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What people are saying about

Answering Avalon’s Call

The Mystical Odyssey of an Earth-Healer

Carol’s extraordinary memoir will lead you back home to your own soul. She is a wonderful storyteller, in tune with the mystery. Her book is a unique blend of spiritual teaching, poetry, and simple life wisdom.

Molly Harvey, CEO Harvey Global, Corporate Soul Woman. Molly is a transformational business thinker and author. www.MollyHarvey.com

Glastonbury has been a place of myth and legend for many hundreds of years and this book beautifully captures the ways that these mysteries can reveal themselves. Carol’s writing style creates a lyrical bridge, inspiring the reader to come along and explore with her the secrets long held in an ancient landscape which is still very much alive with the pulse of sacred living.

Mano Mannaz is a Visionary Light-worker, artist, writer, and poet, residing in Glastonbury, UK. Author of Tkhe Truth Sings in Circles [M. Warren]. https://avalongrailcode.wordpress.com/

An intriguing blend of reminiscence, real events and storytelling. The author’s sibylline style connects us to realms beyond the mystical.

Peggy Spencer Behrendt is the Co-Founder and Creative Director of Shawangunk Nature Preserve in Cold Brook, New York. www.ShawangunkNaturePreserve.com

Carol Ohmart Behan’s spiritual-growth memoir resonates with my soul. Her guidebook provides hope, inspiration, and encouragement for people to explore their inner universe of infinite possibilities and for readers who search for further spiritual awareness, health and healing. She courageously delves into her own soul and shares her unique human experience with us.

Mari L. McCarthy, Founder and Chief Inspiration Officer of CreateWriteNow. Author of Journaling Power: How To Create The Happy, Healthy Life You Want To Live. www.CreateWriteNow.com

Carol is an enchanting storyteller and writer whose tales, though mysterious, are true. She will take you to other times and introduce you to other beings, all entwined with the present and to that mysterious place called Avalon. You just may find yourself not only intrigued but opened to new possibilities and a new world.

Rosemary Dowling, Educator and Spiritual Pilgrim

It was with great joy that I reconnected with my high school friend Carol after 40 years to find we were on the same spiritual, writing, and history-seeking path. As a result of this reconnection I was able to travel to Glastonbury with Carol and share in some of the stories she relates in her book. To read this book is to be transported to Glastonbury and to other realms where so many mysteries and their answers still thrive.

Kathie Bishop, PhD, author of Whistling up the Wind. Kathie’s professional career was in Gerontology with a specialty in Aging with Developmental Disabilities. Among the many honors she has received is the Seneca Falls Women’s Wall of Fame Plaque honoring her advocacy for older women.
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For Earth-Pilgrims everywhere…

May your journeys be blessed with

days of delightful travel

in both outer and inner landscapes,

excellent companions,

and heart-opening encounters

in abundance.

Namaste’




Preface

From the moment we enter this world, we are constantly companioned by Gaia, our beautiful Mother Earth. I was wonderfully fortunate to enjoy a carefree country childhood so this vibrant connection with the living Earth was never muted or lost as it is for many. Reaching young adulthood in the turmoil of the late 1960s, the stark realities of Her distress led to an abiding commitment to environmental activism. Bringing the first Earth Day to reality on my college campus is a cherished memory. The forms my involvement took following that were various and modulated by whatever else was demanding attention in my life at the time. The constant was seeking steady connection with Her through all sorts of outdoor activities with my young family at our own rural home. And whenever possible I cherished the times I could spend alone in nature.

By some fortunate synchronicity, I came to know that Gaia’s resonant heart-source, her Heart Chakra, was to be found Glastonbury, England, where the mists of Avalon hold ancient secrets and stories. And as is true for so many, from the time I first knew of this, I felt a strange and strong pull to go there. Shortly after the arrival of the New Millennium, a surprising opportunity came to attend a writer’s retreat there. Without doubting for one minute that I was to go, I registered for what would be a pilgrimage of soul and heart, and personally transformative beyond my wildest imaginings. The story that follows picks up at that point so all these details await.

Gaia is in no less distress in these tumultuous times than was true in the 1960s. It is heartening to celebrate the gains made over these decades, but at every turn daunting threats remain to Her and our well-being. Wendell Berry’s words shape much of my present focus and work: “The care of the Earth is our most ancient and most worthy, and after all our most pleasing responsibility. To cherish what remains of it and to foster its renewal is our only hope.”

I am certain that most of you reading this think of yourself as Earth-lovers. But we are called upon to be more if we can, to be Earth-advocates and even Earth-warriors… to raise our voices and take action on Her behalf. It is a mutually-beneficial, heart-and spirit-nourishing alliance. Beautiful Gaia, the ineffable Spirit of our Earth-home, offers her vital presence everywhere but particularly radiantly and powerfully on Avalon’s ancient isle.

There are innumerable people to thank for the nearly countless ways that they have contributed to this whole grand and ongoing evolutionary-journey of mine. Many of you and your stories are woven into these pages.

Truly endless thanks to the several dozen of you Glastonbury Pilgrims who over the years took me up on the offer to be your guide on your own pilgrimage journeys to Avalon and to other sacred sites in Southwest England. The adventures and extraordinary experiences we’ve had together are memorable beyond the telling, though I’ve attempted to fashion some of the stories to share in these pages.

On my first trip to Glastonbury I was blessed to meet Mano Mannaz whose visionary insights, generous spirit, and abiding friendship, have been and are such sustaining grace for this still unfolding journey. Her poem “Daring to Dream” sets the stage for the story that follows.

Immeasurable inspiration and courage to follow my heart came through studying with Dr. Jean Houston and Peggy Rubin as part of their marvelous Mystery School program. Their profound and soul-expanding teachings nudged and often pushed me to release all sense of limitations and to be “fierce with my own reality.” And so many within the Mystery School community offered their marvelous and enthusiastic support for my various quests. A special acknowledgement to Betty Rothenberger, member of the Mystery School faculty, whose loving enthusiasm for all my Glastonbury work has been a deep well of guidance and inspiration. Her focused, thoughtful reading of the book’s draft helped to shape it to its fullest potential.

In addition to thanking Mano Mannaz for her poem, I am deeply grateful to two other writers who gave permission to use their luminous poetry to enrich these pages: to Lauren de Boer for his poem, “The Small Song,” and to Jill Stephanie Morgyn for her poem, “Bone-singers.”

Thank you too to the fine people of John Hunt Publishing and their O-Books Imprint who entered this journey more recently. I am honored that you saw the merit in this story and wished to help share it with the wider world. If the “past is prologue” (thank you, W.S.), by any stretch of the imagination we’re in for a fine collaboration.

Finally, and in no way reflected by saving you for last, truly endless thanks and gratitude to a special crew of creative cocollaborators and adventuresome-instigators who have cheered me on all along the way: Mari McCarthy, Michelle Gallant, Carol Williams, Mary Kay McGraw, Laraine Waterbury, Nancy Fanara, Dawn Kirk, Cheryl Resler, Diana Rankin, Rosemary Dowling, Ruth Elliott, Cathleen Kelly, Bonita Shear, Nandini Weitzman, Pam Rosati, and Dorothy Abrams. And of course, always, to my adventuresome offspring, Justin Behan and Sarah Robarge, and granddaughter, Brianna Nicole Behan, who joyfully explored the magick Isles with me in 2013. Avalon sings in all of you too.


COB
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Daring To Dream

Sitting in the apple tree

With the west wind swaying

My thoughts move to wandering

There are Prayer Ribbons sighing

And dragonflies hovering

With recollections murmuring

Ancient chants singing

And River Songs calling

A chorus of remembering

With Invocations seeking

Their Dreamers finding

Ancestral Keepers responding

Their melodies emerging.

~ Mano Mannaz




Chapter 1


The Path leads on, I must depart to hidden places of the heart.

~ COB



Our plane made its final turn and lumbered onto the runway at JFK, slowly starting to pick up speed. In the window seat beside me my new friend, Sue Southward, said quietly, “Oh, no…” I turned towards her expecting that the imminent take-off was frightening her.

“You okay?” I asked.

She nodded and grinned. “Oh sure. It’s just that I’ve only ever taken two adult ed courses in creative writing. I have no idea why I’m here!”

The plane was now thundering forward. I patted her arm. “Don’t worry. It’s all going to be just fine.”

And with that the pilot throttled up and we lifted off into the bright July evening, the sun setting in a brilliant blaze behind the New York City skyline. As we came around in a sweeping turn, for a long moment the Twin Towers loomed above all else and then the plane circled further up heading out over the Atlantic towards England. If there was anything certain in that moment, it was my knowing that I was poised on the brink of what was likely to be the greatest adventure of my adult life. Two quite incredible pieces of it were set to come together in the ten days ahead.

Sue and I, along with nineteen other women, were headed for a 10-day writing retreat in Glastonbury where we aimed to tap into the energies of ancient Avalon to fuel our creative fires. Our eminently capable workshop leader, Emily, had taken other groups there and several women were returning for more of its magic. A dozen or so of us, including Sue and me, were blissfully excited to be experiencing it all for the first time.

2001 had already been a magical, amazing year. I was nearing completion of my first novel, Point of Departure, aiming for its publication by the next Spring. Calling myself a Writer and working towards that goal had become an increasingly important focus in the last few years. Getting to this place in my journey was so often unbalanced with pressing family matters, but I never gave up the long view. Some of the thornier challenges and obstacles were at last clearing, at least a bit. And to my delight, I was finding my fifth decade a place with open spaces and room to start spreading the wings I’d always sensed I had.

One such open space that came my way was “Remember the Magic,” a week-long gathering for women writers (and creative Spirits!) held each August at Skidmore College in Saratoga Springs, New York. It was sponsored by the International Women’s Writing Guild, a wonderful organization with the purpose of empowering women through their writing. I’d been an active member for a while and without question had grown increasingly confident of claiming my identity as a Writer. Among the inspiring instruction and wonderful connections the annual conference offered, I had the good fortune of meeting workshop-leader Emily Hanlon the previous Summer. Through her considerable influence another long-dormant seed sprang into life.

It was a very summery August morning when I took a seat in her seminar packed with at least 40 other enthusiastic women-writers. She had us put something meaningful on an altar space on the floor in the center of our large circle, and soon pens, jewelry, and crystals made for a glittery offering. The exercise that began the hour was motivating and delightful though its details are lost in time. It was what she said next that remains as clear as a bell.

She smiled brightly around at all of us, announcing that in the coming Summer of 2001 she would be taking a group on a writing retreat to Glastonbury, England, also known by its ancient name, Avalon. As she started to say, “If any of you are interested…” my hand shot up seemingly of its own volition. With a grin, she nodded across the circle at me and finished, “…stop and talk with me after class.” Oh yes, indeed I did!

I came back home from that empowering week claiming myself fully as a writer and thrilled beyond words at the prospect of the Avalon Writer’s Retreat. My regular life claimed my attention, work as a substitute teacher interwoven as often as possible with my writing, primarily revision work of the novel’s manuscript. Like a jewel, the Glastonbury retreat glowed on the horizon. I had faith that somehow I’d manage the cost and when a check for $800 arrived out of the blue in November… a life insurance dividend… it thrilled and delighted me to realize that some Divine force was underwriting my Avalon adventure.

In January Emily sent out several e-mails full of delightful details of what we’d be doing and all sorts of intriguing information on Glastonbury. Our retreat would overlap with the quite famous annual Glastonbury event, “The Goddess Conference.” As soon as I read this I knew a lovely intersection of my spiritual explorations and my writing enthusiasms was set to blossom.

The past decade had found me on a path of exploring spirituality through my membership at the Unitarian Universalist Church in Utica, New York. From the start I’d enjoyed their open-minded approach encouraging exploration of spiritual truths, especially as viewed with one’s inner light. From the beginning I’d loved the UU symbol of the chalice with its bright flame. The ritual lighting of the chalice at the beginning of each Sunday’s service always moved me. Things I couldn’t express about it were to take on deeper meaning as I was drawn ultimately to know more about the Sacred Feminine.

A group of women joined together to study several books on Feminine Spirituality. A number of us were deeply stirred by what we discovered in the readings and knew we wished to go further. And so we formed the WISE group, Women in Spiritual Encounter. Together we explored and practiced the ancient traditions of seasonal celebrations, supporting each other in our spiritual growth, especially as it related to the Goddess and women’s wisdom. Our monthly gatherings over three years were devoted to studying books on the Divine Feminine, exploring the ancient heritage of women’s mysteries, and practicing Earth-honoring ceremony and ritual. It was an extraordinary odyssey for all of us.

One book in particular mesmerized me, Jean Shinoda Bolen’s heart-opening book, Crossing to Avalon: A Woman’s Midlife Pilgrimage. Emblazoned on each chapter’s opening page was the symbol of the Vesica Piscis from the cover of the Chalice Well in Glastonbury, England. Its archetypal mystery dove deep the first time I looked upon it and did so all the more as I pored over the pages of this marvelous and somehow unsettling book.

So on that starry July night winging our way across the Atlantic, my first trip out of the country, and at fifty-two years of age, I was so very much embarking on my own Midlife Pilgrimage. We’d be spending time the very first morning at Chalice Well Garden, and it gave me goosebumps every time I thought about seeing the Well and its ornately-carved cover for the first time. Chalice Well… echoing the UU chalice I was so familiar with… what might I be shown about that?

I closed my eyes hoping for some sleep, vaguely aware of something else. Echoing in my inner ear were the lines of a poem that had come to me quite mysteriously early in my writer’s journey. At that point I had been still quite focused on my teaching career along with the everything else that was part of my forties. It would be a while until I completely claimed my writer’s-mantle, but I did enjoy nurturing the teenage writers among my high school students. One year a spirited group created the After School Poetry Society and I much enjoyed being their advisor. Thanks to them and their earnest efforts at writing poetry, I made a recommitment to my own writing, so frequently set aside for life’s other demands.

One evening at home, my Muse quietly but insistently whispered this mischievous couplet in my Inner Ear:


Trouble’s a-foot—but who’s to know?

There’s nowhere else for me to go.



I knew enough to dash up the stairs to my desk and jot it down at once in my notebook. Something about the lines ran a shiver up my backbone, especially when the single couplet quickly expanded to its finished form. I wrote rapidly filling the page, then sat in wonder, reading it over several times.


A voice calls out, the words I hear.

And though I look, there’s no one near.

But close at hand, a door, a key…

And no one dare inhibit me.

The path runs true, I must depart

To hidden places of the heart.

No less than this, a pilgrim’s prayer

Anoints the one who sojourns there.

Misty dawn conveys its grace

On hearts which dwell in sacred space.



I knew this was a special treasure and that its spontaneous arrival portended further mystery and magic. Before the end of the term, I got up the nerve to share it with the After School Poets, and they were delighted, offering me high praise. I still smile remembering how sweet that was. So along I went on my writer’s journey, this mysterious poem tucked carefully away. At odd moments some of its words and images would pop up, tantalizing me anew but most always still withholding fuller meaning.

Here I was now aboard this England-bound plane doing my best to get comfortable in my less-than-comfortable seat, and most certainly following my Muse’s insistent summons to Glastonbury. Beyond my human companions I was keenly aware of other unseen traveling companions, my Spirit-Guides and Teachers. Their voices and presence I’d come to know and trust in the past several years. Indeed, for months they had been enthusiastically helping me prepare for the experiences and adventure that awaited in England.

An avid and longtime journaler, I kept a variety of journals and notebooks, some centered on the ups and downs of my mid-adult life, one devoted to dream-work, and some for spiritual exploration and musings. No matter what was happening in the outer world, there was always welcome refuge within the covers of these journals. Sometimes messages appeared on the page arriving from unknown Sources that I couldn’t identify but that I had grown to trust completely. Earlier that Summer, contemplating the approaching Avalon adventure, this short message came: Now there is beginning a subtle shifting of gears, a setting of the sails to embark on a magical and marvelous path.

Earlier, in mid-Spring, on the edge of overwhelm with family difficulties, I posed this question in my Spirit Journal. “It has been a long journey of late – what is it you wish me to hear?” Soon my pen began to record an answer:

Dear One,

Despite the difficulties, you are coming closer all the while. Despair comes too easily to you. Fraught though your path is with what you perceive as burdens, these are not so. Come closer now so you can truly hear unencumbered in the day’s light. Spirit smiles and wishes you well. Fortitude resides in others even if the appearance seems otherwise.

Set aside this role of motherhood and devote yourself now to the fullness you have been heading for. Missions of your lifetime emblazoned in the stars, seeing through the thickets to the Tree Spirit who resides below the house; a beneficent Friend who is joyous you found this site; labyrinth Over Soul and adventuring there. So much to broadcast to the world! People begin their “walk” towards you. You will so benefit them on their separate journeys—and you have one to go on this summer (to England!), as you know. Magical moments full of the deepest significance. Few will be able to resist what you have to share. Many will entrust themselves to your work. Keep to the course—hold to this Path. There is a crest ahead with a magnificent view—so happy to share this in advance with you—(perhaps the view from the Tor?!).

Spirit’s reassurance in this message was such a comfort in regard to the burdens mentioned. There had indeed been some easing to them, but no magic wand had swept them clear away. The friendly Tree-spirit… the huge maple beside the house… kept his steady vigil, always a comfort. All my life Nature had offered such lively company and support. Other parts of Spirit’s message were harder to decipher. Was it my book that was to be “broadcast to the world”? What did it mean that People begin their “walk” towards you…? Towards me? Really??

It was true. There was a definite theme running through many messages of late that I was going to be sharing something “irresistible” with the world sooner or later. The closer the trip to England came, the more I sensed the answers to these questions would be revealed there in Avalon when I reached that crest and looked out on that magnificent view. It might be a figurative one or a literal one, but there was no doubt I would know when I reached it.

Chalice Well, the mysterious hill known as The Tor, the ruins of Glastonbury Abbey, our visit to Stonehenge. All of these lay ahead of us, mere hours away, as our plane flew swiftly and steadily towards the dawn.


Chapter 2


What would happen if one woman told the truth about her life?

The world would split open.

~ Muriel Rukeyser



Our cheerful flight attendants roused us in the last hour of the flight to serve us a hot drink and a warm muffin. Outside the cabin windows the morning sun beamed a welcome as we flew steadily towards London. Sue and I oohed and ahhed at glimpses of the English countryside passing below at a steady clip. Enchantment! My first international flight, other than short on sleep-time, was a fine beginning of this grand adventure ending with a smooth landing at Heathrow’s huge airport.

A first-time international traveler, I was so grateful to be with people experienced at the process of going through Customs, claiming our luggage, and then wending our way through the crowded, cavernous halls to our waiting bus, the Avalon Coach. Our smiling driver gave us a hearty greeting and saw to our getting comfortable for the four-hour drive to Somerset.

I did my best to stave off impending jet lag, too excited to want to close my eyes as many did for the first part of the drive. As we left London behind I could scarcely believe I was looking out at England’s countryside on this bright Summer’s day. Even before we reached Glastonbury our adventures would begin with an hour’s stop at Stonehenge which was on the way there. Stonehenge! Jet lag or not, I was primed to plunge into whatever experiences were awaiting me there.

And as I was to soon learn, when someone chooses to make a journey to Avalon, off-the-charts experiences show up almost at once.

At some point my eyes closed and I dozed for a little while which proved to be important minutes of restorative rest. I knew that not only the Stones awaited, but something possibly even more mysterious weaving their way through the Circle: ley lines. What I understood was that these were currents of something like electromagnetic energy that “traveled” through the landscape in stable pathways and that where they intersected it produced often palpable sensations, an energy “source.” And what excited me in particular was learning that Stonehenge was a virtual powerhouse of ley lines coming in from all directions.

It was quite a hot Summer’s afternoon as we pulled into the parking area and stepped off the bus onto the ground of the Salisbury Plain. As a tour group we were thankfully able to bypass the longer lines of other tourists and make our way through the turnstiles. We entered a short tunnel that passed beneath the roadway and then up a short incline to where, as if by powerful magic, the silent megaliths of the Stonehenge Circle appeared in their considerable presence, the sense of them heightened all the more by jet lag, no doubt. There’s no way to describe how that first sight felt to me.

Of course there were literally hundreds of others slowly traversing the walkway that runs all around the Circle, pointing, snapping photos, commenting in excited voices in all sorts of languages. I found a bit of an open place and stood awestruck gazing at the Circle for several long minutes. Then I consciously surrendered to my inner-guidance letting it lead me along. I moved along in the crowd of tourists, glancing at the stones through the wall of people standing at the low chain fence. Then up ahead I saw a group of people a little way off the main path standing in something of a double line a few feet across from each other. Most of them were looking down at the ground. I felt my first England-shock-of-recognition… I knew why!

I hurried over and found a place to stand in one of the rows, catching a bit of conversation. Yes! A ley line was right here! Someone reached down to the ground and exclaimed, “Oh!” I did the same and inches from the ground felt a shockingly strong flow of chilly air moving out from the Circle. On that hot July afternoon, it felt like someone had opened a refrigerator door. I put my hand back down a second time into the air current to be sure of what I’d felt. As I straightened up with what I’m sure was a look of delighted surprise, several near me nodded and smiled. Even writing this years later, this shared experience carries such a sense of wonder. And I’d been in England only a few hours.

Sorry to not have more time to linger there, I rejoined the slowly moving tourist-crowd, and drifted around the rest of the Circle. Stopping when it felt right, gazing across the short grass to the silent Standing Stones, and being open to whatever energy and messages they wished to convey to me.

Back on our Avalon Coach we headed towards Glastonbury, now only an hour away. I worked on keeping my sleepy eyes open, eager for my first sight of the Glastonbury Tor, the enigmatic, steep-sided hill that rises above the town, dominating the landscape for miles around. Jean Shinoda Bolen had written eloquently of seeing it for the first time, of how it had immediately captured her imagination and telegraphed its significance.

Once we passed through the village of Shepton Mallet, I knew this first sight was only minutes away. And then, rounding a bend in the road, the Tor’s mysterious and compelling bulk rose into magnificent view ahead of us, St. Michael’s Tower standing tall on its summit. A jolt of its powerful energies came straight into my heart, literally taking my breath away. I treasured every glimpse of it as it appeared and disappeared those last few miles, at last coming into town along its steep flank. I certainly wasn’t the only one awed by its presence.

And then another surprise. When we stepped down from our Avalon Coach onto the ground of Avalon… as I was to find out later… three of us had a distinct sensation not of arriving for a “first time” in 21st century Glastonbury, Somerset, but of a vivid sense of home-coming.

With travel fatigue setting in, this was just a faint awareness in that moment, but it was definitely “there.” When my roommate, Jennifer, and I entered the room we’d be sharing for the next ten days, we crossed to the window and gasped at the same time. Before our eyes lay a completely magical scene, the ruins of Glastonbury Abbey just over the back wall of the Abbey House lawn. We’d learn that guests of the Abbey House had nearly unfettered entry to the ancient grounds, something I would take full and happy advantage of. After I got home I remember describing to people how totally incredible it was to be greeted each morning by this enchanting view. It was like waking up in a fairy tale… again and again!

Emily had planned a brilliant itinerary to support the activation of our deep creative Selves and fuel our writer’s fire. After a night of marvelously restorative sleep, we ventured out through the East Gate, the original one of Glastonbury Abbey, and set off along Chilkwell Street to Chalice Well Garden. Our ten-minute walk brought us to the gateway where we were greeted by a full-sized replica of the Vesica Piscis. A blessing ceremony was to come first, and then we’d have the chance to explore the rest of the Garden and the first opportunity to be at the Holy Well.

If the Garden is not too crowded, the sound of flowing and falling water fills the air. The sacred red-tinged waters rise in their constant flow into the Holy Well and then down through the gardens. It tumbles down a marvelous natural waterfall into the Healing Pool of Arthur’s Court, and then dances down the flow-forms into the shallow Vesica pools and then out of the Gardens into the town’s waterway.

People come from around the world to wade in and even immerse themselves in the healing waters of the shallow pool in Arthur’s Court. We paired up for a foot-washing ceremony, just as ancient Pilgrims would have done when they arrived in Glastonbury needing to wash the dust of the journey from their feet. It was a loving, invigorating ritual as Jennifer and I took turns bathing each other’s feet, holding hands while one at a time we walked carefully through the cold waters of the slippery-bottomed pool, and then toweling dry one another’s feet.

When at last we were invited to go and explore the rest of the Garden, I stopped first at the Lion’s Head out-flow where two glasses stood ready. Several people were standing around the low-walled stone basin that’s sunk into the garden space. I watched how people took turns, filling a glass in the water issuing from the Lion’s mouth, taking deep swallows, then pouring a libation of thanks over the Lion before rinsing and setting the glass back on the wall for the next person.

My turn. I stepped forward for my own first ritual, picking up a glass and bending to fill it, then for a long moment studying its cold vibrant presence captured in the glass. I gave silent thanks for this morning and more, and then drank deep of the crystalline waters of Chalice Well. Another incredible moment.

It was just a few more steps to the Holy Well through a wrought iron gateway. And then I stood before the Well-head, the first strong impression a sense of this moment and place being not-quite real. It was down a few steps from where I stood gazing awestruck. Curved stone ledges offered seats to Pilgrims. My legs were a bit shaky but carried me safely down to where I found a place among those already sitting in quiet contemplation. The hushed and deep peace of the place settled comfortably around me.

There before me was the Vesica Piscis on the thick wooden well cover, which was leaned back against its supporting stone pillar. The bulk of it was startling somehow, or the reality of being in its presence was hard to absorb all at once. I looked and looked, bringing myself as much into the moment as I could, to be fully present.

Beneath an iron grid, the Well’s shaft drew my eye down into its secret depths. The gray-stoned edge was lined with the most ethereal emerald-green moss and tiny plants, and from below the splash of the rising Waters. I allowed the enchantment to envelop me completely, the sense of linear time fading gently away. “I’m here,” I told myself silently, “I’m really here.”

The days followed each other filled with delightful and amazing experiences in both our writer’s lives and emerging goddess-selves. With each experience that unfolded, my sense of being in an entirely new and different world to the one I had come from grew in dazzling dimension.

Avalon’s enchantment in no small way also arises from the Somerset landscape and the many magical Beings which inhabit it, each new encounter thrilling me anew. Having been enthralled at my first sighting of the Tor from the bus, it was a very special experience to step onto the path that first time and clamber up along the many steps and turns leading to the now-roofless St. Michael’s Tower which is all that remains of the medieval structures of the Benedictine monks of Glastonbury Abbey. The views from the Tor’s 520-foot summit are worth the tired legs and labored breathing necessary to get there. One can see for easily 25 miles in all directions across the Levels, land that once was shallow ocean and salt marsh before the Romans and then the monks drained it for agricultural use. On certain mornings when the air is right, mists rise just as they did in those ancient days, obscuring the land all around the Tor and rendering it an island-in-the-mist once again. The Mists of Avalon as Marion Zimmer Bradley captured in her book title.

I was also completely awed by the trees. As already noted, Abbey House bordered the ruins of the ancient Abbey and it was a marvelous bonus that, as guests there, we had free access to the grounds through the huge wooden gate at the back of the yard. Apart from the haunting beauty and mystery of the tumbled and towering ruins, there are acres of verdant lawn, an apple orchard, two huge fish ponds, and dozens of incredible trees, most towering giants with impossibly huge trunks and limbs.

One quickly became my favorite, an enormous Copper Beech not far from the gate. Its smooth gray trunk would need at least eight people to encircle it. Its many knobby roots offered seats, an invitation I happily accepted, enjoying the presence of this amazing Tree-being and the marvelous views of the Abbey grounds spread out before me. I sought the Beech’s company often leaning back against its friendly bulk and closing my eyes for quiet reflection, my special retreat place for the Retreat.

Under Emily’s skillful guidance, we were all happily diving deep into our creative writing depths. One afternoon she announced that she would be leading us in what promised to be, at the least, an intriguing guided meditation, possibly even a personally powerful one. We would visualize ourselves at a crossroads and see a person coming towards us who we would meet and engage in conversation. This person might offer himself or herself as a character with whom we could do further work.

We each found a spot to stretch out comfortably on the floor of our marvelous workroom, the enormous, high-ceilinged Victorian parlor of Abbey House. Telling us to take several deep, centering breaths, Emily guided us into our inner landscape.

I found myself in a country setting at the promised crossroads and knew at once that it was a long-ago time of Somerset’s past. Beautiful fields bordered by low wooded hills stretched out around me on a Summer’s day. The roads were empty at first glance. Then, in the distance appeared the figure of a woman coming along the lane towards me. I could see she wore a long dress or skirt. I could also see that she was looking at me with interest. Something in all of this caused me to catch my breath and every one of my senses signaled the aliveness of the unfolding scene. I felt my imaginal-self standing stock still as she drew near enough for our eyes to lock together. She was a young woman of slight but sturdy build with penetrating dark eyes and wavy dark hair to her shoulders. The air between us became charged with an unnameable energy. I felt tears pricking my eyes… my physical eyes. A few tears escaped and ran down my face as I lay there on the floor trying to not “come out” of the meditation-focus.

As the distance closed between us, a sob rose in my throat. Worried that I might disturb other people in the room, I clenched my hands at my sides trying to stay in control. It was useless. The best I could do was muffle my sobbing as she came to stand in front of me, her beautiful dark eyes offering a friendly and curious regard. We stood arm’s length from each another, looking deeply into one another’s face, neither saying a word. Were we both crying? By now I was gasping for breath, both my conscious and imaginal-self were weeping. If she and I spoke any words, I never heard them. I was completely engulfed with the emotions surging through me.

Somewhere in the room I heard another woman sobbing with her own fierce experience. Emily gently “called us back,” and asked us to find someone to share the exercise with. The two of us who’d wept quickly found each other. Hers had been an encounter with her deceased father and I was very moved by her story. She found my meditation-encounter to be quite awesome too. I was so grateful to ground some of its extraordinary energy and excited at the prospect of working with this wonderful “character.”

Glastonbury is a place of many coexisting dimensions that can be exhilarating and daunting all at the same time. It proves challenging for some… soul- and heart-expanding for others. A few years later I learned a secret to the powerful energy that supported this profound experience for my partner and myself that day. The Michael ley line runs up through the ruins of the Abbey and then passes straight through our workroom there in Abbey House. I’m rather sure Emily knew this and helped us tap into its power for the creative work we did together.

And then one more telling indicator of the validity of this encounter with the mysterious woman occurred just two days before the retreat’s end. In our free time, we loved nothing better than exploring Glastonbury’s many fascinating offerings. There was an abundance of cafés and shops that catered to the New Age-inclined visitor as well as a dizzying number of metaphysical practitioners offering everything from crystal healing to past-life regression. Several in our group spoke glowingly of their sessions with a woman at the Bridget Centre. I’d been contemplating something along these lines, though was a bit hesitant considering this sort of thing almost too far out of my comfort zone. But my powerful encounter with the young woman during the meditation convinced me to seek more information. And so I scheduled a past-life regression with Mano Warren.

A bit nervous but definitely excited, I found my way to the courtyard near the Market Cross and climbed the stairs of the Bridget Centre. Mano was gracious and welcoming and ushered me into her treatment space. She described how the session would go, reassuring me it would be, at the least, an interesting experience. Emily’s similar techniques helped open me to this new experience and I felt at complete ease as I closed my eyes. Mano’s guidance soon had me relaxed into a light meditative state, and we began. This was the entry I made later in my journal:

As I passed through the door in the Temple of Memory I emerged into a courtyard filled with warm sunshine, a Summer’s day. The ground under my feet was dusty. I walked along a wall and then someone was walking with me—or I was that woman—long brownish skirts brushed my ankles and the top of my feet. This person later told me her name was Hannah. I/She was returning from town to her home that stood on the outskirts of the village. She was nearing 27, no longer young but not yet old. She was married but childless after nearly ten years of marriage. Her husband was a good man for which she was grateful. For a woman of her day she was somewhat independent, partly because she had no children, but also because she kept bees in their small orchard and sold the honey to her neighbors. Her skill with herbs made her also notable. Some of what she had learned of herb-lore went beyond accepted practices of the day and she guarded most of this knowledge closely. Only she knew the true reason for her barrenness—it was not God’s will as some supposed, but was her own choice and doing. Though her husband had accepted the fact of their childlessness, he sorrowed over this at times. She regretted this since she loved him, but not even this would persuade her to put aside the monthly cups of strong, herbal tea.

Session complete, Mano brought me back to full awareness and helped me make notes of what I’d experienced. It had been a vivid one. I thanked her for the work and tucked this intriguing hour’s adventure into my heart along with the now-countless delights of my first Avalon adventure.

An account of that first time in Glastonbury isn’t complete without describing my lovely and wondrous encounters with Mary, the Holy Mother. Emily was particularly pleased to set the dates for our retreat to coincide with the Goddess Festival. While seeing women dressed in Goddess-themed clothes is a common sight at any time, the town was especially crowded with brightly-clothed conference participants.

The festival was in progress when we arrived with final events happening our first weekend. Emily had written ahead and received an invitation for us to take part in the Goddess Procession that started in the town center and ended at the Chalice Well for concluding ceremonies and celebration. So on that sunny, blessedly cooler Sunday morning we excitedly dressed in our Goddess clothes, and stood waiting at the gate of Abbey House. Soon, there they came along Chilkwell Street walking to the beat of drums and chanting… dozens and dozens of women in rainbow-hued clothes and carrying huge banners of images of the Goddess. Another moment that took my breath away.

They reached us and we stepped into the line of marchers. Women smiled their welcome. I felt transported to another Time, barely feeling my feet on the pavement. I was walking next to a woman carrying one of the banners. As we turned the next corner she asked, “Would you like to carry this?” And so I received it, hardly able to say my thanks. The eight-foot tall banner on its slender pole wasn’t at all heavy and it floated gently above my head. When we reached Chalice Well, I set the pole on the ground and realized I hadn’t even known what Goddess image I’d carried. I turned it towards me and there was the beautiful image of Mary, the Holy Mother, smiling at me from beneath her blue veil. Oh my…

So there I was with dozens and dozens of women, all of us dressed in our Goddess finery, circulating around the shallow Vesica pools at the bottom of the Garden. Such delightful conversations and warm greetings exchanged in all sorts of accents and languages. I wandered happily and came to a small group gathered around someone who had a camera new in that time which had an image screen to instantly display photos. I looked over someone’s shoulder to see a shot she had just taken of the scene across the lower pool. In an open space was a hazy but distinct image of a blue-veiled woman standing alone looking our way, a stillness about her that felt unmistakable to me. Her veil completely covered her face, but it was clear she was regarding us. I raised my head quickly seeing people mostly as they were in the photo, but the space where the woman stood was startlingly empty. There was no sign at all of a blue-veiled woman. She could not have walked away that fast! I looked down again at the camera’s display, and there she was in the photo. A shiver ran through me. Mary was here among us.

It was quite an emotional departure from Glastonbury that August morning as we headed reluctantly back to the “real world.” And it was equally hard to say goodbye to one another after sharing this marvelous and incredible adventure. Bonds were formed that would continue for several years and to this day two of my dearest friends are from this special circle.

The reentry into the everyday world took some doing, something I would find true after every journey to Avalon. But I was not alone. The mysterious young woman I’d encountered in Glastonbury was busy taking up permanent residence in my life, hints of which would begin to appear in the not far-off future.

Less than a month later on the morning of September 11th I was excited to be getting my regular writing routine underway once again. So much fuel for the fire!

Then the phone rang in the bedroom down the hall.

It was our son, Justin, calling from his Boston apartment to ask if I’d heard the shocking news about a plane hitting one of the towers of the World Trade Center in New York City. Holding the phone against my ear with one hand, with the other I picked up the television remote to turn on the set. The footage of the second plane’s impact was already running. And so began this most awful day when the world changed for all of us.

Sensing the enormity of what was starting, I returned to my desk and doggedly attempted to focus on my goal for the day… my writing. Later that afternoon, I left the house and walked out to sit on the hillside out in the horse pasture. Hugging my knees tightly, I gazed deeply into the peaceful beauty of the early Autumn countryside spread out so gloriously before me. New York City was to the southeast and from that direction I keenly felt the waves of grief and trauma washing over me and over the landscape. It was a long, bleak moment. But then, something stirred in my consciousness bringing a glimmer of comfort and something that felt like peace.

What came to me was the awareness that those extraordinary ten days in England had deeply charged me with spiritual energy and that this fathomless reserve would sustain and nourish me for whatever was to come in the days ahead. That reserve did not fail.

Somehow we all managed to find our way forward after that horrific day. Writing of things now, it is challenging to recall precisely how we all got through those first few days and weeks. These lines from my journal capture this: “In the swirl of thoughts and emotions during the first few days, my sense of mission was all the sharper. As the darkness that washed over the face of the Earth splattered its malevolence everywhere, a counter-wave of Light and Love spilled forth… I have remembered how my true identity is that of a Warrior/Teacher of the Light. It is these days which call out for these positive forces.”

And Glastonbury reached out. I have a vivid dream in late September of returning to Abbey House, all my senses so alive as I stand in the foyer and look about me, my dream-self realizing that I’m not supposed to be here but so delighted that I am. I can hear through the closed door that there’s a new group in our meeting room, but somehow I know that I won’t be detected. A day or so after the dream it comes to me in a flash that I’d experienced my first astral-projection dream! “I love the thought that this took place and that I will be able to return when I need the peace of this place.”

Even more marvelously, as October begins I’m able to go on a two-night retreat to The Spiritual Center in Windsor, NY, a place that had come to be a special haven since I first visited there to recharge my spirit during my mother’s illness three years previously. These forty-eight hours would offer uninterrupted time to ground and sort through what the past two months have been: “I believe I am here in part at least to reconnect with the images that came to me in Glastonbury in the guided visualization that Emily led, and in the past-life regression with Mano. There might be more and I hope to keep clear and open to what might be seeking me.”

This message from Spirit some two weeks after my Windsor retreat does offer great clarity of not only the larger landscape, but some unease that is showing itself at home.

18th October 2001: Channeled message

Start with this, Dear One, let your thoughts be untroubled. Your dreams—yes!—have been rich with potent images. The world’s stage is crowded with drama, excesses, almost beyond viewing, imagining (9/11). It tries the souls of all, especially Light-workers. Steadfast must you (all) be to your work. Grace awaits, abides. Persevere… the way will be shown. Disregard as much of the distraction in order to stay clear. This is so very necessary. Don’t fight it
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