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My name is Enisa and I am a priestess of the ancient goddess Inanna. The OG goddess of love, sex, and so much more. Oh, so much more! She is the goddess on whom more well-known love goddesses such as Aphrodite and Venus were (poorly) modeled. I know, I know. Hearing this, you probably think I’m either some new-age grifter trying to make a buck from desperate spiritual seekers, or someone suffering delusions who should really be on psychiatric meds. 

I assure you, my connection to the goddess is real. The magick that she imbues into every part of my soul and body is real. She has called me to do Her sacred work on Her behalf. I never charge a dime for this work. I do it for the shear pleasure of bringing Her presence back into the world, one act of love and passion at a time. 

It is no coincidence, that, at a time in history when love is being wiped away from the face of the earth, when authentic sexual expression is once again being oppressed and shoved back into the closet, that Inanna’s priestesses would be called to awaken once again. It is my sacred duty to restore balance to the world. The goddess has called upon me to help bring love, authenticity, and justice back to humanity, qualities that are quickly becoming lost from this world. 

She sends me those who may need a bit of her firm, but loving assistance to live their lives authentically and with love and I let Her work through me. Through my own body. I imbue love. I bring justice. I transform. 

One of my most important duties to Her lies in transformation. One of Inanna’s most well-known powers from ancient times is the power to transform men into women and women into men. At least, that’s the way it was written in Her hymns, back when the written word was new. 

Now that we’ve gotten a better grasp on the concept of using language, we know that she doesn’t really change men into women or vice-versa and we now have the words to express that simple truth. She simply transforms the outer appearance of those who’s bodies don’t match who they really are inside, at a soul level, to be in congruence with who they really, truly are. She brings everything into balance, and lets those under Her care live their lives as their most true authentic selves. She grants the power to shine one’s brightest, most authentic light onto the world, to spread love in all of it’s infinite expressions. 

And I am so incredibly honored to have been given a part to play in this sacred work. 

As I reflect on my gratitude to having been called to Her service, the door chime rang announcing the arrival of a new client. The inner chambers of this sacred temple are off-limits to the general public, reserved only for those the goddess deems worthy of entry into the secret depths, but I do keep office hours for walk-ins. The entrance is obscurely hidden, with no easily-identifiable markings, but still, the people who most require my services always manage to find their way to to me. 

When I first saw her standing in my doorway, she seemed nervous and fearful, but I could sense the heart of a warrior glowing deep inside, fighting to be set free. Her mousy ash-blond hair hung awkwardly just past her ears, as though she was still in the early stages of growing it out. 

“Hello,” I said warmly. “Many blessings to you tonight.”

“Thank you,” she replied quietly. “I... I don’t know why I’m here.”

“Oh, but I think you do,” I said, offering a comforting smile. I stood from my desk and gestured toward a plush chair that I keep in my office for guests. “Have a seat, and we can discuss what you need.”

Her body shook slightly as she sat, looking around at the office. I noticed her eyes pause on the statue of Inanna that sits on the small altar behind my desk.

“First things first, can you tell me your name please?” 

“Oh. It’s F... Tristan.” Her eyes locked onto the floor as she said it.”

“No, your real name,” I replied.

“That... that is my real name,” she insisted. Tears welled in her eyes.

“I want to know your true name,” I said. “Not what says on your government ID. What is the name that lives inside your heart?”

“Oh. My name is... My name is Farrah.”

“It is very nice to meet you, Farrah. My name is Enisa. What brings you to my temple today?”

“I don’t know, I just felt compelled to open that door in the alley way... wait, did you say temple?”

“Yes, this is the lobby of Ekiang, the Temple of Love, built in honor of the original goddess of love and passion, Inanna. I am the High Priestess of this Temple.”

“So... this is one of those goddess cults that’s all about embracing your divine feminine?” Farrah asked, intrigued. 

“Oh, Goddess no!” I replied. “This temple is in no way connected to the ‘divine-feminine-goddess-worship-seeker’ to ‘science-denier-domestic-feminism-tradwife’” pipeline. Gross.”

“Oh, that’s good I guess. I already lost my girlfriend to one of those groups. It’s a good thing I wasn’t allowed to join their TERF coven after all.” Farrah sighed and small tears returned to the corner of her eyes. “But... Sometimes I just want to know what it feels like to feel the divine feminine within myself though, you know!”

“This temple can help you,” I replied. “Can you tell me more about the coven you were denied access to.”

“Well, my girlfriend, my ex-girlfriend that is, got into all this witchy goddess worship stuff. You know, spells and tarot cards and dancing under the moon naked and whatnot. Which I thought was so cool at the time. The idea of a spirituality based around a goddess instead of a god? Sign me up! But then she started hanging out with this group. They were all about getting in touch with the divine feminine within one’s self. And that is something I wanted so badly. I thought they would be so welcoming and supportive when I came out to them, but they wouldn’t let me join. They said it was for real women only. I even offered to pay double the $333 a month membership dues!”

“Those people definitely weren’t as connected to the goddess as they claimed. And the divine does not require a subscription fee.”

“I know that now! But the worst part is, they took my girlfriend from me! She was so supportive about my exploration of my femininity when I first came out. But then when she met this group, suddenly my lack of ‘masculine energy’ made her feel ‘unbalanced’ or... something.”

“Your identity doesn’t exist to balance someone else’s, you are complete on your own.”

“But I don’t feel very balanced,” Farrah sobbed. “I feel like I’m trapped living someone else’s life!” 

“Inanna can help you break free,” I said. 

“How so?”

“What do you know about Inanna?” I asked. 

“I guess I remember the myth about Her descent into the underworld from Mythology 101. Isn’t She a sex and war goddess?”

“Yes, that is the most well known of Her myths. And She is frequently associated with sexuality and war. She is also a goddess of transformation. In Her most ancient of hymns, she is even described as having the power to turn men into women and women into men.”

“Oh?” Farrah asked intrigued. “It says that in an ancient hymn?”

“Oh yes,” I replied. “Inanna is well known for Her connection to people who fall outside the supposed gender norm. In fact, she had many priests and priestesses who would be considered transgender, nonbinary, or otherwise LGBTQ+ in modern terms. This was over 4000 years ago.

“There are even records of an ancient ritual within Inanna’s temples where She would change the gender of the people occupying these roles. Through this ritual, the person’s true gender identity would be revealed, and they would be able to live their life as their true identity. It was referred to as the ‘Head Overturning’ ritual.” 

Farrah’s eyes grew wide with longing. “...So... can this ritual still be carried out in modern times?”

“Oh yes,” I replied. “It is one of the most important rites that I must know how to perform as Inanna’s High Priestess.”

“Would I really truly become a girl if I participated in this ritual?”

“Honey, you are already a girl,” I replied. “Never let anyone ever make you feel otherwise. This ritual will simply transform your outer appearance to match who you really are inside. It will make it easier for your authentic self to be visible to others.”

“I will pay anything for this ritual,” Farrah cried. “Please!”

“No payment is necessary,” I replied. “As I already said, the divine has no need of cash. But I’m sure you will repay Her in your own way when you are ready.” 

“Like I’m selling my soul to Her and I’m bound to do Her bidding?” Farrah asked.

“No, no, nothing like that. What kind of low-budget horror movies have you been watching? Its more like you will want to serve Her after seeing how great She is. But if you don’t get any value out of the ritual and want nothing more to do with Her, no big deal. She only wants those who are passionate about Her and Her work as devotees.”

“Well, that’s no way to run a cult.” Farrah replied.

“Exactly,” I said.

“So, do I have to get initiated or something to undergo this ritual?” 

“The Head Overturning rite will serve as the first step in your initiation. Then it’s up to you if you wish to continue. Either way, living your life authentically and spreading love and acceptance throughout the world is doing Inanna’s work.”

“I’m in! Just show me what to do!” Farrah said.

“Very well, right this way.”

​

I led Farrah into one of the inner chambers. This ritual room is set up especially to perform the more intimate types of rites in honor of my goddess. A king-sized
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