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What he brings to this topic of poetry as
healer is potentially life-changing.
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Reserve your space for My Heart Broke Loose on the Wind: Recovering
a Sense of Freedom and Surprise, with John Fox, at Still Point Retreat
Center, November 2-4, 2012, by sending this registration to Judith Prest,
5223 Scotch Ridge Road, Duanesburg, NY 12056 with a check made
payable to The Institute for Poetic Medicine.
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Presented by John Fox

Poetry is practiced best and is of most optimum use in our quest for
wholeness and meaning when it is deeply treasured and respected for its
essential wildness.

When your writing is met
deeply and allowed to flour-
ish in ways thoughtful people
develop - with extravagant
permission and genuine
support to risk and try things )
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isn't quite right. Creativity .

does not work well when put into a cage; those cages are, in this sense,
usually constructed of self-judgment and diminishment or the judgment
of others built upon hierarchies of arbitrary evaluation.

This workshop is not a place to put on display one’s literary and analytical
acumen - although we will bring to the circle our love for and curiosity
about literature, especially
poetry. We will likely meet
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a holistic vision of poetry
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wildness and freedom, com-
munity and as always, deep
listening.
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Date/Time:  Friday evening: 7-9:30 pm
Saturday: 10 am-5 pm; Sunday: 9:30 am-12 noon
Location: Still Point Interfaith Retreat Center
20 Still Point Road
Mechanicville, NY 1218
www.stillpointretreatcenter.com

To Register:  See registration form on back

More Info: For inquiries, including making overnight
accommodations at Still Point* or in the area,
please contact Judith Prest at (518) 895-8001
or email jeprest@aol.com. Two sliding scale
scholarships are available.

Cost: $175 (Room and Board not included in workshop fee.)

*There are 4 hermitage cabins and 2 regular rooms at Still Point.
Other nearby accommodations available. Commuters are okay. Judith
will bring food for meals along with food provided by Stillpoint.
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When | set out for the a very sincere thank you
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| would be so completely the mystery is waking up
changed or become so the rain is falling
completely myself again everything smells better
because of poetry and you. time is stopping for these precious tears
- Shannon Klassel it was a gift of good medicine!
~ Risa Diaz

| did not know what to say, my mouth
had no way

with names
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and something started in my soul,

fever or forgotten wings,

and | made my own way,
deciphering that fire

and | wrote the first faint line...
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