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JOURNEYS WITH THE DIVINE FEMININE is a collection of 24 personal stories of women’s
experiences in discovering the Divine Feminine and journeying within to experience it,
understand it, and grow from it. You will see yourself reflected here. You will see paths you didn’t
know existed. You even may feel freer to walk some paths you may have been afraid to venture
down.The writers are from Irish, Dutch, German, Scottish, North American, Trinidadian, English,
Indian, French, Australian, New Zealand, and New Zealand Maori backgrounds, with
combinations of Jewish, Christian, Buddhist, Hindu, Pagan, Wiccan, Baha’i, and other religious
and spiritual practices and traditions. They are writers and artists, therapists and coaches,
mothers and grandmothers, academics, yoga teachers, psychics and healers, nurses and
salespeople, sisters and daughters.The re-emergence of the Divine Feminine from oppression,
suppression, repression, and, ultimately, depression is vital to restoring the balance of this world
and all who live on this planet. Too long we have been living a lopsided life as the forgiveness,
love, and compassion so sorely needed have been lost and are now being resurrected. ~Patricia
Iris Kerins (Foreword)The women’s journeys are often physical – to sacred places around the
world, genealogical – exploring the gifts and wisdom of their ancestors near and far, intellectual,
and always emotional. Their experience of the Divine Feminine is necessarily spiritual –
encompassing a myriad of different meanings of that term – revealing that the Sacred is rooted
in the soil as much as the heavens.Collated and edited by author Sue Fitzmaurice, here are two
dozen souls laid bare, with all the courage and generosity of spirit that it takes to share one’s
deepest self with the world.Authors: Lynne Meyer, Andrea Pollard, Maggie Pinsent, Rema
Kumar, C. Ara Campbell, Judi Hobbes, Marian Hamel-Smith, Stella St Clare, Sarah McCrum,
Detta Darnell, Sue Fitzmaurice, Stacey Phillips, Swati Nigam, Deb Steele, Martrice Endres,
Dianne Graham, Alison Smith, Maddison Bee, Tia Christiansen, Allison Gentle, Melanie C.
Toppin, Mary Louise Malloy, Elizabeth Russell, Doreen Devoy-Hulgan.

In Teachings of the Tao, translator and Taoist practitioner Eva Wong demonstrates the vital
dynamism of Taoism as it extends over more than 2,000 years of Chinese history. Wong offers
brief, manageable selections from a wide array of fundamental Taoist literature that addresses
such topics as meditative practice, calisthenics, and the fantastic biographies of Taoist masters.
The haunting shamanic poems, devotional chants, and instructions on ethics set this collection
apart from others. Teachings of the Tao is an excellent way to learn more about Taoism without
getting mired in wordy full-length treatises. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable
edition of this title.About the AuthorEva Wong is an independent scholar and a practitioner of the
Taoist arts of the Pre-Celestial Way and Complete Reality lineages. She has written and
translated many books on Taoism and related topics, including A Master Course in Feng-Shui;



Tales of the Taoist Immortals; and Taoism: An Essential Guide. --This text refers to an out of print
or unavailable edition of this title.

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/EaXe/OPMw/ZZQrL/Journeys-with-the-Divine-Feminine-Sue-Fitzmaurice
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Detta DarnellIndividual author photos copyrighted to themselves.Published by Rebel Magic
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provided in their bios.9781693212222Cover art words: Speak your truth. Tell your Story. You
matter. You are a child of the universe and you are so deeply loved. You are a feminine child of
god and are divine. Let it all go. All birds share the same wing and fly together. You have found
your tribe. We are all just walking each other home. You must open your heart and let love
unfold.People heal by being able to tell the story – the whole story.Clarissa Pinkola EstesMy
story isn’t sweet and harmonious, like invented stories. It tastes of folly and bewilderment, of
madness and dreams, like the lives of all people who no longer want to lie to
themselves.Hermann HesseNote to the ReaderThe authors herein write in American English,
Canadian English, New Zealand English, Australian English, Indian English, English English,
and may have English as a second or even third language. Some learnt (rather than learned) to
put a u in neighbour, that there is a verb to practise with an s, and that minimise isn’t spelt with a
z. Some have traveled with a single l and some have travelled with two. In editing, I’ve allowed
the writer’s own nationality of English to stand. We value your tolerance of our differences.
ContentsForeword by Patricia Iris KerinsIntroduction by Sue FitzmauriceLynne MeyerAndrea
PollardMaggie PinsentRema KumarC. Ara CampbellJudi HobbesMarian Hamel-SmithStella St
ClareSarah McCrumDetta DarnellSue FitzmauriceStacey PhillipsSwati NigamDeb
SteeleMartrice EndresDianne GrahamAlison SmithMaddison BeeTia ChristiansenAllison
GentleMelanie C. ToppinMary Louise MalloyElizabeth RussellDoreen Devoy-HulganAbout the
AuthorsA Tribute to the Authors by Sue FitzmauriceOur BooksRecommended
ReadingForewordIt is a joy to lift a book that expands your consciousness and enriches your
soul. You are in for a treat!In this day and age with so much chaos kicking off around the world,
here we have a haven of shared evolution and in particular that of the Divine Feminine within
each of us, man or woman.Not some abstract thought form as some may say, but an integral
wisdom within all of humanity, waiting quietly in the wings ready to step out and take centre
stage as the Divine Masculine recognises that it truly needs a worthy, valuable partner to dance
with, to help humanity reach the ultimate goal of actualising its true potential.They need look no
further. She is here!The re-emergence of the Divine Feminine from oppression, suppression,
repression and ultimately depression is vital to restoring the balance of this world and all who
live on this planet. Too long, we have been living a lopsided life as the forgiveness, love and
compassion so sorely needed have been lost and are now being resurrected.Going, if not
completely gone, are the days when the opinions of women didn’t matter. The transformation
that is happening now is that we believe we do matter; we do count and what we have to say and



contribute is valuable and important. We are also good enough in every way, in every
circumstance.This collection of words from diverse, unique women, outlining their journeys, are
all very different and yet within them there is a common theme of self-discovery, self-
remembrance, and a recognition of how they were as they started out on their journeys and how
much they have changed and evolved as they stand more in their power of being a woman.They
have taken time to look back at the past and then stand in the power of the present ready to
open and create the next chapter of their ongoing soul journey.The road to this point can often
be a bumpy one. What they have learned will undoubtedly help you to be all you can be. As they
share their loves, laughs, trials and tribulations, you will remember similar circumstances in your
life.In sharing and collaborating, we help others to grow and thrive. For there will be triggers of
resonance and remembrance from this and past lives – the memory of which are held in your
DNA – that will awaken as you read.You are not alone, you are one with all the women sharing
here, their story is your story.The question is are you ready to be the author of your own new
story, and if so, what would that be and say?An exciting opportunity to co-create your life with
the Universe awaits; think big, be bold and take strength from the words your sisters have shared
here for they have survived and they have thrived.Honouring your beautiful Divine Feminine, I
amPatricia Iris Kerins DHPChannel, Author, Modern Day Shaman, Sound Master Healer &
CoachIntroductionIn December 2018, I was in the south of France visiting sites of significance to
the tradition of Mary Magdalene. I had just begun my editing and publishing venture Rebel
Magic Books, and whilst in meditation one day, I asked Louise Hay for advice. Her answer:
Gather women’s stories and share them. I began with the Divine Feminine.I had been in serious
pursuit of the Divine Feminine through the whole of 2018, from January when a stranger arrived
and became my best friend, opened my eyes to new worlds, and then by the end of the year had
become a stranger again. People don’t always come into our lives for the reasons we think.
Experiences don’t always happen for the reasons we think. Every one of us here might say If
you’d told me twenty years ago… I never would have believed you. And indeed, some do say
exactly that.When I asked thirty women to write their spiritual stories, I hadn’t fully anticipated
what that would mean. For everyone involved, writing their story was a journey in itself. Almost
everyone, at some point, felt stuck or inadequate to the task. Nevertheless, they persisted.From
March through August, I received their words, tentative at first, then as they loosened up, it was
full-blown Eat, Pray, Love, all of them. I have wept often on reading their stories – and laughed as
well. Every woman involved has been utterly generous of spirit, from beginning to end.For all of
them, their experience of the Divine Feminine is necessarily spiritual – not any one type of
spiritual, but a myriad of different meanings of that term. Spiritual doesn’t have to be about God
or Heaven – it’s fundamentally about what gives us meaning and purpose, and the Sacred and
Divine are as rooted in the soil as they are in the heavens. It would be fair to say, that for most, if
not all, the women here, their stories do not encapsulate the whole of their spiritual life. Our
paths are nuanced with a myriad of moments, thoughts, experiences, understandings and
insights. It’s impossible to portray it all.Many of their stories begin with either an absence of the



Divine Feminine, or a suppression of it. In this respect their stories mirror the development of
feminism and equality generally, from the 1950s until the present, even as some hard-won
equalities are horrifically reversing in some corners of the world. The freedoms brought by
feminism have assisted in enabling the unfolding of the Feminine Divine (and vice versa)
through more women’s lives, where it was either absent or hidden in previous generations. And it
is this Sacred Feminine that is the real gift – to women, men, society, the planet, and the future.
The expansion of the Feminine will heal our world. It’s not easy to precisely define Divine
Feminine, nor would everyone agree on any particular definition. You’ll be immersed in it soon
enough, which is always the best way to understand anything. Putting aside that this has to do
with men and women per se (it doesn’t), the Divine Feminine can be said to be inward looking,
right brained, emotional, creative, intuitive, feeling, sensing, wise, protecting, and allowing.
Correspondingly, the Divine Masculine is outward looking, left-brained, logical, pragmatic,
courageous, strong, and action-oriented.It is not the dominance of the Divine Masculine that has
resulted in centuries of harm in the world, but an out of balance Masculine – an Undivine
Masculine – that in its denial of its own true nature, as well as of the Feminine, has tipped away
from pragmatism, courage and strength, into authoritarianism, control, fear and war.The coming
into alignment again of both the Feminine and the Masculine is the task of each of us as
individuals, and of our species as a whole. That has been the journey of the women whose
stories you’ll read here.You may reasonably ask then: where are men’s stories of the Divine
Feminine? For now, simply, this is not their turn.You may also wonder: where is the indigenous
woman’s voice? Fair question. Whilst there is a little of that here, and whilst it would be an
unfortunate generalisation to note that indigenous women’s spirituality is more secure than that
of many of us from the West, these stories nonetheless represent the myriad of Western
women’s journeys, either away from their own tradition, and/or much more deeply into it to
relocate the suppressed and forgotten Feminine. The twenty-five women here are aged between
twenty-something and seventy-something, representing all of the phases of womanhood. Each
one of them has wisdom to share. Most have faced grief, hardship and their own demons – both
inner and outer – and most continue to do so, to greater or lesser extents. Many now categorise
those demons as necessary contrasts – they are their shadows, their lessons, their inner critics,
their shame – and rather than eliminate them, they have dived into them, integrated them, and
even embraced them. They all know there is more to come, of both light and dark. Life is contrast
and it is to be embraced, in all its facets.The aim is that you will see yourself reflected here, that
you will understand and feel understood, that you might see paths you didn’t know existed, or
that you’ll feel freer to walk ones you’ve known but were perhaps afraid to venture down. Finally,
symbols have been part of the expression of the sacred since before recorded history. The
Christian Cross is the most well-known – others include stars, circles and patterns of many
kinds, animals, figurines, stones and jewellery, plants, mandalas and birds. Each author has
selected a symbol meaningful to her that may or may not have obvious relevance within her
story. My own is a triple korū design representing my homeland, New Zealand, and the triple



spiral design of Celtic Ireland, the home of my ancestors. The korū itself represents new life and
the unfolding of life.Others choices may surprise you – it’s not either of the Hindu women here
that has the Om symbol, and indeed one has chosen something more Christian. They are
reflections of complex, open and evolving spirituality. Gracing the headings of other pages is a
version of the Triple Goddess symbol of Maiden, Mother and Crone, each of which symbolises
both a separate stage in a woman’s life and a phase of the Moon.My deepest thanks to these
souls, these hearts, these voices.Sue FitzmauriceBrittany, France16 September 2019Lynne
MeyerSorting Femininity, Feminism, and the Divine FeminineWe know who we are when we
come here. We know it and we do our best to express it. This world, though, is designed to make
us forget ourselves. It sedates us, brainwashes us, and without an enormous effort of will, we
become locked into spiritual stasis.Who I was in the beginning, flits through my mind in mental
images from early childhood. They click through my brain in a staccato, stop-motion film series
of vignettes. I am three years old, lying on my back under my sister’s crib, tracing the network of
metal springs and rods that support the mattress with my fingers. Another scene: I am at the
kitchen table, struggling to write my name. I proudly show the result to my dad. He scolds me for
making the n backwards and says if I don’t do it right, I’ll never be allowed to use a pen. I am
crushed by the thought of no pens.I am at my great aunt’s house where there is a wild floral and
vine pattern on the black background of her living room rug. I drink lemonade and eat stale
potato chips while following the pattern of the vines with my eyes. It moves along the baseboard,
winds under the couch, twists between the legs of the coffee table, gets broken by the
newspaper on the floor next to the armchair, and is illumined by twin beams of light piercing the
lace curtains over the windows in the room. The dust motes in the light beams distract me from
the rug. They look like slowly falling snow.At four years old, dressed in lavender dotted Swiss,
feeling grown up and beautiful, I am carrying a birthday present directly across the street to my
friend’s party. I love being with my friends. We have a great time. Later, I have to cross the gravel
road and climb the shallow incline of grass that leads to my front door. I live at the end of a street
that butts into a farmer’s field – the end of a street with little traffic. I was watched as I crossed.
Still excited from the fun, I enter the house wearing my beautiful lavender dress and get spanked
for not looking both ways before crossing the street.I am in kindergarten – the best place for fun
– wearing an old shirt of my father’s that serves as a painting smock. My heart is set on painting
a picture of a lion when my teacher tells me I have to paint a seal with a ball on its snout. I argue
with her, insisting on painting a lion. She sends me away from the easel, denying me any
painting at all. I cry, furious at the unfairness. She punishes me by making me lay on my nap mat
while the others paint.Another day of being five involves the most hallowed of all good places –
the public library – where my arms are weighted by a stack of books piled from navel to chin.I am
a curious child, frequently wandering away from the dead end of my street toward the main road,
stopping to talk to every neighbor outside along the way. I hear about people’s days. I learn of
someone’s aunt’s surgery. I help someone else break green beans for dinner. I watch a man mix
cement. I pull weeds with an old lady as she natters on about her garden. I make a new friend,



one my age, who lives way down the block, well past the boundary of how far I was allowed to
roam. She introduces me to others who live all the way down on that part of the street. I am
thrilled with the increase in my social wealth. I am everyone’s friend.Through the years of early
childhood, I was aware of things. For example, my mother had a cousin, whom we didn’t see
often, who had bought a new home. When we went to visit the cousin at her new place, I
recognized the house immediately as we pulled into the driveway. I told my mother I had seen
the house before. She said that was impossible, but I knew where every room was before going
inside and I told her what I knew. When it proved out, my mother said perhaps I had dreamed it. I
knew differently. I could also predict outcomes to unknown situations. I could feel what was
coming. This served me when deciding to stay or go, and to speak or not. It made me able to
exploit the political climate of groups: stay friendly with both sides, take any advantages that
come.I also knew when people were lying to me, and I would call them out on it. To tell another
the truth about someone’s unfair words or actions didn’t make me popular at school; not tattling
was a virtue back then. It didn’t take long for me to learn that keeping quiet was the easiest way
to avoid trouble. I watched. I knew.There were ideas expressed in my home environment that I
didn’t like. People weren’t people; they were categorized. Based upon last name, a person could
be a spic, a wop, a kraut, a limey, a shit kicker, a dago, a bohemian, a pollock. The harshest word
applied to black people. The words used also applied to my friends, which angered me. During
my young days, there was an experiment in Chicago where students were bused from the inner
city to suburban schools, and vice versa, in an attempt to balance out educational disparities. It
was short lived and futile. Its very attempt, though, was excuse for loud raging. I liked the idea
and said so. I said it wasn’t the kids’ fault that they were born where they were, and it wasn’t fair
that they couldn’t get a good education there. Dismissal in the form of you don’t know anything
was the best outcome of situations when my ideas ran contrary to the ruling forces.Home was a
crowded place. Three adults and three kids lived in less than a thousand square feet of space. I
liked quiet places to read, to color, to do puzzles, to draw. Mom’s closet was a good place to be
alone, as was under the back porch. As those sanctuaries were discovered, I was banished from
them. Putting a book in my tucked-in shirt, I climbed and found happy solitude high in trees. I
learned it’s even easier to spot a child in a tree than under a porch. I got grounded literally and
figuratively.The inner me cared about what was pretty and fair and fun. I liked laughter and
poetry and making up songs. I wanted to be like my beautiful first grade teacher, Sister Coralita,
who embodied sweetness and smiles. I believed it was possible to be holy like her someday.I
was raised Catholic and went to Catholic school in the 1960s, which meant living within well-
defined gender expectations. My innate nature, though, was curious and vocal, which didn’t fit
with the social program. I had the innocent nerve to ask questions like: Why does the priest wear
a dress? Do nuns go to the bathroom? Why do the boys get to help at the altar but the girls
aren’t allowed to? Why do girls have to wear beanies in church but the boys don’t? Somehow
the answers all came down to a difference of what was holy for one was not holy for another.The
indoctrination of holy behavior at school did not mesh with home experiences. I recall family



parties attended by priests and nuns who drank, smoked, and played cards as deftly as any of
my relatives. Let’s call the veil ‘ripped but not rent’ as my focus shifted from humans toward
saints. Saint Theresa lived on top of a dresser in my childhood bedroom. Saint Anthony got my
mom out of trouble regularly by finding things through her eyes and hands. Saint Christopher got
us to school safely when the roads were icy. For years, Beings I could not see were relied upon
and credited for actions occurring through the agency of the humans around me.By the time I
was in sixth grade (age eleven), I stood in front of my mother, metaphorically holding a tattered
veil, and declared, I don’t believe any of this. I don’t want to be Catholic. What was unspoken
was my doubt that anything anywhere was holy. My mother encouraged me with the advice to
stay at St Norbert’s and graduate with your friends. That seemed reasonable. I could play along
until graduation.Losing my religion could have been a moral dilemma, but the wider world
brought ideas and changes as feminism entered my life.Two weeks after June graduation from
St Norbert’s, President Richard Nixon signed into law Title IX of the Education Amendments Act
of 1972, which prohibited discrimination on the basis of sex in any federally funded education
program or activity. I entered high school at the end of that summer. Suddenly, sports –
something I’d never had to think about seriously before – were thrust into my academic reality as
one of two elective paths. I was caught between two worlds that polarized feminine and
masculine structures. The old world argued for home economics electives; the new world
presented its case for basketball, volleyball, softball, and field hockey. I had been baking and
embroidering since I was five. I had hands-on experience with ovens and washing machines and
with sewing on buttons. I knew for sure that those ‘home ec’ activities never came close to the
fun I had catching tadpoles, climbing trees, exploring construction sites, jumping off tall dirt
mounds, and riding bikes. Despite great efforts by my mother and aunts, all early admonitions to
act like a lady resulted in Oscar-worthy performances of acting feminine. The heart and soul of
me preferred loose clothes, loud laughter, and plenty of motion.Because I was a student, and
because Title IX really was the biggest buzz in the school environment, I had only peripheral
awareness of other current US legislation. In 1972, Congress passed the Equal Rights
Amendment to the States for ratification. Ratification by thirty-eight States was required for that
Bill to become a law. I had no clue at the time how that was destined to impact my life for far
longer than the time I’d spend in high school. On March 22, 2017, forty-five years to the day after
Congress passed the ERA, Nevada became the thirty-sixth state to ratify it. On May 30, 2018,
Illinois became the thirty-seventh state. It is forty-seven years since that amendment was passed
and still we wait for that last, unknown, brave state to take a stand.Meanwhile, American females
of my generation had choices no generation before us had. As a result, we all had one foot in
each of two worlds. We were awakening to the idea of choices—having them, making them,
avoiding them, risking everything for them – on a collective level. Past individuals often made
choices that ran against the cultural norm, which is how their names became known and how
some achieved fame. My generation was experiencing social pressure to choose. Today it
sounds ridiculous, but we faced choices as simple as ordering food from a menu for yourself and



conveying that choice personally to a waiter. We faced choices as complicated as saying not yet
or even nope to marriage. We had choices about higher education, choices about having
careers, and choices about military service that, before 1973, had been confined mainly to
nursing and other non-combat roles. The availability of choices led to new freedoms, but it also
led to new anxieties and to forms of competition women could not expect or be prepared for.
This was the backdrop of my learning to navigate the world.One of my first jobs was at an auto
body shop – a singularly masculine domain at the time – where I answered the phone and
handled the payroll. My boss opined out loud that to be a real part of the office equipment the
secretary had to be screwed on the desk. Imagine my incredulity. I was speechless with disbelief.
I was sixteen.All the women in my family worked outside the home. Being employed did not
equate to any true sense of personal power though. An older cousin of mine was earning the
lion’s share of income for her family. Both she and her husband were realtors. She proudly said
that every time she sold a house, she filled out the paperwork with his name, not hers, because
it’s important to let your man be the provider. In her case, getting screwed on the desk was a
metaphor very close to home. Compared to other women in the family she earned more money,
but she wasn’t different from other female influences in my life. My plumber uncle’s wife had a
safely feminine job working in a sandwich shop. She worked there for years before I knew her job
was as manager of the shop, responsible for the books as well as for creating seasonal menus.
Her leadership role wasn’t all she was quiet about. She invested her earnings and accumulated
significant wealth. Another family member had a few secret savings accounts she kept from her
husband’s knowledge. He didn’t know about the US Savings Bonds she bought with every pay
check either. She told me that if I ever became engaged to be married that I should insist on the
biggest rock he can afford. You may need to sell it someday to survive. My family’s message
about being a woman came down to: play your role, be wily, feather your own nest and keep
quiet about it, and pay attention to what everyone else is doing. There, on the threshold of
adulthood, I learned that to be feminine required strategy.As I entered adulthood, women in the
wider world competed with men for jobs. Women competed with women for status. In taking on
new roles formerly held by men, women betrayed women by calling out false comparisons on
each other. Working women were told they could have it all – career and family – but were
punished financially and socially for trying, in ways men never were. Women outside the
workforce who chose to be housewives and at-home mothers were told they didn’t work. Each
side looked down on the other with smug superiority, not recognizing that by not supporting
other women’s choices weakened both sides. By polarizing themselves, women inevitably
betrayed themselves.Politicians, clergy, and media fed the fury, further pitting moms against
careerists, reinforcing glass ceilings, amplifying impossible standards of female desirability,
condemning reproductive rights as wantonness, licentiousness, and sin; publishing lies, damned
lies, and statistics… yes, my generation of American women deserved every valium swallowed
to cope with it all.In the lives of my generation of women, there were many wins, many losses,
many triumphs, many bridges burned, and an inexorable march into a future that nonetheless



remained tethered to mores of the past.I lived through the social and familial sorting of a few
decades without a lot of grace. I got married; it was what was done if one was a good girl. I
dressed up when I had to, worked an odd assortment of jobs, and always preferred the days
when I was ‘home’. Being home meant not being at work; it did not mean being in my house.
Home was on the back of a motorcycle, winding down forest roads and along the shore of Lake
Michigan. Home was sleeping on the dirt of a campsite. Home was riding an elephant, or a
rollercoaster, or the El into downtown Chicago. Home was neck deep in the Kankakee River, or
in Lake Zurich, or in a friend’s hot tub. Home was on farms in Michigan and Southern Illinois. It
was in the car on the way to Montana, Wisconsin, Missouri, South Carolina, Florida. Home was
canning peaches at a friend’s house or transporting live chickens in my tiny station wagon
because that was logical in the moment. All my ‘home’ sites were places where I was my best as
a woman.Home also was a place where I was weak as a woman. It was easy to get sucked into
family dramas, gossip, manufactured problems, real problems, illness, boredom, bitchiness, and
a sense of powerlessness to change anything along those lines. Naturally, it seemed to me the
circumstances – the outside – needed changing. I spent too much time giving advice. I heard too
much about things I should not have known anything about. The normal family business of being
in other people’s business, wore me down and depressed me. I was stressed and nervous. I was
frequently sick. My marriage was boring. After fifteen years of go to work, watch TV, go to bed,
get up and do it again, I had enough. I saw that the pattern I was in was the same for the other
women in my husband’s family.Things I wanted badly were not going to happen unless I made
changes. I was determined to complete my education, to travel, to make a mark on the world. I
wanted a life that made me feel alive. The writing was on the wall: staying in that family meant
taking care of a boy who was never going to grow up. My marriage ended.I had married at
eighteen and plugged into an existing system of normal American life, complete with owning a
television and subscribing to a daily newspaper. Newly single and in my early 30s, the reality of
getting by on my income forced some external changes that led to internal changes. A day came
when I decided to cancel the newspaper. Soon after, cable television had to go. The savings
generated by these choices turned out to be more than monetary. I became aware that I could
hear myself think. In due course, I stopped listening to the radio – even in the car. I was done
being told what to eat, what to buy, what to wear, what to watch, what to think, who to listen to,
and how to conform.At first the silence was a little weird. It seemed as if a strangely loud,
constant buzzing was in my ears. In time, though, I became aware that the thoughts I was having
were genuinely mine. I moved through my days asking questions to no one specific – internal
questions – and as I continued through my days, answers struggled to emerge. The quiet let me
hear that my inner life was chaotic. I started university, which focused my thoughts on studies
and squelched thoughts about the inner chaos. Two years into college, I met a man one July and
married that stranger the following month. It really is no surprise that before long I was done
being told what to eat, what to buy, what to wear, what to watch, what to think, who to listen to,
and how to conform. I was too saturated with his voice to hear my own. I lost the ability to detect



bullshit. I went into a defensive, survival mode.By year five of the second marriage, I knew I was
in a bad place. I made a promise to raise my child to adulthood no matter what it took, and if it
took staying married to someone who really wasn’t there for me, so be it. Rough roads all the
way. I applied a lot of my early conditioning to stay stuck. The Universe stepped in though, and
there was respite. My husband was hired at jobs in remote cities from where we lived, which
required him to live hundreds of miles away. The peacefulness that set in when he wasn’t around
was welcome. The remote placements occurred such that we only lived under the same roof for
half of the years we were married. My daughter entered her teens, so I re-entered college and
completed my degree. My daughter was busy and well occupied, and I began to have alone time
for myself.I didn’t know at the time that a convergence was happening. In my outer world, I was
navigating finding a job and raising a teenager on my own. That world was very much masculine
in its doing-ness. Yet because the job search was going slowly, I had a lot of free hours. I took up
painting. Art unlocked the deeply buried feminine side. I had moments of flow and wonder and
awe in the studio. There were long hours of in-the-moment presence. Without knowing what it
was, I had encountered the Divine Feminine in the studio. Crafty one! She soon found another
way to get through to me. Enter Meagan.I had been a paper and red pen editor for more than
twenty-five years when I got a new job as a technical editor in a paperless office. Meagan’s job
was to train me on computer software I had never dreamed existed. I was way out of my depth
and suffering acute internal gender confusion. My usual work self was autonomous, made
decisions, took risks, and produced results ahead of time if not right on deadline. In the new
milieu, I was confused by new technology, overwhelmed by the learning curve, and as
dependent as a child on Meagan’s reminders and re-teaching. I was a veteran editor who felt as
incompetent as a four-year-old first learning to use a pencil to write. Meagan was the first ever
woman in my life whose nature was even-keeled. She would respond cheerfully when I asked
questions. She was unflappable no matter what mistakes I made or how many times she had to
explain the same things over again. She was encouraging all the time. But there was even more.
I got to know her. I got to see how she acted with others. She didn’t criticize. She didn’t gossip.
She patiently listened. Whenever she disagreed, she spoke her piece without a trace of
meanness or superiority. She broke my heart open. From her, I learned I could trust. She
personified femininity, and she was eminently capable in navigating masculine waters. I was
shocked to learn that one of her hobbies was knife throwing.Until encountering Meagan, my
experiences of the feminine and of feminism were mainly internal processes pitted against the
external voices of people around me, and media exposure that urged aggressive action,
expanding consumption, fitting in with the right crowd, and getting more! more! more! from life,
from jobs, from others. I believed in the equality of the sexes. I believed a woman’s contribution
was as valuable as a man’s. What I had no clue about was how to balance the over-developed
masculine characteristics I had acquired with my underdeveloped feminine qualities. The time
had arrived to stop being a human doing and to start being a human being.Association with
Meagan on a daily basis forced me to see what was in front of me. Meagan didn’t make



predictions. She didn’t position herself to take advantage of situations. She didn’t orchestrate
outcomes. She moved steadily with realistic expectations and high cheer. She knew how to
accept that results will be known at the end. She had the ability to wait. Unlike me, she didn’t
start any process with the idea that it had to happen now, happen fast, happen in a way that beat
the competition or happen anyone else’s way. Meagan naturally did something I had never seen
anyone do before: she allowed. I didn’t understand any of it.Our innate differences made
Meagan fascinating, and I questioned her often about why she felt the way she did. She was all
about feeling; I was a thinker. From her end, she was baffled about why I put so much effort into
planning and doing. Over the course of the first year of our friendship, she let me be who I was
without judging, while remaining curious and asking questions. Her ability to be present, to allow
what is, started a deep healing process inside me.Allowing circumstances to be what they are
and flow where they will, is the primal reality of true feminine energy. Pregnancy is the process
that illustrates it best. From the moment of conception, all growth that creates a fully formed,
functioning, complex entity, occurs inside, out of sight, little by little. The mother’s body allows it
to unfold. While the mother’s outer world may be filled with hundreds of ways in which she
controls, manages, organizes, and influences people, places, and things, her inner world is the
epicenter of creation. Within her, without her interference, a new world is coalescing, expanding,
becoming ready to be revealed. Association with Meagan triggered an awakening. Everything I
had taken for granted as being normal, became areas of focus. My ego started undergoing a
gestation process. A type of spiritual morning sickness overtook me.At the time I met Meagan, I
had been married for twenty years. It was a legal bond; there was no real relationship. By then I
had pushed down sadness and loneliness for twelve years. Relying on God, as I understood the
concept, held me in place, but underneath that reliance was a lot of fear and guilt. A day came
when the pressure inside built to a point of desperation. I left work early – I had to get out of there
– but instead of driving home, I went to a cemetery where an elderly friend had been buried a
few months earlier. I sat on a bench near her grave and poured my heart out to her.I told my
friend that I didn’t know if what I wanted was right or wrong. I didn’t know what I really wanted
except to stop feeling so much pain. I confessed my inability to follow a path of religious rules
anymore. I told her that right or wrong I could not live sort-of married, sort-of spiritual, sort-of
socially normal. I wanted to live a true life. In the midst of feeling all that emotion, Mark Twain’s
character, Huckleberry Finn, came to mind. Huck had to decide between two paths, one that
society thought was right and one that he thought was right. Making his decision, he declared,
All right, then, I’ll go to hell. That was exactly the place I was at. That was exactly the decision I
made.A visit to a dead friend and the words of a fictional boy opened my heart to let in the Divine
Feminine. I was scared, but I gave up pretending. Life was in constant motion with work and with
the increasing demands of a teenager whose life was incredibly busy. I started meditating to
reduce stress. Soon I discovered some beautiful chants and mantras on YouTube. At work I put
my ear buds on and listened to the Gāyatrī [1] mantra, or to monks chanting on an endless loop,
as I did my job. During the long drives to and from work, I put on chants and chanted with them



all the way. These early steps led to realizing the truth of the adage When the student is ready,
the teacher appears.The first teachers were Kyle Cease and Matt Kahn. The multitude of their
videos I listened to over the course of months helped center me, but the really great thing was
that from listening to them so often, YouTube would put up suggested videos based on similar
content. New teachers came in; Marissa Peer, Brené Brown, Marianne Williamson, and other
women who talked about living authentically. They talked about healing shame and trauma,
processing grief, and growing into healthy self-love. It’s possible that I may have pushed too hard
– old habits don’t die easily – but every day I listened to talks and sought out more knowledge.
Every night I listened to self-hypnosis videos by Michael Sealey or Jason Stephenson. Although
I didn’t know it at the time, what was occurring was a shift from being a religious person to
becoming a spiritual one. I learned that developing a spiritual self was a messy business,
requiring a lot of deep thought, a lot of emotional upheaval, a lot of forgiveness, and a lot of
Kleenex. My ‘knowing’ returned. I re-learned how to breathe, how to calm myself, how to let
things happen without force.The entry of the Divine Feminine in my life appeared with both
female and male voices. Its arrival steadily dissolved my old story. For a while, I stopped telling
any sort of story about my life to others, mainly because a review of it caused me to question my
perceptions of what had actually occurred. I reviewed everything. With those reviews came new
perceptions, new recognitions, and compassion for myself and others.I had prayed to be able to
take responsibility for every aspect of my life. The answer to that prayer turned out to be, Live
and act with honesty. Many people consider themselves honest. They’ll turn in a dropped wallet
or correct a cashier who gave them too much change. That’s low-level honesty. To live in
accordance with the answer to my prayer, I had to be rigorously honest with myself at all times in
all circumstances. When I was, life worked well no matter how hard it was. When I backslid and
believed my own bullshit, the ensuing course corrections were swift and sometimes brutal.The
honesty I was called to meant learning to say no. It meant learning to check in with what I really
felt or wanted, rather than defaulting to people pleasing. It meant questioning my motives. It
meant allowing things to take however long they took to unfold without me driving toward a set
outcome. It also meant telling my real, messy, painful story out loud to the right people when I
was in an emotionally fragile state. I admitted to myself and others that I was sad and lonely in
my marriage because I was emotionally abused, neglected, belittled, demeaned, and
traumatized. It’s one thing to say that to a professional counselor. It’s something else when you
have to tell your boss that you are frightened your husband will turn up at the office and cause
trouble. I admitted to others how at times things had become so lean that there wasn’t enough
food, and how neighbors shared their groceries for a couple of years until I finally found a job.
Most importantly, it meant taking responsibility for everything in my life without dishing out
blame. It meant feeling rage at times and then refocusing that hot energy into my role, my
choices, and my actions.The gestational mid-term occurred when I admitted I wanted a divorce.
I was afraid of disturbing the hornet’s nest, but it was the next phase of acting with honesty and
allowing life to unfold. It wasn’t pleasant. It brought out every bit of the drama I knew would



ensue. The habits of meditating, chanting, self-hypnosis, and listening to YouTube remained in
place. As I did conscious work on healing childhood trauma, the ability to manage emerging
dramas related to the divorce process grew apace. Every internal act of honesty, every honest
truth spoken, every step forward taken regardless of the sense of trepidation, increased self-
worth and healthy self-love. It did everything I needed except speed up time.I found in doing the
work of reflection, admitting my shortcomings to myself, developing a spiritual practice, and
staying true to advancing toward wholeness, the Universe found ways to educate me. The first
thing I noticed were signs of encouragement – small comforts that came in all kinds of ways.
Shiny coins, pens, and feathers were frequently in my path. There were frequent visits from
butterflies and dragonflies. Unexpected social invitations let me practice new skills, especially in
setting boundaries. I was pleased that saying no was both easy and could be done kindly. New,
higher-vibrating friends came in. I loved all of that. The second thing it did was to test my
sincerity about a stated willingness to go with the flow.I needed to move house and thought to
accomplish the move after I had time to collect funds. On a whim one day, well before starting to
save any money for a move, I checked out an apartment in a desirable area. It was available
immediately. I said yes, not knowing how I would pay for a security deposit or for the move. The
money I needed came in from an unexpected source at exactly the time I needed it. Almost as if
to punctuate the sentence Trust Me, on the day before the move, my whole plan consisted of I
have to rent a truck tomorrow. I didn’t know how the truck would get loaded. The morning of the
move, seven of my daughter’s strong guy friends showed up, packed the truck, drove it to the
new place, and unpacked it. Allowing everything to fall into place without trying to control the
‘how’ required a new level of trust, one that until then I didn’t know I possessed. The Universe
really likes when you trust it.A different form of allowing occurred directly related to the divorce.
When I hired a lawyer, the fee shock was tempered with an assurance that after a two-month,
state-mandated, waiting period, the divorce would go through easily. My part was signed and
ready to go. All that was needed was one signature from one person on one piece of paper. With
that signature in place, I would have to appear in court to finalize. Two months turned into three,
then four, then five. Every time I felt anxious or aggravated at the heel-dragging going on, I
reminded myself to trust; to allow. These reminders went from hourly in the beginning, to daily, to
weekly. One day, I felt an urge to call my lawyer to check on progress. I was told she was in court
and someone would get back to me. No one called back. Instead I got a text that said, Opposing
counsel walked it through and it’s done. You are divorced! I’ll be toasting you tonight with a
martini! Days later, when I got the official papers, they were dated the day before I received that
text. I had been divorced for twenty-four hours before I asked about it.I didn’t celebrate my
divorce as I would have when I was much younger. Instead I celebrated by taking a new last
name of my choosing, a name that honors my lineage.The presence of the Divine Feminine
within my life has grown. Women have entered life as friends who are farther along on the path.
Younger women friends have entered whom I have been able to help. My reality as a loving,
nurturing, courageous, creative female has re-emerged strongly. I am a good mother to my



daughter and to myself. I am a good sister to my friends. I am growing at a natural pace. I am
blessed. I am grateful.Andrea PollardSeeking the Sibyls in ItalyI was dead inside. I felt nothing. I
couldn’t even say I was unhappy as that milestone had been reached and passed long ago. I
prayed to I-didn’t-know-who since I had no religion. And I wrote in my journal; it was always the
same appeal.Help me. Show me the way. Guide me to an interest, a passion, some enthusiasm.
I promise I will run with whatever you send me. Just give me a clue, a direction.Then I walked out
to the kitchen and carried on with the dishes, next to my husband who was finishing the salad,
while our two young sons played, building huts with the lounge furniture.I worked full time and
earned plenty. I drove a company car, carried several cell phones and wore black patent leather
boots. I got drunk at work functions and laughed too much when the warehouse manager put his
hand on my knee. I had a rock of a husband that treated me like a princess and my children were
privately schooled. From the outside we had it all but I was suffering from the malaise associated
with living a disconnected life.Ten years on and I was just finishing up my latest, long, solo trip to
Italy and I was at peace in my heart. I had thirteen hundred photos of the sites and reference
points for the Sibyls. These were the women with the powers of prophecy that influenced the
Kings, imperial rulers, and later the Emperors of Rome. I had travelled by train to see the
frescoes at the Villa d’Este in Tivoli which feature images of the Tibertine Sibyl. I had romped
through the ancient and deserted Greek settlement of Cuma near Naples to see the home of the
Cumaen Sibyl. I had explored the Greek temples of Paestum.Now I watched the moon rise over
the Coliseum from the Capitoline Hill in Rome. My face was freckled and my pink travel scarf
was faded from service. My wrists were adorned with the various religious leather thongs and
cords I had bought along the way. My thighs were tanned and toned from hours of
walking.Thank you, Mary, I whispered in the warm evening air of Rome, Thank you for bringing
me home again. Not only had Mary brought me back to my centre again but I felt vaguely as
though I had lived here before, in some other lifetime.This was my sixth solo trip to Europe over
the past six years and my life was unrecognisable. I was happy, fulfilled and on a passionate
journey of the soul. Mary had taken me by the hand, to show me the way.Men.My father didn’t
have much time for a little girl; his work required him to travel and put in long hours and then the
weekends were tied up with keeping the section tidy. When he did turn his attention to the
children, it was often to growl. He tested my knowledge with pop quizzes and his Virgo eye was
always seeking fault. Although my mother told me he loved me, he couldn’t really demonstrate it
in a way a child could perceive. Unwillingly, it set me on a path where I would spend the next fifty
years seeking the approval of men. Later I realised he had been living his own version of a
disconnected life; he had given up dreams of travel and learning to fulfil the societal norms of
marrying and having a family. What he did give me though was a vast curiosity for life.I was born
in New Zealand in the late 1960s and christened in the Anglican Church.Why am I christened,
we don’t even go to church?Everyone is christened, said Mum.Well, why do I have to go to
Sunday school? Not everyone goes there.Eat your breakfast.I suspected I was sent so that my
parents could have a bit of time to themselves on a Sunday morning.Mum was raised by her



lapsed Irish Catholic mother who had married outside of her faith. Her father didn’t go to church
anymore, and much later he told us why. His father, my great grandfather, had become
disillusioned when the minister had taken to publicly declaring how much every family tithed.
They had never gone back. Within two generations, two church going people had turned away
and raised my mother free from religion.What religion are you, Mum?I live by the ten
commandments.That’s not an option on the form, what will I put?Put Anglican.Mum enjoyed an
occasional tarot reading or attending a numerology night class. She dabbled lightly in the
esoteric, and if backed into a corner became an Anglican.Are you off to the ooky spooks again,
love? My father was just as interested in it all as my mother but he made a joke of it. He had his
own ideas. His bedside table contained books with covers about UFOs and the messages
hidden in ancient Egyptian hieroglyphs. His own mother professed to belong to the Church of
England, and prayers were said before meals, but that seemed to be the end of it. His father did
not mention any sort of faith.I grew up with a broad scope to believe in what I wanted.I chose
boys.They were the centre, the alpha and the omega. I would stand on a girlfriend, leave her
somewhere, ignore her, even take her boyfriend, if it meant I could have a boy want me. I started
sticking my fingers down my throat, and jogging from the age of eleven, in my quest to look good
enough to get one.After a series of boyfriends, I married young and divorced young.When he
walked out the door, my skin and flesh attached itself to his right shoe and went with him. I was
left standing in the two bedroomed ex-state house, a skeleton. The following day when I went to
work it seemed odd that no-one commented about my bones showing. He had fallen in love with
someone else but he never said that. What he said was that he wasn’t in love with me anymore.
What I learnt from this was never to rely on another person again, that marriage vows can mean
nothing, and that I better find another man as quickly as I could. I married again. I wanted the
babies, the house, the rug, and the matching plastic storage containers. The first sign that all
was not well was when I found I didn’t enjoy staying at home with those babies or attending the
mothers groups. I did my very best to force myself to be everything a mother should be: baking
for the school fair, knitting crayon holders, and stitching thirty felted wool hats for gnomes (the
children went to the Rudolf Steiner School), but I was living in denial. After six years of raising my
first son, then a year of raising the second, I flew away.I’ve been offered a job.Congratulations,
what do the hours look like?Well, the first Monday, I fly to Dunedin and don’t come back till the
Friday night. The second week, I have to go back to Dunedin again, and that time I need to stay
for a fortnight.What?!I employed a nanny and at the end of each week handed her my entire pay.
In the end my husband left his job and became a semi-solo parent.He turned out to be the rock
in this family. He introduced me to spirituality through his meditation and yoga practices. He
committed himself to raising his sons, and was there for us all, day and night. His capacity for
rocking crying children and listening to my grievances was incomparable. He balanced re-piling
the house with collecting the raw milk for the co-op. He had his own journey navigating, then
withdrawing from, a strict Presbyterian upbringing. The implications had left him in the
wilderness before he found his own path.The gift he gave me was to spend the next twenty



years endlessly setting me free. Like a bird, I flitted off for work and pleasure, and yet found I
always wanted to return. He accepted my need to exit and he opened his arms to my equally
deep need to return, to his warm bed in the nest we had made for our sons. On the outside, my
life looked glamorous. Travel, hotels, restaurants, beautiful clothes and shoes, and a house-
husband raising my children. On the inside, my gut wrenched with the sense of failure I had from
having walked away from mothering and wife-ing. Isn’t having a husband and children what I had
wanted? My husband was having his own struggles, a sink full of dishes, the laundry full of dirty
clothes, and no food in the house. We had our worst arguments through those years, about
household chores, parenting, and competing over who was the most exhausted.Why should I
have to do all this after working all day?I’ve been working all day too.Couldn’t you have done
them as you went?I didn’t.As the years passed, the rewards seemed less impressive, then
shallow. And then the toll from doing a job that was so misaligned with my true nature, began to
eat at my soul. I had sold out for appearances and money and opted out of bringing up the
children I had craved.Then there was the fourth man that smashed down the door to my heart
uninvited, and stormed into my life. He led me to Mary and the Sibyls.I wasn’t looking for love,
and when he presented himself, I didn’t think much of him. It was a fleeting, throw-caution-to-the-
wind kind of a thing, which morphed into something out of a cheap romance paperback. In one
evening, he went from being ordinary to irresistible, when something like a bolt of lightning
struck rendering me instantly in love. Fun, right? Except, it wasn’t fun at all, not for me or for my
husband.I learnt that love is not a choice. It is an experience that happens to you much like being
hit in the back of the head by a miss-thrown ball. I would never again judge anyone with their
experiences involving love, as I had my first husband. We are at the mercy of the gods playing
some celestial game, not, as I had once thought, victim to cruel decisions by uncaring people.I
came to learn that some kinds of love never go away, even after years of separation, and stuffing
the feelings down, and refusing to acknowledge them; not ever.I also learnt that there is no
support from anyone in such a circumstance. Where I felt akin to having been diagnosed with an
illness and that it was the kind of situation where visitors might come with hot meals and flowers,
the reality is that society views people poorly under these circumstances, almost as a villain, and
that they are seen to deserve every bad thing for having deliberately hurt their loved ones. It is a
very private kind of suffering.The effects were devastating. The end result of having spent my life
without a clear sense of self, and focused on men, was that I suffered a crippling
depression.Creative Healing.An idea emerged from the darkness that began my journey back.
The thought was that perhaps the hole in the landscape of my life was not from something
destructive like a bomb going off, but from something designed. Maybe hidden diggers had
been at work changing the map of my life. There was a new development underway, where the
original meandering path had been pulled up and replaced by steep inclines, mountain views
and precarious muddy ditches. Perhaps I was to make profound change much like The Tower
indicates in the Tarot. Maybe the energy I was spending on this pain could be turned to a
positive use.I flailed around looking for where to start. I got on the library website and starting



ordering travel DVDs and books. Italy resonated. I had been before but hadn’t thought much of it
at the time. I knew nothing about it except that my father had loved it. Systematically I took out
every item the library had that in any way related to Italy. Films, cookbooks, books on
architecture, gardens, cars, anything at all.I investigated taking Italian language lessons.
Strangely I found the idea embarrassing and internally sabotaged myself with shaming thoughts
about my age and how stupid I would look. It took all the courage I could muster to enrol and
start attending. I’m so glad I pushed through because I found my tribe there. There were other
people that watched Italian films and read travel books about Italy; people that were planning
their trips of a lifetime, and people suffering from the effects of love gained or lost. Even people
older than me.I started to write. I filled pages of my journal with my testimony to depression, as
well as quotes and poetry, and then snippets that excited me about Italian history, culture and
travel.The real life-changer was the night I booked a flight to go to Italy. Solo. My husband had no
desire to go, and yet again, in his deep generosity, freely offered his blessing. After I had hit the
submit button on the airline booking site – a flight into Palermo in Sicily and out of Rome a month
later – I was in turmoil. I sat in a chair in the lounge in the dark, wide eyed with terror. What am I
thinking? I really am mad. My husband found me there and placed his arms around me, laying
his head on my chest. Together we rocked till the anxiety subsided.In 2015, I boarded a plane to
Italy alone. It was a scary prospect as I had never gone to a foreign country alone and I spoke
limited Italian. I had packed lightly, having planned for months in advance what my capsule
wardrobe would consist of, leaving room for my hair straighteners and makeup. My flight was
badly delayed in Hong Kong and I arrived in Frankfurt too late to make my direct connection to
Sicily. Where my original booking would have arrived in the morning, I finally got to Sicily via
Milan, late at night. My bag had not kept up and didn’t appear on the carousel. The taxi dropped
me off in a street that was not my destination, pointed at a door that was not my
accommodation, and charged me an exorbitant sum. Only after he had driven away did I realise
my predicament. I had left my mobile charger in my checked luggage and had a miniscule
amount of battery life left. And I was lost.Mary.Mary was a young Italian woman, and, with her
husband and small child, passed by on their way home from their evening meal and passeggiata.
[2] She was young, petite and had long dark hair. I wiped away my tears and showed her my
address and Mary and her family walked me to the right road.In the morning, Mary was outside
my room in the courtyard standing on a plinth in the centre of a water feature. I was staying in a
convent and so Mary was also depicted in an image on the wall. At this stage, I didn’t yet see
Mary for looking, despite her tentative introductions. The first time I really noticed Mary was at
the Chiesa[3] Madonna della Rocca in Taormina. I thought she looked serene. It was by now a
few days later and my bag had been found and delivered. I hugged the nun that had carted it up
the stairs to my room. Mary was gracious in accepting my profound gratitude. Over the coming
days Mary started to become not only discernible amongst the crosses and statues, the vases
of flowers and religious paraphernalia, but she was the star attraction. She appeared in a
Sorrento cemetery, a niche in Naples, and a Caserta crossroads, as well as hole-in-the-wall



places of worship in Rome. To me, it was as though she had just arrived, like a new and
treasured gift. She was beautiful with her halo, head coverings and gown, and was often carrying
her baby. In St Peter’s Basilica in Rome, she held her crucified, adult son across her lap, and I
felt such an empathy having two big sons of my own. Michelangelo captured Mary’s qualities in
his Pieta[4] as much as he did the star attraction. The scene of the Pieta was intensely moving.
After a few moments I gathered myself and looked around to make sure no one had noticed my
chin wobble and my ragged gasp.In Santa Maria, in Trastevere, the presence of my Catholic
grandmother blew through me like a cool, gentle breeze and it seemed Mary took a role in that
experience.Thank you, I said, addressing her directly for the first time.We were slow to make
friends but once we did it was solid. For the first time, I made tentative requests.Could you
possibly keep an eye on me today so that I make my train connection at Piramide?No answer.I
hate to ask something so trivial when there are so many more important demands on your
time.No answer.And would you mind terribly watching over me until I find my accommodation
tonight because I’m going to be arriving late?As it turned out, she never replied but always
obliged. I came to trust her. Our friendship developed into daily visits even if it was just a pop-in.
There were churches everywhere, where I could step past the Roma woman with her paper cup,
drape my pink scarf around my shoulders, remove my sunhat, and enter the cool sanctuary
where Mary was always up the front and to the side. I would slip onto a wooden pew, bow my
head, and for want of a better word, pray. No other such connection developed for me with any
other characters present on the walls or among the statues and sculptures in the churches. It
was just with Mary.Near the end of that profound trip, my interactions with Mary went from being
requests for help to expressions of gratitude. It was with a joyous heart that I returned to New
Zealand.The first days back I was brimming with my experience. I immersed myself in my photos
and wrote posts for my new Italian travel blog. I returned to work. Slowly, fatigue and normal
family life, and all the reasons it had happened in the first place, saw me slide back into my dark
place. The depression returned.Even after having had such a nourishing relationship with Mary
throughout Italy, it never occurred to me to go seeking her once I was back home. It seemed the
relationship only existed in Italy.I joined a new organisation in my efforts to once again channel
the energy of the gloom into something positive, and it happened to hold its biennial conference
in Turin, Italy. There were plenty of other members further up the list that could have opted to
attend than the newbie, but no one else seemed able to. It was a surprising turn of events that
led to a whirlwind year of fundraising and hard work, culminating in a second trip to Italy.Once
back in Italy, I sought Mary out within hours. Reunited, my heart swelled and peace descended.
Although it was a shorter trip, it filled the hole in my soul, but again on return the hole opened up.
Seeking this temporary happiness drove me to annual trips over the next several years.
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of the Ancient Goddesses in Your Everyday Life, A Woman's Guide to Conscious Love:
Navigating the Play of Feminine and Masculine Energy in Your Relationships, Shakti Rising:
Embracing Shadow and Light on the Goddess Path to Wholeness, Rise Sister Rise: A Guide to
Unleashing the Wise, Wild Woman Within, Awakening the Goddess: 33 Sacred Practices for
Healing, Self-Love and Embodying the Divine Feminine, You Are a Goddess: Working with the
Sacred Feminine to Awaken, Heal and Transform, Your Goddess Year: A Week-by-Week Guide
to Invoking the Divine Feminine



Ebook Tops Reader, “Wowza!. Wowza, if you would like an insight into women's journeys in life
and their spiritual experiences, have a read of this! So many life lessons learnt. You will feel
validated and inspired reading this wonderful book.”

Manika Vassia, “Amazing, touching stories from everyday Goddesses!. I loved it from the first
page!”

Jennifer, “Stunning stories of love, life and Divine!!. I have had the privilege of reading a section
of this already and I so much look forward to reading the whole book. I know that this book will
assist the lives of many who need to hear that they are strong, brave and divinely guided in this
life!! For others it allows them the chance to see that they too have had Divine experiences and
that it is now time to find their tribe and explore the new and beautiful upcoming parts of their
journeys!! Thank you for speaking up, and telling your stories!! Many Blessings to each of you
beautiful souls!!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A Must Read For All!!. I have only read an excerpt from this book but was
amazed at the honesty and beauty of the story. I can't wait to read it all!!! Excellent writing and
great insights. This is on my must read list!”

Catherine Walker, “How Great is this!. I can't wait to read this! I have known several of these
beautiful souls for many years. If you are looking for truth, honesty, fantastic energy and love you
will find it right here. I give this book high marks. Thank you from my heart.”

JAL Hobbes, “Wonderful personal, spiritual stories. This book is so timely as we watch men
threaten our countries and our world. We need more feminine and especially Divine Feminine
energy more than ever.These stories are enlightening, moving and have resonated deeply with
my own experience. I feel as if I am within a community of thoughtful, self reflective, open,
emotional, brave and spiritual women.  Bliss!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Inspirational. Inspirational! This is a must read. The women keep you
riveted with their words and you feel the power of your inner Goddess.  I am truly inspired!”

Fifi, “A Good read!. I started reading this book because a friend had written a chapter but carried
on because I wanted to here other women’s stories, made me sad, smile, made me think about
my own “story” I enjoyed it!”

The book by Sue Fitzmaurice has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 21 people have provided feedback.
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