Quarterly Hearth Letter
CONTENTS:
Click on the section heads
below to savor the full beauty
of this letter.
Listening into the cold white
silence of winter, we step
outside of time to HEAR
the wisdom of the old ones.
We come again to EARTH,
to the bone and ground of
our being.
Practicing the ART of invisibility, we are fully seen
by becoming tansparent.
Arising out of the eternal
Law of the North, where life
gives way to death and renewal promises possibility,
our HEARTS open.

Sharma Whitchurch created the blue
goddess that adorns our cover.
We thank Sarah, Peg, Kelly, Anne, Mary,
Maraiah, Drai, Amy, Sharma, Jim, Debbie,
Denise, and Madrone for their images;
and all our Hearth Letter contributors:
Sarah, Suzanne, Madrone, Anne, Debbie,
Mary, Kristina, Maraiah, Sharma, Patricia,
Peg, Aubrey, and Aspen; and Maraiah for
her excellent proofreading.
Thank you! Thank you!
Your timely submissions are welcome.
contact hearthletter@wwrl.org
for guidelines.
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2011 Gratitudes

It is not Joy
that brings us Gratitude...

It is Gratitude that brings us Joy.
-Brother David Steindl-Rast

Willow
Dreamfeather

B

eginning in 2006
with two years
as an anchor for the
Conflict Evolution
Council, Willow has
brought STEADFAST
PRESENCE and WISE
COMPASSIONATE
CLARITY to Red
Lodge. In 2008 and
again in 2009, she stepped up as Board Secretary
and began co-facilitating the Red Lodge Hoop in
Buckley/Enumclaw. She continued as an At Large
Member in 2010 and 2011. Willow has offered
workshops in Rattle and Drum-Making, created
craft tables at the Red Lodge East Gatherings to
make dreamweavers and corn husk dolls, and
written articles for the Hearth Letter.

Mariah
Winddancer

M

ariah’s determination to bring
JOY and PLAYFULNESS
to the board combined
with her IMPECCABLE
BEAUTY (inside and
out) and her COURAGE
and VULNERABILITY
made her an especially effective leader.
Mariah’s service to Red Lodge began in 2005 with the
Naming Committee that pooled input from community members and came up with choices for
naming Red Lodge. In 2006, she served on Program
Council, in 2007 she was Ad Hoc Long Dance Rep,
and in 2009 she stepped up to serve as an At Large
Board Member. The following year, Mariah became
Interim Chair and then this year served as Chair.

Share Praise and Appreciation
for Service at the Hearth
in gratitude to each of our retiring board members

I

n 2011, Carrie brought NEW ENERGY, a CANDO attitude and her own special way of DANCING IN BEAUTY when she joined the board after
participating in the Buckley/Enumclaw Hoop
since it was formed in 2008. She has enjoyed
sharing the role of leadership and admires the
dedication of so
many resourceful
women to the real
intention of Red
Lodge.

Carrie
Favro
Woman’s Way Red Lodge		

T

hrough the years, Susan’s DEDICATION and OPEN
HEART have made her a STRONG, GROUNDED
PRESENCE at the center of Red Lodge. Her level-headed
INTELLIGENCE and WILLINGNESS have been a strong
support to others on the board. Susan began on the
Sideby Support Team to the Red Lodge Working Group
2005 when Red Lodge
was first getting organized. She became
Treasurer for the
Interim Board in 2006
and also served on the
Abundance Council.
In 2007-08, Susan was
Board Treasurer and
returned in 2011 as our
AWESOME Secretary.
Susan
Starfeather
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Red Lodge Gratitudes for 2011
I would maintain that Thanks
are the highest form of thought;
and that Gratitude is happiness
doubled by wonder.
						~G.K. Chesterton
In beautiful Hearth Letters (SPRING, SUMMER, FALL and this WINTER issue), we have featured
writing, art and photos from 29 people!
Mary Shackelford, editor, Drai Bearwomyn
Kimber Godsey
Peg Hopkins
design and layout
Kristina Turner
Bonnie Lee Cleverdon
Aubrey Armes
Maraiah Lynn, proofreader Suzanne Lichau
Christine Stevens
Tonia Arehart
Carrie Favro
Terez Storm
Meghan Callaghan
Mariah Hoyt
Pam Tillson
Sage Abella
Kim Orte
Michelle Dubian
Willow Dreamfeather
NiCara Baldwin
Jared Akama Ondeiki
Anne Lohr
Sharma Whitchurch
Jim Burke
Toni McCullough
Debbie Fank
Madrone Schutten
Erin McCusker
Erika Kessenich

30 Announcements (events, drum circles, sweatlodges, fundraisers)
Kristina, Mary and Drai copywriting and design

3 Member Connection Newsletters from the Board
Launched new website!!! – Special thanks to designers and contributors:

Kristina Turner
Drai, Wild Redhead Design
Wild Sage Marketing
Mary Shackelford
Therese Charvet

Barbara Krulich
Sharma Whitchurch
Betty McNulty
Madrone Schutten
Willow Dreamfeather

East Gathering – Enumclaw/Buckley

WALK IN BEAUTY

South Gathering – Summer Solstice Drum Vigil at Burton Hill
Mystical Masquerade – intended to be a fundraiser – AND we had fun!
North Gathering and Annual Meeting – Tacoma
Woman’s Way Red Lodge		
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WWRL Fund Drive to help create the new Flagstaff Mother Drum

We raised $370; Willow created two drums as raffle prizes and WWRL donated $500 more.

Service projects:

Donated $360 to CEPACET in Kenya to buy seeds for Grassroots Mama Economic Empowerment,
a women’s farm project
Donated $50 seed grant money to support 3rd world women’s start-up businesses via KIVA
Enumclaw Hoop women shared a workday — planting and clearing debris at Federation Forest State Park
Initiated fund drive for Sahayatri Nepal and sent CD, postcards + gifts of sisterhood and solidarity

Ongoing Drum Circles

Vashon Drum Circle – thank you Vashon Intuitive Arts
Olympia Women’s Drum Circle – thank you Yoga Loft

Red Lodge Mother Drum

Imbolc and Giving Thanks Sweat Lodges
Mt. Rainier and Olympia for Spring Equinox Medicine Wheel
Mother Earth Day Drumming – Quartermaster Harbor
Flagstaff, AZ to witness/celebrate birth of Sacred Yellow Drum
Summer Solstice Drum Vigil at Burton Hill
Long Dance 2011 at Sahale
Fall Equinox drumming at Burton Hill Sweat Lodge
Turtle Women Rising – 4 day drumming for peace vigil in Olympia
11/11/11 dawn to dusk drumming at Burton Hill
Winter Solstice drumming at Burton Hill Sweat Lodge

Ceremonies

Grandmother Margaret’s Sacred Fire and Dinner – co-sponsored with Vashon Intuitive Arts
Joined with Long Dance firetenders to bridge fire energy from WWRL Summer Solstice Drumming to Long Dance
Sponsored 2nd Annual Flagstaff Bone Lodge Circles with Rhianne Teija New-Lahnd, Terez Storm & Judith Waidelich
Honored the birth of Sacred Yellow Drum in Flagstaff
Drumming Into The Seasons - winter solstice ceremony in Flagstaff

Weaving the Hoop

Plateau Hoop led by Willow McKean, Debbie Fank, Melanie Chinn
Flagstaff Hoop led by Madrone Schutten and Erin McKusker
Salt Lake City Hoop led by Betty McNulty and Robin Amador
3 Rivers Hoop (Vermont) led by Sharma Whitchurch
Hoop Facilitator conference calls – throughout the year

Sweat Lodges at Burton Hill
Imbolc Lodge
Giving Thanks Lodge

Woman’s Way Red Lodge		

Wombfire Lodge
Weekly Co-ed Lodges
Sweat Lodge Work Parties
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Mentoring

Sponsored Workshops

Sweat Lodge
Record Keeper
Hoop facilitator
Personal medicine
Mother Drum
Red Lodge Pipe

13 Moons Crone Journey - Kristina Turner

Red Lodge Booth
At Arts on the Ave, Tacoma

Produced Workshops

Hand-sewn Spirit Prayer Pieces - Anne Lohr & Kelly Brehan
Song Medicine Workshop - Christine Stevens

Volunteers to Thank!!!
East
Gathering:

Karen Bennet
Wanda Burkett
Laurie Soderholm
Joan Green Ferguson
Toni McCullough
Debbie Fank
Bonnie Cleverdon
Melanie Chinn
Willow Dreamfeather
Jade Weinbrecht
Carrie Favro
Anne Lohr
Mariah Hoyt

South
Gathering:
Jim Burke		
Nan Draper
Mary Shackelford
Susan Pitiger		
Larry Lawson		
Lori Kramer		
Carla DeKrona		
Susan Landau
Kristina Turner
Barbara Krulich
Jacqui Lown
Sarah Strafford
Amy Wolff
Sage Abella

Mystical
Masquerade:

North
Gathering &
Annual Meeting

Cathie Stone
Drai Bearwomyn
The Board
Mariah Hoyt
Mary Shackelford
Aubrey Armes
Lori Kramer & Paula
A Special Thank You to
Rathbun (gifts for
Kim Archer and her Band! Nepalese women)

Grandmother Margaret’s Sacred Fire and Dinner:

Aubrey Armes
Lorna Cunningham
Susan Pitiger
Janice Ray

Elise Morrill
Lisa Stuhley
Nan Draper
Kristina Turner

Dianna Ammon
Mary Shackelford
Jim Burke
Pam Tillson

Jolene Lamb
Odin Lonning
Emily Vogt
Kim Orte

New Member Greeter &
CD Order Fulfillment:

Website Home Page & Upcoming
Events Editor

Nan Draper

Patricia Menzies

Renewing Member Greeter:

Board Notebooks:

Grandma Alex Peterson

Woman’s Way Red Lodge		
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Care and Help with
Buffalo Heart

Gift-makers for Board
transition gifts

Mary Shackelford, drum keeper
Amy Wolff, Turtle Women Rising 2011
Paula Rathbun, Flagstaff trip
Barbara Krulich and Otter Woman
Lori Kramer
Susan Pitiger		
Nan Draper		
Kim Orte		
Sarah Strafford
Jim Burke			

Nikki Stone
Kristin Harvey
Cathie Stone
Anne Lohr
Debbie Fank
Mary Hettich
Kim Orte
Aubrey Armes
Kelly Brehan

Anne Lohr		
Jim Burke		
Leslie Chertok
Kim Orte		
Chris Graham

Burton Hill Sweat Lodge:

Emily Vogt		
Barbara Wells
Susan Landau
Mary Shackelford

Amy Wolff
Richard Jones
Jenn Reidel
Nan Draper

Paula Rathbun
Kristina Turner
Dana Schuerholz
Barbara Krulich

A Special Thank You to Our Donors in 2011:
WWRL Member/Subscriber Donations, YTD as of 11/30/11:
To our General Fund: $1405
To Women’s Leadership Fund: $125
Woman’s Way Long Dance Donation to Red Lodge: $1200
Joe & Aubrey Armes donation to CEPACET farming project
Wild Sage Marketing in-kind exchange of website services for 3 years of membership in Red Lodge

Thank You!
ALL THIS IS MADE POSSIBLE BY
YOUR LOVE, LEADERSHIP,
COLLABORATION, TIME,
ENERGY, VISIONS,
AND CONTRIBUTIONS!
Woman’s Way Red Lodge		
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Red Lodge in my life

W

hen I think about Red Lodge my mind is instantly transported back to my first Long Dance in 2006 when the
invitations for the ‘Birthing of Red Lodge’ circulated through
the circle of women. Wow - that was something! Everything
about our work with the divine feminine, the beauty way,
and blood mysteries was both new to me because I had just
found my tribe and yet it was all very old because this medicine was already inextricably linked to the fabric of my life.
At that time Red Lodge offered an answer to the question, “I
have gone to Long Dance; now what?” Red Lodge continued to
hold space for deep explorations and opportunities to witness
how other women chose to cultivate sacred practice into their
daily lives. I helped tend the fire for the Giving Thanks Lodge
at Burton Hill that year, and while Kim and Kendra held the
women inside, I had the honor of helping to hold the outside
of that powerful lodge. Initially I just thought I was showing up
to help shoulder the work, but what I was really showing up for
was to help facilitate something larger than myself. From that moment forward, I began to more clearly understand the precious gift that Red Lodge offers all of us.
Over time Red Lodge shifted from holding space for me, to me holding space for Red Lodge. Participating
in the creation of Buffalo Heart, I got to intimately experience how Red Lodge called out to both men and
women. My partner, Daymon, was called in to create the stand to support Buffalo Heart, and I was called in
to create her medicine bag. Together we wove the medicine that came through us, knowing that this union
of energies through Red Lodge would go out into the world on the heartbeat of Buffalo Heart.
In 2010 I found myself tending fire for the Giving Thanks Lodge at Burton Hill. Claire was waterpourer,
and Mary held the rhythmic beat of Buffalo Heart (the Red Lodge community drum). I remember looking around and knowing that I was there because Red Lodge asked me to show up in my life years ago.
Through continued deep listening I have found so many spaces for me to be my authentic self within the
powerful circle of women extending far behind me and far into the future.
There is a vibrancy and sweetness about the work of Red Lodge that calls to places within me whether I
have the chance to participate in events or I am just sending prayers of gratitude to the women who continue to directly tend the flame of her hearth.
Today, as I sit on an island in the Pacific, I feel my connection to Red Lodge as strongly as I did when I got
to be a part of that circle of women celebrating in Gorst on that chilly Fall day in 2006. Now it is my turn
to gather the threads of women and men in my new community and look toward a time when I can call in
the power of a hoop supported by both of those energies. Now it is my turn to send off this message and
let each of you know how profoundly the heart of Red Lodge moves me.
Mahalo for your service! Sarah Strafford
Woman’s Way Red Lodge		
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Thank You for Joining Us
18 New Members!
Kathleen Kinkead
Amy Wolff
Sharma Whitchurch
Robin Amador
Bee Valvo

Christine Lynn
Signe Nelson
Kelly Morrison
Janis Baker

Ritz Wood
Drai Turner
Melissa Ward
Christian Kolesar

Marianne Meier Grasselli
Ritz Wood
Marcy Starfeather
Sarah Strafford
Cynthia Cameli

And Thank You for Sustaining
Red Lodge
43 Members Renewed in 2011!
Mary Shackelford
Ruth Raven Rogers
Peg Hopkins
Susan Landau
Debbie Fank
Bobbi Edwards
Pam Tillson
Connor Sauer
Kathleen Graf
Marsha Cook
Barbara Krulich
Kim Orte

Kendra Thornbury
Grandma Billie SockWomyn & Melvin
Patricia Menzies
Mariah Wind Dancer
Meripat Spalding
Sacred Groves/Therese
Charvet
Sandra Locklear
Willow McKean
Kristina Turner
Wild Sage Marketing

Woman’s Way Red Lodge		

Norleen Overman
Lori Kramer
Gerry Ahrens (G’mother
Snakeroot)
Madrone (Julie) Schutten
James Burke
J Brooks
Elizabeth McNulty
Polly Kay Taylor
Sage Abella
Lori A. Boess
School of Essential Oils

							

Leslie Kay Norman
Catherine Stone
Jade (Julie) Weinbrecht
Goodenough Community
Alex Peterson
Aubrey Armes
Resha Sabre
WoMN
Toni McCullough
Terez Storm
Center for Partnership &
Civic Engagement Trust
www.wwrl.org
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Red Lodge Hearth Letter: HEAR

Winter 2011 Issue 12

The quiescence of being present
by Sarah Strafford

I

n Traditional Chinese Medicine the black and white symbol of yin (black/
dark) and yang (light/white), called the Taiji, represents the turning of
dark into light and light into dark. It also represents the wholeness when
both dynamics are merged into one complete entity. There is movement as
one turns into the other and stillness when two become one.

HEAR

For the past three years, I have been intimately engaged in the mechanics
of how this symbol is a blueprint for energetic healing as well as a roadmap
for understanding the unique processes of disease and health as they manifest within the body. Learning to sit with these forces within my own body
has offered me an opportunity to release myself from the duality of black
and white thinking and in its place to consciously embrace the quiescence
of being present to each moment.

The stillness in between
New members		
Celebrating Solstice Mystery
Pagan drummers
Start a new Hoop?
9-month Hoop journey
KISS for 2012		
Imbolc Sweat Lodge
2011 financial summary

According to the movements of yin and yang, as one fills up to reach its
highest point, the other is waiting to receive it before continuing its own
journey along the flow of energy. The time of turning over between light
and dark is still for the moment where each greets the other, and then the
journey continues. Darkness is more than a backdrop to the light of our life.
--- MORE
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Lightness and darkness are dynamics of consciousness wherein our own being reflects back to us just
how empty we really are and how much possibility
lies within. Each of us has the capacity to cultivate
practices in our lives where we can attune ourselves to the moment of greeting the energies that
move through us and, within that, align ourselves
more fully to the universal flow.
For me, the experience of being present to each moment is like greeting a friend every step of my journey. Sometimes that greeting is just to acknowledge
where I am on the path, and at other times that
greeting is the full embrace of setting a new goal.
I am sharing these thoughts with you now because I have experienced how overwhelming transitions can be and
how easy it is to get stuck when you think that there is only a choice between light and dark. And rather than
choosing between being a light or offering to sit in the darkness with you, I offer the unification of both by sharing
another perspective of how the wheel turning on the outside is a reflection of the wheel turning within.
As Winter Solstice approaches its threshold within the change of seasons, I honor how the ancestors revealed to
us this magnificent place where we can choose to be still and greet the coming of the moment when dark turns
over to light. May the flow of that moment continue to stretch its roots deeply into the fabric of our daily practices and may each of you receive the blessing of being present to a life where each moment is like greeting a friend.

We appreciate your support!
We send out a heartfelt welcome to
our four new Lodge Sisters
hailing from Flagstaff, AZ, Mountlake Terrace,
WA, Edmonds, WA and Olympia, WA!
We are very happy to welcome new

Support Circle members
from Switzerland, Flagstaff, AZ
and Los Angeles, CA!

Your membership nurtures Red Lodge.
Click here to join.
Woman’s Way Red Lodge		

Click here to renew.

Click here to donate.
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Celebrating the mystery of Solstice
by Maraiah Lynn Nadeau

I

always loved the December holidays. But I’m not Christian, or Jewish. What’s a holiday-loving pagan
to do? What I came up with has turned into a detailed annual ritual, much cherished by my circle of
women friends. I welcome you to enjoy your own version of this -- or mine.
If not Christmas, then what? The Solstice, coming as it does around December 21, is a natural. But what
to do? Others recommended celebrating The Return of the Sun, a festival of light. The Sun is Back, ta da!
Nope: no sun in sight. Looking outside, I see dark and cold. What light there is, is a matter of faith: faith that
the light will return, as day follows night, and spring and summer will follow winter. But not yet. It will likely
be Imbolc, early February, before we so much as see green sprouts peeking up. For now, it’s dark.
What’s going on now is Mystery. And that’s what I celebrate. Just as roots and seeds and bulbs are silently
going about their process out of sight, under the cold dark ground, so are our lives. The design of what
will be is unfolding, often beyond our knowing, until that right time when it will appear and be known.
Until then, we can only hold faith that, after dark times, things often do resolve, do get better.
In the sometimes stressful waiting time, we seek out the comfort of friends, and reminders that life does
go on, even in Winter. So on the night of Winter Solstice I set up my upstairs bedroom like a cozy cave. The
room is draped with black shawls, the mirrors, door and windows covered. In a circle around the low round
altar table are chairs, each covered with blankets or sheepskins, and shawls in which to bundle up. Our “fire”
is the circular altar table in the center, ringed with cedar and votive candles. In the middle of the altar is a
little goddess statue, facing the North side of the altar circle, with its array of stone and bone, its image of
moonlit Crone, decked with evergreens and holly berries, their red symbolizing life. (Holle, or Hel, is appropriately a goddess of the underworld.)

The center goddess and candle sits on a broad
bowl of earth, in which paperwhite narcissus
bulbs lie buried. The window was open all
afternoon, so the air in the room is cool and
crisp, in contrast to the warmth of the candles.
We gather in the downstairs living room
around 4:30 PM, enjoying hot cider and light
snacks, till all the participants have arrived.
Then we follow a drummer through the
dark hallway, lined with flickering tall novena candles, up the stairs, along a path of
candles, and through the draped doorway,
into the “cave.” We snuggle into our woolies
in the circle of chairs.
--- MORE
Woman’s Way Red Lodge		
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--- CONTINUED FROM PREVIOUS PAGE

Each woman speaks her name and
what she brings to our circle. “I am
Maraiah, daughter of Lois, and I bring
friendship. I give you my hand. “ With
that, the circle is cast. Directions are
called in, an introduction is made,
and we share memories and reflections of each season in turn: Spring,
Summer, Fall, and Winter. Sometimes
the sharings are stories that make us
laugh. Sometimes a poem or song
is offered. If the sharing is long, we
may pass around a basket of juicy
satsuma tangerines.
The bowl of earth is then passed
from person to person. Bowl in
hand, we each speak of something
that’s a mystery now in our life. Oh, never a shortage of topics! Love, health, parents, children, money,
work...When the bowl has gone all around, it goes back in the center, all the candles in the room are blown
out, and we meditate in the dark.
A bell brings us back. Some of the altar candles are re-lit so we can see. A box of slim candles is passed,
and we each take one. In turn, we light a candle and put it in the central bowl of earth, sharing a hope,
an intention, or a wish. With our intentions lighting up the circle, we complete our ritual, perhaps with
another song, close the directions, and open the circle.
Lights go on, and we go downstairs to eat. My decorated tree gets lit, food is laid out and conversations
sparkle. The delicious centerpiece of the feast is a big platter of roasted root vegetables that grew in the
dark under ground: onions, garlic, carrots, parsnips, beets, potatoes, and yams. (I bake them slowly for
hours, under foil, with a spray of rosemary, some olive oil, and sweet red pepper for its color.)
At parting time, everyone gets one of the narcissus bulbs to take home and watch grow. One year at the
end of the ceremony, I reached for the bowl of earth, to take it downstairs with us, and stopped in surprise: several of the buried bulbs had broken the surface with their sprouts! Through the cold days of
January, our windowsill narcissus reminds us of the warm company in our Solstice circle, and the promise
of Springtime.
However you celebrate Solstice, I wish you patience, faith and warmth, inside and out.

Woman’s Way Red Lodge		
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Music by: Katherine Kennicott Davis (1941)
Lyrics adapted by: Northern Arizona Drumming
into the Seasons Council (2011)

Little Pagan Drummers

“Carol of
Drum”
Arr.the
by: Kevin
Austin (2011)

Music by Katherine Kennicott Davis (1941)						
Arranged by Keven Austin (2011)
Lyrics adapted by Northern Arizona Drumming into the Seasons Council (2011)
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Weaving the Hoop That Connects
Hoop Facilitator feedback:
“I have HUGE gratitude for my experience being supported and
inspired by the phone calls with Mary and Kristina. I felt trusted and
guided in the best way possible. I have enormous gratitude that women who have never met me would support me in such an undertaking
as creating my own hoop thousands of miles across the country. . . .I
am grateful to the women who chose to commit to walk our paths together for 9 months.” - Sharma Whitchurch, 3 Rivers Hoop, Vermont

What Hoop Sisters say about this program:
“I have spent so long searching for the divine in other place/people/
organizations. WWRL has helped me access the sacred within myself,
to cherish and learn from every day.”
“What I appreciated most about Weaving the Hoop is learning how to
incorporate rituals that celebrate the sacred feminine into my own life.
I now feel at ease organizing small ceremonies for myself and friends.”
“As a newcomer to the community, this hoop gave me the chance to
connect with a wonderful and beautiful group of women and to learn
the spirit of the community.”
“I learned to let go of my inhibitions and to trust – things I needed to
learn. To know I could be me!”
“Our hoop has brought together women from the community who are
like-minded but wouldn’t have met otherwise. There is now a central
‘space’ for meeting together.”
“I loved the difference in ages – the diversity.”

Is 2012 the fertile year...

when you will call together a spirited, intergenerational circle of women in your community? Heartfelt
relationships grow organically within
a circle of women who meet once
a month to share simple, deeply
meaningful ceremony together.

Weaving the Hoop That
Connects is a Red Lodge service

project that walks with you for nine
months, as you step out to facilitate
a Red Lodge woman’s hoop in your
town. Free to Red Lodge members,
our beautiful, user-friendly e-book
guides you step-by-step as women
come together in your circle to:
• Share from the heart
• Explore woman’s way mentoring
• Sing and drum together
• Create personal healing ceremony
• Deeply tend your lives
• Grow new roots, to sustain community

“What I learned about myself in hoop is that I am not alone.”
“I learned to continue trusting myself and my intuition. It was a good mix of people who didn’t know each other before.”

!
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Join with Handbook authors Mary G.L. Shackelford and Kristina Turner
and ongoing hoop facilitators on a conference call to learn
how to start a hoop in your community:

Red Lodge Hoops in 2012 – conference call
Thursday, January 12 at 6 PM (PST)

To order your FREE copy of Weaving the Hoop Handbook (available to Red Lodge members)
and to sign up for the conference call, contact
weavinghoops@wwrl.org
Woman’s Way Red Lodge		
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Three Rivers Hoop:

A 9-month journey into the sacred feminine
by Sharma Whitchurch

N

ine months ago, I heard the call to organize a Woman’s
Way Hoop in northern Vermont. With the support of Mary,
Kristina and Madrone, I sent the call out to my small community.
I asked for women to commit to sit in circle together to tend
to their inner lives for nine months. Women of all ages and life
stages responded: a young teen, a new mother, women in their
middle years with children young and grown, and women of
wisdom in their sixties. Many of us had never met each other.
We prepared to meet monthly.
I set deep intentions for our small hoop. I wanted to create a
safe, sacred space for women to explore spiritual expression and
healing, connect with each other and the earth, and to delve
into the sacred feminine.
During our first hoop gatherings in March and April I felt quiet and
watchful, trying to remember everyone’s names. We drummed along with the MoonSongs for the Goddess Soul.
The singing voices of women I had not yet met supported me as I stretched and grew in my role as hoop facilitator. I felt connected to my center, the other women, the land and the water that formed our place on earth. We
became Three Rivers Hoop. As we evolved, our time together became more powerful. Women opened up to
each other. Our ceremonies moved us out of the ordinary and into the sacred. I came to a deeper understanding
of myself and the sacred feminine.
In the midst of the summer, I had the great honor and blessing of traveling across the country to my first Long
Dance. Surrounded by more than sixty beautiful women in Sahale, my spirit was nurtured through the transformative experiences of maiden ceremony, purification, and Long Night. Returning home, I brought the essence of Long Dance back to my hoop.
In spring we had planted the seeds of our longings. Over the summer our seeds grew deep roots and green
life sprouted. This autumn we are harvesting the fruits of our well tended inner lives. In November, two hoop
sisters stepped forward to facilitate ceremonies. Women felt safe and protected as we created a luminous orb
of light with large feathers. We sat in circle and said silent prayers for each other. We crouched and stood in
support of each other as each sister found a way to overcome a challenge inside their heart through the transformative power of speaking a single word. Women carried away their sisters’ prayers for each other, tied in
spider web yarn, tucked in their medicine pouches.
Our final hoop births us into the stillness of winter. In the northern forest, winter is a good time to rest. Long
nights and overcast days will turn us inward. During the next three months women will integrate all that we
have experienced in Three Rivers Hoop, as we dream of a new beginning in the spring.
Woman’s Way Red Lodge		
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KISS for 2012: Keep it simple sweetie!
by Mary G.L. Shackelford

W

omen came from Port Angeles and Olympia and Bainbridge Island. Women sent greetings from Oklahoma and Arizona and Vermont and Hawaii. And we heard about a new member from Switzerland who’s
requesting the Weaving the Hoop Handbook! Yes, the energy was pretty darned inspiring at the Red Lodge
North Gathering when we came together for our Annual Meeting in Tacoma on December 3.
The morning was spent in gratitudes and appreciations, and we about knocked our own socks off as we honored all the people who’ve supported Red Lodge this year! Not to mention all the various events, ceremonies
and activities we’ve enjoyed sharing. Just look through the Gratitude Pages in this Hearth Letter! It’s amazing
what Red Lodge does and how many people are involved in doing it!
A large part of our Nurturing Our Selves and Red Lodge day was spent quietly sharing creative activities as we
connected with each other. We made soul-collages to explore our personal relationship to Red Lodge. Willow
offered 3-card Tarot readings. We made bracelets to send to the women of Sahayatri Nepal as a gesture of sisterhood and courage, and we jump-started our new Red Lodge fund drive with $155 in donations to empower,
educate and support women’s rights in rural Nepal.
Then we circled up to share visions for 2012. As the incoming chair, I enthusiastically advocate KISS - Kristina’s
mantra for 2012: Keep It Simple Sweetie! If it feels like pulling teeth, let’s not do it. And, if we want Red Lodge
to keep going, we’re going to have to address our difficulty filling leadership positions. I’m wondering if it’s
time to hire an administrative assistant.
As I considered stepping up again as chair for 2012, I thought back over all the different Red Lodge activities
I’m involved in, and I realized I’ve been having a really good time. A REALLY GREAT TIME! 2011 was one of the
best years yet. That’s what inspired me to step up again.
And I realized that some of the richness I’ve been experiencing is because we have been weaving Red Lodge
and Long Dance connections more intentionally, creating opportunities for the mentoring and the year-round
--- MORE

Imbolc Lodge
Saturday, February 4, 10 AM
Burton Hill, Vashon Island
Bobbi Rain Bear, waterpourer
Open to all women.
Contact sweatlodge@wwrl.org
for more information.
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deepening as we explore, learn and practice spirit wisdom and medicine ways together. These were some of
the original desires when we started Red Lodge. It seems that a doorway has opened.
So, sharing my vision for 2012, I wonder if we can be more intentional about using Red Lodge ceremonies to
prepare women for Long Dance roles. Perhaps there will be Red Lodge occasions when we can invite women
who have Long Dance roles to participate in Red Lodge ceremonies. Maybe we can reach out to 2012 Long
Dance facilitators and invite them to dream about how Red Lodge might support women stepping into
Long Dance service this year. I’d like us to consider how to re-invigorate the Long Dance Rep position on the
Board. And, if it’s timely, maybe Red Lodge can invite the Red Thread Council to participate in weaving these
connections and help us brainstorm about how to address Red Lodge leadership needs.
At the meeting, I shared these ideas, and we had a great, free-ranging discussion, some brainstorming, women
offering new ideas. And then we all got to PLAY THE BOARD GAME. $10,000 in Womb Dollars (with the motto
“In Co-Creativity We Trust”) were distributed.
Each woman got $600, representing units of time/energy/enthusiasm and money to “spend” as she pretended
to play board member for 2012. And here’s how we spent our Womb Dollars at the North Gathering:
Support for Drum Circles
200			
Medicine Wheel Gatherings 400
Fundraising 			
500			
Support for Sweat Lodge
700
Support for Hoops		
700			
Send Buffalo Heart to DC vigil 700
			
Create WWRL Membership drive			
800
			
Offer more WWRL Workshops			
900
			
Hire an Independent Contractor/Admin Assistant 1100
			
Support more WWRL Service Projects
1300
			
Support Mentoring in Relationship to Long Dance 1600
In addition to the above ideas funded by our play dollars, there were several write-in ideas: network with likeminded organizations – join forces; serve/support/educate single moms who need help; money or service to a
Native American women’s organization; art auction, with art from Red Lodge and Long Dance women.
How do YOU want to spend money and energy this coming year in Red Lodge? We’ll be sending out a survey
after the first of the year. We’d like to have your ideas before the Board Retreat in late January.

T

2011 Financial Summary

en thousand thank yous to our HONORED TREASURER, Cathie Stone - also known as ASPEN, for
keeping our financial records and handling all the work of paying bills, filing taxes and other reports, and keeping our Red Lodge and Long Dance accounts in order. At our Annual Meeting, noting
that we invested some savings into Red Lodge this year to develop the new website, Aspen reported
that our 2011 deficit was less than budgeted. After Lori Kramer delivered a $1200 donation gift from
Long Dance, the deficit decreased even more! Incoming Chair Mary Shackelford commented that as
an organization, we spend our money very conservatively!

		
BUDGETED/ACTUAL INCOME		
BUDGETED/ACTUAL EXPENSES
				$6660/$6282 				$9035/$6638
				
ESTIMATED CASH ASSETS GOING INTO 2012: $7400
Woman’s Way Red Lodge		
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Put the fat cats on a diet:

stop buying from billion dollar corporations
This piece was submitted by Suzanne Lichau for our Sustainability column.

I

EARTH

have not spoken to one farmer who doesn’t understand the message of
Occupy Wall Street. It’s very clear. Because of business and corporate participation in agriculture, farmers are losing their livelihoods. And if it goes
on like this, all we’re going to have to eat in this country is unregulated,
imported, genetically modified produce. That’s not a healthy food system.
				
Jim Gerritsen, a Maine organic farmer.

Occupy our food chains
The personal giveaway
Traveling in a distant land
New People: finding our place

F

or the first time since the late-1960s, the American elite and their indentured
politicians are losing legitimacy, part of a deepening global crisis that is
simultaneously political, economic and ecological. In the powerful wake of the
2011 Arab Spring, the European Summer of the Indignados (the indignant ones)
and the Occupy Wall Street movement, rebellion is in the air. As protestors in
New York put it ,“The one thing we all have in common is that we are the 99%
that will no longer tolerate the greed and corruption of the 1%.			
		
Ronnie Winter, A Farmer Speaks to Wall Street
			
The New York Times, 12.05.11

by Ronnie Cummins (excerpted), Organic Consumers Association, 12.07.11

A
18
20
21
23

cross the U.S. and planet, the corporate elite is under attack. An emerging army of indignados are starting to act on the premise that minor
policy adjustments in corporate boardrooms, or a cosmetic reshuffling of
faces in Washington, are not enough. What the Earth and the 99% underclass need, including consumers and farmers, is a grassroots revolution - a
fundamental transfer of power from the corporatocracy to the people.
What is required in the face of economic meltdown, deteriorating public
health, and climate disaster is a full-scale mutiny on the USA Titanic, a radical change of course before the suicide economy of Wall Street and Corporate America puts an end to the human species and life on Earth.
Perhaps the first order of business is to stop stuffing money in the pockets
of the greedy 1% who are steering us toward disaster. This is why a million
consumers and thousands of community organizations, unions and churches,
--- MORE
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have started to strike back, staging sit-ins and protests
and moving billions of dollars out of Wall Street and the
big banks into community credit unions and local banks.
As the internet campaign MoveYourMoneyProject.org
proclaims, it’s time to “invest in Main Street, not Wall
Street, and to lend a hand to local businesses.”
Following a similar trajectory, a debtors’ campaign is
gathering steam among students and ex-students to
stop paying their onerous student loans, which now
total one trillion dollars, and demand a federal program
of free college tuition and jobs for youth and the unemployed. Similarly, millions of Americans are turning away
from Big Pharma’s drug pushers to embrace holistic,
preventive medicine.
The time has come for America’s 300 million food consumers to join the mutiny. Our trillion dollar food and
farming system has been corrupted and manipulated by Wall Street, Corporate Agribusiness, and Big Food Inc.,
severely damaging public health, the environment and the climate; torturing animals in filthy, disease-ridden
factory farms; exploiting immigrant farm workers and food industry workers; and destroying the livelihoods of
small farmers and rural communities.
Did you ever vote to allow corporate agribusiness to spray a billion pounds of toxic pesticides and dump 24
billion pounds of climate-destabilizing chemical fertilizers on U.S. crops and farmlands every year? Did you give
the OK for factory farms to feed billions of hapless creatures massive amounts of genetically engineered grain,
antibiotics, hormones, steroids, blood, manure and slaughterhouse waste? Did you give Monsanto, Dow and
Dupont permission to “modify” supermarket, school cafeteria, and restaurant food with genetically engineered
bacteria, viruses, foreign DNA and antibiotic-resistant genes? Did you sign a permission slip for the USDA or
your local school system to feed students greasy, fatty, unhealthy, chemical food in the cafeteria?
If we intend to break the stranglehold of the corporatocracy over the economy, including what and how American
farmers grow and what most people eat, it’s time to stand up. If we believe that a healthy, organic and equitable
system of food and farming are essential to our health and the health of the planet, we need to think twice before we pull out our wallets at the supermarket or sit down for a meal in a restaurant or a fast food joint.
It’s time to vote with our food dollars at the grocery check-out aisle. It’s time to rein in elected public officials
who take money from corporate agribusiness. It’s time for the Great Boycott of Big Food Inc. and a culinary
strike against all of their chemical, genetically engineered, processed foods and beverages. It’s time to put the
fat cats on a diet, shrink the profits of Wall Street, and drastically reduce the collateral damage of chemical
agribusiness, Big Box food stores, and billion dollar junk food restaurants. It’s time to Occupy our food chains,
kitchens, lunchrooms and school cafeterias and transform our $30 billion local and organic food and farming
system from being the niche alternative to being the norm in the nation’s trillion dollar food economy.
The good news is that most people already know that chemical food is bad for them, bad for their children and
--- MORE
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Another Form of Gifting

hen I have a gathering of special friends,
I sometimes do a personal Giveaway. It
works like this. I choose a number of my things
that I want to give to appreciative homes. Souvenirs of travels abroad, family items, extras, lovely
things I don’t use. Way too good for a yard sale
or thrift shop. The number of things should be at
least a few more than the number of guests.
Arrange the items on a pretty cloth. Make and
lay out a paper name card for each guest. Some
blank cards can be filled in if extra guests show
up. When a guest arrives, invite them to choose
a gift if they wish, and to place their name card
on it. Any unclaimed item can be chosen. Then when they go home, each person
takes with them the gift they chose. Nobody gets anything they don’t want. Special
possessions, and their stories, are shared. Sweet for everyone!

--- CONTINUED FROM PREVIOUS PAGE

bad for the environment. A recent national poll found that 54% of Americans prefer organic food, especially
locally-produced organic food. Millions say they’d buy more organic products if only they had a decent paying job,
or less debt. That’s partly why millions of us are becoming backyard organic gardeners or small market farmers.
That’s why a new generation of food lovers and health addicts are swearing off corporate food and marching to
the kitchen, cooking from scratch and celebrating the joys of home-cooked fare with our friends and our families.
Millions of us are starting to break the chains of corporate control in our lives by supporting organic, fair made
and locally produced products and businesses.
Make your pledge today to put the fat cats on a diet. Buy organic and fair made/fair trade products, preferably
locally produced. Boycott factory farmed meat and animal products. Eat more raw food, dairy, and vegetables.
And if you can, start growing some of your own, even if your garden only consists of potted herbs or tomatoes
on your window sill or a sprout-making machine in your kitchen. And finally, keep in mind that where you buy
a healthy, sustainable product has a very large impact on the economy, the environment and climate stability.
Do you really want to buy your organic food or your fair trade coffee from a multi-billion dollar corporation like
Wal-Mart, Safeway, Starbucks, or even Whole Foods Market and Trader Joes?
Ronnie Cummins is the co-founder and National Director of the Organic Consumers Association.
Woman’s Way Red Lodge		
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I am not the same
having seen the moon shine
on the other side of the world.

Mary Anne Hershey

Journey to the other side of the world
by Debbie Fank

A

t the end of September, Mary Shackelford, Carrie Favro, myself and
three other friends flew to Kathmandu to spend 19 days in Nepal.
Landing first in Kathmandu, we started with a walk in the forest where
we encountered our first leeches, and then in three days of whirlwind
touring, we saw Hindu and Buddhist temples, laughed at monkeys running along telephone wires, witnessed bodies burning in ghats, circumnavigated temples spinning the prayer wheels, and were drenched in
torrential downpours.

Next we drove to Chitwan National Park in south central Nepal, stopping along the way for a two hour river rafting trip on the Trisuli River.
When we neared the entrance to Chitwan National Park, our guide suddenly stopped the car at the roadside, indicating we were to transfer
to another vehicle, a four wheel drive jeep. It was late afternoon, and
we were ready to get to our lodging. Well, we forded two full rivers in
that jeep, ending up on a stone covered bank where a handmade canoe
awaited us. We looked across the river to another jeep — one where
one man was holding a mongoose and a goat was tethered to the rack on top. We looked at each other and
said, “well, okay.” We forded the river in that canoe, got in the second jeep, passed through a gate guarded by
gun-toting soldiers and eventually ended up at our lodge inside the national park.
I was lucky enough to see a one-horned rhino and her baby in the park! We all went on several elephant safaris
and had a blast, literally, when we bathed the elephants in a
spring-fed stream. Two other people at the park saw a Bengal
tiger. We were serenaded by the sound of birds day and night.
We then headed to Birenthati where we began the five day Annapurna Sanctuary Trek. The first night we saw a peak of Machupucharre (Fishtail), our first sighting of one of the Himalayas. The
trekking was hard! The trails are comprised of a lot of stone steps;
one day we climbed down over 4000 stone steps. We trekked
through a rhododendron forest where the rhodies grew to the
size of trees. At times, we got to glimpse more of Machupucharre

--- MORE
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and many more of the peaks in
the Annapurna range. We hung
prayer scarves given to us by a
Long Dancer and prayer flags
made by the Plateau Hoop along
the trail in a windy area so the
prayers could rise on the wind.
As we passed people along
the trail or in their villages, the
singsong greeting of “Namaste”
rang out. We were surprised to
see school children doing their
homework in English workbooks. We ate the best French
fries in the world. One morning
we arose at 5:15 am and trekked to an observation tower called Poon Hill where we were fortunate to watch
the sunrise over the western Himalayas.
We then relaxed in Pokhara, taking a boat ride on the lake surrounded by views of the Himalayas. Our last stop
was Nagarkot, a town known for views of the eastern Himalayas. We were treated to the full moon rising over
the high mountain peaks. I sat outside for hours simply looking at that gorgeous sight. People arose early the
next morning to watch the sunrise over the mountains as fog filled the valley. After a treacherous downhill
bike ride, we returned to Kathmandu and met up with Indira Ghale, a friend of Connor’s. (Click here to read
about our Red Lodge fund drive to help Indira and women in the hill villages of Nepal.) Then Mary returned
home, and the rest of us flew to India.
In India, we began in Delhi, seeing Sikh, Hindu, Jain and Muslim places of worship, including the place where
Mahatma Gandhi was cremated. We drove to Jaipur, the “pink city,” where we rode elephants up to the
Amber Palace, visited a stone observatory and saw snake charmers with cobras rising up out of the baskets.
Next, we spent an afternoon in Agra at the most impressive Taj Mahal, then visited other edifices made of red
sandstone or marble. We rode an overnight train to Varanasi, considered the oldest city in the world. Varanasi
borders the Ganges River where Hindus worship the river goddess, Ganga, daily. We attended an evening service, bought offerings of flowers and a candle held in a palm leaf bowl to let them drift off on the Ganges. The
next morning we witnessed hundreds of people bathing in the Ganges as part of their daily worship.
It was a wonderful experience to see how so many others live, to share in their experience, to see such beauty.
And I will always remember that cheerful greeting of “Namaste.”
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The day Nature called a meeting
by Peg Hopkins

S

omeplace near the Northwest coast – a place high on a forested
mountain and thick with vegetation, the Life of the Earth was gathering. Life in all its forms finding its way into a high mountain meadow
where one could see far distances, could see mighty rivers and bays and
finally the ocean. Some arriving slowly, others by air, some noisily, some
without a sound. But all coming to the center of the meadow where a
huge, irregular shaped table was placed. Light was shimmering and the
Wind came too. Rain came as a gentle mist and settled on the tall Grasses. Normally Light, Wind and Rain called meetings every now and then,
but this was a different gathering and Nature would be there, her presence not so much seen as felt by all as a quiet humming inside. A feeling
of spirit and inter-connectedness and the safest place on Earth, safer
than burrows deep in the earth or a perch high in the highest tree. Even
safer than snuggling with your own mother while she is feeding you.
Nature rarely calls a meeting….about every hundred years or so and this
was an event of great importance.
Soon a new group of creatures arrived. They looked like people but were
different than the native people that had already come. They smelled
and acted different than people the creatures knew from all the concrete and glass places they had encountered them. For one thing they
were quieter than those others and seemed to move into the meadow
with a respect never felt before by the creatures. A curious thing indeed!
--- MORE
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They even watched where they walked
being careful not to step on small animals and crawly creatures or trampling
grasses or picking flowers.
The meadow was a wondrous sight.
Imagine the conversation at this huge
table – the old Cedar, Salmon, Mouse,
Bear, Eagle, Butterfly, Yew tree, Beetles
and Frogs, the Mighty River, Native
People from all the tribes and amongst
them are the New People. All at Nature’s Table, all with an equal voice, all
with wisdom to share. One big thing
that was different about the New
People is that they listened now and
talked a whole lot less and Patience was
reawakened within them.
So, the Cedar told its story and then
Salmon, Heron and Grasshopper, and
then Mighty River spoke followed by
Oyster and Owl and on and on….all
around the table. Each and every creature spoke that day. The New People
listened.

T

hen it was the New People’s time
to speak. At first it was hard to hear
them, so quiet that voice, but finally
New People found words to express sorrow for what they had done to all the
creatures and plants and Wind, Light
and Rain. New People said it was as if
they had been children and not understanding the results of their behavior.
Nature’s other creatures understood
because millennia upon millennia ago
each of them also had to find their
place within the power and balance of
--- MORE
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Nature, and they spoke of other creatures that no longer sat at the table because they were unable to find
their place. The remembering was vibrant of times past. They also spoke about Nature and how she is also
known as Balance and how she can see thousands and thousands of years in the past and into the future.
A wisdom so big that those at the table feel empowered and humbled at the same time.

T

he New People are awake now and have a beginning understanding of their place at the table. It is a
new way to be – a shift from what they always thought to be the truth of the way of people. They had
thought they were the center, had dominion over all things and they were wiser than Nature. That they
could use nature’s abundance and use these fellow creatures without honoring them. The New People say
how strange to think that this was known to be the truth when always the Truth was right before them, but
they could not see it. But now they know and Just In Time spoke with Truth resonating from within…like
awakening from a deep, deep sleep, feeling clearly for the first time and remembering their ancient reverence of Nature. New People looked around the table and saw all the Animals, Plants, Crawly creatures,
Trees and Wind, Light and Water with new eyes and felt the fullness of Balance.
So, the New People listened deeply the day Nature called a meeting. And at the end, all the living things
understood a new time was dawning. Nature watched it all, and a small smile -a bare idea of a smile -was
felt by all there and her thoughts landed gently over the meadow and lingered near the New People…
”maybe now New People would be around when She called the next meeting at Nature’s Table….oh, in a
hundred years or so.”
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Sharma’s stepping up and out
and into her full creative being
by Mary G.L.Shackelford

S

ART

harma Whitchurch has been making jewelry and art for more than 20
years – and recently her creative life took a leap, thanks in large part to
nudges she’s received from being involved with Red Lodge. Years ago, living in Flagstaff, AZ, Sharma would send her husband to deliver her work to
the jewelry gallery because she was afraid of rejection. Now, she’s opened
two online accounts through etsy.com, one for jewelry and one for random
artwork, plus she features how-tos and fun stuff on her blog. Sharma is stepping up and stepping out!

Sharma says YES
Making prayers by hand
Belly Wisdom
In the red tent		

26
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An artist and teacher living in a rambling 150-year-old Victorian in northern
Vermont with her two boys, husband, and cat, Sharma was inspired by her
Flagstaff sisterfriend Madrone
to get involved with Red Lodge
last year. She knew there were
closed, contracted places in her
heart from an early spiritual
experience gone awry and felt
a distressing lack of connection
with other women and with
any kind of spiritual practice.
Though her art and creative life
was a deep personal journey
inspired by nature, Sharma admits that as a creative, spiritual
being she remained virtually
invisible through her fear. 2011
was the year to make changes.
And so last spring, Sharma
turned things around and said
YES to taking action. With Madrone’s encouragement and the
support offered through Red
Lodge’s Weaving the Hoop That
--- MORE
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Connects, Sharma reached out to strangers in her small, rural
Vermont community and began the 9-month journey of facilitating the 3 Rivers Hoop. (READ MORE.) Then she found the courage, the support from family and new Red Lodge friends and the
wherewithal to get herself to Long Dance.
“WWRL has done so much to enrich my inner creativity this
year. I feel like the reason I created this space for myself is
directly from receiving the support to step up as Hoop facilitator, learning to take time for this practice in my life. It’s
something I wanted to do but was afraid to. From facilitating the Hoop and connecting with those women and then
the experience of Long Dance, I have changed in deep ways.
I have more of a fullness and brightness inside me. Something in my inner being has shifted.”
And, it’s changed things in Sharma’s professional life as well
as her personal life. At home, she set aside an alcove in the
--- MORE
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upstairs hall that is dedicated to creativity and quiet – a place anyone in the family can use. There she’s placed
an altar, art supplies and her drums. At work, Sharma is finding the willingness to step into leadership in ways
she previously would never have considered.
“I feel more centered and grounded and also more elevated at the same time! And I think that’s reflected in the art
I’m making. WWRL has done so much to enrich my inner creativity this year. There’s new abundance in my life.”
“I had an inspiration this morning as I sold my first piece of art on my Etsy store,” Sharma wrote recently. “In
2012, I would like to tithe 10% of my etsy sales to Woman’s Way Red Lodge. I started my Jewelry by Sharma store
to sell what I make so I can support my hobby of creating jewelry and artwork. It is the outer expression of my inner world. Now, I would like to pay that support forward to women who will be supported by WWRL next year.”

Jewelry: I design and create unique pieces in the bohemian style I love to

wear. I use sterling silver, semi-precious stones, copper, brass, pewter, wood, glass,
shell and bone beads for diversity in color, texture, design and character.

Artwork: Watercolor originals and prints, block prints and multimedia collages
inspired by nature and my imagination. Dream catchers and other random pieces of art
may appear from time to time as inspiration strikes me.
Inspirations: Nature, the sacred feminine, anything having to do with

women and nature. Lots of my work, both with beads and watercolors, involves
stylized renderings of women.
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Handsewn spirit prayers

with Anne Lohr and Kelly Brehan

O

nce again in November, we held the Handsewn Spirit-Prayer Workshop. Together, with needles flashing
and beads rolling, we shared our prayers of joy, sorrow, laughter, love and hope. Prayers for those near to
us and for those far away, to let them know we stand side by side, though miles apart. Prayers for ourselves, to
find and honor our own spirit. We shared a wonderful afternoon of creativity and friendship. Gratitude to all.

Belly Wisdom

W

armth
Connected to our
grandmothers & mothers
yet anxious for our daughters
Sad for the loss of celebration
from childhood to womanhood
Rooted to the earth
Connected to the moon.
Belly dark like the indigo sea
One child’s hand nestled inside
holding a tiny round illuminated seed.
Strength and tenderness
Confidence and uncertainty…
I embody womanhood
And I am still a child.
Woman’s Way Red Lodge		
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here is a goddess within.
She needs to be heard
loved & nurtured.
Let go of your fear &
don’t be scared anymore…
Give yourself permission to
live your fullest life.
The spirit of my belly is young
Radiating everlasting love.

by the women of Three Rivers Hoop,
St. Johnsbury, Vermont
October 16, 2011
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Poem From the Red Tent
October 16, 2011
Womyn, all the fire, power, and passions of the South are yours to
create with.

Mystery, Creative Force, flowing through you and through me.
Thrumming Womb connecting me to the Universe!
We have the capacity to heal ourselves, to birth, and be reborn.
The Mothers are always with you.
I am your mother, the infinite stillness.
I call you from afar to enter my rest.
Dance to your own drumbeat and discover your divinity.

To stay strong and to be who you are not what others want you
to be and to be open with the ones you love.
Create your world!

By the women of the Flagstaff Hoop
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Meeting Roscoe for the first time
by Peg Hopkins

I

had a dream many years ago. I remember it today as if I dreamt it last
night. I was riding a horse along a beach with a very steep and shale-like
cliff very close on my left side. There came a twist to this dream where I
needed…no, that’s not it…where I had to get up that cliff. Life threatening
need. The part that remains with me so vividly is this horse’s struggle to get
me up that cliff. There came a moment when the horse and I looked at each
other and the love in that horse’s eyes was so powerful, palpable…piercing.

HEART

I eventually understood that the horse was my body. And the love of my
body for me was bone deep….very literally!! And it was the first time
where I ‘met’ my body as ally and fellow traveler on this wild and magnificent journey of my life. Never understood that before or at least not in
this deeper way. My head has not been attached to the rest of me!!

Approaching 60		
Drumming into gratitude
Healing into joy		
Moved by Indira in Nepal
Sahayatri Nepal fund drive

A few years later when I was visiting my brother I met Roscoe. Roscoe was my
brother’s dog…Roscoe is still around but my brother is not. Now I’ve always
been a cat lady but something about this dog really touched me. Roscoe is a
big ole dog…big chested, sturdy and solid. But it is his eyes that reached in
and grabbed me. Roscoe has a way of looking right at you and you feel like
he’s seeing all the parts of you. It was the horse’s eyes looking right at me!!
Since that time I’ve affectionately called my body ‘Roscoe’. My body has
always been sturdy and solid…maybe not so big chested! But more like
K.D. Lang’s lyrics: “Big-boned
gal from Southern Alberta”
kind of heft.
31
32
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Well here I am several years
later nearing my 60th birthday.
And I’m meeting Roscoe again
for the first time. Something
happened this year…well A LOT
has happened this year!! But,
Roscoe has shifted into another
--- MORE
31

Gratitude Chant
by Suzanne Lichau

I

have been working with this drum medicine for about six
months and thought I would share – seems pertinent to
the times. All that is needed is a frame drum and 5 minutes
of your time. The chant is sung silently while beating your
drum with open eyes – as you silently sing it, the chant will
develop your drumbeat.

Begin with five quick beats to east, south, west, north, above,
below, center, divine mystery
Thank you Thank you Thank you

Core: Peace and Love and Gratitude I drum out on the

web of life
To everyone and every thing: I thank you thank you thank
you thank you (Repeat)
Earth and Air and Fire and Water: Thank you thank you
thank you thank you

Repeat core

Animate, inanimate, seen and unseen, known
and unknown: Thank you thank you thank you
thank you

Add in any other sets of words you want to personalize your chant. Follow each set with the core chant.

Repeat core

End with five quick beats to east, south, north, west,

Creatures of the earth and waters: Thank you
thank you thank you thank you
Creatures of the air and fire: Thank you thank you
thank you thank you

After the last thank you, end with a quick sharp beat
resting the drumstick’s head on the drum to end.

above, below, center, divine mystery
Thank you Thank you Thank you!

Repeat core 2 times
--- CONTINUED FROM PREVIOUS PAGE

Roscoe’s eyes --gear. It’s funny how this comes about. One day all the joints are well lubricated,
and I can bend and twist and hop about and then FLASH…I wake up and this part
is achy and that one doesn’t stretch as easy. What in the world happened!!
But those eyes…that love doesn’t change, just the form is moving through
cycles. And my mind is catching up and realizing I really ain’t 50 anymore!!
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May joy never leave you!
by Patricia Menzies

I

t’s been said that the Universe will keep presenting you with
the same situation over and over until you finally LEARN the
lesson contained in that story. When a relationship ended last
spring, I found myself immersed in an energetic vortex that
threatened to suck me down into the depths of despair. It was
clear to me that some deep wounds had been torn open.

As I struggled with the roller coaster that was becoming my life, a
friend recommended The Chemistry of Connection: How the Oxytocin Response Can Help You Find Trust, Intimacy, and Love by Susan
Kuchinskas. I knew my neurochemicals were running amok, but
didn’t know what to do about it. I was afraid that I was sliding into depression again and, having been there way
too many times in my life, I knew I didn’t want to go there again. Maybe this book would have some clues.
When the book arrived, I dove in. The author explained how as infants we form a connection with our primary
caregiver, usually our mother. As she holds us and gazes into our eyes, a bond begins to form. In that moment,
both of our brains are bathed in oxytocin. We feel a sense of ease and connection. We both want to experience that feeling again. If our needs for this connection continue to be met throughout the coming days and
months, this response grows strong in us. When we grow up, we are able to form healthy connections with
others. But if something goes wrong, if our needs aren’t met consistently, we can develop patterns that make
future relationships difficult or impossible.
I have carried a sense of abandonment for as long as I can remember. Though my parents were always “present,” they were not “available.” I felt I had to continually earn their love by DOING something, never believing
that I was worthy of love just by BEING! And I knew it was time to let that story go so I could have a new and
different relationship - to myself, my parents and to any future partner I might find. It was time to forgive my
parents for the unintentional wound they had inflicted. It was time to forgive myself for nursing that wound
and playing out that victim drama over and over.
I understood now the likely reason I had chosen the men that I had. Through my choices I was actually setting myself up for inevitable abandonment! I was recreating the dance with my emotionally unavailable father. I knew I
didn’t want to keep repeating this painful pattern. And understanding the WHY of one’s actions is often crucial to
being able to do things differently. Now was the time to learn this lesson that the Universe had presented to me
so often in my lifetime. Now was the time to let the story go. To do that, I had to go back to the beginning!
Some years back, I had worked with a therapist who did re-parenting therapy. I gained a great deal from that
work, but it was obvious that a core piece remained unhealed. It was time, now that the wound was opened
again, to get to the bottom of this original pain and heal it, hopefully for good. A friend who has also done this
type of therapy shared with me that she has a doll who represents her “little girl.” The doll is a surrogate that
she is able to hold and nurture, all the time allowing that energy to actually heal her own deep wounds. She
suggested that I might want to do something similar.
--- MORE
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W

hen I came home that day, my eyes fell on the old, raggedy teddy bear that I have had since I was three
years old. Though I had always thought of this toy as “male,” it had been with me most of my life, and I felt
I could work with the gender ambiguity! “Timmy” would represent my infant self, and I could “re-parent” myself!
About this same time, I had a vision while dancing at my Sunday morning Soul Motion practice. Deep in my
grief and with my eyes closed, I saw myself at the moment of birth. As I emerged from my mother’s body, my
adult self caught the infant that was also me and lovingly embraced the tiny body. I knew that I had a chance
energetically to now give myself all that I felt I’d missed since my original birth!
Now, as I held my teddy bear, I began that process. Every night before falling asleep and every morning on awakening, I began to tell Timmy, “I love you! I will always be here for you. In truth, you have never been alone! Never abandoned! You have always been connected to the Infinite Heart of the Universe, the source of all Love and Healing.”
With these words, my heart softens towards the little, lonely child that I often see when I recall my childhood. My
compassionate arms gather her in, and both of us bask in those waves of oxytocin. The wound has begun to heal.
The negative energy, this fear locked up in my body tissues along with the old story of abandonment, the drama
that I identified with for so long, has begun to let go. As that energy emerges, I direct it down deep into Mother
Earth. I learned years ago that She can take all our energy whether we think of it as good or bad, positive or negative, and reuse it. She is the original and the ultimate recycler! So I don’t worry about giving my grief and pain to
Her. She finds that as juicy as a fresh peach in summer! And I can draw up new energy from her also.
One more gift I have given myself in this journey is my new middle name. My parents named me Patricia Jo. I
assumed the Jo was after my mother’s father, Joseph. As much of a “tom boy” as I turned out to be, I believe
this masculine energy is strong in me. But a few years back, I decided to amend my natal name by adding a “Y”
to my middle name. I wanted more joy in my life and thought that right smack dab in the middle of my name
was a good place to start! So I have begun to call myself Patricia Joy. Sometimes, I think of my infant self simply
as Joy. And when I do, a phrase from the practice of Mudita, sympathetic joy, as taught by my dharma teacher,
echoes through my mind: “May you know the joy that is without sorrow, and may that joy never leave you!”
I whisper to myself, “Joy will never leave you! And I will never leave Joy!” May Joy never leave you either.
Excerpted from a September 2011 posting on Patricia’s blog. Read more at

Earthdaughter48: Musings on life from a crone’s perspective
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Meeting Indira Ghale in Nepal

by Mary G.L. Shackelford

S

ometimes something happens that changes things. For me, meeting Indira Ghale in Kathmandu was
such an event. I had traveled with Debbie and Carrie to the other side of the planet to trek in the
Himalayas. (Click here to read Debbie’s account.) I landed in Kathmandu which was a big, busy, fascinating third world city. Terrible environmental degradation. Beautiful and strange architecture. Completely
different culture. A myriad of images and energies - all very, very different from life on Vashon Island. I
rode elephants and searched for one-horned rhino in Chitwan National Park. I climbed to 10,000 feet
through rhododendron forests and roadless villages to see the sun rise over the Himalayan peaks. I
returned the lovely Namaste greeting that welcomed me everywhere. And I tried to look beyond the
tourist bubble to see how people lived. Without language or connections, I couldn’t really see very far
into what daily life was actually like.
Two days before I flew home, I met Indira. In 2006, she met Connor at a drum circle in Joshua Tree, and
we had her contact info. When the others flew on to India, I spent time with Indira. And her story, her
presence, her intelligence and big heart, her commitment and passion really hit me. We walked the
streets of Kathmandu. We sat in Durbar Square and watched people. We shared tea and later a meal.
Mostly, she talked. Her stories illuminated what is a brutal life for many women in Nepal. She shared
events in her own life that radicalized her into action and told of her efforts to empower rural women in
--- MORE
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Support Sahayatri Nepal
empowering women

R

ed Lodge invites you to stand with our sisters in Nepal in the fight for justice, dignity and
equality. Today women in Nepal are still hardly more than property. Domestic violence is
common. Women’s rights to property and access to education and opportunity are limited.
Young girls are often put to work before they can enter a classroom. They are considered burdens and are given away in arranged marriages – often before they are 16 years old. Girls are
regularly abandoned in orphanages or sold as sex slaves.

E

mpowering women has a direct effect on the lives of children and the health of communities.
In the rural hill villages of Eastern Nepal, Sahayatri Nepal is a non-governmental organization
which provides education, skill training in sustainable development and income generation, and legal and human rights support. Our funds will pay tuition for 18-year-old Sushma Pariyar, a brilliant
student from the untouchable caste, to complete a B.A. in microbiology. Without financial help,
Sushma cannot continue her studies.

DONATE
--- CONTINUED FROM PREVIOUS PAGE

the hill villages. She works mainly through Sahayatri Nepal which she helped start some 10 years ago, now
serving as secretary/treasurer.

I

ndira’s story is one of remarkable service and activism against great odds and with enormous personal sacrifice. I am moved by Indira’s stories of the hardship and injustice endured by women in rural Nepal, by her
passion and commitment to work for positive change, and I’m impressed by the track record of Sayahatri’s successful projects. I am grateful to Red Lodge for sponsoring this fund drive to support Indira in her work.
READ MORE about Indira and her work with women in Nepal.
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