spoken word can break 
open a riddle that has stumped us for months. 
Guidance also comes through forms, patterns, and 
symbols that impart sacred meaning. “That is pre-
cisely the great dignity of the symbol, that 
it… leads from the truths of the physical order to 
those of the higher spiritual order” (J. J. Bachofen, 
Mutterrecht und Urreligion, Leipzig: Kroner, 1926. In 
Dora M. Kalff’s Sandplay, Boston: Sigo Press, 1980, 
p. 31). Not only are we welcome to participate in 
these patterns or processes, our life does not take on 
ultimate meaning until we do. To discover the 
thread is to realize that a loving presence or force 
behind the world urges us to risk our comfort and 
reach for meaning in our lives.   
 
© 1995 Lauren Artress  
FROM: Walking a Sacred Path: Rediscovering the Labyrinth as a Spiritual Tool 
(New York, NY: Riverhead Books), 1995, pp. 12–13.  

 
Discovering the Labyrinth 

 
 IN JANUARY 2002, the youth groups of Em-
manuel Episcopal Church, Athens, Georgia, went to 
Camp Mikell, located in the North Georgia Moun-
tains.  During our youth retreat we participated in a 
variety of activities. The most soothing of these was 
the labyrinth.  

 The labyrinth is a holy place. Our labyrinth had 
twelve stations, with each station winding to the 
center. Once we reached the center of the labyrinth, 
we wound our way back out. Only one person at a 
time was at each station.  
 Each station made me feel more peaceful be-
cause of the meditations and activities we would do 
as we walked the labyrinth. If you had something 
you were worried about or something you thought 
you were trying to let go of, once you got through 
the labyrinth that worry would be gone. If there 
were a troubling thought you had, you would feel 
better about it. 
 Although some labyrinths are round, ours was 
square. Our assistant rector, Mother Mandy Brady, 
our Christian education director, Ms. Sarah Fisher, 
and our leaders, Mr. Vince Howard and Mrs. Cath-
erine McKinney, made our labyrinth.  
 The labyrinth is one of the most soothing ex-
periences you will ever have.  

 Watkinsville, GA Trey Harden 
  

Trey Harden is 13 and attends Malcolm Bridge Middle School in 
Oconee County, GA. He reports that his best subjects are science and 
language arts. He loves to cook and play the saxophone. He also 
enjoys Boy Scouts and riding his bike. In the future, Trey hopes to 
become an Eagle Scout, and he aspires to be a doctor so that he can 
help people. Trey has been described by grownups as quiet, thought-
ful, and intelligent. 

 
 
 The Emmanuel youth were so taken by their labyrinth experience 
that they brought home their labyrinth “kit” and made it available to the 
parish for the afternoon of Palm Sunday, 2002. 

Book Excerpt 
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Faith and Dreams 
 
I RECENTLY HAD THE CLEAREST DREAM I have 
ever had about the essence of the masculine and 
feminine sides of our religious life. Though I have 
written an entire book on this subject, this dream 
was not a rehash of what I already understood. 
Dreams always bring something new, and what this 
dream brought to me was a highly clarified way of 
thinking about the two sides of human spirituality. 
It stripped them down to basics, reducing each to a 
single word denoting its most essential attribute. 
 Here is the dream: 
 
I was trying to explain the essence of spiritual life to 
some people in a church setting (Episcopal). “It consists 
of two parts,” I said. The people were interested in that–
they were listening. I especially noticed a woman priest 
with short, straight hair (a type, not someone I actually 
know). As I began this presentation, we were near the 
end of our session and almost out of time. 
 “One part is the life of faith,” I said, realizing at 
that moment that FAITH is the essence of the masculine 
side. 
 Yes, yes! They all agreed with that enthusiastically. 
The time for the session was ending. Very happy and sat-
isfied, they all got up to leave. They did not even notice 
that I had not yet had a chance to tell them about the sec-
ond part. Even the woman priest cared only about the 
faith side of our life with God. 
 I went out to where they were now standing about. 
“You didn’t hear the second part,” I said. They had to 
admit they had not, and so they gave me their half-
hearted attention. 
 “The second part is dreams,” I said. I had thought 
this through before saying it. I had sorted through all the 
various elements and expressions of the feminine side of 
spirituality and had realized that DREAMS were the es-
sence of the feminine side, as faith was of the masculine. 
 “To live a whole religious life,” I said, “you need to  
record and think about your dreams at least twice a week. 
Every day would be better, but twice a week is the mini-
mum.” I said this after thinking about it and knowing 
that church people in general could only be expected to re-
cord dreams twice a week.  
 
 The thoughts that came to me in this dream 
were not thoughts I had already had in waking life. 
Before this, for example, I did not know that faith is 
the essence of the masculine side of spirituality. 
Now I do know that, and I treasure the knowledge. 
Because of the dream, my own life of faith is 

strengthened. I also give more thought now to the 
basic truth of faith—to what it is, to how valuable it 
is, to the mystery of it, to the difficulty of attaining 
it, and to what the components of faith imply about 
the essence of the masculine principle. 
 By faith, I do not mean a firm belief in religious 
dogma. That is belief, not faith. Faith, as I under-
stand it, is a deeper, more intrinsic reality. At bot-
tom, it is a profound trust that one’s life is in God’s 
hands and that, come what may, everything will be 
all right. Come what may. As Dame Julian of Nor-
wich put it so powerfully: “All shall be well, and all 
shall be well, and all manner of things shall be 
well.” All manner of things. 
 Faith and dreams are different aspects of our life 
in the Spirit. Faith belongs primarily to waking life. 
As we face the never ending challenges that come 
with living through each day, faith steadies us. In 
the face of fear, depression, loneliness, anxiety, 
overwhelming responsibility, disappointment, pain, 
grief, anger, or any other of our many adversities, 
faith, when we can open to it, comes in on our side 
and stands down the darkness, making phantoms of 
the shadows and reminding us once again that God 
has us in His hands and that, whatever happens, all 
shall be well. No matter how much wisdom and 
new understanding we draw from our dreams, we 
still need faith to get through our days. 
 Faith, however, cannot fully support us if we do 
not avail ourselves of the individual teaching and 
guidance that God sends to us continually through 
dreams and other manifestations of the flow of life. 
This is the Living Water, the vibrant spiritual es-
sence hidden in the heart of each moment of our 
lives, whether we are awake or asleep. Without a vi-
tal link between faith and dreams, faith descends to 
the level of mere belief, and dreamwork degenerates 
into a quest for personal spiritual power. 
 Unfortunately, one of the clear messages in the 
dream is that while the main body of people in to-
day’s Church have great love and enthusiasm for 
the masculine side of religious life, they have little 
awareness of the feminine side and consequently 
little regard for it. The dream points out that this is 
as true of the women clergy as of the rest. Through 
its focus on the woman priest, the dream high-
lighted the particular confusion that is now wide-
spread in the Church about what it means to ac-
knowledge God’s feminine side. The idea that God 
is feminine as well as masculine has preceded the 
understanding of exactly what that means in terms 
of how we live our spiritual lives. As a result, the 

Editor’s window 
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 preponderance of effort to include the feminine has 
been concentrated in the masculine world of ideas 
and words. Without leaving the masculine realm, 
battles are fought over dogma and pronouns—and 
all the while dreams continue to go by unacknow-
ledged, synchronicities unnoticed, moods unana-
lyzed, and messages from the body unread. Yet it is 
precisely from these sources that Wisdom would 
teach us and lead us if we would listen to Her. She 
would guide us step by step to the realization, in hu-
man terms, of all those heavenly ideals that come to 
us from God’s masculine side. 
 When faith and dreams are joined in conscious-
ness, the two begin to work together in the most 
amazing way. This is nowhere more apparent than 
when a dream brings an explicit lesson about faith 
itself, saying in essence, “This is what faith is. 
Trust it.” My most notable dream of this kind came 
only a few nights after the dream I related above. I 
call it “My Dream of Faith”: 
 
 I was driving on a small country road and came to a 
place where the road crossed an embankment above a 
low-lying area of wild woods, perhaps an old river chan-
nel. The road curved and for some reason my attention 
dimmed, so that in taking the curve, I cut a little too 
short. As my wheels started going off the edge of the 
pavement, I knew immediately that the misalignment was 
too great to correct and that the car was going to go off 
the road and down the bank. 
 I thought of panicking or somehow fighting the ca-
lamity, but it came to me not to do that, but to just accept 
it in faith—as my father did his final illness—as a friend 
did when her car rolled and she, though not wearing a 
seatbelt, emerged unscathed. I thought of what she had 
told me about that event and let myself relax, feeling that 
I would have a chance of surviving even a terrible crash 
into trees if I could be relaxed in body and surrendered to 
God in spirit. I leaned my head against the steering wheel 
and closed my eyes. 
 The car began to fall. In my inner vision, on some-
thing like a television screen, I could see the many tree 
trunks, helter-skelter, in the woods through which I was 
falling. Then this image of random trees changed and or-
dered itself into a mandala-like pattern, the trees aligned 
like many spokes around a spacious, open center through 
which I was falling. It was pleasant. I felt just fine fal-
ling through such a God-centered pattern of trees, re-
laxed, unconcerned about what would happen on impact, 
leaving the outcome to God. 
 After a few moments, though, I began to tense up a 
bit, my mind going toward the impact, dread beginning to 

 
[Reflection] 
THE PEARL 
A Dream of Faith 
 
BETH HAD BEEN in the Surgical Intensive Care Unit 
for several weeks when it was decided that she 
needed another operation.  In the first surgery, a 
large, malignant tumor had been removed.  In the 
second, a filter was inserted.  She was intubated at 
that time, which made it necessary for her to com-
municate by writing feebly on a legal pad.  Often, 
her handwriting was illegible.  Therefore it was 
much later, and after she had left the hospital, that 
Beth told us the following dream, which she had 
during the second operation: 
 
I was free floating in an absolutely uncontrolled way 
in total blackness.  I knew that I had no power over 
my body. I was completely helpless, and it was terri-
fying. Then I saw the pearl (or maybe a grain of 
rice?) .  At the same instant I became aware that I 
was not “floating” out of control at all, for God’s 
hands were upholding me. And suddenly I under-
stood that God’s hands had always upheld and sup-
ported me, as they were now holding me up, and that 
they would always support and uphold me—
whether I lived or died. I was no longer afraid. 
 
 Beth said that when she awoke, she was no 
longer afraid to die.  On Good Friday, 1999, exactly 
a year after the day she was dismissed from the hos-
pital, Beth did die.  Of ovarian cancer.  She was 
thirty-three.  

 Winterville, GA    Agnes Parker 
 
Agnes Parker remembers the announcement in the Emmanuel 
Church newsletter when Joyce Hudson first offered to share 
with others what she had found to be a different way of see-
ing and perceiving life.  In Agnes’s mind the announcement 
was in large, bold type in a big box, though others claim it 
was just regular type and not in a box at all. Natural Spiri-
tuality began with Joyce’s class.  It has, to borrow Robert 
Frost’s phrase, “made all the difference” in Agnes’s life. 
 Agnes returned to her hometown of Athens when her 
husband Nat, an Episcopal priest, retired.  After his death  
she moved to nearby Winterville.  A retired teacher, she 
loves her house and yard, her children and grandchildren, 
and having lots of time to read. 
 
  

(continued on page 31) 

 Agnes is a leader of the Natural Spirituality Program at Em-
manuel Episcopal Church in Athens. 
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stir. With that, the beautiful, ordered pattern began to 
break up, and the trees became random again, the open 
center of safety disappearing. But I made myself concen-
trate and was able once again to relax. The beautiful pat-
tern with the open center came back. I knew I would be 
all right, no matter what hap-
pened—death, injury, no injury. I 
could accept anything, in God’s 
hands. 
 I woke up before coming to 
the bottom. I felt notably peace-
ful—evidence, perhaps, that I had 
truly relaxed.  
 
 This may be the most im-
portant dream I have ever 
had. Its influence on me has 
been profound. Every part of 
the dream contains a teaching 
about faith, but the most pow-
erful lesson of all was the un-
forgettable experience of seeing those random, 
crisscrossing tree trunks order themselves into a 
beautiful mandala with an open center of safety.  
What a picture of the underlying reality of life! 
Faith does more than put us in a calm state of mind. 
It actually constellates divine order in our world 
and gives us safe passage through it. Faith opens the 
Way. When faith lapses, the Way closes and chaos 
returns. 
 This dream has sensitized me to subtle onsets 
of chaos in my day-to-day existence—to an inner 
feeling of life becoming random and out of pattern, 
of anxiety rising and the Way closing. I now know 
what to do—or try to do—when this happens. Re-
membering the dream, I call upon myself to relax 
and surrender the outcome of whatever is 
going on, whether it be an unusual chal-
lenge or simply a routine day getting off 
track. When I am able to do this, the divine 
order of the world does indeed return, and 
the Way through it opens once again. 
 
NOTICE HOW THE CONVERSATION of 
faith deepens when the world of dreams is 
allowed to take part in it. Imagine what it 
would be like if all Christians everywhere 
began to write down and think about their 
dreams at least twice a week. Imagine the 
interesting conversations before and after 
Sunday services. Think of all the dream 
groups that would form within congrega-

tions so that people could have more time together 
to talk over what they were learning from their 
dreams—“journey groups” that would bond people 
together in love and shared wisdom. 
 The idea of all Christians everywhere taking 

out time twice a week to re-
cord their dreams and think 
about their meaning is admit-
tedly an unrealistic one. But 
what if half of them did it? If 
only a mere third would turn 
to their dreams, Christian life 
would undergo a significant 
revitalization in creativity, 
commitment, and love, which 
would rise to a higher level as 
so many people began to face 
and integrate their shadows.  
Sermons would become more 
interesting and liturgy more 

meaningful.  There would be no end to the im-
provement in our lives, just as there is no end to our 
dreams.  They keep coming, night after night, 
bringing ever new challenges for greater conscious-
ness as they try—and keep trying—to lead us to-
ward wholeness in God, whether we are paying at-
tention or not.  

Danielsville, GA     Joyce Rockwood Hudson 
 
Joyce Hudson has emerged from semi-retirement to take up the edi-
torship of The Rose, a task she enjoys immensely.  She also loves 
participating in a journey group at Emmanuel Church in Athens.  
The rest of her time is happily spent with her mostly retired anthro-
pology-professor husband and her always entirely retired dog and 
two cats.  
 

HUNDRED MONKEY ENROLLMENT 
 

To join the troop of a Hundred Monkeys who are willing 
to be called upon for financial support for THE ROSE 
up to an annual limit of $100, complete this card and 
mail it to: The Rose at Emmanuel Church, 498 Prince 
Ave, Athens, GA 30601.  Please enclose the Monkey 
assessment of $25 for the next issue.  (Make checks 
payable to: The Rose at Emmanuel Church.)  Couples may enroll as one Monkey.  
The names of the Hundred Monkeys will be kept confidential. 
 
 
Name(s) 
   
Address 

Monkey Card   
(See page 3 for details) 
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What Is Natural Spirituality?  
THE TERM NATURAL SPIRITUALITY refers to the 
teachings of the Holy Spirit that come to each indi-
vidual through the natural processes of life. In bib-
lical tradition, this realm of the Spirit is called Wis-
dom. Natural spirituality is also a tag for church 
programs consisting of one or more dream 
groups—or “journey groups”—supported by in-
troductory classes which teach the principles of 
Jungian psychology as tools for a deeper Christian 
journey.  
 Natural spirituality as a program was pio-
neered at Emmanuel Episcopal Church in Athens, 
Georgia. Joyce Rockwood Hudson was the initial 
teacher in that undertaking, and she eventually 
wrote a book, Natural Spirituality: Recovering the 
Wisdom Tradition in Christianity (JRH Publications, 
2000), which contains the contents of the intro-
ductory class and a description of the Emmanuel 
program. With the publication of this book, other 
churches have been able to start natural spiritual-
ity programs of their own, structuring their intro-
ductory classes as study groups centered on the 
book. 
 Natural spirituality programs are steadily 
spreading from church to church. The strongest 
geographical concentration so far is in Arkansas, 
where the Rev. Susan Sims-Smith, who holds a 
joint appointment with the Episcopal Diocese of 
Arkansas and Trinity Cathedral in Little Rock, 
works specifically to support parish programs of 
spiritual inner work, including dreamwork.  
P  Sources for the Natural Spirituality book: 
Amazon.com; BarnesandNoble.com; local 
bookstores (by special order); quantity dis-
counts: JRH Publications, (706)789-3400. 
 
P Often a journey group (dream group) is 
formed after a Natural Spirituality book 
study has been completed.  A packet of ma-
terials to help journey group leaders is avail-
able from Seed Works, P.O. Box 164668, 
Little Rock, AR 72216.  Enclose $5.00 per 
packet for printing and postage. 

Website Centerfold Supplement: 
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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 just beginning 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 THE ROSE know of their existence. Programs marked 
with an asterisk (*) are new to the list since the last issue of THE ROSE. 

 
 
 
 
ARKANSAS 
All Saints Episcopal Church, Russellville 
Christ Church (Episcopal), Little Rock 
*Christians-at-Large [contact : ( 501) 941-9401], Searcy   
First United Methodist Church, Little Rock 
*Holy Trinity Epis. Church, Hot Springs Village 
*Pulaski Heights United Meth. Church, Little Rock 
St. Frances’ Episcopal Church, Heber Springs 
St. James’ Episcopal Church, Eureka Springs 
St. John’s Episcopal Church, Fort Smith 
St. John’s Episcopal Church, Harrison 
*St. Luke’s Episcopal Church, North Little Rock 
St. Margaret’s Episcopal Church, Little Rock 
St. Mark’s Episcopal Church, Jonesboro 
St. Mark’s Episcopal Church, Little Rock 
St. Martin’s Univ. Center (Episcopal), Fayetteville 
St. Michael’s Episcopal Church, Little Rock 
St. Paul’s Episcopal Church, Fayetteville 
St. Peter’s Episcopal Church, Conway 
Second Presbyterian Church, Little Rock 
Trinity Cathedral (Episcopal), Little Rock 
Trinity Episcopal Church, Van Buren 
*Unitarian Universalist Church, Little Rock 
 
GEORGIA  
Emmanuel Episcopal Church, Athens 
*St. Anne’s Episcopal Church, Tifton 
St. Augustine’s Episcopal Church, Morrow 

St. Gregory the Great Episcopal Church, Athens 
Epis. Church of St. John and St. Mark, Albany 
St. Timothy’s Episcopal Church, Calhoun 
Cathedral of St. Philip (Episcopal), Atlanta   
 (presently inactive) 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
FLORIDA 
St. Simon’s Episcopal Church, Ft. Walton Beach 

Cokesbury Methodist Church, Pensacola 
 

ALABAMA  
Episcopal Church of the Nativity, Dothan 
 
KENTUCKY  
Christ Church Cathedral (Episcopal), Lexington  
 
MICHIGAN  
Grace Episcopal Church, Traverse City 
 
TENNESSEE  
*Idlewild Presbyterian Church, Memphis 
Otey Episcopal Church, Sewanee 
*Second Presbyterian Church, Nashville 
 
TEXAS  
St. Philip’s Episcopal Church, Palestine  
*St. Christopher’s Episcopal Church, Lubbock 
 
 
FRANCE  
American Cathedral of the Holy Trinity (Epis.),  Paris 
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 THE ROSE is free when mailed as single copies in its initial bulk 

mailing.  Postage for a single copy by regular mail, however, rises 
dramatically to $1.06.  To order a copy of this current issue, 
send $1—or three 37¢ stamps—to The Rose at Emmanuel 
Church, 498 Prince Ave., Athens, GA 30601.  For more than 
one copy, up to a maximum order of 50, add 50¢ per copy.   
If we run out of copies, we will return your payment.   

International orders: 1 copy, $5 / packets of 8 copies, $10 each  
 The next issue of THE ROSE will be out in late January or early 

February 2003.  If you would like a large number of copies to dis-
tribute to your group or congregation, place an order with us be-
fore we go to the printer—no later than December 31, 2002.  We 
will send you as many copies as you wish, for the cost of printing 

and shipping.  The expected cost is $1 per copy or 
less, depending on the size of the print run.  Please 

prepay $1 per copy with your order.  We will 
refund any overpayment after printing and ship-
ping have been completed.  Our mailing address 

is  above. Email:  rosewisdom@mindspring.com 

 
[Favorite Book] 
DREAMBODY 
The Body’s Role in Revealing the Self 
by Arnold Mindell 
 
Having long felt that my own journey toward individua-
tion began with a serious illness, I was particularly inter-
ested in this book.  In it, Jungian analyst Arnold Mindell 
explores the role of body awareness in individuation.  He 
shows how the unconscious speaks to us through body 
symptoms just as it does through dreams.  In signals such 
as hiccups, itches, fatigue, and illness the body’s wisdom is 
communicating a path to greater wholeness.  This book 
offers practical advice on how to listen and respond. 

Dover, AR    Catherine Crews 
 

 
 
P Journey Group Leaders Retreat  
Nov. 8–9, 2002.  Eureka Springs, AR.  A retreat for 
natural spirituality Journey Group leaders, led by 
the Rev. Susan Sims-Smith  See p. 16 for details. 
 
P Dreams: A Pathway to the Soul 
Feb. 7–9, 2003, Fort Smith, AR.  A retreat for every-
one, led by the Rev. Susan Sims-Smith. See p. 16 
for details. 
 
P Southeastern  Regional Gathering  
Mar. 1 / Feb. 28–Mar. 2, 2003. Toccoa, GA. 
A combination one-
day and weekend 
retreat for natural 
spirituality veterans 
an d inqu i re r s .  
S p o n s o r e d  b y 
natural spirituality 
Journey Groups in 
t h e  E p i s c o p a l 
Diocese of Atlanta.  See p. 17 for details. 
 
P Journey Into Wholeness Conferences 
All at Kanuga Conference Center, Hendersonville, NC  
 
Oct. 20–25, 2002.  Kanuga Fall Conference. Brewster 
Beach, Matthew Fox, Erica Meade, Barry Williams. 
(Joyce Hudson will present a workshop on dreamwork.) 
 
Dec. 6–9, 2002. Sacred Intuition: Embodied Wisdom 
and Dreams.  Paula Reeves, Barry Williams. 
 
Dec. 13-15, 2002. Introduction to Neo-Jungian and 
Structural Analysis.  Robert Moore.  
See web site for details: www.JourneyintoWholeness.org 
(828) 877-4809  / info@JourneyintoWholeness.org  Send us reviews of your favorite books. 

 


