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A M U L E T
Dear Ones,
      
This is a primer for you, the household priestess. These words and practices are a reminder of your magic. For
thousands of years we have lived under the anti-magic of the Patriarchy. The Patriarchy, not being any specific entity,
is hard to over come. The Patriarchy is fear. Fear of lack, fear for enough, fear of each other, fear of ourselves. The
Patriarchy is cowardly and uses violence of all kinds because it doesn't have faith in itself or others. But, no one really
consciously acts from a place of Patriarchy. It is part of culture and has been for so long that more often than not we
don't recognize  the untruths told by fear. We have been cut off from the magic of humanity so long we think it is a
dream in our hearts. 
 
Since the Crusades, the Patriarchy ( and White Supremacy) have been a wound on our collective hearts. Each
generation that wound has grown and festered. Before Patriarchy, humans had conflict but we were not cut of from
each others hearts. We lived cooperatively in tribes and nations, we fed each other and we shared resources. It didn’t
occur to us to be independent. But Christianity was manipulated and forged into a political and social weapon with the
Crusades. A few cowardly and unhealthy souls managed to limit the resources of tribes and nations by force. Once
traumatized and hungry, fear grows easily in human hearts. It becomes easy to convince people that they are the
problem. Or that their neighbor is the problem. Or their religion or the color of their skin. And so for centuries people
have tried to please the Patriarchy. Humans changed religions, turned in their neighbors as witches, fought and
terrorized other tribes, stole land, and broke hearts and bodies. And each time we still were not enough. 
 
In most recent times the Patriarchy has told us that the real problem we have is that we are not educated. If you want
to have a “nice life” you will need an education. You will need to pay for that education and then work in some job that
is deemed valuable. You will need to fight each other for such jobs to make sure that you have enough money to
protect a “nice life”. We have been told that we really can’t share with each other because if we do, there will not be
enough because people that have less than you are lazy. They will abuse your help. Don’t share. We have been told
that the problems of lack we face are the result of people not working or taking care of their own. All you need to ward
off lack is a good job, and you can get that with a good education. Self-care, go get an education. 
 
Luckily, the Patriarchy has no leader to recognize the mistake made with this last distraction. Because that last
direction will be the undoing of the Patriarchy. Like good children we listened. We collectively have gotten an
education. And after several hundred years of education we have finally shared enough knowledge with each other to
form a clear picture of the torturous trauma we have endured due to living in a Patriarchal and White Supremacist
world. 
 
If fear can bleed through humanity and touch each one of us, so can love. If humans can grow and evolve so much
while wounded, imagine how much we can do when we are whole. 
Use this primer to fan the flame of love and faith and magic within you. Let out your goodness. Let is shine brightly as
an inspiration to others to do the same. And of course you will feel fear. But instead of violence, or anger, or
bypassing like the Patriarchy you will act from love. It is those brave souls willing to say “ I trust myself and I trust
you” who will save the world. But first, we must learn to trust again.t
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Outside is silent and still. Dawn hasn’t woken the world as my oven
starts warming the kitchen.  Our house will soon be full of merry ( and
not so merry) children. Mothers and fathers will hustle  through the door,
my own children will wake from sleep to see in what stage of morning
they find themselves. I might not have a chance to sit with them. There
is breakfast to be made. Then other meals to prep and prepare if we are
not to spend the whole day in the kitchen. In order to make it seem the
food is ready when we are, I need to move before the sun. But, I’m not
alone in here. As I move from project to project, I am with the women
who have come before and loved me. 
In my kitchen are many pictures of them. In some,  grandma is very
small, the age of my youngest now. I like to wonder about her clothes.
How great-grandma must have chosen them for her babe as I do for my
own children, wondering about warmth and durability. Back then, my
grandma was the little child my own are now. Her face reflects so much
future and so many possibilities, the photograph evident of her mother’s
tending and guiding. 
When grandma was nine her father passed away, and great-grandma
turned their home into a boarding house. She had done a great many
amazing things in her life, but I find beauty in the mundane fact she
woke everyday and tended to strangers and managed her family. Great-
grandma was a wonderful artist, one of the first women to study in
Yale’s art program. When she married, she was about as old as I am
today. Even though none of her grandchildren or great-grandchildren
knew her, she has been one of the greatest influences in our lives.
Every time my grandmother reached across the dinner table, or cleared
the plates, we would hear about her “boarding house reach”. Every time
a pie has been rolled in our family for the last 50 years, great-grandma
and grandma have been there. Both reminding us of the proper way,
and now that we are mothers and grandmothers ourselves-teaching us
even more. Like, how a parent’s love is alive for generations in the
simple act of caring for your offspring.

LOVE PRESERVED



As I warm the kitchen, and prepare for the day, my feet are often tired
from the day before. I may have a song in my head, a worry on my mind
or a mountainous list of accomplishments to conquer. I feel the presence
of these women and know this state I am in is nothing new, just part of
the evolution. 
It is the dinner rush that reminds me of my mother, and her
perseverance to care for us. Mom would have picked us up from
daycare, run home, changed out of her suit and into her 1980s jogging
pants. I remember her back to me as she ate a quick bowl of cottage
cheese with black pepper, turned on the country music station and
started our dinner. Shake n’ bake, and dancing in kitchen’s yellow light. It
must be autumn in these memories. After dinner was made, dishes
would need to be done. Homework was probably checked before we
would be on the run to dance class, my sister’s sports practice or maybe
water aerobics with grandma and grandpa. Our bellies would be full. By
mother’s magic my mother must have added extra hours to everyday
day; as a child I never noticed we were in a rush. The next morning,
waiting on the counter would be a brown bag with a yellow mustard
sandwich and a shiny granny smith, plus breakfast before we were on
the road again to school and work. 
Grandma wasn’t an artist, and she didn’t have a career. Great-grandma
had packed her family up as teenagers and moved them across the
county so all her children could attend Arizona University like my great
grandfather. In college, grandma studied merchandizing and met my
grandpa.She had all of us, and was the most beautiful woman anyone
knew. And everyone loved her, because she made everyone feel loved.
Grandma liked black licorice, iced coffee, lipstick and telling stories. She
used to breeze into my daycare and yell “ Come on, I’m breaking you out
of jail”. She read lots and lots of books. She taught me to knit the same
style mittens her mother made for her. There is nothing spectacular
about her life except that all you 



ever wanted was to be with her. When I was young, I just wanted to grow
up to be grandma. Run errands and make everyone happy. I’m not sure
what exactly she did to make us happy except be herself and love us. It
is hard to find anything in my kitchen not connected with grandma. I have
her old dishes, and that big pot she bought when she found me, as a
new mama, boiling spaghetti water in a sauce pan. Or the giant bowl I
use for rising bread. She brought me that for much the same reason.
When grandma showed up at your house she had a big bag of things
she “didn’t need anymore”. Often they were new, and bought with you in
mind. She would throw them in the bag with the  ‘plastic donuts’ as she
called chocolate Entenmann’s. One donut would be half missing from the
box. A bunch of other barely used items she thought you might have
needed would be in there too. Many of them are still in my kitchen today.
Along with pictures of myself that once hung on her kitchen walls, when I
was small, and she was the one running our world. With her last breath
she tried to comfort those of us sitting around her bed. I remember
wondering if where you go next, someone is anticipating your arrival like
we await babies on earth. And if so, how excited great grandma must
have been. 
Grandma was sick for a year. Once we sat together on her bed,
Grandma wishing it was all for something, the illness, that it could just be
for some good reason. It wasn’t. Cancer has no good reason. We
learned from grandma how to handle no good reason with grace, the
same grace with which she handled the rest of our lives. There must
have been countless tears and a few heartbreaks in the lives of these
women, as in mine, but those are washed away today. The love though,
that keeps us going each day and makes us put on a smile and hug a
child, that  love is here today. Householders, those of us inthe depths of
life, worry that the self we knew in our youth will be lost in the caring for
children, but that self is like an expression of soul. In middle life, when
we are covered up with daily existence; the expression changes a little
bit, but we are still there. Like a strawberry changes to make strawberry
jam, we along with those before us change to make something precious. 
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“Once you transcend your mental plane and awaken your intuitive prowess, you’ll
experience an immense sense of inner freedom. For this you need to summon the
courage to know who you are and be your true self. In other words, put down your
mask and present to the world your true, unpolished face.” -Sri Swamini 
Mayatitananda, Woman’s Power to Heal

INTUITION

There is a child at the table, their hands are no where near the milk- but you
know its going to spill. And then a series of small events transpire in the
course of 3 split seconds, and there is milk on the floor.  
Intuition is not much different, except that sometimes the proof takes longer to
materialize.  It is magical, it is a gift,  but not in the way most people think. It is
not something reserved for only a few. We all have the ability to “know” our
bodies, our children, and the earth around us. It is a simple practice in
listening and trusting in ourselves. And it takes some courage.
Growing up I heard stories of my grandmother and father (a continent apart)
knowing they needed to call each other during times of trouble.  Once when I
was small and about to fall out of bed, my father caught me just before I hit
the floor.  Aside from these stories, I must have had a series of events
happen in my life which forged confidence in my feelings and trust I would
know what to do. A little confidence can easily be transformed to unwavering
faith, with practice.
Trusting in your senses is not the same as doing whatever you want. It may
at times appear to outsiders that I disregard the opinions of others, of
science, or practicality. This is not the case.  I just accept that I do not always
need a tangible reason for my decisions. The beauty of following your
intuition is that you no longer have to research your opinion extensively. You
no longer need to explain to yourself why you have decided not to walk that
way to the park anymore, or eat that food everyone says is good for you. You
do not need to look outside yourself for answers. Although, sometimes I feel
the need for a little inspiration. Sometimes I can’t get a good feel on the
question I am mulling, and sometimes I am just not educated enough on the
topic. Then I pull out the books, and ask experts, or friends and family.



When I was expecting my first child, I had a great deal of pain between 33-
35weeks. The midwives told me it was nothing. Co-workers and family told me I
should expect the last few weeks to be very uncomfortable. Imagine everyones
surprise when my water broke. The day it broke I had done the normal nesting
thing, cleaning the apartment top to bottom. I  then went to three stores and
shopped for an army. My baby shower was that afternoon. After all that, I made
myself a steak and spinach salad. My water broke as soon as I was done. My
baby was big and healthy. Six pounds and five ounces at 35 weeks will
convince many doctors that your due date must have been off. I had chosen a
pediatrician from a practice I attended as a child, someone I knew and trusted. 
Several of the practice doctors saw us before we left the hospital and gave
instructions for us to be seen at seven days, but to call with any concerns.
When I called a few days later worried about the baby’s jaundice I was asked a
series of questions.
 
 “She was nursing well, but my milk came in today and now we are having a
little trouble”. 
 
“ Sometimes it is hard to wake her, so hard I gave her a bath” 
 
“ Well, she may be a little jaundice but bringing her in would probably serve only
to work everybody up, we’ll see you at your appointment” was the doctor’s
response.
 
A few days later:   “ She actually doesn’t look very jaundice, but we are pricking
her heal anyway, so we will check”
 
“But look how floppy she is,” I can still see my tiny (now 5lb something) baby
drooping on the table.
 
Touching my breasts the doctor says “ It looks like you are having trouble with
let down, you need to go get a pump and feed her every hour. Bring her in for a
weight check tomorrow”



Three hours later we were on our way to the ER with a bili of 29. Even a brand
new mother knows it is bad when they meet you at the door.  The horrors and
pain of the next several weeks left me with two resolutions. I was never
speaking to that practice again, and I was never, ever going to let someone
else’s opinion come between me and that feeling deep in my chest.  I have kept
them both. When that same baby broke her arm at age six, I new it was broken
before I even spoke to her. 
 
Intuition can provide you with comfort and insight into the good as well. Like
when its time to buy that house, or start a business. Is your sister pregnant (or
having a boy or a girl).  What will grow in that shady part of the garden? Who
will be coming to your grandparents anniversary?  There will be traffic on the
beltway mid-morning. Your partner wants to sneak away with you! 
 
 

THE SUREST AND EASIEST WAY TO HEAR YOUR INNER VOICE IS TO LISTEN.
THERE ARE SPILT SECONDS BETWEEN OUR ACTIONS WHERE A SMALL

VOICE SPEAKS TO US. STRAINING TO HEAR THIS VOICE, AND ACCEPTING
ITS DIRECTION, WILL ENABLE THE VOICE TO GROW LOUDER AND THE

CONNECTION TO BECOME SECOND NATURE.  THERE ARE BOTH FORMAL
AND INFORMAL PRACTICES WHICH CAN HELP MAGNIFY THE INTUITIVE

VOICE.
 
 



 
INFORMALLY:
- We can practice listening to our children. Their intuitive voice is very loud. Slowing
  down to their pace and listening to their words and actions can help us tune in to ours. 
-Take a walk. Walking a constant path throughout the year helps us notice the nuances          
of nature, and recognize deep in our bodies the changes around us.
-Eating and cooking seasonally. Preparing our food with our hands, shortly after it comes
from the earth gives us a better connection to the earth the food is coming from, the
properties of the foods, and the needs of our bodies.
-Guessing games. Children love them and so do we. Can you guess who I am thinking  
of? Which teller will be at the bank? Can we guess who is calling? I wonder where your
shoes are hiding? 
-Take care. Taking care of yourself and others is kindness in action. Kindness puts us on
an open and higher plane, more able to see the truth around us. One simple technique
for taking care is an oil rub.  Rubbing your child with oil before bed or bath.
Give your spouse an oil massage. Take time to cover your whole body in oil before your
shower. This serves two very important purposes. Firstly, it makes us feel good to take
time for ourselves and others. Secondly, it allows our inner-conscious self to alight on
each part of the body, tuning in.
 
FORMALLY:
-Yoga nidra: this practice is a restful and relaxing way to put yourself in touch with the
deep divinity within. It is a healing practice that promotes health in every aspect of life-
even better, all you have to do is lie there! 
- A regular yoga practice. Yes, it would be lovely if all parents could get away once or
twice a week for yoga practice, but it is not always practical. One focus of my practice is
finding ways that mothers can “practice” and renew themselves while knee deep in the
practice of motherhood. Doing even one or two simple poses everyday has a big impact-
connecting the mind, body and breath. Even if you are unfamiliar with yoga, you can
attain the benefits by focusing on your breath and concentrating on your body. Try
focusing on lengthening your inhale and exhale while doing the dishing, firmly placing
both feet evenly on the floor. Or while loading the car, packing lunches, etc. 
- A formal practice of meditation. Sitting quietly, eyes closed, breathing deeply. Even for
only five minutes before the rest of the household wakes, or after they are asleep.

 
WHEN WE TRUST IN OURSELVES AND OUR OWN INHERENT WISDOM- THEN WE

HAVE FAITH IN OURSELVES. WE CAN BREATH DEEP AND THROW OFF OUR
INSECURITIES. 

 



I wrote this in 2012 for the Rhythm of the Home blog. It is still so true today. We are
now cultivating some new traditions in our new region. It is hard to let go of the
traditions of our past, but because we held them to be functional, they naturally
progress into new and meaningful celebrations. 

FUNCTIONAL TRADITION

It seems to me the original purpose of festivals was to celebrate some practical and
functional accomplishment. Back when people worked, lived and celebrated all within
the same life, without compartmentalizing life- you celebrated your work. And work
was life. 
I find if our life, our work, and our learning are all one- we celebrate them far more
fully. And those celebrations are not forced, nor do they require planning, because
they just are. They come from the natural rhythm of our lives, full of richness. 
The Maryland Sheep and Wool Festival is one such celebration in our small world.
The excitement the night before is only rivaled by Christmas Eve. My oldest saves
her money all year long to reach a goal she has set for her personal stash. Both girls
have a list of projects, and the needed supplies. I have my own long list full of gifts,
school lessons, and crafts. It has become a community festival as many of our circle
of friends also craft with wool. Seeing the same farmers, spinners, and vendors every
year- we build valuable relationships and associations. We look forward to seeing
them, discussing what has happened during the year. We talk about the projects of
last year and the ones to come. 
Right around the time we started homeschooling, I started buying as much of our
roving, felt, and yarn at the festival as I could. At the time I thought I was just
collecting a good sized stash of good quality material. I respect the needs of my
children to have high quality supplies if they are to make high quality work. I also
support and value the quality work that small farmers and artisans provide in all
industries, especially this one so dear to my family. After the first year though, I
realized my bulk purchase did something much bigger. 
When I buy all our stash from the festival- we run out a month or so before the next
one. So the whole season before we pine and plan for our return. It has become a
fully functional festival based on our work and our learning, based on the way we live.
The build up is not only enthusiastic, but authentic. 
It is tradition. It is celebration. It is all based on the rhythm of our life. Seeing the
children absorb this experience, I am overcome with gratitude.  I  know these weeks
before, during and after the Sheep and Wool festival will be cherished for all the
years of our lives.



ABUNDANCE
 
Magic. Abundance. Source. I have always believed in these, and also questioned how they
can be true while there is so much suffering. It feels uncomfortable to say we all have the
power to shape our destiny while mothers hold suffering children. Those mothers have
power too, so why doesn’t this magic within them activate to dispel the war, or famine, or
abusers, or illnesses attacking their child. This is where I always got confused. Being an
interconnected empath, I couldn’t accept that some people activate and wield this magic,
and others ( who desperately need the magic) cannot unlock it. Luckily, if you are a student
of mindfulness and magic, Life is your teacher and answers any question you ask.
 
We are all infinitely abundant. We all have access to the source within us and we can all
activate magic. The abundance is not in the universe waiting for you to lasso it and make it
do your bidding. The magic is curled up inside of you waiting to be fed. You are like every
other magnificent creature on this earth; you are capable of accessing the resources
available to you and translating them into whatever it is you need. Actually, you have a bit
of extra special magic called consciousness. This can aid you in your magnificence or
completely cut you off from the source. 
In order to access this source magic with ease and natural grace, we need the same things
a baby needs to thrive. Safety, love, and nourishment. When we don’t have access to
these basic necessities our working consciousness (ego) begins to create stories and
these stories disconnect us from our deeper consciousness ( source). This is how
centuries of people have been disempowered from their source magic. This is why, when
we need our source magic most, it is so often hard for us to access. When we are most in
need, our ego is very scared and is making so much noise that we cannot hear the deeper
consciousness reminding us we are full of creativity and the innate capacity to find
solutions. When we are in need, we need the most love, safety, and nourishment and if
these are withheld ( by others or ourselves) our energy dims and so does our ability to
overflow with love, safety, and nourishment for ourselves and others.
 
The word abundance calls to mind images of the harvest. We see piles of food, piles of
money, full cupboards, radiant health, liveliness, dancing and celebration. Abundance is
the outcome of energetic effort. Energy translated into some currency ( money, food,
friendship) and then collected is a picture of abundance. We tend to focus on this
overflowing harvest of effort as the goal of what we want. When we do this, we miss the
really special key. If we are abundant ourselves, we do not need piles of anything. We do 



not need to be always harvesting and collecting. Instead, we can use our energy to
flourish. Flourishing might be a better word to describe what it is exactly we are trying to
activate with this magical source energy. When we flourish we have a bountiful outpouring
from within ourselves. We do not need to harvest or collect or spend energy calling
something to ourselves, we have everything we need already within us. 
 
When we change our language and aim for a state of bountiful flourishing, we begin to look
at our situation of lack very differently. Instead of looking at what is missing and trying to
find more of it outside ourselves, we begin to look for the resources we need to generate
the bounty that is called for. We begin to ask ourselves what is standing in the way of
wellness. We begin to ask ourselves what we need to make something happen. We
recognize that we have the ability to generate what is needed and we begin to trust
ourselves to make that happen. That is where the magic is activated. Because, now there
are no limitations. Your trust in your own capacity allows you access to the source energy
that provides love, nourishment, and safety. Your trust in your own capacity unleashes
your creativity. Your trust in yourself connects you with the divine and with every other
molecule in the universe. 
 
Once connected, it is easy to see why unwell people and cultures built on fear and scarcity
would want to undermine the abilities of others to access such an unlimited resource. One
such person is powerful and has no concerns about connecting with another powerful
person. 
 
There I found my answer. We all have magic. Sometimes it is very hard to access because
the environment we are in has limited resources of love, safety, or nourishment. It
becomes hard to hear our deeper source energy and recognize our bountiful capacity.
Once accessed, we may not be able to single handedly stop wars and famines and
illnesses but when we merge our divine trust together,  we can. And we will.



EATING SEASONALLY
Originally published By Rhythm of the Home
 
It is Sunday morning. In this house that means, its farmer’s market day!! Rain or shine,
wind or snow, spring, summer, autumn and winter. Every single Sunday of the year, unless
it is Christmas. It will be four years this spring, that we have been attending the same
market. 
We started this eating local, fresh, seasonal diet just by accident.  We were at our local fair,
and there was an unmanned booth with information about our county’s farmers. A little flyer
about a CSA (community supported agriculture) program caught my eye.  We could get a
basket of produce a week (enough four a family of four) all summer long. It worked out to
$30 a week and all we had to do was pay for it up front in the early spring.  Being a person
who likes food, likes natural, likes community and saving money- I wrote a check and
sealed the envelope. And I sealed my fate as a woman no longer comfortable in a modern
supermarket.  
That first basket turned into many, and we tried different CSAs over the years. We’ve tried
many farmers and farmers markets. And each time I learn something new. Something new
about food, about tradition, about my children, my spirituality or community or health. Being
directly connected to our food has become one of the cornerstones of my life.  
I know that the thought of buying food directly from a local grower or eating seasonally can
feel a little strange or scary at first. Often, the first time I bring a friend to market with me
they wonder what they should buy. How do they know what they will need for the week, or
what will be available? Often families worry that if they join a CSA, they would not know
what to do with beets, or rhubarb,or collard greens, or kale.  This is all true. Many of us
have not been raised to take what is fresh and available and whip it into something
wonderful. Most of us do not know what to expect at market on July 25th much less the
second week in February. But that is okay. Many of us do WANT to be able to do these
things. And if we teach ourselves how, our children WILL know inherently when they are
grown.  
Those first few years I gave away pounds of beets and threw whole bunches of rhubarb in
the trash. How it pains me now to think of it! But over time I gained confidence, or stumbled
onto recipes to save and try in their season. My children, and friends, have come to know
that pumpkin whoopee pies will be made around the third week in September. Spring has
officially sprung with rhubarb shortcakes at the park.  My oldest daughter can actually tell
us, on the way to market in the spring, what will be available. She knows, and I have come
to trust this instinct of hers. 
 
 



 
love that I can look the farmers in the eye, that they know me and my children, and that we know
them. I love the excitement that runs though the market as people realize someone has cherries, or
shiitakes or the first tomatoes. I love that the market is super crowded in summer, and super vacant
in winter.
 
 I love that  .   .   .
 
-my children know when food is fresh by the season, the taste and the smell
 
-I’ve learned to cook foods I thought I hated
 
-my kitchen is decorated for the season, just by going shopping
 
-I know the philosophies of the men and women who grow our food, I know their names and about
their families and vacations
 
-I can name where everything on the diner table came from
 
- the consciousness of food production leads to consciousness in all production
 
- shopping has ritual and tradition
 
- eating seasonally brings spontaneity and creativity to our diet
 
- I can trust in the earth to bring nutrition to my family
 
-I find community in the farmers and other market goers
    I have seen dating couples, turned married couples turned families with babe in sling
 
- I’ve learned to preserve, giving me security and comfort in the cold of winter
 
- my children get excited about pineapples and mangos when they go to a brick and mortar store
 
-I recognize the power I have to shape my life
 
- My family knows I practice, and cherish, my beliefs 
 
 
 
 



The previous essay was written about 10 years into my journey of eating with the seasons. Since
then, the practice has deepened even more. Now, I notice how I better understand the
natural environment
and ecosystem I live in because of my connection with the food produced here. 
 
When we eat local and seasonal foods we develop a greater intimacy with our location on this
glorious planet and those who live and work around us. Our diet becomes relevant to our work and
our location, and we develop a stronger attachment to that specific place. This is important because
that sense of attachment deepens out sense of connection and stewardship.  
 
Over time I have developed the belief that eating seasonally serves our own health and the health of
the earth. When we eat a seasonal and local diet, we develop an understanding of the earth, the
seasons, and weather patterns. We come to recognize how foods taste differently during droughts.
We adjust our consumption to account for a late last frost or the effects of climate change. 
 
Blue Zones are areas with a higher than average number of centenarians. These communities all
eat locally and seasonally. Interestingly, you cannot simply feed those local foods to people in
other communities and get the same resuls of long, healthy lives. There is some magic to the
relevancy of our diet to the life we are living. Blue Zones have other commonalities, the
most significant being they all have vibrant intergenerational connections. In these communities,
food and people and work are all woven together.
 
Food is an opportunity to develop intimacy with our location, nature, our own bodies, and our
communities. When we cultivate that sense of intimacy, we foster a life built on consciousness and
connection. That kind of living supports our physical, mental, and emotional health.
 
To learn more about markets and CSA’s near you, check out
 www.localharvest.org
 
 
 
 

http://www.localharvest.org/
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G U I D I N G  V A L U E S  &  
E T H O S  S T A T E M E N T

Your inner most values guide all your interactions with the world and

its people. Consciously acknowledging  these values brings greater

purpose and clarity to your daily life. When we recognize our guiding

values we better understand our motivations and emotions. With

attention to our guiding values we can more easily resolve conflict

and even recognize better the guiding values of others. 

The below exercise will help clarify your 3 deepest guiding values.

Illuminating these values may help you embody them in an even

greater way in your life. Guiding values also change over time and

with experience, so it is important to visit this exercise on occasion. 

 

 

 

 

I will not define the word value for you because I don’t want to influence the

definitions of your inner world. But, I suggest that before completing this practice

you define what the word means to you. 

 

Once you have defined the word value, make a list of your top 10 guiding values. 

 

Spend the next week clarifying the values until you have only 6. You can combine

some values. You can add new values if you remove others. Keep only the 6 values

that seem most highly important to you personally. 

 

Spend some time observing these six values and how they relate to each other. 

 

What do you think makes these values so important to you? 

 

How do these values show up in your life? 

 

Examine a recent conflict you experienced with these values in mind. How do

these values relate to the conflict you experienced?

 

After you have asked yourself these questions, choose the 3 values that are most

paramount to you.



G U I D I N G  V A L U E S  &  
E T H O S  S T A T E M E N T

 

Ethos

 

the characteristic spirit of a culture, era,
or community as manifested in its beliefs

and aspirations.

Referencing  your guiding values practice and the

words that represent your deepest values, craft a

statement representing your personal ethos. 

 

This can be an "I" statement: I live my life in

accordance with .  .  .

 

or the statement can be about the values:

Truth, Love, and Home are the foundations of peace. 

 

The statement simply needs to be true for you, hold

value for you, and be a reminder of your highest self. 



W H E E L  O F  T H E  Y E A R

 

Relevance

 

Rituals and traditionas need to be relevant to you for
them to have power in your life. 

We cannot simply transpose someone else's rituals into our lives and
have them provide meaning and connection. We need rituals and

traditions that honor the meaning and connections we feel or want to
feel. Below is an empty Wheel of the Year. I encourage you to look over
your yearly traditions and find one for every season. You most likely

already have some big and some small seasonal celebrations and
traditions. These are your festivals. Recognizing and honoring their

cyclical and seasonal representation will help illuminate the connections
between you and this beautiful earth we call home.  

Once you have established which festivals you already celebrate you can
then decide to elaborate in ways that are meaningful to you. After
completing the deepest values and Ethos exercise, contemplate how

weaving the spirit of those into your celebrations might be valuable to
you. 

 
 
 

* If you have seasons with no celebrations or festivals, that’s okay. Be on the look out for the tiniest
seasonal occurrence in those months and simply note its rhythmic appearance in your life.

 
 



W H E E L  O F  T H E  Y E A R

 

 

relevant rituals  and traditions 

Dec 21-Feb
1

12.5%

Feb2- March
20

12.5%

March 21- April
30

12.5%

May 1-June
20

12.5%

June 21- Aug
1

12.5%

Aug 2- Sept
20

12.5%

Sept 21-Nov
1

12.5%

Nov 2-Dec
20

12.5%



A L M A N A C

A L M A N A C  P D F  L I N K

C h a r t i n g  a n d  j o u r n a l i n g  a r e  s i m p l e
w a y s  t o  n o t i c e  p a t t e r n s  i n  o u r

l i v e s  a n d  e n v i r o n m e n t .  I n  o r d e r  t o
n o t e  t h e s e  p a t t e r n s ,  w e  n e e d  t o
c r e a t e  e a s y  w a y s  t o  " s e e " .  T h i s

p e r s o n a l  a l m a n a c  w i l l  l e t  y o u
c h a r t  a n y t h i n g  f r o m  t h e  s k y  t o

y o u r  d a i l y   b r e a k f a s t .  Y o u  c a n  m a k e
i t  a b o u t  a n y t h i n g ,  a n d  p r i n t  i t  a s

o f t e n  a s  y o u  d e s i r e .  
I  d e s i g n e d  t h i s  a l m a n a c  a f t e r  y e a r s

o f  f i n d i n g  t h a t  a  t y p i c a l  j o u r n a l
a n d  p l a n n e r  w e r e  n o  l o n g e r

m e e t i n g  m y  m o d e r n  n e e d s .  I  u s e d
m y  d a i l y  p l a n n e r  a s  a  j o u r n a l  i n

t h e  w o r l d  b e f o r e  d e v i c e s .  N o w  t h a t
d o e s n ' t  m a k e  a s  m u c h  s e n s e ,  b u t  I

m i s s  t h e  r e g u l a r  n o t e s  a b o u t  t h e
s u n r i s e  o r  t h e  p l a n t s  o r  m y  h e a l t h .

T h i s  a l m a n a c  a l l o w s  y o u  t o  e a s i l y
r e c o r d  5  y e a r s  w o r t h  o f  n o t e s  i n  a n

s i m p l e  t o  v i e w  f o r m a t .  I t ' s
p e r f e c t l y  o k a y  i f  y o u  m i s s  t h r e e

m o n t h s  i n  o n e  y e a r ,  b e c a u s e  t h a t
g i v e s  y o u  i n f o r m a t i o n  a s  w e l l .  F i v e

y e a r s  o f  r e c o r d s  i l l u m i n a t e  a l l
s o r t s  o f  c o n n e c t i o n s  w e  w o u l d  h a v e

o t h e r w i s e  m i s s e d .  
F i n d  s o m e t h i n g  y o u  w a n t  t o  k n o w

m o r e  a b o u t  a n d  h a v e  f u n !

https://static1.squarespace.com/static/55aedb4fe4b0f3d81650f710/t/5d0a146fe5b92f0001833fe4/1560941684261/5+year+calendar_Personal+Almanac.pdf


A M U L E T  n o u n

: a charm often inscribed with a

magic  incarnation or symbol to aid

the wearer



A M U L E T


