











Written by Drai Bearwomyn, based on
an interview with Sandy “Alex” Peterson

In 1971, Army Nurse 1st Lieutenant
Sandy Peterson flew overseas, back
home to America. From the plane she
lugged her suitcases plus two arms-full
of “baggage” they didn’t prepare her
for after her tour in Vietnam.

Honorably discharged, but haunted by
fresh & disquieting memories,
unwelcomed by her nation, ignored by
the Red White and Blue-blooded
citizenry...Sandy sought solace.

“l needed to get away from people who
didn’t care about what was going on.
So | found a place for myself in
California.”

For the next 17 years Sandy lived a life
she titles retrospectively as “Full blown
PTSD.” This was a time that PTSD had
not yet been identified or named. Its
implications were misunderstood,
unrecognized, untreated, even scoffed
at and discounted. These traumatized,
undiagnosed and unrequited soldiers
were either told to “pull up their
bootstraps and simply get on with it”,
or often were not acknowledged at all.

Sandy did not seek help. She did not
know how exactly to say what it was she
needed help for. And for years there
was not credible help to be had.

Sandy became a hermit, a recluse. As a
self subscribed solitudinarian she only

left the security of her home for work or
to go to the green grocer. “l wanted to
stay in my house because it was safe
and no one could hurt me there.”
Looking back she remembers “I
became expert at back peddling,
creating reasons, or excuses really,

to not go anywhere at all.”” Her
choices were driven by the consuming
“not wanting to come out of the

house feelings.”

“| was totally alone. It is here that | put
on a whole lotta weight sitting around.
Food became my alcohol.”

Sandy had convinced herself she had
let go of the souls she carried back
from the winds of the South China Sea.
In reality, they clung to her manifesting
repeatedly in her dreams. For these
same 17 years, she was tormented by
one particular anguish, the memory and
nightmares of “the one young pilot |
could not save.” When Sandy arrived at
her post in Vietnam, she was introduced
to the nurse she was to replace. Prior to
leaving, the nurse went to mass with
Sandy. She introduced Sandy to a
young pilot friend and asked Sandy to
“take care of him.”

After the nurse returned stateside, the
pilot went out on a mission, his
helicopter was shot down and the
whole crew died, including the young
pilot. It was this young soldiers demise
and Sandy’s grievous need to apologize
to the nurse for failing her request that
possessed Sandy’s dreamtime hours,
night after night, year after year.

In 1986 Sandy heard about a Veterans
Memorial fund raiser at the local mall.
She chose to leave her house that day
to make a contribution. She walked
up to one of the Veterans, handed
him a donation check, turned and
walked away. Seeing VIETNAM
VETERAN printed on Sandy’s check,
the man’s wife ran after her asking if
they could speak.

“After she learned | was the Vietnam
Veteran, somehow, | suddenly found
myself involved with this group. They
just sort of pulled me in. | started
meeting other vets, | started
volunteering for the fundraiser.”

Sandy joined the local telethon to raise
funds for the Sacramento Veterans
Monument. One day while sitting on
the phone bank, she overheard the
phone conversation of the women
sitting next to her—another female
Veteran that she had not been
introduced to yet. Listening to the
woman speak, Sandy discovered the
woman had served in Vietnam, when
and where...amazingly it was about the
same time and place that Sandy had
served. After the woman ended her call,
Sandy spoke to her...

“That is when the screaming started,
once we realized who each other were.
People came running asking us if we
were okay and what had
happened....Unbelievably, nearly 2
decades later, | was sitting next to the
nurse that | had relieved in Vietnam,
the nurse who had asked me to take
care of the pilot.”

“After much talking and crying, | told
her what had happened to the pilot. |
could not believe it, | finally had the
chance, and | apologized to her. A
week later we were on the 11 o’clock
news telling our story. And | never had
those dreams again.”

At the Sacramento Monument
dedication “60-Minutes” did an
interview with Sandy for their piece
called “Women Vets from 20 years
Ago.” Her segment never aired.
Together, Sandy and the nurse started
fund raising for the monument in
Washington DC. Slowly, Sandy started
coming out of her house for Veterans
parades, fund raisers, dedications and
Veteran gatherings.
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Sandy began to join local and online
groups of Women Vets. She became a
part of The Central Valley Vietham
Veterans and joined the Stockton
American Legion. She began to find
other women she had served with
online. Through a private, national
group of women Veterans online, she
met a woman named Sarah Blum.

In one of their conversations Sarah
mentioned she had just returned from
our weeklong women’s spiritual retreat.
Having overwhelming feelings that
“This was exactly what | was looking
for”, Sandy inquired further to Sarah,
learned more about the intention and
spirit of the gathering and determined
that yes, she would go. She had one
year to prepare herself for this
adventure away from home.

In 2001 Sandy attended Our Women’s

Gathering, and it did indeed prove to be

exactly what she was looking for. She
found home, sisterhood, connection and
love. She was seen and accepted. Her
life began to further change and heal.
Sandy has attended every year since and
has taken on the name “Alex”
inside of her sisterhood.

“For me, one of the beautiful
parts of this gathering is the
Veterans Ceremony. After so
many years of being
ignored, the love | feel there
is just fantastic. It helps
when the bad times come
around. Sometimes | go to
Veteran reunions with
people | have not seen for
35 years. | find | still have a
hard time leaving them, |
have some of the same

feelings | had when | left them in
Vietnam. One time these feelings put
me in a really bad funk for nearly a
month. It was bad. These things don’t
happen as often as they used to, but
when they do, things like this women’s
Veterans Ceremony and all that love
really help.”

“My PTSD is not nearly as bad as
it used to be. | can thank my
experiences in this women’s
community for that too.”

In 2008 Sandy was contacted by the Post
Commander of her local American
Legion. He explained that “The Moving
Wall” was due to tour Stockton. ("The
Moving Wall" is the half-size replica of
the Washington, DC Vietnam Veterans
Memorial and has been touring the
country for more than 20 years. To learn
more about this traveling monument,
visit www.themovingwall.org)

The Post Commander asked Sandy if she
would please be their guest speaker for
the Moving Wall’s Opening Ceremony.
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The Commander had chosen Sandy
“Because | am one of the few women
Veterans in the region and also because
the Commander had been wounded in
Vietnam and holds a deep deep respect
for the nurses.” Sandy said yes.

“The Wall travels with lots of military
protocol. It is amazing. The local
Veterans are asked to be part of the
set up. | could not do the set up that
day, | had to work, and emotionally |
could not be a part of taking it down.

Before the Wall was erected, they had
the Native peoples, the Miwok and
other tribes, come and bless the land.
| was there for that. (One of these
medicine men was the same man | had
requested to come and bless the new
hospital department | had opened the
year before. Both of my experiences
with him over these two years were
powerful and sacred.)

| was invited to the Dignitaries Dinner.
They placed me at a head table next
to the Mayor. Funny, | thought |
recognized him, but had to ask
someone who he was. [laughter].

| even pulled one night of guard duty.
As part of the protocol, wherever the
Wall travels it must be protected.
Generally about 20 Veterans per night
step up for this duty. On my night, |
was posted at the front gate, others
walked the perimeter. It was our job to
keep harm from the Wall and make
sure the respect and the sacredness
were maintained.

On the day of the Opening
Ceremonies we started out in a
parade. They put me in a new red
convertible Mustang, driven by
another vet. | was escorted to the
grounds by 100 Veterans on Harley’s!!
The sound was amazing. It was great!!
[more laughter]

It was a powerful day. A few thousand
people showed up. | was surprised
and pleased. There was singing,
speeches, a fly by with the Missing
Man Formation, the laying of the
wreath.

My son, my niece and my mother were
in attendance. My mother was moved
that | dedicated my speech to my
father. Here is what | spoke...”
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Thank you for inviting me to speak at the
Wall of Healing today. | would like to
dedicate this to my father, a World War Il
Veteran who left us this past January. | know
he is here with me in spirit.

For approximately 425 days | served at the 18th
Surgical Hospital in Quang Tri South Vietnam.
For the last 13,000 + days since returning
home, | have lived with the memories of the
sights, sounds, smells and the nightmares of
my tour of duty as an operating room nurse.

My story is similar to that of approximately
7,500-11,000 women who served in country.
| was 21-fresh out of nursing school by
about 10 months-8 of those in the army. The
Army took time to prepare me for Vietnam.
| took basic training in San Antonio, TX.
billeted in a motel. | was then sent to El
Paso for my operating room training-living
in a nice apartment that over looked the
city. We did 8 hour days, Monday-Friday, all
weekends and holidays off. Yes, we were
made ready for Vietnam. Ready for 12 hour
shifts, 6 days a week and ready for the
occasional 24-72 hour shift, where you
would catch a nap between cases, on the
same stretcher that your last patient came
into the OR on.

| arrived in country on a TWA flight that
transported troops. We got on a bus to go
to evac hospital and wait for our transport
up north. The bus we were in had heavy wire
mesh on the windows-in my innocence |
asked why. “Lieutenant, that is to keep the
grenades from getting thru the windows
into the bus”, funny, | don’t remember that
being mentioned in basic training. The next
morning our wake up call was to the sound
of mortar rounds being “walked in”, each
explosion getting closer as they headed to
the air field behind us. In the beginning
those explosions and the never ending gun
fire were frightening, but we soon learned
to accept it as a part of daily life.

Was | ever scared? Scared that as a very
young and inexperienced nurse my skills
were not good enough to save every patient
that came to my OR.

Could | have done more, done something
different? Could | have saved just one

more life? That feeling never goes away and
is ever present in the nightmares that
continue to this day. It haunts me that | can
not remember names-I do however
remember faces.

We all learned about the horrors of war-our
lives changed forever. The average age of
our patients was 19.

| returned home a very old 22 year old. We
returned to a nation tired of war, tired of
death. A nation who in their misguided
concepts blamed those who served.

Many nurses did not share the fact that they
had served, being made to feel ashamed
instead of thanked; being told they didn’t
have the right to their nightmares, to the
depression, not even understanding where
those feelings came from and why; being
told we didn’t have the right to cry; being
told there weren’t any women in Vietnam-so
exactly what was our problem?

This concept has not changed-even today
with the women who are serving in Iraq and
Afghanistan, even today the VA still treats
women differently than men.

After returning home | found that there were
Veteran organizations that only allowed
women to join the auxiliary, not be a
member along side the male Veterans. On
the wall before you are the names of 8
nurses, who like their brothers gave their all.

“Welcome Home Sister.” | first heard those
words approximately 16 years after returning
home at a fund raising event in Weberstown
mall for the memorial in Sacramento. | wrote a
check, and left it there, my checks had Vietnam
Veteran on them. Most who saw them
assumed the Veteran was my husband. This
time however, my fellow vets knew it was me.

The memorial in Sacramento is one of the
first in the nation to honor women that
served in Vietnam.

Finally on 11/11/1993 the nation unveiled a
statue depicting 3 women and a wounded
man, a statue that stands overlooking the
Wall-forever watching over and caring for
those who didn’t come home.

| want all of you who served to know we
volunteered to be there for you. To all who
lost a loved one, be assured they received
the best care we could give; all the love our
hearts had to share, and that we always
made sure there was a nurse by their side,
our pledge that they would not die alone.
Thank you.

After the speech several non-Veteran
people came to talk to Sandy making
comments such as “We didn't realize
these things happened to the women.”
Together Sandy and Drai talked about
the profundity of those statements 37
years later.

DRAI “Sandy, what you are doing is
important...not just from the ‘Lest We
Not Forget™” perspective, but from the
educational perspective. It is proven
here, so many people still do not know.
You are teaching them so they can
learn. You’ve become an educator.”
Sandy agreed and we sat on the phone
together in silence.

POST INTERVIEW NOTES

FROM THE AUTHOR

| am so pleased that Sandy/Alex is my
beloved crone friend. | am in deep
gratitude that she has entrusted this
story to my hands to write. | am proud
to witness this new chapter of her life. |
think it is, in her case, especially
noteworthy that she travels now,
annually takes a train to Washington
State for Our Annual Women'’s
Gathering, has joined a weekly drum
circle, is seeking djembe lessons, went
to pow wow, bought herself a new
frame drum, is building relationships
inside of our community, and is
exploring her Mohawk heritage with
Storm. | do hear that she still has
occasional visits of “not wanting to
come out of the house feelings™....but
it seems to me that she can proudly
hang a shingle that says

“The hermitage is closed
cuz I'm out living!”

When we were done with the interview
| found myself having to step carefully.
| reminded Alex that the original
intention of our article/interview was
ONLY to share the story about her
being a guest speaker at the Moving
Wall. | pointed out that she had just
shared with me a very deep, sorrowful,
powerful tale much larger than we had
agreed upon. | pointed out that she
just shared some of her most private
herstory and asked “Do you want me to
share all this?”” Her reply:

“6 or 7 years ago | couldn’t share this
story. Now | can. That is part of the
healing process...That and trusting
who you are sharing with.” 17



Who'da Thunk \[?

By Kathleen Graf

| had the honor of watching as our Red Lodge elder Sarah Leah
Blum went through final testing for her black belt (shodan) in
Aikido. It takes many years and much practice and dedication to
be able to test in this modality of the martial arts. | hand it to
Sarah for her incredible accomplishment.

The training is a solo journey and only those who have gone
through it will truly appreciate what a feat she has accomplished.
There was little Sarah with her huge heart fending off four people,
one of whom was almost twice her size. Just knowing she was
being tested would bring a lot of anxiety to the forefront, and
Sarah stayed in there and did the very best she could.

After the testing Sarah was exuberant: “Today was the day | tested
for my black belt. They threw everything they could at me, and |
stayed relaxed, grounded, centered and responded in the ways

| was trained. | had the very best, most awesome bo
juiwaza,(continuous attacks while | used the bo (a long, round
stick) | have ever seen or done. | did a very good rondori (4 person
attack) and am happy with all that | did.”

At the end of the tests, all of the students did Bo Ikkyo together,
40 consecutive moves with the goal to do it in unison. Then the
students lined up for the presentation of certificates, black belts,
and the hakama. It takes 7-8 years of training to be ready to test

for black belt and that is considered the beginning understanding
of Aikido. After shodan (the Japanese name for black belt), you

can continue to learn, expanding knowledge in Aikido (the way of

harmony) to nidon, godon, rokdon, and on.

| am proud of Sarah, and now, as she says, just having on the black
pants/skirt (hakama) of her achievement gives her a different

feeling of pride and confidence with humility. She did all of this at
the young age of 68 years. My hat is off to you, dear Sarah!

WOMAN'’S WAY
SWEAT LODGE
Giving Thanks

Friday, NOV 28, 9:00 AM
Burton Hill, Vashon Island

Raven will serve as waterpourer. This prayer and
purification ceremony is open to all women. Please
bring towels, blanket or robe to wrap in afterwards,
food to share, your own bowl/utensils/ cup, and a
Hearth Jar donation. You are welcome to bring
drumes, rattles, altar items and herbs for the fire. For
more information and/or driving directions contact:
sweatlodge@wwrl.org.

FRIENDLY REMINDER
TO MEMBERS

Updating your personal information, such as
mailing address and e-mail is as easy as 1-2-3.

1 go to www.wwrl.org

2 click on “Update Member Info” in the side bar

3 fill in the blanks and click “submit™

You're done! This keeps us up-to-date as to

your mailing address, phone, and e-mail ensuring
that our notices reach you, such as eNEWS and
other announcements, including membership
renewal notices.

We appreciate you and want to make sure you
are kept informed. So keep us posted!

Questions? Contact: Membership@wwrl.org 18



g E By Sage Abella

Parallel to the highway are oak and dry,
grass-covered ridges. We are on our
way to a friend’s house for a BBQ. He’s
a bachelor with two teenage sons. The
highlight of an evening there is beef
burgers on the grill in the midst of six
honking geese, computer gaming until
2 a.m., talk of the latest great deal
which happened to be two heads of
cattle for $600 and a tour of his new
surveillance system with six cameras (a
couple aimed into the computer room
down the hill, a couple aimed out into
the empty country fields around his
house). As I'll be the only woman there,
| wonder what I'll do with my time.
Jokingly, | say to my partner as we drive
over to our friend’s, “See that ridge?
Drop me off just by the road over there,
and I'll hike over it to meet you later for
a turkey burger. Get the grill going.”
We laugh.

By the time we pull in at the shop, the
idea of walking the ridge looks pretty
good. | say my “hellos,” tie on my
tennis shoes, grab my red liter bottle of
warm water and head out across the dry
grass fields, burs catching in my socks
within seconds.

Zen teacher Sheri Huber says, “The way
we do anything is the way we do
everything.” | didn’t hear this quote
until a day later. That’s when | realized
the way | hiked to the top of that ridge
is the way | do everything.

My partner is always teasing me about
my ongoing statement, “Hey, | got a
great ideal!” because that typically is
the moment the catapult rope is cut
loose, and I'm already flung out into the
middle of the air and headed into my
great idea.

In this case, it was the ridge that called
me. While still in the car, | thought

about how spacious it would look from
the top, how far I'd be able to see. |
thought about the adventure on the
way. Would | find a hawk feather, some
stray bones, an intriguing rock, a piece
of fashioned obsidian left by someone
hunting deer hundreds of years before
my feet walked the dirt on that ridge?
Would | hear a rattlesnake, see a
pileated woodpecker, find the dry hulls
of lupine that painted these hills purple
in the springtime?

There was a lot | didn’t think about.
Those things have an agreement with
us to uncover themselves only in the
middle of our step by step journey. The
field was a lot wider than | thought. For
awhile, | hiked an old wash that came
off the ridge because there were fewer
burs interested in catching a ride in my
clothing. In the dry Earth of the wash, |
saw deer and coyote tracks. | heard the
warbley call of a group of wild turkeys. |
was lucky because the rusty barbed wire
fence at the base of the ridge was loose
enough to crawl through; sometimes
they are strung tight as a guitar and
snap back at you with the vengeance of
an angry grandma.

| didn’t think about the fact it was
still102 degrees at 6 p.m. Half of my
water was gone when | was only knee-
high up the ridge. | followed a road
tamped in the high grasses by a
rancher’s pick-up until it took me too far
to the left and didn’t climb enough for
me to make progress. From there | cut
right on a deer trail. That worked,
meandering up the ridge until first it
squeezed between a fire-burned pine
and the sharp dead branches of a yerba
santa then ended between the hefty,
squeezing shoulders of two manzanita
bushes. While | was crawling through
the undergrowth, twigs breaking off in
my hair, scraping my knees (because

that’s another thing | didn’t think about,
wearing shorts), | wondered how deer
wider than | could gracefully run this
trail everyday. Just on the other side of
the manzanita the trail picked up again,
clear as ever.

Until | got to a place where the deer
trail went straight up the hill and
disappeared onto a shrug of lava
boulders, | didn’t think about the fact
that deer can jump like kangaroo. So |
veered off to the right again, looked at
all the manzanita I'd have to thread my
way through, and | stopped.

| was two thirds of the way up the ridge.
It was steep and hot. The narrow animal
trail was gone; I'd have to make my own
trail for awhile. | looked down at our
friend’s house way across the field. It
looked friendlier down there. | thought
about the view from the top of the
ridge, and it didn’t mean anything in
that moment. “The way we do anything
is the way we do everything.” | was
ready to head back down.

And | stood there. Realizing | wasn’t
talking to myself about hiking this ridge
anymore. | was standing on the side of
that jutting Earth, sliver of new moon
out in front of me, sun setting across
the edge of the shouldering hill. | was
facing who | am. A woman ready to quit
because all my feelings said the whim |
followed to get here wasn’t worth it
anymore. | hadn’t found a hawk feather.
I'd been too busy putting one foot in
front of the other to find a stone that
matched my story of this hike. | hadn’t
seen a single animal on that ridge, only
churned up gopher mounds. Then |
wondered what the gophers were doing
living this high up with no water and no
apparent food. Those gophers were
crazy, just like me or maybe they knew
some secret | didn’t know. continued...



GOING TO THE TOP OF THE RIDGE CONTINUED
| sat for a long time.

Then | got up, brushed the red Earth off my shorts and decided
| was going to the top of the ridge.

My life deserved the integrity of me finishing the walk up that
steep ridge on a really hot day. | needed to show myself | could
reclaim the magic that pulled me into this simple adventure. |
needed to finish, to feel good about stepping out into the idea
of standing on the top of this piece of tall Earth. To do it, | just
kept repeating the mantra, “I’'m going to the top of the ridge.”
While all kinds of stray thoughts about myself and the way | do
life bubbled up, | began to sing the mantra to myself. | realized
it didn’t matter how long it took, what | thought it would be like
to get down, how hot and steep it was.

This is simple. I’'m going to the top of the ridge. That’s all I'm
doing. I'm going to the top of the ridge.

| got there. It was outrageously beautiful. Standing on the top of
a lichen-covered lava boulder, | looked out to the valleys on
each side of the ridge. Farm land, dry, brittle grass fields,
clusters of houses, green vineyards peeking out around the hill
edges, cars scooting along the highway like bugs, black dot
cows eating in a lush watered field, a large pond sucked dry to
mud by the heat, snaking paths coming off the ridge and across
the fields that would fill four feet deep with water again this
winter. A flicker flew overhead, calling and darting downhill to a
tall gray pine. | looked straight out at the sliver of moon starting
to get brighter in the sky.

| stood on the boulder in gratitude. Me on top of the ridge,
standing eye to eye with the moon. How lucky that | kept
going! How tender that “two thirds up the mountain moment”
felt. How much compassion | held for myself and others when
we’ve only made it “almost,” when doubts and fears sometimes
eat us up, sometimes let us go. | shouted, “Thank you, Spirit,
thank you!” My arms were open wide, and a huge wind blew
into me, cooling me off, dancing with my success. | turned all
the way around on the boulder, looking at every detail | could
see, the colors, the objects, the sky, | recited the names of trees
and shrubs, felt the movement of the air, the heaviness of my
body, the lightness of my spirit, the cool rose quartz necklace
on my chest, the dampness of sweat in my shirt.

The walk down wasn’t easy, but it was fun. Best thing about
being at the top is that you have no choice but to come down. |
skidded down a deep ravine, just barely catching myself. |
crawled through dry, scratchy, broken tree limbs into an
overpoweringly smelly patch of yellow and black wildflowers
that left my clothes smelling tangy and untamed. | drank the
last of my water. It took a long time until | reached the road and
the edge of the wide field. | found my story stone for the trip.
It's a jaggedy, molten lava-looking piece of green serpentine
shaped like a mountain. | still had to hike across the tar weed
field, filling my socks and shoes with more burs.

By now it was all worth it because | was given the gift of a
saying that will travel with me the rest of my life, “I’'m going to
the top of the ridge.”

SISTER’S SOUL FOOD
Submitted by Pamela Delilah
Quinoa Almond Muffins

“Cook Right 4 Your Type by Dr. Peter J. D'Adamo”

1C Quinoa flour

1C White spelt flour

1/3C Turbinado sugar

2-1/2 tsp Baking powder

1/4 tsp Salt

1 Egg

1C Almond, rice or soy milk
1/2C Canola oil

Preheat oven to 400 degrees F.

Prepare muffin tins using butter, oil, or paper liners.
In one bowl, combine all dry ingredients. In another
bowl, beat egg. Add almond, rice OR rice milk and
oil and stir until blended. Add liquid ingredients to
dry, stirring quickly until just mixed. (Personal note: |
like to add dried currents or dried cranberries.) Fill
tins to almost full. Bake 15 to 20 minutes.

INFORMATION ABOUT QUINOA

Prodounced keen-wa. The tiny quinoa seed contains
a germ with far more protein than any other grain,
and of higher quality. Its amino acids are more
balanced than those of other grains, with high levels
of lysine, methionine and cystine. Not really a grain
at all, quinoa's genus can be found in the herb
family. It was a sacred food of the Incas for centuries.
It ideally complements beans for a complete protein
meal. Among its many recommendations, quinoa is a
source of iron, magnesium, zinc, copper, potassium,
riboflavin, thiamin, niacin, and phosphorus. Quinoa
has reemerged from obscurity and is finding its way
into more people's diets every day. Quinoa's high
protein and low gluten contents, nutty flavor, and
crunchy texture make it a worthwhile addition to
anyone's diet.

INFORMATION ABOUT SPELT

A nonhybridized wheat that was a staple in biblical

times. Spelt contains more protein, amino acids, B

vitamins and minerals than does its distant cousin,

hybridized wheat. It is worthy of noting for its

nonallergenic properties and great nutritive value.
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Last spring, | was able to participate in The
Work That Reconnects, a weekend
gathering facilitated by Joanna Macy that
helped me understand why | am so
passionate about Red Lodge.

Joanna is a renowned activist, teacher and
elder of courage and compassion. For many
years and around the world, she has been
inviting people to acknowledge and honor
the despair of our times and to walk through
our grief into the joy of our interdependence
and solidarity with all that is. In the midst of
nearly unfathomable turmoil and upheaval
across the planet, Joanna and others have
begun to speak of the possibility that we are
living in The Great Turning, a time of change
as significant as the Agricultural and
Industrial Revolutions, a time of profound
shifting as we struggle towards a Life-
Sustaining Society.

Joanna suggests that this is an incredible
time to be alive, potentially a
transformational moment in human history,
in which we may be compassionate
midwives to the demise of the Industrial
Growth Society with its single-minded focus
on maximizing corporate profits and
participants in the birth of a human society
founded on the deep realization that we
are all connected, that we are enough.

In the face of a culture that insists that we
are insufficient, that we always need more,
b-e-t-t-e-r, BIGGER, gratitude is a
revolutionary act. Available at any time and
at no cost, it is a stance of the soul, Joanna
declares, a primal spiritual tradition like the
breath. It is a celebration of life in which
each part contains the whole. Gratitude is
subversive, and gratitude liberates. We are
sufficient; we can be free.

As we walk the wheel, the great spiral of
our own lives, gratitude brings us fully
present to the pain and grief that we know
in the very fiber of our beings is alive in the
world today. We can be both scared and
fearless as we make ready for truth-telling
and honor our pain for the world. This is
essential to our waking to our true nature,

Mary G.L. Shackelford, chair

of Rgin Reur ol O

to the immensity of who we really are. This
is the bhodisatvva heart, Joanna explains—
the capacity to suffer with our world.
Whether we are in deathbed attendance to
all that we hold dear or midwifing a new
consciousness, we bring the same
attention, the same compassion, the same
fullness of ourselves to the unfolding of life.

As the Industrial Growth Society crumbles
around us, based as it is on unsustainable
consumption, The Work That Reconnects
points the way that each of us can be
agents of change allied with the long-term
health of the Earth. Joanna identifies three
interdependent, mutually supporting,
reciprocally empowering ways we are
participating in this epochal shift. There are
holding actions that work to slow down the
runaway growth and destruction. There are
emerging new Gaian structures and
patterns of sustainable organization. And
there is a vast shifting in consciousness
sparked by the scientific and spiritual
revolutions and expressed in changing
values and lifestyles. These things are
happening all over the world.

In my life, they are happening in Red
Lodge. In this small, grass-roots,
community-based, self-organizing, non-
profit corporation dreamed by women and
manifested against great odds into the
hubris of our consumer culture, | find the
context for my courage and compassion,
for telling the truth of my despair and grief,
for celebrating my radical aliveness in
gratitude and enoughness. Red Lodge is a
place to share the Truth Mandala, to
practice Open Sentences, to Breathe
Through. Red Lodge is a place where the
Mother Drum sings, and we listen for the
Earth’s heartbeat. Red Lodge is a place
where we explore what it means to
welcome conflict as opportunity, to co-
create self-organizing systems that mirror
nature, to explore the consciousness-
shifting and connecting power of song and
dance and prayer.

That our efforts will be successful is not
assured. Life asks us to step forward. It is a
mark of spiritual maturity to give ourselves
to it, Joanna affirms, recognizing that it may
fail. There are no guarantees...only an
exquisite reason to get up every morning
and begin anew. We are living parts of a
living planet.

Acknowledgment: These words are taken from
notes on Joanna Macy's work including the video
that accompanies her recent book, Coming Back
To Life. Deep gratitude and full credit to her for
the eloquence, beauty and clarity with which she
shares her ideas and feelings.
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PLEASE... CONTRIBUTE TO eNEWSI!

Deadline for submissions is the 20th of the Prayer Requests: Prayer_Requests@wwrl.org If you have a

previous MONtH. web and eNEWS Disclaimer All eNEWS prayer request for yourself, a friend or family member, click our
link. Your message will be sent to the WWRL Elder Council

who will honor your request either in our individual ways or
with a prayer council if that is your desire. Please try to let us
know in time to coordinate the members if you would like a
council to hold space at a specific time, such as if you have
surgery scheduled or a vision quest, etc.) Thank you for letting
us be of service to you.

editions, in whole and or in part, will be on the Internet. The submitter is
totally responsible for the content they submit, whether written, images or
pictures. Submitted information must be original works or you must have
explicit written permission to use their work and have it posted on the
Internet. If other individuals are in pictures that you submit to the eNEWS,

you must gain permission to use and post their picture on the web.

eNEWS STAFF Community Calendar Listing:

wwrl.org/CalendarWelcome.aspx The online community

Mary G.L. Shackelford Editor of the Quarterly calendar is our new format for members to list their events.
Kristina Turner Editor of the Monthly Go to the link above and follow the steps to enter your activity.
Norleen Overman Web Tech

General Articles: Article_Submissions@wwrl.org We invite
women of our community to share their gifts and passions
Suzanne Lichau Sustainability Writer with us in written form, which they believe may interest others
in our community. Articles must be original works and must

Valli Sanstrom Content Keeper

Drai Bearwomyn Graphic Designer
i meet 5 of the 15 Red Lodge principles.
Pamela Delilah Proof Reader
Marsha Cook Messenger Come and Advertise with Us: Advertising@wwrl.org

WWRL fully embraces Community supporting Community. It is
our intention to serve as a vehicle for sharing information
within our community. We invite you to place an ad in eNEWS.
We can even design your ad, either quarter, half or full page.
Ads range from $50 to $200. All proceeds from ad sales apply
to future WWRL projects.

Book Look: Book Look@wwrl.org With the intention of
sharing information we offer “Book Look and “Movie
Madness”, fantastic book or film recommendations. If you
think a specific book or movie is a must for the community,
please share it with us and tell us why! At a minimum, simply
provide the title and author. If you wish, you are also welcome
to write the review—130 words or less! (optional).

Sister’s Soul Food: Sisters_Soul _Food@wwrl.org Send your
favorite, tasty, healthy recipes to share with our circle.

Sustainability Corner: Sustainability Corner@wwrl.org
Come, come, let us sit at the table of life together and feast!!
Is there a book or information source that has inspired you in
relationship to sustainability that you want to recommend? Is
there a business you have used or know of that practices
sustainable manufacturing that you want to share? Is there a
practice you use that could help others to be more
sustainable in any of the three spheres — body, mind or spirit?
Are there products or services you offer that relate to the
concept and vision of sustainability? Write us with ideas
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