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Hello Beautiful,
Thank you for joining me on this journey and congratulations for stepping up and
saying “YES” to the evolution of your soul as SHE1 awakens within. Who is SHE? She is
the wild woman who has lain dormant for far too long; slumbering in our bellies – in
our wombs. She is the ancient fire, the wisdom of the ancestors, and intuition of the
oracle.
She is Maiden, Mother, Crone2. She is the child; one who sees wonder and joy –
adventure in all that she does. She is a cub, playful and curious. She is the brave
adolescent, unbound by fear. She is the young woman, blood, grit, hormones, and belly
full of butterflies. She is the mother, feeling life growing within her womb. She is
protective, resourceful, nurturing, and fierce. She is wolf and she is leader of the pack.
She is elder; wise woman full of magic; full of grace.
She can be found in the tears of one who has loved and lost, she can be found pulsating
in your veins; righteous anger and indignation. She is joy, she is sorrow, and she is
everything in between. She is the revolution. She is woman and she is many.
“The Maiden embodies the creative force. Like one of spring’s colorful perfumed
flowers, her purpose is to attract. Dancing with wild abandon, she gathers the stuff of
life – big dreams, bold ideas, and intense desires. But she’s impatient and doesn’t settle
down long enough to bring them into reality. She isn’t supposed to. Her story is about
beginning. We see her in the waxing Crescent Moon. The Maiden is usually young…but
not always. Regardless of your age, if some new relationship, or new project, or new idea
is calling you, slip on your fancy shoes. Dance with the Maiden.
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Disclaimer: “For the sake of simplicity, the language used in this workbook reflects the generally accepted notion
that women (biological sex) are more feminine (gender) than men and the largely masculine culture men have
created. As such, it focuses on biological women who are embracing both the cultural and the spiritual aspects of
the feminine. But this impulse to rediscover and embrace our Inner SHE, our inner feminine dark and light energy,
is greater than biological sex. Transwomen, gay men and women, and anyone longing to identify with the deeper
cycles and hidden wisdom of the feminine will find this course and workbook useful. It may be harder for those
who do not have the neurobiology of a woman to fully embrace these ideas, but it is by no means impossible or
not recommended. Ultimately, we must embrace all of who we are, which includes all the facets of the Divine
Masculine and the Divine Feminine, together as one expression of a whole, human being.” ~Sara Avant Stover
2
Every Maiden isn’t young. Every Mother doesn’t have a child. Every Crone isn’t old. What’s important is the
energy each embodies and how it makes itself known.
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The Mother embodies the creative act. Sensual, sexual, fertile and strong, she’s the one
who weaves the ideas, dreams, and desires, then gives birth to something tangible. She
feeds and protects. The energy of the Mother is often seen in her child. But the child
doesn’t have to be human. The Mother’s devotion could be to an idea, a project, a cause,
or a story. She is the Lady of the Dance. Her story is about fulfillment. We see her in the
Full Moon. The Mother is usually of child-bearing years…but not always. Regardless of
your age, if you’ve birthed a creation of any sort, give it time and tender loving care.
Find a rocking chair. Feel the rhythm. Nurture with the Mother.
The Crone embodies creative transformation. She sees far beyond the last note of the
dance. What was, is no longer. The Wise Woman, she recognizes that death is only a
change and that beyond death is life in a new form. She leads those going on that new
path, and comforts those left behind. Her stories are about endings. We see her dark
outline, an empty womb, in the waning Crescent Moon, what singer/songwriter Wendy
Rule calls “the old moon held by her daughter.” The Crone is usually old…but not
always. Regardless of your age, if you know, sense, or feel that it’s time to move on with
a project, a job, a relationship, do it. Be bold. Cut the cord. Feel the grief. Walk away. It
helps to remember that the Crone herself transforms…into the Maiden.” ~Zita Christian
"Within every woman there is a wild and natural creature, a powerful force, filled with
good instincts, passionate creativity, and ageless knowing. Her name is Wild Woman,
but she is an endangered species. Though the gifts of the wildish nature come to us at
birth, society's attempt to "civilize" us into rigid roles has plundered this treasure, and
muffled the deep, life-giving messages of our own souls. Without Wild Woman, we
become over-domesticated, fearful, uncreative, trapped." ~Clarissa Pinkola Estes
This book is done in no particular order but rather is a compilation of all my favorite
things. It is the words and the breath that that resuscitated old bones and brought me
back to life. It is meant to be used as a as a companion guide leading your soul journey
in the return to SHE. Go through it as such and do so with love, with an open heart, and
an open mind. (I also highly recommend following the highlighted link areas where
appropriate). It is my highest hope that this will open your soul to HER, that your heart
will overflow with love and nourishment, and that you will always return to the calling
that whispers from within.

Mary Rogers
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She Wolf: Rise of the Alpha Female
by Meg Gleason of National Geographic Channels in Inside Wild on January 19, 2014
“The Lamar Canyon pack is one of the most famous of all Yellowstone’s wolf packs. And
it was unusual because it was led by a female: the She-Wolf. This is her story; the tale of
how she overcame incredible challenges to create her renowned pack.
Her life begins full of promise. She is born into one of Yellowstone’s original wolf clans,
reintroduced nearly two decades ago, roaming the park’s richest land, with the most
game. She should have enjoyed a relatively easy life. But her pack is struck by a series of
calamities, and she is forced to leave the only world she has known, in a quest for a new
beginning. She sets off, searching for two things we can all relate to: a mate, and a home.
As a lone wolf, she confronts Yellowstone’s beautiful but merciless wilderness –
extremes of cold and rival packs that would kill her if they could. Even feeding herself is
not easy as a loner; wolves hunt as packs… But the She-Wolf overcomes. And at last,
after roaming alone for most of a year, she gets lucky, and meets a mate – a young black
male. With him by her side, she can finally start to realize her goal; raising a family, and
creating her own pack.
But she quickly learns that her mate is not the catch she’d hoped. He’s young and
inexperienced, and seems more interested in goofing off and play, than in the hard work
of putting food on the table. It’s a situation many women can relate to!
When she gives birth to pups, she must become mother and provider – struggling to
hunt alone; more like some big cats than a wolf. And when her pack is attacked by a rival
band, she must become even more – a warrior.
At age six – a good age for a wolf – the She-Wolf seems to have overcome all the
challenges Yellowstone has thrown at her. She is matriarch of a powerful pack, with
many kids. Her mate has grown into an effective hunting partner. But she faces a
terrifying problem: elk numbers, her prey, are down in the park, and she can’t find food.
She is forced to take a terrible risk: leave the sanctuary of the park and head out into the
alien world outside. Here, there are dangers wolves have never even dreamed of. On
December 6, 2012, the She-Wolf becomes the last wolf shot to death that season.
Her pack is devastated. Her mate turns his back on his kids and takes off, alone. But
though the pack splinters from the loss of their leader, one of the She-Wolf’s daughters
steps up. She has inherited her mother’s grit and courage. She finds a mate and, a year
later, gives birth to her own litter; the She-Wolf’s grandkids. She ensures the survival of
the pack. And continues the She-Wolf’s legacy.”

I am highly sensitive the way sand is sensitive to the wave, the way trees are
sensitive to the quality of air, the way a wolf can hear another creature step into her
territory from over a mile away…”
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If you know me – you most likely know my story and know that despite all odds, I
overcame. I not only survived, but I learned to thrive. I have worked to overcome my
past, to no longer be a victim to circumstance, and to stand in and own my power. This
has been my calling and I now work with other women to help them navigate their way
through the unknown, give them a lighthouse as they embark on their dark night of the
soul, and teach them to go within so that their lives will reflect their divinity without...
After having my biological mother walk out of my life at the tender age of six, I was
thrown into being raised by a very mentally unstable step-parent. My childhood was
racked with abuse: sexual, mental, physical, verbal - From being force fed canned dog
food for dinner - to being force fed vomit when I couldn't keep it down...
I had so many problems that by the time I was sixteen I had run away from home, been
put in juvenile detention, and had tried committing suicide so many times, I was court
mandated to therapy...
At 18 I was raped and later that year I was in a head-on collision with a semi-truck
which left me hospitalized for months...
At 23 I suddenly had a boyfriend die from a brain aneurysm, and afterwards, I floated
from abusive relationship to abusive relationship...
At 27 I got to witness the first hand effects of substance abuse as my step-father
overdosed on a mixture of heroin and methamphetamines.
I am 40 now and at around age 30, my life began to transform as I began a huge
transition and began learning about mindset...and really began to go inward to work on
myself.
In 2010, I met the most amazing man. My whole world was shifting. I had worked in
Medical Management and Administration for almost 18 years, and decided to leave that
and pursue my 'dream job' (writing) in 2014.
In 2013, just as everything was magic in my life, I had a miscarriage and it threw me into
a tail-spin. A year and a day later, my biological mother (who I had reconnected with
when I was 19 or 20) suddenly and unexpectedly passed away.
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During this time, I also underwent multiple breast surgeries as I dealt with a 5-year
mastitis that literally began to poison my body through sepsis. I ended up having to have
most of the tissue and ducts removed from my left breast...
And during this time, I got thrown into a darkness I had never before known. But it was
the catalyst of my full awakening. I call it the period of my life when the lights went out.
Since that time, I have dedicated my life to helping other women so they know they are
not alone and that we always have a choice (even when it feels like we don't)...
Last year, I lost the remainder of my grandparents and my father. But this time, I didn't
fall apart - I grieved, but this time I was equipped with my own navigation arsenal...
All of us have had our own trials and tribulations – things we have endured and
overcome. While it may seem that others have endured more, were born at more of a
disadvantage, etc. I know that all pain is valid and relative.
I also believe that when we can get to the place of understanding, of forgiveness, and can
extract our lessons and our blessings – recognizing that every. single. thing. we have
ever gone through has led us to this point – to the here and now and somewhere in the
midst of our suffering and sorrow, we still persevered, we still kept going…
That is the magic and divinity within us emerging.
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The Awakening of SHE
She was a small papoose when her mother walked out of her life. She had an old soul
about her, this one. Riveting gaze, telling of things see that others have gone entire
lifetimes without. She kept her eyes on the horizon for surely there would be better days.
As time marched on, she grew from a child into a maiden. The transition was difficult to
say the least---growing up in a “spare the rod, spoil the child” Seventh - day Adventist
home. Her world held an occasional dandelion where darkness seemed to abound. She
had a life she was both terrified and ashamed to confess. Soon, dandelions were
replaced with dead roses and cacti.
Under threat, she learned to let her mind wander. She still dreamed of better tomorrows
but her clarity was growing shrouded amidst the dark fog of her mind. She held on to
hope and treated it like a mighty flower growing and expanding inside her breast---like a
sunflower searching for the light. Somehow this made it easier to endure the abuse: the
beatings, verbal slurs, the dinner consisting of canned dog food, vomit, and other bodily
fluids that met the madness of the dark temptress.
She found comfort in a pretend world all of her own. She would create art through black
ink staining pages of white and this would bring calmness and peace. She buried her
long, curly locks in books and journals. She created a secret garden, safe and secure
within her mind. Here she went when forced to don costume changes, the suckling of an
adult’s breast, and a photoshoot to delight the mad. The abuse she endured was the
things nightmares are made of.
The day finally came when all light left the land. She found herself trapped in the dark
confines of her mind. The water fountain that flowed so vibrant in her dreams---now
dried up. The plaster cracked from overgrown roots. The grand castle she once erected
had now crumbled and all that stood was a remnant of once was---great columns
overgrown with ivy and moss. Her secret garden, now a serpents den, was no longer a
safe place to play.
Where she was once able to see the horizon---she now only saw thick fog rolling through
a dense, dark forest. Cockroaches and nicotine stained walls. Where she once heard
laughter, she now heard a million bats in flight. Holding herself tight, she realized she
was alone in this cold, empty, dark world.
The day came when she plucked this flower from her breast, this thing she once called
hope. She cried rivers of tears as she realized hope was bullshit and surely God must
hate her. She had read her bible since she was but two. She grew to realize that she was a
mistake composed of God’s wrath and surely no one would (or could) love her in a way
that made her feel safe. Without hesitation, she emptied a bottle of sleeping pills and
swallowed them without regret.
This was a desperate act, but she was tired. Oh so very tired. She was done stumbling in
the dark without a light switch in sight. She was tired of being bruised. She needed a life
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jacket to cling to, but in the swells of life, she slowly followed the tide and let it pull her
under.
(20 Years Later)
I heard her heart beating in an animal like panic.
I couldn’t escape.
The candle’s flame seemed to glow brighter---its shadow dancing in anticipation of what
was yet to come. Out of the darkness, her eyes resonated within me---perpetuating rage
and darting with fear. I could smell her sweat. A feral wild thing about to escape. That
which began as a whimper quickly became a guttural scream of madness---raw and
familiar---an exorcism of sorts.
The hair on my arms stood on end. My head went light as my heart started to race. In
one swift movement, everything came crashing down around me. In agony, I realized I
was bleeding---my wrists cut, gauzy flesh exposed. Looking at my reflection, I realized I
was alone. I had shattered the mirror and found an odd sort of comfort in the distorted
image of myself. She was I and I was her. We were one.
“Right now I want a word that describes the feeling we get---a cold, sick feeling deep
down inside---when we know something is happening that will change us---we don’t
want it to ---but we can’t stop it. And we know, for the first time, that there will now be a
before and an after, a once was and a will be. And that we will never again be quite the
same person we once were.”
“I imagine it’s the feeling Eve had as she bit into the apple, or Hamlet when he saw his
father’s ghost, or Jesus, as a boy, right after someone sat him down and told him his pa
wasn’t a carpenter after all.”
For me, this was that moment.
As I gazed at my shattered reflection and homicidal hooded stare, I knew with clarity
that there would now be a before and an after, a was and a will be. I have always trudged
the line in murky water, but this was an all-consuming darkness.
I was caught in a landslide---my own downward spiral. I was the cracked mirror of my
own dreams.
(Present Day)
Many moons ago, I heard a saying where someone asks, “How did you know you were
meant to be a healer?” and the response was, “Because I kept falling in love with broken
people.” Truly we are all beautiful mosaics made from pieces of stained glass. A soul
kaleidoscope, if you will.
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In 2014, my biological mother (who I came to know as an adult and who was truly my
best friend), passed away. It was a year and a day from when I felt the light leave my
womb that once carried life.
Up until then, I had done a great job of playing hide-and-go seek with the demons in my
life. My skeletons were neatly packed in the closet---carefully wrapped and labelled. The
loss of my mom put me in a tailspin and before I could blink, this Pandora’s Box of
secrets was released and I utterly and completely lost my shit.
To quote Brené Brown, “What looked to others as a nervous breakdown to others was
actually my own spiritual awakening.” On the surface, it looked like my entire word fell
apart but really I was in the midst of a very beautiful and powerful process of burning
away that which no longer served me.
I began writing as a way of healing. To speak my story out loud was one of the most
liberating things I have ever done. I had to go into the shadows and sing over the bones--the fragmented pieces of myself to give them voice, give them recognition, bring them
to light in order to release them and free myself from the chains that once bound me. I
had over 50 articles published with Elephant Journal; I’ve been published with The
Huffington Post, The Urban Howl, The Tattooed Buddha, House of Citrine, Redflag.org,
and most recently, The OC87 Recovery Diaries regarding Mental Health.
I started on my own quest, howling into the night allowing my heart to follow the ebb
and flow of the tide under the waning and waxing moon. For healing to really begin, I
had to go back to my roots---I am Native American and Korean. I had to go inward and
dance with my shadow. The more I learned to surrender, the louder Spirit became and I
knew in my heart that somehow I was meant to create a safe space for women to gather
and heal. From this birthed my company, Lotus Gypsy Soul and The Sacred Heart
Gathering, which has evolved into workshops such as this.
I became an Intuitive Life Coach and Spiritual Mentor to work with women on an
individual basis. I feel my way through this life and the lives of others. My heart is my
medicine and love is my superpower.
I’m an advocate for women living their own unique flavor of life.
I teach women to break down barriers, to come to trust themselves and reclaim their
power in living an authentic life and how to surrender to vulnerability. I teach women to
embrace their prana or qi---mana, their powerful life force---the nectar of their souls.
I have begun to embrace my calling of the wild as a medicine woman and soul alchemist.
I believe true healing is a combination of body, heart, mind, and soul. My father passed
away in June of this year and I realized that I am now equipped with these amazing
tools that have helped me to heal rather than get lost in my grief once more. I am now
living out my destiny with Spirit guiding me every step of the way.
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I am reminded of a Linda Hogan quote that says, “Walking, I am listening to a deeper
way. Suddenly, all of my ancestors are behind me. Be still, they say. Watch and listen.
You are the result of the love of thousands.”
Days when the beauty of life radiates throughout the cosmos. Feeling connected
to everyone and everything. Feeling beyond the form to see the formless- the light,
atoms, and energy in motion. We are one. Delicious and meaningful conversations
with those willing to move from the security of the shallow into the depths of the deep.
Experiencing profound loss that moves the earth beneath you and shatters the sky
above. Lost in a mosaic kaleidoscope. Realizing some want the connection and others
are simply passing by to appreciate the art of the lost and broken.
Last night I dreamed of mountain peaks topped in powdered sugar. The stars and the
moon illuminating water setting the hills on fire with light. A quick fog rolled through
and eclipsed the landscape. Before me stood my Great-Aunts, my aunts, and my
Grandmothers. I caught a glimpse of my mother whose face became my ownimmersed in a bath of white.
Dropping backwards into liquid, free falling into the unknown. The milk seemed to rise
in perfect splatter- formation of languid silk- suspended in time. I felt blanketed in love
by my ancestors who came before me and have left this land. Smiling, holding hands,
they turned and left. The fog cleared and the stars shone brightly once more.
“Wolves and Women have much in common. Both share a wild spirit. Women and
Wolves are instinctual creatures, able to sense the unseen. They are loyal, protective of
their packs and of their pups. They are wild and beautiful. Both have been hunted and
captured. Even in captivity, one can see in the eyes of a Woman, or a Wolf, the longing
to run free, and the determination that should the opportunity arise, Whoosh, they will
be gone…..” ~Clarissa Pinkola Estes, PhD
Emotions dancing through fragments of thought. Desiring a cave – Hieroglyphic
walls. Runes, tarot, buckskin. Feeling the sanctuary of earth. Singing over the bones
for those living and those who have passed. Chanting to the rhythm of a Shamanic
drumbeat – frame drum, ceremonial, mridanga accompanied by rattles. Lost in the
enigma of sound, eyes closed, heart cracked wide open. Today, my wildish spirit
yearns for release of the most sacred kind. Let the Wolves run free and let the rest
burn…
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The Rise of The Phoenix
"God died on October 9, 2014," I half choked/half whispered as I watched the diamonds
dance across the water.
Side peeking, she examined my expression, cautious of how to proceed.
"I remember a little over a year ago you told me it was the closest you had ever felt to
God," she said, choosing to look at her legs dangling from the dock.
"Yep. That was before my baby died. And now my mother?! After everything?! God is
dead to me..."
I was so hurt. So angry. And anger was never an emotion I gave myself permission to
feel. I had never witnessed a healthy expression of anger and from my perspective, anger
= vengeance and violence. I would never allow myself to lose control. I was always cool;
calculated...
But this anger, this pain - this despair and rage was literally eating away at me. A black
cloud full of rain drops seemed to just float above me everywhere I went.
One day the earth opened and below my feet a world suffocated in ash. Feeling the
despair of Persephone, wondering if I was compromised of everything hidden - the
contents of Pandora's Box - I closed my eyes and allowed the dark embers to swallow me
whole. I had endured more in my life than anyone I had ever personally known...and I
no longer sought to live and tell the tale...
What I didn't expect was that with Spirit, Goddess and I would both be resurrected one
day.
I felt the molten clay break away and as I shook myself free, I felt...expansive wings
aching to take flight. I rose, cautious at first, testing the feathers one by one...and I
leapt...fire burning bright as the wind lifted and held me.
And there I was - gliding, wind and sky kissing my body - moving over, around, under
and through each feather until I could soar no more.
I decided to perch on an ancient oak as the fire wouldn't lick the sturdy branch. The
Druids made sure of that years ago. And as I looked around the oak grove, I caught a
glimpse of myself in the reflection pond - the looking glass.
Curious, I shot down to the ground for a closer inspection. I was mesmerized. The
orange, white, blue, and yellow flashes of light. This was me. This IS me. I am a phoenix
risen from the catacombs of ash. A tear slid down my cheek merging with the pond.
The droplet connected with the water and began to change form and take shape. A
beautiful apparition appeared before me and in a crystal voice carrying a full range of
notes, similar to a choir, I heard,
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"This, My Beloved, is your true form. The pain body you've experienced was not in vain.
I know it's been a heart wrenching journey for you. Born of blood, forged in fire. Such is
necessary for the strongest steel. Such is the way diamonds are born from coal. Pain and
anguish can be just as powerful, sometimes more so, than just love and light. Remember
who you are and remember, the Goddess has risen. Did you not feel the Alpha and
Omega inside of you as you lost yourself in the wind? Did you not feel Spirit guiding you
to your destination? That feeling, your intuition…that is Goddess moving in you and
through you. Now go forth and share what you have learned. Help others to know their
possibility and their divinity. Help them to REMEMBER HER. Rise, My Child, Rise..."
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“It begins with a heartbeat, a breath, a quickening. Out of the still, silent waters of the
mystic ocean of eternity, a tiny droplet of light slowly emerges, like the full moon
reflected on the water. The doors of your perception swing open and your senses reach
out like shining beams of moonlight to embrace the infinite rhythms and expressions of
creation. As you relax into the expansive beauty of this universal dance, soothing
waves of celestial grace surround and caress you in a never-ending stream of warmth
and tenderness. Your heart opens as you feel the gentle touch of the Divine Mother, the
supreme light and energy of Divinity, nurturing and enlivening the clear luminous
flame of your own immortal spirit.
Once upon a time, in the sacred societies and temples of the ancient world, women were
respected and revered as the living embodiment of their divine role model, the Great
Goddess. Their bodies were seen as sacred alchemical vessels of creation and
transformation, as radiant temples of Divinity filled with the vital healing and
transformative current of light and energy that ceaselessly pours outward from the
Primordial Source of all life. Deeply in tune with the inner world of spirit and the outer
forces of nature, women were known as the "Keepers of the Sacred Mysteries."
Working together side by side, day after day, constantly sharing their insights and
observations, their dreams and visions, throughout the centuries, women developed a
highly sophisticated body of knowledge. An essential part of this knowledge was
learning to perceive and maintain the psychic-energetic-emotional landscape of society,
the subtle realm of energy, emotion, vibration, and sensation that is recognized by
healers and mystics as penetrating all reality, linking the spiritual planes with the
material. In their crucial roles as the mothers, caretakers, visionaries, and peacekeepers,
these wise and loving women knew that it was their fundamental task to maintain
harmony and balance within their community and the larger world. Knowing that every
thought, every action had a profound impact upon not only their own lives and those of
their men and children, but on the very fabric of life itself, as teachers, guides, healers,
mediators, consorts, and initiators into the sacred mysteries of birth, death, sexuality
and spiritual transformation, they transmitted the light and power that sustained all of
civilization.
Over the centuries, through trial and error, insight and intuition, teachings and
practices were developed that trained young women to focus and enhance their innate
perceptive abilities so that they could maintain this psychic-energetic-emotional
balance. Passed along through oral tradition from mother to daughter, grandmother to
granddaughter, teacher to student, these were symbolic teachings that transcended the
use of words and the written language. These practices taught young women how to
work with and refine the powerful energy of emotion, attune themselves to the
dimension of dreams, portents and visions, and develop qualities such as fearlessness,
commitment, right use of power, contentment, happiness, generosity, humility,
patience, serenity, love and compassion.
As an essential part of this training, women learned how to awaken, nurture and
enhance the feminine gift of second sense we now call women’s intuition. Special
techniques were developed which enabled them to expand their senses to perceive and
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interpret the signs and symbols conveyed to them during every moment of life. These
signs and symbols and their underlying meaning were seen to arise from every aspect of
human appearance, such as facial expression, gesture, movement, vocal tone, smell, skin
color, and so forth. But the signs also came from the expressions of the world of nature,
inner vision, and the land of dreams. Women spent much of their time learning these
subtle languages.
In the sacred temples of India, Egypt, Greece, Rome and Sumeria, highly specialized
techniques were then developed which enabled them to open the mystic or inner eye to
perceive and interact with the fluid currents of divine light and energy that create,
envelop and connect all living things. Essentially, they would become living symbols of
Divinity, Goddesses in the flesh. As the earthly personification of the Goddess, through
sacred rituals that included many levels of artistic expression such as song, dance,
rhythm, gesture, and storytelling, they displayed her divine qualities for their students,
communities, and devotees. In this way, they not only provided a glimpse of the celestial
realms, but also an archetype for a more enlightened approach to being human.
As modern day women, who too often find ourselves caught up in the secular,
patriarchal mindset, which has been the signature of our society since the time of the
Inquisition and destruction of our sacred women’s mysteries, for many of us the image
of the Great Goddess and her sacred sisterhood is but a fleeting memory. Alienated from
each other by the pressures and demands of our growing consumer culture in which
success is measured by outward achievements and the amount of material objects one
acquires, we have traveled far from the days when we sat together and attuned ourselves
to the subtle languages of spirit. With the increasing levels of divisiveness and discord
that are becoming part and parcel of life in the modern age, as our global community
becomes ensnared by the nets of anger, hatred and war, it time for us women to awaken
and once again find our true voices. Like the priestesses and wise women of old, let us
once again open ourselves to our true calling and take responsibility for our individual
and collective roles in creating and shaping the psychic/energetic landscape of our
world. Let us work together to discover a means of bringing balance and harmony to our
fragile planet.
As we begin this process, let us look to the teachings of the ancient sacred sisterhood.
Let us sit together once again as conscious, caring women and dialogue about our
feelings, dreams and visions for the future. Let us travel once again into the feminine
domain of feeling and emotion, seek out and release our worn out patterns of thought,
expression and action and discover the essential light of spirit that resides deep within
our hearts- the potent healing current of the Great Mother Goddess.
As a start, for guidance, we can look to the qualities, attributes and expressions of the
three main manifestations of the Divine Feminine known throughout the sacred
literature as the triple goddess; the fiery goddesses of strength and power; the joyful
goddesses of fertility, sensuality, and abundance; or the peaceful goddesses of love and
compassion.
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The powerful female deities—such as Kali and Durga of India, Sekhmet of Egypt, Athena
of Greece, and Simhamukha of Tibet — teach us the true nature of power. In their myths
and stories, they demonstrate that real power is not about control, repression, and
domination; it is about flexibility and clarity in the midst of chaos. It is the ability to
relax in the face of danger, so that we can perceive the situation and take appropriate
action. Possessing the fierce and fiery forces of Mother Nature herself, these wild and
fiery goddesses are role models of right and appropriate action, who function from a
centered and integrated space of wisdom and clarity, the images of these powerful
goddesses inspire us to recognize that true feminine power lies not in anger and
destruction but in knowledge, understanding and transformation. As we work with their
invigorating, transformative energy, the negative passions such as anger, greed,
jealousy, fear and so forth are transmuted into the enlightened qualities of clarity, selfconfidence, divine pride, determination and fearlessness. The veils of the dark emotions
are lifted as we once again align ourselves with the sacred current of truth.
The joyful Goddesses – such as Lakshmi of India, Aphrodite of Greece, Hathor of Egypt,
Oshun of Africa, and Mandarava of Tibet- teach us the truly sacred nature of sensuality.
Throughout their myths and stories, we encounter a basic awareness of and respect for
the beauty and majesty of the female body as a receptacle of and transmitter for divine
energy. In the temples dedicated to these Goddesses, the priestesses, as teachers of the
sacred sexual mysteries came to understand both the fundamental nature of sexual
energy and great potential for spiritual awakening and realization inherent in the art of
sexual union. In preparing for their exacting role as initiators into these mysteries, they
developed intimate knowledge of every nuance of sensuous expression, transforming the
negative emotions of lust, craving and possessiveness into enlightened qualities of
discernment, mystery, contentment and ecstatic abandon. Through the process of
aligning ourselves with their rich nurturing energy, we can once again become
impregnated with the fertile light of spirit and experience the essential sweetness,
subtlety, receptivity, and refinement that lie at the heart of true feminine bliss.
The peaceful Goddesses – such as Isis of Egypt, Tara of Tibet, Saraswati of India, Kuan
Yin of China and Yemaya of Africa –teach us how to look inward and discover that
fundamental light of Divinity that lies deep within the hearts of each and every one of
us. In their myths and stories, they demonstrate how to open our eyes and hearts to the
perpetual current of truth and beauty that flows through our world and how to lift the
dark veils that obscure this pure vision so that we can fully encounter the most profound
and transformative experience that any human being can know, that of pure, selfless,
all-embracing love. Constantly looking within to encounter and purify their every
thought and action, whether sitting together in silent contemplation or moving through
the great temples of healing, wherever they went, the atmosphere was suffused with
light and grace. For these loving and compassionate women, were so in touch with their
own divine nature that they could transmit the essence of this grace with a look, a
gesture or a touch.” ~Sharron Rose
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BEAUTIFUL, STRONG, INDEPENDENT WOMAN
BY MARY ROGERS
You were brought into the universe to shine
Under the light of the full pregnant moon
To stand tall, resurrected in all your glory
You’re divine feminine
Fierce like a mighty oak
With many far reaching branches
Roots that sink deep into the rich soil of the earth
Your spirit was meant to soar as a regal hawk
To fly to the tallest peak of the highest mountain
And to free-fall to the deepest depths of the roaring sea
Beautiful, Strong, Independent Woman
You were meant to run fast and free
Through rain forests lush and green
A Tarzan swing from tree to tree
Fast as a gazelle; sleek and stealth
You were meant to outrun volcanic ash and meteor showers
You were meant to overcome thorns and deep, rich agony
A solar flare through the darkest of days, the stormiest of nights
A Phoenix born from a catacomb of ash
Azura of the crimson gate: the princess with a sphere of dusk and dawn
Light and dark; the sun and the moon
A diamond in the sky
Beautiful, Strong, Independent Woman
You are truth, uncensored and unfiltered
In a world full of personas and lies
You are designed to create and co-create
Warmth for others to be birthed and to become
Moments of unveiling in the womb of life
Nestled together; twins holding the truth with a gilded staff
Zeus in the feminine; unmasked and raw
You were meant to be authentic and transparent
In a world consumed to be a plastic army of one
Beautiful, Strong, Independent Woman
You were meant to be free
You were meant to run naked across landscapes
Without the shackles of time
Licking berry stained fingertips
Washing down the gift offered from the universe
With crystal clear refreshment melted from snowy peaks
You were meant to be barefoot
Digging your toes in the rich green velvet carpet
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While inhaling the sweet aroma of honeysuckle and hyacinth
You were never meant to compromised or silenced
The lies of the serpent brought uncertainty; insecurity
Beautiful, Strong, Independent Woman
Let your hips sway under the light of the full pregnant moon
Feel the warmth of the whiskey coil through your insides
Until you feel the warmth in the center of your femininity
Move your body to the beat and rhythm
African drums and tambourines
Feel the light of the bonfire move through you
Let your love ripple and radiate through the universe
Celebrate your Roma ancestors of old
Shake your curls free as they cascade and dance around you
With a rhythm all their own
Inhale the scent of cedar and evergreen
Raise your hands to the Milky Way and let the breeze move you
Welcome your emotions and visions as you would an old friend
An oracle in a trance: allow it, feel it, and then set it free
Beautiful, Strong, Independent Woman
There is a wild woman awakening inside of you
Do not suffocate or stifle her any more
Birth her into the universe to shine
Under the light of the full pregnant moon
To stand tall, resurrected in all her glory
Her divine feminine
Fierce like a mighty oak
With many far reaching branches
Roots that sink deep into the rich soil of the earth
Her spirit was meant to soar as a regal hawk
To fly to the tallest peak of the highest mountain
And to free-fall to the deepest depths of the roaring sea
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The Oak Grove and The Chalice

Community & The Feminine

“The great oak starts as an acorn, a small seed that we’d never expect to be able to bring
forth such a mighty expression, capable of living for generations and providing food,
shade, shelter, and so much more to hundreds of other creatures. Yet packed inside that
seed is the invisible pattern perfectly designed to become the oak – and not only one oak
but offspring that could become forests of oak spanning eons. Inside that almost
miniscule piece of carbon material is an infinite, eternal potential.
The same is true for you.
Just as the acorn doesn’t come here an empty shell and then set about “making
something of itself,” neither were you designed for such a thing. The seed you started as
already contained the material and mechanics of its fulfillment- and the fulfillment of
everyone and everything that evolves from your life.
Really think about the implications of that statement. Just as a single acorn contains
endless forests, the seed of your being contains all the ideas, contributions, and impact
your life will ever make – and the ripple effect your life has and will have on the world
around you. All it takes is the right conditions for its emergence.
As the acorn grows, the roots dig down into the dark soil, the detritus of all the things
that have outlived their usefulness and fallen into decay. Working with nature rather
than against it, using what exists rather than resisting it, the conditions are cultivated
for its emergence. When we embrace all the “dirt” of our lives, tapping into the raw
experiences we’ve been planted in, surrounded by, and sometimes nearly buried under,
the process of Emergence turns those dark, seemingly decaying parts into the nutrients
that nourish new growth. We lose the struggle, judgement, and shame of a life spent
trying to avoid, repress, or deny what is or has been and transmute everything into
something useful and supportive. We establish deep roots, bring forth righ fruits, and
evolve the way nature intended.
As the oak emerges, driving its roots deep and broad, its shoots rise up and out, reaching
for the light. The deeper the roots go, the higher the branches can grow. The innate
balance of nature understands that you can’t have one wothout the other. If the tree
strove for the light without grounding itself in the dark soil, it wouldn’t be able to
sustain its reach. A good drought would dry it out, a forest fire would burn it up, and a
strong storm would topple it. Our human process of Emergence is the same. When we
ignore our roots and focus only on our reach, we lose our center of gravity and our
source of sustenence. When we aren’t grounded in a deeper place, in something that
nourishes us beneath the surface of our busy lives, we become easily parched, burned
out, and knocked down by the winds of change.
But when we find our natural balance through the Emergence process, we’re able to
reach higher and wider than our little acorn-self had ever imagined – and often faster
than expected. Just as the sapling has “flushes” – sudden growth spurts, sometimes
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several in a season – we, too, are capable of taking quantum leaps mentally, physically,
spiritually, creatively, and in every other area of our life. The more rooted we are in the
soil of our soul, the more connected we are with the seed of our true nature. And the
more congruent we are between the two, the greater heights our life can scale.
Finally, the oak matures, providing shade and shelter and seeding the world with new
acorns that become new trees. As we emerge into our full potential and activate our
deepest purpose, the gifts we share create and support an ecosystem that allows our
world to evolve and thrive.
This is the realization of the oak; it happens every time an acorn is allowed to emerge as
nature had intended. When the conditions are right, nature always fulfills its promise. It
can’t do anything else. The acorn is whole, complete, and perfect in its acorn-ness, in
part because there’s always an oak waiting under its cap. Not a pine tree. Not an apple
tree. But an oak tree. Every time. We know this to be true. We know it would be foolish
to believe that the acorn should become something else. We would never expect that an
acorn, no matter how much “pine tree training” it went through, would ever become a
Christmas tree. And we wouldn’t want it to. Everything fulfills its function, which in turn
supports everything else in an ever-expanding, self-sustaining system.
This is also our realization as humans, if we are left to our natural course. Alas, we rarely
have that luxury. The collective consciousness of separation, limitation, and selfpreservation has created a false sense of self and a deep disconnect from the seed of our
true nature. Rather than clearing away the debris that has gathered over the place we
were planted and cultivating the soil of our soul, we have become lost in an attempt to
become something other than what we truly are. Fortunately, the metaphor of the oak –
of any natural growing thing – holds true: as the acorn and its oak-hood are perfect
ideas that will always emerge when the conditions are right, so, too, will you.” ~ Derek
Rydall, Emergence

19

Climbing Poetree
BEING HUMAN by Naima
I wonder if the sun debates dawn
some mornings
not wanting to rise
out of bed
from under the down-feather horizon
If the sky grows tired
of being everywhere at once
adapting to the mood swings of the
weather
If the clouds drift off
trying to hold themselves together
make deals with gravity
to loiter a little longer
I wonder if rain is scared
of falling
if it has trouble letting go

If smoke was born knowing how to rise
If rainbows get shy back stage
not sure if their colors match right
I wonder if lightning sets an alarm
clock
to know when to crack
If rivers ever stop
and think of turning back
If streams meet the wrong sea
and their whole lives run off-track
I wonder if the snow wants to be black
If the soil thinks she’s too dark
If butterflies want to cover up their
marks
If rocks are self-conscious of their
weight
If mountains are insecure of their
strength

If snowflakes get sick
of being perfect all the time
each one trying to be one-of-a-kind

I wonder if waves get discouraged
crawling up the sand
only to be pulled back again
to where they began

I wonder if stars wish
upon themselves before they die
if they need to teach their young to
shine

I wonder if land feels stepped upon
If sand feels insignificant
If trees need to question their lovers
to know where they stand

I wonder if shadows long
to once feel the sun
if they get lost in the shuffle
not knowing where they’re from

If branches waver in the crossroads
unsure of which way to grow
If the leaves understand they’re
replaceable
and still dance when the wind blows

I wonder if sunrise and sunset
respect each other
even though they’ve never met
If volcanoes get stressed
If storms have regrets
If compost believes in life after death
I wonder if breath ever thinks
about suicide
I wonder if the wind just wants to sit
still sometimes
and watch the world pass by

I wonder where the moon goes
when she is hiding
I want to find her there
and watch the ocean
spin from a distance
Listen to her
stir in her sleep
effort gives way to existence
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Why are trees such social beings? Why do they share food with their own species
and sometimes even go so far as to nourish their competitors? The reasons are the same
as for human communities: there are advantages to working together. A tree is not a
forest. On its own, a tree cannot establish a consistent local climate. It is at the mercy of
wind and weather. But together, many trees create an ecosystem that moderates
extremes of heat and cold, stores a great deal of water, and generates a great deal of
humidity. And in this protected environment, trees can live to be very old. To get to this
point, the community must remain intact no matter what. If every tree were looking out
only for itself, then quite a few of them would never reach old age. Regular fatalities
would result in many large gaps in the tree canopy, which would make it easier for
storms to get inside the forest and uproot more trees. The heat of summer would reach
the forest floor and dry it out. Every tree would suffer.
Every tree, therefore, is valuable to the community and worth keeping around for as
long as possible. And that is why even sick individuals are supported and nourished
until they recover. Next time, perhaps it will be the other way round, and the supporting
tree might be the one in need of assistance.
[…]
A tree can be only as strong as the forest that surrounds it.” ~ Peter Wohlleben, The
Hidden Life of Trees

21

The ancient and wise Grandmother Willow, a legendary oracle beckoned, “Come to me,
dear child, and tell me what is the matter. Come now and go on…”
I nestled into her roots as a child would its mothers lap. “I am hurting,” I replied. “My
body has been holding too much pain and I can’t seem to let it go. I think my heart is
breaking.”
“Come, now, child, hug me,” she instructed. I stretched my arms wide around her trunk
– my cheek upon her bark.
She and I seemed to weep in unison as her branches danced upon the wind. I kept my
eyes closed as I felt a deep warmth replacing the pain which seemed to be leaving my
body.
Feeling restored from the transference, I pulled away to find her – leaves once vibrant
and green turned to autumn and descending to the ground.
“Oh, Great Grandmother, What have I done?!” I exclaimed, crying out in despair.
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Smiling a tired smile, she simply replied, “Hush now, child. To everything there is a
season, and a time to every purpose under the heaven: A time to be born, a time to die.
A time to plant, and a time to harvest…”
As she continued, I found myself reciting Ecclesiastes 3 with her…until at last the final
leaf fell and Grandmother Willow closed her tired eyes…
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Wild Woman Sisterhood Quotes
“Let the trees be your breath. Let the
grassy fields embrace you. Let the
mountains and the seas remind you.
Let the dawn sky flood in and allow the
clouds to guide you. And when the living
world has merged with you may you
finally know yourself. Truly alive reborn
into wholeness. Natural, sacred, and
wild.”
“The wild woman’s magic is old,
together with Mother Nature, she sings
the song of her ancestors, the words of
the Mother’s tongue, long forgotten.”
“Even before we are born, the Goddess
is within us, like a tiny seed just waiting
for us to call her, so she can spring forth
and blossom in our lives.”
“To be a Wild Woman, you don’t have to
be aggressive or assertive. Like a tree
you’ll have to find your roots and then
you will bend with the wind.”
“Return to nature, run, romp, explore
and be free until your wolf moans.”
“Wild Woman, the green forests are
woven through your spirit and the
animals of the earth run in your veins.
Your heart is wild and your soul is free.
Never be tamed.”
“When you come to know nature is
when you become one with the living
world. One life, one tribe, one nature,
one world, one sky, one earth.”
“Wild Women follow no religion, we
follow the teachings of our ancestors
and nature is our temple. Nature is our
mother and teacher. Our sisters provide
the strength we need, and the goddess
holds us within her heart. The Wild

Woman follows nothing but her wild
heart.”
“The mountains are my bones, the rivers
are my veins. The forests are my
thoughts, and the stars are my dreams.
The ocean is my heart; its pounding is
my pulse. The songs of the earth, write
the music of my wild soul.”
“The older I get, the more I see how
women have been described as having
gone mad, when what they’ve actually
become is knowledgeable and powerful
and fucking furious.”
“A strong woman is one who feels deeply
and loves fiercely. Her tears flow just as
abundantly as her laughter. A strong
woman is both soft and powerful. She is
both practical and spiritual. A strong
woman in her essence, a gift to all the
world.”
“There she was, standing barefoot on the
shore of all that would be. And the earth
whispered her name and she had faith –
she was ready. She wanted to show the
world how to love, how to open up, and
how to embrace each other. She was
ready to be the change.”
“Wild moon woman, you were not
meant to be tame. You are an
earthquake shaking lose everything that
is not your soul. Shake, woman, shake.”
“Just like the lotus, we too, have the
ability to rise from the mud, bloom out
of the darkness, and radiate into the
world.”
“Of all the wild beasts of land and sea,
the wildest is woman.”
“Wild women walk as if they are kissing
the earth with their feet.”
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A TALE OF SISTERHOOD: TEACHING O UR
YOUTH TO EMBRACE THE IR TRIBE
BY MARY ROGERS
“Imagine a community of women inspiring it’s daughters, granddaughters, and nieces
to refuse to twist their lives out of shape to fit into expectations; supporting them to
refuse to please others by pretending to be less intelligent and gifted than they are; and
empowering them to love their women-bodies, regardless. Imagine yourself as part of
this community.” ~Patricia Lynn Reilly
More often than not, many women feel the need to compete or belittle one another
instead of building one another up and supporting each other through this journey we
call life.
There seems to be a notion that women being catty and well…mean girls, are natural
part of life just like the boys will be boys notion.
However, I don’t think women are naturally mean spirited, conniving, catty people. I
think more often than not, this comes when our own self-worth feels limited or when
one feels insecure about themselves, their status, their achievements, their physique,
etc.
I also believe the only way we can begin to change this is by showing solidarity as
women as a whole. I think it begins by teaching our daughters that other girls are our
allies—not our enemies.
I think it begins by building one another up instead of tearing one another down. I
think it begins by believing we are all phenomenal women.
Believe in yourself, your worth, and be proud of your accomplishments. Do not
diminish yourself or someone else because you feel they have accomplished more than
you. Do not brag because you believe you have accomplished more than someone else.
***
I believe in women. I believe in the power of sisterhood, friendship, and TRIBE. I
believe in the healing spirit of women everywhere.
I am in awe of women in history, women of different cultures, women in literature, our
mothers and ancestors who have gone before us and paved the way. I believe in you
and me and the power we have to unlock the secrets of the past.
We are not evil seductresses who fed Adam the apple or Pandora’s Box full of secrecy
and lies. Women over time have received a bad rap and as a result it has caused
division and competition and a catty nature amongst women.
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I have a desire to bring forth the ways of the old burning through my blood. I believe in
coming full circle: maiden, mother, crone.
I believe within each of our breasts we carry the strength of warriors, goddesses,
nurturers, and everything in between.
I want intimacy between women to blow to the four corners of the earth breathing in
the elements of earth, wind, and fire.
We are here to belong, to connect, and to see into the depths of each other’s soul. But,
how do we get there?
A Tale of Sisterhood, Friendship, and Tribe:
Long before the world was like we know it now, there existed a Wise and Mighty Tribe
of ya-ya’s.
The ya-ya’s were a band of women, strong and beautiful, who roamed the country.
The stars in the sky loved them so much that they would dip down and allow the yaya’s to ride through the sky, so that they could travel all around the world.
Our mothers, who raised us, were the first ya-y’as and were most beautiful and loving.
People adored them and no one messed with the tribal ya-y’as.
We also learned to love the inner gifts that naturally spring from being raised as a
woman, which include charm, manners, quiet strength, and the ability to laugh at
one’s self and not take things too seriously.
We remember that the meaning of life is about opening up, being in touch with our
spirit and our feelings and finding the friendships of a lifetime.
The Lady of the Moon is our guardian and her silver light reflects the goodness in us
all. She is here to teach us that the true mission of the ya-ya’s is to empower women
and serve as a place to help us remember who and what we are.
We know that women are divine love, full of generosity, kindness, creativity, and
wonder.
We wish to help women “remember” that these gifts are within each of us. We share
them with others, so that our inner light can come out and shine.
The Lady of the Moon, knew that so many of us had been forced to move from our
birth places and so she promised to be with us always. She also told us stories of how
we would one day meet our other ya-ya sisters and be reunited.
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We no longer live in our birth homes and we know that our town does not realize we
are loyal, but, we the ya-ya’s, secretly know our history and we are loyal to our tribal
sisters and the women who were there before us.
We come together in appreciation of women and sisterhood and celebrate how much
joy there is in this world.
We believe that in coming together, if only for a few brief moments, that the spirit of
the ya-ya restores us, renews us, and reminds us of the wonderful women that we are
and were always meant to be.
Find your tribe and connect. Bring in your daughters, nieces, friends, and family.
Create crowns of glory to showcase your inner goddess and celebrate you femininity.
Celebrate being a woman—a female. Raise your young with strength and the lesson to
honor their fellow sisters and not compete and tear one another down. Give each other
Goddess names and dance under the light of the moon.
Have a girls camping trip. Around the bonfire, repeat after me (while drinking a
chalice of hot chocolate):
“These are the headdresses of the queens that have gone before us. They come from
Indian holy ground… the jungles of the ancients… prairies of the Norwegians… and the
forests of the mighty Amazons. The royal crowns of our people.”
[Pour some of the hot chocolate into a chalice]
“This is the blood of our people, the wolf people, the alligator people, the crow people,
and the moon women from which we gain our strength to rule all worlds.”
[Pass the chalice around for everyone to take a sip]
“We are the flames of the fires, the whirling of the winds. We are the waters of the
rains and the rivers and the oceans. We are the rocks and the stones. And now by the
power invested in me, I declare we are the mighty Ya-Ya priestesses. Let no man put us
under. Now our blood flows through each other as it’s done for all eternity. Loyal
forever. We raise our voices in the words of Mumbo Gumbo… YA-YA!” (Divine Secrets
of the Ya-Ya Sisterhood by Rebecca Wells)
***
Maybe rituals and symbolism isn’t your thing? If not, I’m sure you will find an equally
creative way of teaching other girls and women the power of sisterhood and
friendship.
Today, I challenge you: Celebrate being a woman. Celebrate sisterhood. Uplift one
another and stand strong together as a unified bond of one…
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We all get so busy in our day-to-day lives: work, family, children, etc. that often
friendships fall by the way side. Don’t let that happen to you.
Embrace life, embrace being a woman, and most importantly; embrace your
friendships with both family and friends. Make today count.
Don’t be a tree that simply has branches but can’t establish roots. Get grounded and
enjoy life.
LIVE, LAUGH, LOVE!
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The Temple and The Veil
Moon Mysteries
“Within every woman there is a wild and natural creature, a powerful force, filled with
good instincts, passionate creativity, and ageless knowing. Her name is Wild Woman,
but she is an endangered species. Though the gifts of the wildish nature come to us at
birth, society’s attempt to “civilize” us into rigid roles has plundered this treasure, and
muffled the deep, life-giving messages of our own souls. Without Wild Woman, we
become over-domesticated, fearful, uncreative, trapped.” ~ Clarissa Pinkola Estes
Recently, I came across an old black and white photograph—1920’s vintage: short
skirts and dresses with fringe.
It belonged to my grandmother.
They called it the Gatsby era—where the elite would dance the Charleston while
sipping bourbon from glassware graphed with crystal stems: Cloche hats and coifed
finger waves—women with persimmon stained crimson lips; Persephone in a kiss.
In the 1920’s a “new woman” emerged. Social classes were established, women began
holding employment, and woman’s suffrage was brought to the forefront of political
issues.
Liberated women were still not the norm, but women everywhere were talking about
the up rise of feminism in every culture. It was a defining era when the sacred
patriarchy was recognized as becoming equal with the divine sacred feminine; the
holy matriarchy.
While this “new woman” represented freedom (or rebellion), there was already
another kind of wild woman roaming the forests and experiencing liberation of a
different kind.
These women did not live in mansions—No, these women lived as Viking warriors
(shield maidens) forging their way through the woods, eating nuts and berries—
raising her spirit in prayer during the full moon and likening her spirit to the
everlasting stream of all that nourishes and all that creates.
These women lived in harmony with Gaia forging for survival and bearing their
children along the way.
They studied herbs and created healing elixirs: medicine made from natural resources.
Chemistry and horticulture gave them magic that others did not understand.
The wild woman was a healer, a shaman, a doula, and a medicine doctor—though
others would call her “hag,” “whore,” “gypsy,” or “witch” She spent much time in study:
studying plants, their properties and uses. Petals pressed amidst yellowing pages.
The wild woman understood the need of sisterhood and the power of a circle, a tribe.
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They would gather at the time of their moon cycles and honor their wisdom, their
knowledge, and would use this time to pass down their gifts to younger generations.
When women lived together in tribes, not only did they bleed in unison but also bled
during the new moon.
It is said by the wise women of our ancient ancestors that came before us that the
shedding of our blood during this time allowed us to step into a veil or different state of
consciousness. Many believed this to be a time of great divinity.
It was for this purpose a “Red Tent” or moon lodge was erected for these women to
come together to commune.
There would be music, storytelling of the best kind, recipes and herbal remedies
taught—doulas and midwives rubbing ointment on expectant bellies and sage burned
near the elder moving to the next stage of consciousness—death.
Everything and everyone would move in unison as life would turn just as the earth on
its axis and come full circle.
Maiden, Mother, Crone.
In these tribes, women honored the sacred circle of life. They celebrated their intuition,
their sixth sense and worked together to honor the gifts of divination and sight. I can
only imagine the Oracle of Delphi were once great leaders of the wild woman tribe.
As time marched forward, cultures evolved and changed. But, the spirit of the wild
woman still lives and breathes to this day. Her blood flows through our DNA and the
awakened woman knows and understands—there was once a time, long, long ago that
we, too, used to run with the wolves.
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“Traditionally the Red Tent performed a number of functions, including: rite of
passage instruction and ceremonies, teaching and sharing of healing methods,
teaching and sharing of pampering and beauty treatments, meditation and healing for
self and the greater community, sharing of recipes, child rearing tips and life
experience, sharing of personal stories and parables for spiritual teaching, counselling
and emotional support, lunar and seasonal sacred ceremonies, and teaching and
sharing of crafts, to name but a few.
A modern day Red Tent usually involves a circle of like-minded women sharing with
each other and allowing each woman to have some time to express herself.
There might be discussions on spirituality, astrology, menstruation, health, gentle
motivation, setting an empowering intention, or simply a backrub.”
New moon is the time of the month, two weeks after the full moon when we tend to feel
tired, inward and vulnerable. It’s when our insecurities and old wounds surface—our
shadow selves that we often try to hide from others.
But if we don’t learn to accept and heal our shadow (like Peter Pan) we never grow up,
ending up with a society so afraid of aging we think it normal to carve ourselves up
rather than be publicly seen as an elder.
It is for this reason women of all indigenous societies for thousands of years gathered
together at this time to reflect upon their lives, offering emotional support and healing
to one another rather than expect their partner to intuit and fulfill all their emotional
needs.

The new moon is also the time when most women experience their “moontime” or
“heavenly water” as it was known in traditional Chinese medicine.
So this custom offered a time out to working women and mothers, enabling them to
turn inwards and rest and replenish when their lunar tide was out each month and
their life force at its lowest ebb.
The Red Tent also helped to sustain healthy partnerships and marriages. Because just
as our bodies are ruled by the moon, so too are our emotions. And just like the moon
women are changeable and emotional beings.
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When we experience the dark time of our emotional lunar cycle, it is best for the
longevity of our relationships that we take sacred space from our partners and
children so they don’t experience our destructive side when we are in the little death
phase of our monthly mandala.
If we take this time to focus on our inner needs at this time we can return to our loved
ones full of self-love and nurturing so we have it to give to them the rest of the month
without burning out.
Just as we need to breathe in before breathing out, so too women need to take time and
sustenance for themselves if we are to continue giving to others from a centered and
full sense of self.
Author: Mary Rogers
Images: Chanel Baran (used with permission) (Model: Shona Keeli Jones)

FOR THERE TO BE BIRT H, THERE MUST FIRST
BE BLOOD. PERIOD.
BY MARY ROGERS
When I was in fourth grade,at the tender age of ten, I awoke one morning to a wet spot
in my underpants. Upon approaching the restroom, I became acutely aware that I was
bleeding from my yoni.
I grew up in a very religious home where we did not discuss things like sex, much less
menstruation. Confused and scared, I went to my stepmom and explained matter-offactly that I was dying.
Everything that followed was very hush-hush as she took me into a back room and
explained that I was now a woman. Baffled, at ten years old, she also explained to me
that a woman must have her first menstruation in order to bear a child.
Though it was shrouded in secret, it was my secret. I was now a woman.
With increased confidence, I went to school the next day and could not wait to share
this information with my friends.
What happened next was nothing short of mortifying as other girls began to whisper
and giggle and before long all the little boys on the playground were making fun of me
as well.
As the pain of cramps began and I received notes to skip gym and couldn’t play during
recess, I began to hate this “becoming a woman” stuff.
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It wasn’t until late in my teen years that I met with a doctor to discuss the amount of
pain I experienced each month that I finally realized what a period was and why
women have it.
I remember thinking, “this is actually very beautiful.” The idea that our bodies shed the
lining of the uterus each month to get rid of the old and make way for the new seemed
deeply symbolic to me.
As an adult, I have a deeper understanding of the fact that a woman’s menstrual cycle
is revered as something sacred and celebrated.
In order for there to be birth, there must first be blood.
I have learned that many cultures have the “ceremony of bleeding,” in which women
gather to honor this sacred time for a young woman. They understand that their
“woman medicine,” “ceremony of woman,” or the “ceremony of bleeding” should occur
in an isolated place surrounded by other women.
Many cultures believe that during a woman’s moon cycle, the veil between cosmic
energies is removed and that women become divinely intuitive during this time.
Therefore, they encourage an isolated, sacred space to gather to conduct rituals,
prayers or meditations during this time of death and rebirth.
However, in Western Culture, women are discouraged from cherishing their moon
cycle and communing with other women. Most women in Western Society are not even
aware of the 4-phase cycle that occurs each month.
When women in our society begin menstruating, they are not met with ritual and
ceremony. Most, like me, are handed a box of maxi-pads or tampons by their mother.
Most adolescent girls I have spoken to are not even aware of their own fertility or
moon schedules or cycles.
According to Jessica H. Simmons, “…our society is from the fundamental ceremonies
and practices occurring naturally in indigenous societies regarding bleeding and
fertility. Red Tent has foundations in the Hebrew culture. In Sun Dance (Lakota) a
woman who is bleeding must reside away from the ceremony in a special lodge. In
Ayurvedic belief, as in a majority of ancient cultures, a woman has restrictive
functions while bleeding. Yet, these practices, to an outsider, may appear patriarchal
and female suppressive in nature. However, there is hidden power, and recognition of
that power, in these cultures and we only need to be open, putting our own
conditioning aside to see this.”
In speaking with several adolescent girls, there is still a lot of shame and ridicule in
our Western society. Many express anxiety or feeling if they are in pain that they need
to “suck it up.”
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It is unacceptable in our culture to remove or isolate ourselves for a week as we bleed
as our culture runs as a fast-paced society.
So, how do we change the shaming that comes with menstruation?
It begins with you and I: mothers, daughters, aunts, grandmothers, and
granddaughters, changing the way we perceive ones moon cycle in our culture.

MOON MEDICINE AND YO NI BLISS.
BY MARY ROGERS
Since I’ve become inspired to uplift women everywhere and thus have begun to
research topics such as moon cycles, circles, breath work, sisterhood and tribe—I have
had many people reach out to me.
One such girl wrote to me, inquiring what I thought of a yoni steaming.
I had to be honest and express that this is not a topic in which I have much knowledge,
but that I would do my research and get back to her. I have done just that and am
baffled that I have never heard of, nor participated in this practice as there are so
many wonderful benefits.
As someone who experiences debilitating pain during my moon cycle and having been
through a miscarriage two years ago (and experiencing the pains of not conceiving
since), I found this to be an optimal solution.
Vaginal steaming has been referred to as bajo, chai-yok, or a yoni steam. Yoni is the
Sanskrit word for womb or vagina. It is an ancient practice that has been used for
hundreds of years to assist with many symptoms. Here is a complete listing of the
benefits of yoni steaming:
•Significantly reduces pain, bloating and exhaustion associated with menstruation.
•Decreases menstrual flow as well as reduce dark purple or brown blood at the onset
or end of menses.
•Regulates irregular or absent menstrual cycles.
•Increases fertility, especially when combined with Mayan Abdominal Therapy.
•Speeds healing and tones the reproductive system after birth.
•Treats uterine fibroids, ovarian cysts, uterine weakness, uterine prolapse &
endometriosis.
•Assists with the repair of a vaginal tear, episiotomy, or C-section scar.
•Assists with the healing of hemorrhoids.
•Treats chronic vaginal/yeast infections, and works to maintain healthy odor.
•Relieves symptoms of menopause including dryness or pain during intercourse.
•Detoxifies the womb and removes toxins from the body.
•Releases stored emotions and taps into the energy that is our creative potential.
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Steaming uses the water element to open and clear the yoni root. Full moons and
ovulation are associated with the water element, which makes this a wonderful time to
perform this ritual.
As not all women are cycled with the New Moon, it is recommended that a yoni steam
be performed approximately one week prior to menstruation because the cervix is
slightly dilated therefore making the healing properties of steaming more beneficial.
Gently steaming the yoni with healing herbs and oils is an ancient healing priestess
tradition to energetically, emotionally and physically nourish and cleanse the womb
and to help awaken the feminine crown sacral chakra.
Many ancient cultures across the globe have known of the powers of the yoni steam.
Priestesses of Isis used this healing practice as a part of their body cleansing rituals to
prepare initiates before they entered the Temple of Isis.
In old Mayan tradition, a postpartum vaginal steam therapy called pusilton was used,
in which women sat atop a bucket of water into which super-heated rocks were
thrown and the steam vapors rose into the yoni to heal and soothe.
In San Gervasio, on the island of Cozumel in Mexico, there are ruins of the temple of
Ixchel, the Mayan jaguar goddess of midwifery and feminine medicinal arts, where
there are pits for vaginal steam baths carved into stone floor.
Traditional Korean healers also used this healing method and it was believed to be
essential in maintaining healthy fertility. Dravidian goddess rites in India also used
the wisdom of the yoni steam.
Victorian doctors in Britain were recorded as using the healing practice to treat female
patients with pelvic inflammatory disease as late as 1899.
The yoni steam has many healing health benefits bringing warmth, life-force, and
increasing blood flow to heal any stagnation or disease, soothing and nourishing the
sacred passageway of the yoni and the delicate surrounding tissues.
It has also been associated with assisting the womb to release old endometrial healing,
restore the pH balance, and support the womb to return to her harmonic physical
alignment.
When the yoni steam is done ritually, with womb breathing, incantation, and prayer it
is a powerful shamanic journey into the feminine dimension and becomes an
underworld initiation and womb/root exorcism.
By bringing life and warmth back to the root and our magnetic floor, we can gently
release ancient fears and grief held from this life in this sacred area.
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As these stuck energies begin to release our Shakti awakens and the creative pulse of
life begins to flow back into our most precious and powerful center.
How to perform a yoni steam:
Modify a chair to use for the ritual by cutting a hole (at least 10 inches in diameter) in
the center, or using a metal/wicker garden chair that steam can rise through. Make
sure your yoni is at least 12 inches from the bowl.
*A ready-made yoni seat can also be purchased online for convenience.
Choose anywhere from 3-5 herbs:
•Yarrow herb: Blood purifying, pelvic tonic
•Holy Basil: Menstruation balm and tonic
•Rose Petals: Womb totem of love and healing
•Mug-wort herb: Womb cleanser and awakener
•Raspberry leaf: Nurturing and protective
Note: Other herbs such as lavender or other flowers and essential oils (just a drop)
may also be used.
Add 2-3 cups of herbs into a large pot of boiling water. Cover with a lid and simmer
for approximately five minutes. Remove from the heat and let it steep for an additional
five minutes leaving the lid on the pot.
Place the pot directly under the hole of your yoni steam chair on top of a folded towel.
Lift the lid and let the steam rise—making sure your post is close enough that you can
feel the warm steam, but not close enough that it is uncomfortable.
Create a sacred space: dim the lights, burn candles, play soft music, anoint yourself
with essential oils or us an oil diffuser.
Completely undress (or just from the waist down) and wrap a large blanket or sheet
around your waist creating a ‘sweat lodge’ affect with no drafts. Steam for
approximately twenty minutes.
When your yoni steam is complete, it is recommended to rest and stay warm. Dreams
may also be enhanced from this experience so doing this ritual prior to sleep is very
beneficial.
What this does:
According to Vibrant Souls, “When dried herbs are placed in the hot water, the volatile
oils that contain medicinal properties are released. A yoni steam works by applying
gentle heat, as well as moisture that caries these volatile oils, to the exterior tissues of
the vagina (the tissue referred to as the vulva). The warmth and moisture increases
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circulation to the labia, causing it to swell and expose the inner labial mucus
membranes. These tissues are very porous and absorbent, and the bloodstream picks
up the volatile oils can carries them into the inner reproductive system, including the
uterus. Thus, the herbal steam increases circulation, thins mucus and revitalizes the
entire system, allowing it to shed unnecessary membranes and build-up. The result is a
healthier, more pleasant cycle and a more connected woman.”
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New Moon Gatherings
By Mystic Mamma
*WHY*
A New Moon marks the beginning of a new cycle, a fresh start in it’s cycle of waxing and
waning. During this time the Moon is empty and receptive and full of potential. This is
an optimum time to plant seeds of intentions for what you wish to manifest in your life.
Most of us, live our lives so disconnected from the Earth, and devoid of any kind of
ritual that creates the space for us to connect. So the New Moon provides us with an
opportunity to take the time to create SACRED SPACE for ourselves. It’s essential.
There is something so powerful when women come together to support each other on
their journey, in the hopes and dreams. We are healed, we are nurtured, and we feel
comforted and understood. Moreover, when you share sacred space together you
magnify the power of your intentions and you energetically create a web of support for
not only your circle of women friends but with women everywhere.
*WHAT*
The culture of women gatherings has been going on for eons, and when you gather with
your lady friends on the new moon you join millions of other women around the world
doing the same. It’s time to gather ourselves ladies…

May this be an inspiration to you to gather at least a friend or two and create a circle of
connection. It doesn’t matter really what you do, have fun creating your own ritual and
do what feels good to you! Below I will create and outline for a basic ritual that you can
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follow, but feel free to improvise and if you have any ideas please share your inspiration
in the comments!
*HOW*
BRING~ Ask your lady friends to bring a favorite essential oil, and some flowers or
herbs for bath salts you will create together and a vessel to carry them home with. If you
wish to have dinner before, have everyone bring a dish to share. Otherwise to have more
time for the ritual, opt for having dinner separately before and then just gather have the
ladies bring something sweet to share afterwards together.

CREATE SACRED SPACE~The day of the gathering, clean and beautify your home and
buy some flowers to put all around. Find somewhere where you can gather in a circle.
You could put a tapestry on the floor and put pillows all around. In the center place a big
bowl filled with unscented bath salt crystals. Put candles around it and extra oils that
you can share in case someone forgot to bring one.
BEGIN~ while waiting for everyone to arrive, it’s a good time to chat and catch up! Then
when we you ready to begin, I would light some sage and “sage” everyone before
entering the circle. Sage is a wonderful purifier and helps to cleanse the energy and
create the space for the ritual to begin.
1. Purify~ “Sage” everyone before entering the circle.
2. Open~Ringing bells or chimes are a nice way to begin. With eyes closed, you can all
take some deep breaths together, or Aum 3 times.
3. Bless~ I always like the idea of everybody contributing so I would hand everyone a
little piece of paper each with an invocation or blessing to Mother Earth.
~We call upon the Earth, our planet home, with its beautiful depths and soaring heights,
its vitality and abundance of life…
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~We call upon the mountains…the high green valleys and meadows filled with wild
flowers, the snows that never melt, the summits of intense silence…
~We call upon the waters that rim the earth, horizon to horizon, that flow in our rivers
and streams, that fall upon our gardens and fields…
~We call upon the forests, the great trees reaching strongly to the sky with earth in their
roots and the heavens in their branches, the fir, the pine and the cedar…
~We call upon the creatures of the fields and forests and the seas, our brothers and
sisters the wolves and deer, the eagle and dove, the great whales and the dolphin, the
beautiful Orca and the salmon…
~We call upon all those who have lived on this earth, our ancestors and our friends, who
dreamed the best for future generations, and upon whose lives our lives are built…
~And lastly, we call upon all that we hold most sacred, the presence and power of the
Great Spirit of love and truth which flows through all the universe, to be with us to
Teach us, and show us the way.”
4. Inspire~Here you can recite a poem or sing a song, something to arouse the muse
and set the mood…
“Let us fall in love again and scatter gold dust all over the world. Let us become a new
spring and feel the breeze drift in heaven’s scent. Let us dress the earth in green and like
the sap of a young tree let the grace from within us sustain us. Let us carve gems out of
our stony hearts and let them light our path to Love. The glance of Love is crystal clear
and we are blessed by its light.” ~Rumi
5. Share what’s happening with the Moon astrologically, what energy it’s bringing in~
For this you can check the ASTRAL INSIGHTS and print out the readings to share with
your friends. This part is always insightful and it’s amazing how many resonate with the
energy that is happening at the time.
6. Set your Intentions for what you wish to manifest in this new cycle, this new
beginning marked by the New Moon…Make sure to schedule in some journaling time for
reflection, for letting go, and for setting intentions and calling in.
Make sure everyone has a little piece of sage which they will burn when it’s their time to
share and as long as they are speaking. As you state what you wish to bring in, put a
drop of oil in the bath salt with your intention. You might say something like, “I’m
putting in lavender to bring in more nurturance and remind myself to take better care of
myself” etc…
Put as many intentions as you feel moved and with every intention, do an action, like
put some oil, flower or herb in.
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This way, you are making it symbolic through the ritual, the action. When you are done,
put out your sage in the salts. Then proceed with the lady next to you until everyone has
spoken.
7. Bless intentions~ Have everyone lay their hands on the salts and say a Blessing like:
“May all our intentions be sealed, and realized!”
8. Mix the salts~ this is fun! Have everyone get their hands in the bowl and mix up the
wonderful bath salts you have created. By this point, their are infused with your
intentions and filled with oils, flowers and herbs!
9. Song or Invocation~ The mood is happy, the ritual is almost over, everyone has
shared and all are loving the herbal bath crystals you have created! Perhaps you can all
sing a song or chant. I would print out a simple chant and have everyone follow. Or
recite another poem like this:
“If you never searched for truth come with us and you will become a seeker. If you were
never a musician come with us and you will find your voice… In our gathering one
candle lights hundreds, we will light your path and give you courage so you will open
like a flower and join in joyous laughter. Plant the seed of truth and watch it grow when
it spreads its branches come with us and sit under the blossoms. Your eyes will open to
the secret of the truth.” ~Rumi
10. Close circle~ You could join hands, give thanks, say it is done! Ring bells, clap and
celebrate.
11. Fill your vessels with your bath salts~ You should try to wait two weeks until the
FULL MOON to take your bath. This is a half-way point in the Moon’s cycle and a
perfect time to soak in a hot bath and check in with yourself to see where you are at and
remember your intentions!
***TIP~ There are two ways to take your glorious FULL MOON bath:
One just drop the whole thing into your bath. It will look enchanting with flowers and
herbs and you will feel like a goddess indeed! If you do it this way, mark this tip: Let the
bath drain out and leave it! Do not attempt to try and clean the bathtub afterwards to
remove all the flowers, herbs etc. This will not only spoil your mood but it’s harder to
clean when it’s wet. Just let it be! The next morning it will have dried and you can
easily dust it off and sweep it out of your bath with a dust pan. Trust me on this one!
Otherwise, put your salts in a cheese cloth and that way it can be contained with no
mess! Don’t forget to share the tip with your girls! Enjoy!
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Full Moon Gatherings
By Vanessa Kunderman
Moon gatherings are so powerful. My very first party launched me down this wild path,
and connected me with a spirit family that has been incomparable ever since. We had
wine, we talked about angels, spells, plants, reiki; we banged drums - pots and pans, lit
candles, shared cool books and ideas... it was magical. It was really special. There is
something really valuable about creating a safe place where you can share ideas,
vulnerabilities, like-mindedness, and celebrate just being young, healthy and alive.
There are so many ways you can have a ritual party - different themes, locations,
attendees - but by coordinating it to a full moon, you harness the hypnotic and
infectious energy that only the moon can create. New moons are a time of inwardreflection, but full moons? They're perfect for parties.
HOW TO THROW A
FULL MOON RITUAL PARTY
1. ESTABLISH AN OPEN INVITE
Invite your magical girlfriends over, but extend the invitation to a plus one or two
per person. At my very first party, I was a plus one! There are so many people out
there who are looking to connect at an experience like this, but they don't
necessarily know where to go. Open the invitation list to the curious friends your
friends are tight with. You'll make new connections, and cast a wider net for new
ideas. At my first party, it seemed like we each had a different expertise in the
spiritual world. And while there were some who would have said they had no
expertise, they really did. They had stories, coincidences, or were feeling
emotions in need of healing. Just hearing about others going through similar
experiences as you, or thinking similar things, is ripening you for growth and
connectedness. At my first party, we all benefited from being there, and from
being exposed to each other. It was incredible. When we were all brought
together, the energy was massive, and incredibly knowledgeable.
2. CREATE A SAFE PLACE
At full moon ritual parties, there are often times of vulnerability. And while the
overall mood may be full and celebratory, there may be some gentle moments of
confessions between women that is best not to be repeated. Spirituality helps
teach us how to be accepting in a vulnerable state, and this can really be hard for
some people. Even talking about secretive things can heighten emotions. Harness
your female power and create a bond that says, "I support you, I protect you, I am
here to listen to you, you are not alone." People who are invited often have
something that needs to be expressed or expelled, and all those crazy cosmic
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forces that be might be sending them to this party for some serious release and
healing.
3. HAVE A MINI STRUCTURE BUILT IN
Calling everyone over for a hangsies is one thing, but there needs to be a smidge
of structure to your full moon ritual party. That may be having a group
meditation, then having wine after, it could be a communal smoke cleanse and
release session, or it could be cleansing a new home for your girlfriend with a
welcome home ritual. Sound baths are also great. Have a bit of magical structure
built in to your night, in order to harness the magical energy. This encourages
people to open up, to ask questions, to share stories and to strengthen the divine
feminine. You can chill and sip vino or snack on noshes after, but have something
built in that is dedicated purely to those in attendance. It doesn't need to be long,
just there. And hey, don't go crazy; you want a relaxed environment, not a rigid
evening!
Another really great idea is inviting someone to teach something or offer a
service, like soul readings, or a quick tarot sesh. Flame readings are always fun,
or a reiki exchange!
4. PLAN IT AT NIGHT
This might be a no-brainer, but you want to host your party at night when the
moon is shining bright in the sky. Doing it on the night of the full moon is best,
but a few days before or after the full moon is alright too, as the moon's energy
will still be abundant. The night of the full moon is, of course, ideal, but Rogue
Wood Supply was designed to be a practical resource and let's be real: sometimes
getting together on a Monday night for wine and a smoke bath isn't always in the
cards. We have kids, jobs, school, and other things than can take priority. That's
OK. Plan something that works for you and your friends, and start at dusk.
Having these spiritual gatherings once per month is an amazing way to expand your
spiritual knowledge and to heal and grow. They can open you up to new relationships,
new ideas, and keep you from waning through those phases where you don't feel as "intune" as you always do. The moon's phase is a great reminder to keep us accountable,
and it also gives us incredible energy - which is amplified by the energy of those in
attendance who support each other. Celebrate each other and lift each other up. We all
benefit when we connect with one another.
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AM I YOUR MUSE
BY MARY ROGERS
In this dark and seedy place
Where you recite words
Written by giants—the literary greats
I take in your sultry, masculine voice
Taste and savor your words
Let them roll over my tongue
And through my lips
The richest delicacy
Spewing the stars and cursing the moon
Filled with longing, I need to know
Is this love, lust, or something in between
My soul spews the profanities of my aching heart
Through ink onto perfectly lined pages
What is my truth? What is yours?
Are you willing to open yourself to me
Get naked on paper and bare your soul?
Will you invite me to witness that which you hold sacred
Secrets that tear at your insides
That which stirs you awake and haunts you through the night?
Questions remain unanswered
As passion moves us, driving us to your darkened lair
A star that has collapsed within itself
Where light has been eclipsed- forever burned out
Returned to the black nothingness of the night
My love, if only for tonight—
Tell me the words I long to hear
For tonight, if only for tonight—
You are my king, my lover, my betrothed
Take me, my love, in complete surrender
With passion between the sheets
For tonight I will be your angel
You—my saving grace
Recite to me words written long ago
Written by giants—the literary greats
I will take in your sultry, masculine voice
Taste and savor your words
Let them roll over my tongue
And through my lips
The richest delicacy
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Spewing the stars and cursing the moonFor tonight, tonight I am not just your muse
In this dark and seedy place…

AS I WALK THROUGH YOUR LIBRARY
BY MARY ROGERS
With its soft ember light
And see your classics lined perfectly—just so
Pages well-worn, your favorite verses lined
I pace the room
Caress the edge of green velvet
Blow chalk and hit stripes with the cue
But this game will just not do
High heels and black lace
I came prepared for the chase
Sitting on the felt, I part my legs—just so
Do you bite? Do you moan?
Show me a kingdom I’ve never known
Read my body like a well versed- naked poem
With curiosity and depth
Touch me as you would your favorite novel
Reading for the first time in braille
Caress my body gently
Each hand stitched embroidered page
Gilded in gold on three sides
Recite erotica with your brazen lips
Those soft, delectable, seductive lips
That make me bite mine
And make me desire to run my finger across yours
Your perfect, satin kiss
Whiskey and smoke linger on your breath as you exhale
Oh, my dragon—my fierce, fierce dragon
I run my fingers through your three day stubble
And inhale your manly scent
Rugged with sweat and stale cologne
And your jeans—the way they hang—just so
I gaze into your hazel-gray eyes
And see white sand and stormy seas
And for a moment- just for a moment
I glimpse eternity…
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“Kiss your own fingertips
and hug your own curves.
You are made of waves and honey
and spicy peppers when it is necessary.
You are a goddess,
I hope you haven’t forgotten.” ~Emery Allen
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Recipes

Kitcheri
Ingredients
2 C organic split mung beans
1 C organic basmati rice
1 (heaping) tablespoon of each spice: organic Turmeric/Coriander/Cumin/Ginger
Powder or fresh root
½ – 1 tsp. each of fennel seeds, fenugreek seeds & cinnamon
1-1.5 tsp. ground mustard seed
4 C chopped vegetables (I usually use 3 or more of following: bok choy, kale, broccoli,
carrots, celery)… but you can use ANY vegetable
2-3 tsp. Himalayan Salt to taste
Lime (garnish optional) Chopped cilantro (garnish optional)
Directions
1. Wash the rice and mung dal well. If you have time, let it soak for several hours before
cooking or overnight. This will aid your digestion later on.
2. Heat about 2 Tbsp. coconut oil (or ghee) in a pot. Sauté all spices including salt for a
few minutes until spices release aroma (be careful not to burn).
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3. Add the rice and lentils until everything is mixed and well blended with spices and
coconut oil ghee.
4. Add 6-8 Cups of water (or vegetable stock) and chopped vegetables and bring to a boil
uncovered for 5 minutes. Cover and simmer for 30 – 40 minutes. Adjust water to your
liking. Should have a soupy or stew-like consistency.
5. Salt to taste
6. Garnish with a good squeeze of lemon lime (and chopped cilantro – optional).
*This recipe is slightly easier to make if you have a rice cooker. Put rice, dahl, vegetables,
water or stock and squeeze of lemon or lime into the rice cooker. Gently simmer the
spices in coconut oil (or ghee) in a small pot on stove and when the aroma is released,
pour into rice cooker. Give a good stir, put lid on and plug it in. Voila!

Ghee Caramel Pecan Clusters
Ingredients: Makes a few dozen clusters
4 cups pecans
20 Medjool dates, soaked for 20-30 minutes in warm water
1/4 cup melted ghee
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2-3 tablespoons honey or maple syrup
1 teaspoon vanilla
pinch of sea salt
1 pound chocolate chips

Directions:
1. Preheat the oven to 350°F
2. Place the pecans on a baking sheet and place in the oven. Roast for about 8 minutes
or until the pecans are nice and toasty. Remove and let cool.
3. Once the dates are soft, drain the liquid but reserve the water for later. Remove the
pits then place the dates into a high speed blender along with the ghee, sweetener,
vanilla, and salt. Blend well, until smooth and creamy, using the date soaking water
to help achieve the right consistency. Once complete, transfer contents into a jar and
set aside.
4. Melt the chocolate over a double boiler then set up a few sheets of parchment paper
over a cutting board or something sturdy in your kitchen.
5. Start making the clusters by pouring about 1 tablespoon of chocolate onto the
parchment. Follow that with about 3-4 pecans. Use less if they are large. Place in the
fridge to set.
6. Next, smear a teaspoon or so of the caramel over the pecans, allowing the center to
be a bit thicker than the edges. Place in the fridge to set.
7. Finish by pouring a good amount of chocolate over the caramel. You can completely
cover the caramel or leave a little exposed.
8. Place in the fridge and leave them there until ready to serve. Enjoy!

HEART OPENING TEA


Combine 12oz filtered water with handful of dried gojis. Allow this them to soak
and bloom overnight



Combine with ::12oz warm Tulsi Rose Tea



1-2 TBS of Rose Essence



5 – 10 drops Omica Sweet Blossom Stevia
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Turmeric Tea Golden Milk Recipe
Prep 2 mins
Cook 3 mins
Total 5 mins
Author Wellness Mama
Yield 4
Turmeric tea or golden milk is a great way to get the benefits of turmeric daily. I love
drinking this just before bed.
Ingredients








2 cups of milk of choice (almond, pecan, coconut, and dairy all work in this recipe)
1 tsp turmeric or turmeric spice mix (where to get it)
1/2 tsp cinnamon (where to find it)
pinch of black pepper (increases absorption)
tiny piece of fresh, peeled ginger root or 1/4 tsp ginger powder
pinch of cayenne pepper (optional)
1 tsp raw honey or maple syrup to taste (optional)

Instructions
1. First, blend all ingredients in a high-speed blender until smooth.
2. Then, pour into a small saucepan and heat for 3-5 minutes over medium heat until
hot but not boiling.
3. Drink immediately.
Notes
This may stain blenders and countertops. The color will eventually fade, but making a
thick paste of baking soda and water and scrubbing the stain can help.
Recipe can be halved or doubled if needed.
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Recommended Reading:
1. The Book of She by Sara Avant Stover
2. Empower Yourself by Loving Your Body by Anna-Thea
3. Encyclopedia of Goddesses and Heroines by Patricia Monaghan
4. The Faces of The Moon Mother by Rowena Pattee Kryder
5. Her Blood is Gold by Lara Owen
6. Love Your Lady Landscape by Lisa Lister
7. Mists of Avalon by Marion Zimmer Bradley
8. Pussy A Reclamation by Regena Thomashauer
9. Red Moon by Miranda Gray
10. The Path of The Priestess by Sharron Rose
11. Warrior Goddess Training by Heatherash Amara
12. Womb Awakening by Adra Bertrand, MD and Seren Bertrand
13. Women Rites, Women’s Mysteries by Ruth Barrett
14. Women Who Run With The Wolves by Clarisa Pinkola Estes, PhD
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