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      “This book reveals the unique place of the Isis tradition and the true purpose and significance of Mary Magdalene. Thoroughly researched and very readable, this book draws the reader into the fascination and deep symbolism of this subject: a wonderful book to enjoy and treasure.”

      STUART WILSON, COAUTHOR OF POWER OF THE MAGDALENE

      “Tricia has done it again. She writes for a new time, and the glorious homecoming of Sophia, the wisdom of the essential feminine essence. Travel with this world renowned teacher to the heart of the mysteries of the quantum field where the great masters dwell and return with newfound knowledge, purpose, clarity and love.”
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      “A remarkable initiation into the Wisdom Circles of the Divine Feminine. From the first chapter I was hooked. An outstanding contribution to the field of spirituality and personal enlightenment.”

      ROBERT PERALA, AUTHOR OF THE DIVINE ARCHITECT

      “Tricia McCannon uses the powerful synthesis of personal revelation and scholarly research to create a gateway for personal contact with the Divine. Simply called, it is the eternal story of the Sacred Feminine.”

      PETER CANOVA, AWARD-WINNING AUTHOR OF POPE ANNALISA

      “Through this book we find the missing piece of the Divine Feminine that can heal us, awaken us, and transport us to a higher reality. Brilliant!”

      BURGE SMITH-LYONS, AUTHOR OF
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      “Masterfully written, this book guides the curious reader gently along the author’s own exciting spiritual journey, from traditional Christianity to the evolution of Homo luminous, our next stage in the course of evolution.”

      DAVID RYBACK, PH.D., ABPP, COAUTHOR OF
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      “Tricia McCannon writes in the true spirit of the Divine Feminine, which reverberates through every chapter of her entrancing book. To travel through her words is a deep pleasure.”

      PETER ROTH, FOUNDER/DIRECTOR OF THE HEART RIVER CENTER FOR 
INTUITIVE HEALING

      “This book is a journey into the deepest meaning of the Christ story, the lost wisdom teachings of Jesus and Mary Magdalene, and the true meaning of the Path of Mastery. It holds you spell-bound from beginning end!”
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      Today, perhaps more than any other time in human history, we are seeing the rebirth of a unity consciousness that incorporates many ancient streams of knowledge with the desire to write a new destiny for the human race. This rekindling of ancient wisdom with modern-day mysticism is being brought about by the quest to bring a deeper meaning into a world that appears to have lost it; a fast-paced, materialistic world that seems to be obsessed with violence, death, and killing. Perhaps one of the reasons this resurgence is needed is that we can see how badly the world needs balance. We feel it personally in the stress of our daily lives, the imbalance of our relationships, and the ecological crisis of the Earth herself.

      Yet in the midst of this chaos a new kind of human being is emerging, a being that I call Homo luminous; a man or woman of inner light who may perhaps be the next step in our evolution as a species. These are people who yearn to create the type of world where war, pollution, and struggle are things of the past; who have an innate sense of the sacredness of life and are committed to finding a way back to it. If you are reading this book, you may be one of these people. As forerunners to this more enlightened kind of human, we seek to move past the distractions in our outer world to find a more eternal truth. We want to transcend the chaos of our heavy-handed politics, our materially coopted media, our patriarchal religions, and the dysfunctional patterns of our relationships that have been handed down by our families. We are people who search for the beautiful, the true, and the eternal. These luminous human beings know that in order to bring a new and better world into being, we must somehow align ourselves with these more eternal principles, if the world we are living in now is ever to heal.

      But discovering what has caused this imbalance in the world is not an easy task. Untangling the strings of history, culture, religion, and power is not something generally discussed on the evening news. This book is a journey toward unraveling these elements of cultural belief that have caused us to fall out of rhythm with the cosmos. By understanding how our past has shaped our present, and how our theological beliefs have programmed our societies, we can then choose whether to continue the path we are on, or rewrite our own destinies.

      The Mysteries of the past hold keys to recovering this inner balance that can help us to transform our world. These ancient teachings were taught within the great Mystery Schools some four thousand years before the birth of Jesus, and some four hundred years after the crucifixion. Sages associated with these Mystery Schools saw the universe as infinitely vast, and also profoundly personal, embracing the concepts of both God Within and God Without, concepts that we now call Immanence and Transcendence. They integrated the disciplines of philosophy, religion, and science into one unified field, and they honored the Creator of the Universe as the Divine Father and Mother of All.

      At the heart of this wisdom is an inner alchemy that Jesus called the Way. It is a path of integration and transformation that embraces both the Divine Masculine and the Divine Feminine within the heart. It is the inner path of sacred union taught by Jesus and by Mary Magdalene, but these teachings have also been taught by Thoth, the god of wisdom in ancient Egypt; by sages in Taoism and the Sufi world; and in the Old Religions of the Goddess, with people who lived close to the land and the natural cycles of nature. Intrinsic to the Way is the reclaiming of the Divine Father/Mother God within the heart. This creates a wave of enlightenment for ourselves and our societies, giving us the power to change our world.

      Many of these secrets were encoded in the language of sacred myth and story so that they would not be forgotten, yet most of us can no longer translate the meanings behind this symbolism, steeped as we are in a less than enlightened society. It is only now, as we embrace the sciences of astronomy, cosmology, genetics, biology, and quantum physics, that we are really beginning to understand how these “myths” are founded on deeper truths. This book is a journey into the teachings of the Goddess, the inner alchemy of sacred union, the wisdom of the masters, and the path that will lead us back to wholeness as a planet.

      As a longtime student of these Mysteries, I am pleased to take you on a journey into the heart of this wisdom. To do so I must go back to the beginning of my own journey, and the discovery of the Divine Feminine. I will share parts of my story that will help you to discover a hidden world of wonder, beauty, and infinite possibilities—a world that the most famous mystics have taught their disciples in secret. I encourage you to take the journey with an open mind, to consider that the innate imbalance we see in the world around us is the result of something precious we have forgotten, and that must now be remembered. This wisdom lies at the heart of all great religions, and its discovery is the path of the true initiate.

    

  
    
      
        
          PART ONE

          
            The Departure
          

          
            Humanity has imagined her as the immensity of cosmic space, as the moon, as the earth and nature.
          

          
            She is the age-old symbol of the invisible dimension of soul and the instinctive intelligence that informs it.
          

          
            We live within her being, yet we know almost nothing about her.
          

          
            She is everything that is still unfathomed by us about the nature of the universe, matter, and the invisible energy that circulates through all the different aspects of her being.
          

          
            She spins and weaves the shimmering robe of life in which we live and through which we are connected to all cosmic life.
          

          ANDREW HARVEY AND ANNE BARING, THE DIVINE FEMININE
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      A Priestess of Isis
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        In the beginning there was Isis, Oldest of the Old.
      

      
        She was the Goddess from whom all becoming arose.
      

      
        As the Creatress, she gave birth to the sun when he rose upon this earth for the first time.
      

      BARBARA WALKER, THE WOMAN’S ENCYCLOPEDIA OF MYTHS AND 
SECRETS

      I sat up abruptly in bed, still in the other world. The blue-black shadows on the bedroom wall looked almost like the hieroglyphics I had seen painted on the walls in the dream. Where was I now? Oh, I was asleep in the dormitory of some college. I had returned to school for my master’s degree. Now I remembered. I turned my head, slowly remembering the strange extraterrestrial language that had appeared on all four walls of the room only moments ago. They had looked like codes or symbols, some kind of light geometries written vertically on the walls of the small college dorm room. As I fastened my eyes back on the walls, I could still make out the faint inscription of some of the symbols.

      How could they still be there? I wasn’t still dreaming, was I? They seemed like characters in some ancient Egyptian language, and I zeroed in on them. My eyes came to rest on one in particular. It was a circle with a dot at the center. What did it mean? Abruptly I heard the answer in my head. This is the beginning of all things, the beginning and the ending, the alpha and the omega.

      I lay back down. How did I know this? It felt like a galactic language, universal among higher life-forms. Somehow I knew that this symbol was a code for something much more ancient than our human tongue. It came from the language of light, the language of the angels.

      Suddenly I could not keep my eyes open. I slid back into sleep on the dormitory bed, succumbing once more to the dreamtime. Hours later I awoke, disappointed to see that the astonishing writing had disappeared from the walls. Sitting up in bed, trying to remember, I finally forced myself to my feet. I hurriedly dressed and went down to the school library, a vast, wood-polished sanctuary with rows and rows of research books. I was determined to find some reference to the one symbol I could recall, the circle with the dot at the center. I was deep in study when a student assistant found me. “Excuse me, miss, but there’s a phone call for you,” he said.

      “For me?” I queried. That was odd. No one even knew I was here. How could there possibly be a phone call for me? Surprised, I followed the young man back to the front desk. “Yes?” I said into the mouthpiece of the library phone. “May I help you?”

      “Is this Tricia McCannon?” the female voice on the other end of the line asked. The voice was cool, even, and familiar.

      “Yes. But who is this?”

      “We have called to tell you that your dreams are real,” she said quietly.

      “What?” I uttered in astonishment. “Who is this?”

      There was a moment of hesitation. “I am from the priestesses of Isis, and that’s all I am permitted to tell you at this time.” The click of the phone was audible as she hung up. Unable to speak, I stood there astonished for the longest time, looking at the phone. Whoever were the priestesses of Isis, and why were they calling me? Furthermore, how did they even know about my dreams? I conjured up the symbols in my mind. The writing was so familiar. Years later I was to discover that this symbol was the ancient glyph for the sun, the first principle of life. It was the shape that the Om sound created when chanted. It meant the Christ, the limitless light, the Ain Soph Aur. It was also one of the members of the Council of Nine.
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      Figure 1.1. The circle with the dot at the center has long been a 
symbol used by the ancients for the sun and the creation of the cosmos. It is the Bindu point of light, found within the Hindu tradition, which marks the location of the Inner Sight. When activated this inner vision allows us to pull back the veils to behold the Inner Worlds of the Divine.

      The phone beside the bed rang insistently. Without thought I reached over to pick it up. This time, as I opened my eyes, I realized that I was at home in Atlanta. I was in bed. There was no library, no college campus, nothing except my strangely lucid dream. It had all taken place in the “inner worlds.” Now I was back in the world of photography, advertising, and work, and it was dawn. As I replaced the handset on its cradle, I slowly realized that I had had a dream within a dream, and there had been a double message within it—the priestesses of Isis and some kind of language. I knew it was important, but I had no idea what it meant.

      
        THE HIGH INITIATE APPEARS

        I was still trying to make sense of these things as I got into my teal Honda sedan the next day and left for work. Who were the priestesses of Isis, and why had they contacted me? Was this some sort of secret cult from Egypt? Did they still exist today? I started the ignition. And why had I remembered that symbol? I slipped my car into gear, deep in the mystery.

        Two months later the answers began to arrive. I had stopped for lunch at a new restaurant, and there was a long wait. To pass the time, I wandered into a beautiful gift shop called Illumina. As I opened the door onto a richly appointed carpet, the store’s exquisitely lit crystals and one-of-a-kind jewelry looked unlike anything I had ever seen before. Immediately, my eyes landed on an Egyptian statue. Transfixed, I went to stand before it, letting my eyes sweep over the smooth black sculpture of a beautiful Egyptian woman with two tall feathers at the crown of her head. The saleswoman behind the counter leaned forward onto the highly polished glass, fixing me with her eyes. “Do you like Egyptian things?” she asked in a voice softly modulated with power. I turned at the sound. She was probably forty-five with a long mane of thick salt-and-pepper hair and a strong, attractive face. Her eyes were gray and piercing.

        I stammered, feeling a bit self-conscious. “Yes, in fact, I’ve been having dreams about the priestesses of Isis.”

        Her eyes widened slightly and then seemed to grow sharper, as if she were seeing something around me for the first time. She extended her hand slowly, never blinking for a moment. “Welcome to Illumina. My name is Shasta.”

        I took her hand. “Hi, I’m Tricia,” I said, feeling electricity go through me.

        “Would you like to tell me about your dreams?” she suggested.

        I blushed. “Well . . . I’m not sure I even understand my dreams.” I looked away self- consciously, trying to decide how much to reveal. After all, since I had been working for many, many years with masters in my dream state and had been clairvoyant from the time I was a child, I certainly couldn’t assume that a perfect stranger would follow my line of thinking. “I’m not sure you’d understand them, either,” I added lamely.

        Her eyes brightened, and a mysterious smile played about her lips. “Let’s just say, I might. I’m a high initiate of the priestesses of Isis.”
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      The Magic House by the Grove
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        I am nature, the Universal Mother,

Mistress of all the elements, primordial child of time,

Sovereign of all things spiritual,

queen of the dead, queen of the immortals,

The single manifestation of all gods and goddesses that are.
      

      APULEIUS, THE GOLDEN ASS (TRANSLATED BY ROBERT GRAVES)

      A week later I pulled into the dead-end street hidden in one of the oldest sections of the city of Atlanta. This was the address Shasta had given to me, after extending an invitation for me to visit. It was a short road, perhaps less than fifty yards, and it appeared to end in a tangle of vines and bushes. I parked on one side of the road, staring straight ahead of me. The house was supposed to be there. I read the address again, checking to be sure I was on the right street. But all I could see was a forest of kudzu, trees, and vines. Suddenly, as if a veil had been removed from my eyes, I realized that I was looking at a little white cottage hidden among the greenery. It looked like a fairy house: Shells, crystals, flowers, and bones were strewn down the path that led to the front door. The wooden porch was full of deerskins, Indian blankets, rocking chairs, baskets of gourds, and Native American dream catchers.

      To one side of the front yard were four old metal chairs, overgrown with ivy. A hand-knotted rope with brass bells served as the doorbell, and on the front door, behind the dilapidated screen, swung a wooden heart. I stepped cautiously up onto the porch, looking at everything with wonder. Very different from my own lovely, artistic, but very neat and proper house, this cottage felt very much alive. Its magic was palpable. I sent out my inner senses, and it felt like decades of history were sequestered here. Ghosts of ancient wise women whispered in the air. A “spirit house,” I thought, feeling the power of the ancestors gathering around me as if they knew I had come. I felt as if I had just arrived in some Hans Christian Andersen fairy tale, and as I pulled on the bell rope, I realized that I was in completely uncharted territory.

      Shasta came to the door. She practically purred as she led me into her quaint little cottage, humming with energy. My eyes drank in everything. The first room was completely empty, except for an old stone fireplace and four altars, one at each of the room’s corners. I got a glimpse of a large, coiled, stuffed snake mounted high in one corner, a large statue of Mary in another with roses at her feet. In a third corner a cat-headed, stained-glass goddess about four feet tall stared back at me. Who was she? Egyptian! I thought, and then I was past her living room and moving into her kitchen.

      “Would you like some tea?” Shasta asked in a softly modulated voice. A white cat jumped down from the kitchen counter, looked up, and mewed. There were four white wicker chairs with a small coffee table between them nestled beneath a set of double-wide windows. This was clearly where she ate, read, and even served guests. Two other cats, looking profoundly pleased with their lounging activities, yawned up at me. Shasta moved one of them from a chair. “Sit down. I’ll put on the tea.”

      While she was busy in the kitchen, I looked around, trying not to be rude. The cottage was laid out in a simple square pattern. At the left front was the living room, with the kitchen to the rear. On the right side of the house, I guessed, was probably Shasta’s bedroom and somewhere tucked toward the back right was a bathroom. “I have several herb choices,” she said across the countertop. “I make them fresh from my garden. Would you like some dandelion or catnip tea? I grow it wild here.”

      I had never even heard of catnip or dandelion tea before. “Either one would be nice,” I mumbled. I had only had herb tea made from a Celestial Seasonings box.
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      Figure 2.1. The magical house in the grove. (Illustration by 
Sylvia Laurens)

      “When the tea is finished steeping, we’ll go out and sit in the garden.” Through the side windows I could see that the garden was wild with kudzu. I could also see a little area where the land had been cleared and vegetables planted, but beyond that almost everything looked half hidden in green—the trees, the rocks, even the arched arbors of this magical little valley. From here it looked like an enormous green vortex where the Earth dropped away into the center of the yard, leaving the entire perimeter rimmed with trees. Wild roses covered the old fence around the property, making her house almost invisible to those not trained to know what they were looking for.

      “This grove is hundreds of years old,” Shasta explained as she saw me studying it. “Women have been coming here for centuries to pray. I am the keeper of the grove, along with my old friend Jeremy.”

      “Jeremy?” I asked.

      Her chin gestured to the little hidden house on the other side of the sanctuary. I had not seen it before. “He is the guardian of the grove, just as I am the priestess.” I wondered if he was half as fascinating as she was. Shasta poured the hot water from the kettle into our cups of dandelion. “Do you like honey?”

      I nodded. “Shasta, do you have a restroom I can use?”

      She smiled, gesturing. “Go back through the living room into the healing room. It’s on the opposite side of the house.”

      I wandered through the rooms, my eyes large as saucers. I saw turtle shells, snakeskins, cow skulls, and fur throws. There were baskets of gourds in several corners and a bookcase of well-loved books. This time, as I passed the altar with the beautiful cat-headed being, I studied it more carefully. It looked majestic and proud, definitely Egyptian. In a second corner I realized that a white wolf pelt was draped beneath a white cow skull. What could that mean? One thing I knew, though: the whole place felt alive. As I entered her bedroom, which she had called the healing room, I noticed how pristine it was. Lace, candles, and rattles lay near the mirror above the dresser, and a large double bed with a white lace bedspread stood against one wall with a couple of overstuffed chairs.

      Then I was at the door to the bathroom. From the moment I entered it, I could tell that the house was watching me. A strange sort of power emanated right through the floorboards. There was one window that threw triangles of light into the room, and the afternoon sun was subdued. Everything was white except the walls; the fixtures, the towels, the rugs. But the walls were painted purple with strange swirling symbols, spirals, and portals on them. I felt as if I knew these images. Were they part of the language I had seen in my dream? A shiver went through me. This was a place of power. It felt as if the living intelligence of the land was here, like some ancient being was watching. I knew that whatever energy the grove had, this room was one of its exit points, and it seemed as curious about me as I was about it.

      Shasta was ready with the tea when I returned.

      “Interesting bathroom,” I commented dryly.

      She gave me a sideways glance. “I thought you’d like it.” She held my eyes for a moment.

      “It was watching me,” I said.

      She smiled. “Yes, I know. This grove lies at the intersection of two blind springs, springs that run underground but do not surface. This creates a powerful magnetic field through which River Woman can speak. Come. We’ll go out into the garden.” Shasta opened the door and stepped outside onto the porch into the afternoon sun. The light seemed to glisten off the railing, the teacups, even her earrings. I took a deep breath and followed.

      River Woman, I thought, contemplating the meaning of her words. Who was River Woman? I thought she meant the primordial intelligence of the water itself. As I thought of the water all over the world having an active intelligence, I realized that water passed through everything—cities, mountains, meadows, towns. Water even passed through the ocean and the sky as rain. Water passed through humans and animals and returned to the Earth. If water could communicate its vast wisdom to someone who truly knew how to listen, one could learn a great deal simply by sitting beside the water.

      Shasta seemed to be reading my mind. “In the ancient days the women made their homes near water. This was not only practical; it was also for understanding. A wise woman from the village would go down to the water and listen each day. In this way she would hear news from the spirit of the water about all that was happening in other villages upstream. She would know before anyone arrived to tell the elders. This is part of the teachings of River Woman.”

      I nodded, not even sure how to respond. It was an entirely new way of thinking. “Think about it,” Shasta went on. “If all water is connected to the great ocean, then everything is connected. This is why the Goddess was always called la Mer, Mari, Mary, or the Great Mother. She is the ultimate healer. On a planet like this one, a water planet, one can sit in this grove and learn a lot about what is happening all over the world just by being still.”

      We picked up our mugs, descended the steps, and entered the magical glade. I followed her silently through the foliage into the back. Three huge grandfather oaks oversaw the little valley, and beyond it were even more woods, buffering her from the world. From one oak hung a rope swing. The grove looked for all the world as if we had stepped into an eighteenth-century painting. Several alcove gardens could be seen hidden in the foliage, and now Shasta led me into one of them. A statue of Maria of the Woods, overhung with altar offerings and half-melted candles, attested to the fact that other initiates had visited here. Mardi Gras beads, ceremonial objects, and prayer ties all hung from the trees, and a loose assortment of benches, rugs, tables, and candles were half obscured beneath the canopy of foliage. An aura of reverence emanated from the place.

      “Mary is the patron saint of our woods,” Shasta explained. “Many people have gathered here to speak to her.” I nodded, not even able to formulate a question. Despite my years of spiritual training, this was all new to me. The healing energies of sacred ritual were gathered in the silence. “Shall we sit?” Shasta asked, leading me toward a wicker sofa where I could see down into the little bowl-shaped valley for the first time. There was a fire pit and four altars, one for each of the directions. I could feel the power rising from the ground like a pulse. I knew that if I were left alone in this grove, I would be able to hear the Earth speaking.

      Suddenly I spotted three huge cauldrons turned upside down in the circle. The sight sent a shiver through me. I knew from my Christian upbringing that witches used cauldrons. “What are those?” I said, pointing at them dubiously.

      She laughed, amused by my fundamentalist sensibilities. “Don’t be afraid,” she reassured me, patting my arm in a matronly manner. “Cauldrons are only iron kettles, you know. People have cooked in them for centuries.” I smiled sheepishly, feeling chagrined. My Southern Baptist training was rearing its head. “The cauldron, you see, is like the womb of the Earth, the womb of women everywhere. It is dark and round and mysterious, and from it life springs, even if that life is only a well-cooked stew.” She laughed, and I laughed with her, half embarrassed, half still ill at ease. What had I gotten myself into?

      “The Earth is the same as the cauldron, Tricia. The nurturing power of the feminine grows something wonderful from the dark womb that is our Mother Earth. Although most people take this for granted because they are disconnected from the natural world, it is still true. The Mother gives us everything: air, food, water, all our plants, our trees, our wood, our fabrics, even our animals. It’s all offered from the bounty of the Mother. Life germinates in the womb. This is true for all creatures. It is part of the Great Mystery of life, death, and rebirth. Cauldrons represent the alchemical laboratories that symbolize the nature of women and sacred life. This is also why the cauldron was used in alchemy.”

      “Alchemy?” I swallowed, my adrenaline humming. “What do you mean ‘alchemy’?”

      She laughed, seeing my discomfort, but her voice was patient. “Alchemy is transmutation,” Shasta explained. “Personal inner transmutation, or chemical scientific transmutation—it’s all the same. The alchemy of transformation is always done with the four elements, because that is the paintbox of the Divine.”

      I held her eyes but didn’t speak, thinking about her words. The paintbox of the Divine. What a strange thought, but true, I realized. I wanted her to go on.

      She sighed. “Let me ask you a question, Tricia. What do you think the world is made of?” I looked around at the trees, the sky, the bench, my own clothes. I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to say. “Elements,” she said plainly. “Lots of elements, like those you find on the periodic table. And each of these elements is composed of some combination of air, earth, fire, or water, aren’t they?”

      Yes, I thought, that was true, wasn’t it? It was all some proportion of these four simple elements, plus the element of life or Spirit that animated it. When Shasta put it like this, it was easy to follow.

      She continued. “So all science is the study of the elements and how they respond to one another, whether it is the science of chemistry, biology, astronomy, physics, or even medicine. From herbology to pharmaceuticals, we are talking about how things combine, how they transmute and change and interact with one another. That’s alchemy, isn’t it?”

      She was right, I realized. Science is basically the empirical study of how the universe works, how it combines and operates within our ability to perceive its laws.

      Shasta went on. “But there is a deeper level of working with the elements that is known as the Great Work. This is the alchemy of the human soul, and it is done within the laboratory of time.” I opened my mind to let these ideas come in. “The past, the present, and the future—these were all known in ancient mythology as the three Fates, the three Norns that sit beneath the One World Tree.”

      “The One World Tree?” I asked.

      “A symbol of the Absolute behind it all.” I looked at her hard, trying to follow what she was saying. She smiled, as if dismissing a subject that was too large for the moment. “Anyway, that is what we do here in this grove—transformation, connection; prayer, ceremony; the alchemy of connecting the soul with the Divine behind it all.”

      The magician’s quest, I thought, the Philosopher’s Stone—these were part of the secret societies connected with the search for the Holy Grail. I knew that for centuries there were legends of medieval alchemists who had sought the formulas that would turn lead into gold, create the fountain of youth, and allow them to attain immortality. These were clearly a metaphor for something far deeper.

      Shasta went on. “Whenever someone goes to church to worship, the church uses these same elements, don’t they? The Catholic fathers took this knowledge of ritual and ceremony from the priestesses long ago because it engages the inner senses as well as the outer ones.” I thought about what she was saying. Yes, they did use air, earth, fire, and water. These four elements were part of every religious ceremony I had ever attended. The burning of incense used both air and fire; so did the lighting of candles. Water was intrinsic to baptism and the sprinkling of “holy water,” which represented cleansing. Drinking wine and eating the communion wafers were part of the Earth, as well as the golden chalice. That sacred cup could represent anything, from the act of receiving, to the womb of the Holy Mother herself. At the Eucharist we even say, “Take. Eat. This is my body that was given for you and for all men . . .” Shasta was right. This was how all the most beautiful ceremonies were done in virtually every religion.

      “They use the four elements because they work,” she said. She opened her hands and gestured around the yard. “Now look around you. This is the Goddess’s true cathedral, Tricia, made of the natural elements. This is why our ancestors built campfires and sat around them. It wasn’t just to stay warm or to cook food; it was to dream with the fire. Anyone who has gone camping knows this. When we stare into the flames, we enter an altered state, a place where our vision takes us beyond the mundane things of life into the dreamtime.” She looked out at the grove. “Those cauldrons are merely holders for the alchemical fire of transmutation, like the chalice. It’s as simple as that.”

      I took a deep breath. Her words were part of something I had always felt, as if nature itself were the real holy place, not a house of worship. I realized then that my silly fears were part of a rigid prejudice against all other faiths, spawned by my own Christian upbringing. It was based on ignorance. We had always been taught that anything “Earth-centered” was evil, although, stepping back from it now, I realized that this was patently absurd. The Earth was the only reason any of us had life at all! Each day we ate from her, drank from her, and breathed her air. How could anyone consider that “evil”? It was like separating yourself from the sacredness of God.

      Even though I thought I had “graduated” long ago from the overt oppression of the church, clearly there were still pockets of its upside-down logic left in my psyche. As beautiful as organized religions can be, I had long ago realized that the church separated people by assigning judgment and blame. I had long been on a path of listening to that inner voice that speaks to all of us who come in purity of heart. Yet until that moment, I hadn’t realized how firmly the fear of witches had been implanted in me.

      “Are you a witch?” I blurted out, blushing scarlet with my own lack of tact.

      She laughed and shook her head, unruffled. “No, a witch is a person trained in the Wiccan path. That is not my training. My path is the path of the Goddess. I am a priestess of the Divine Mother in all her forms, but my personal circle is Isis, Quan Yin, and Sekhmet, the cat-headed being that you saw inside. The Wiccans work with both male and female deities.”

      “Is that why you have three cauldrons?” I asked, trying to keep any distress from my voice.

      She smiled. “Yes, they represent the Triple Goddess.” I had no idea what she was talking about. She saw that and went on. “These are the three stages of life that every woman lives through—the maiden, the mother, and the matron. These complete the wheel of life, death, and rebirth. The Divine Mother encompasses them all.”

      Hmm . . . I had a lot to learn. “But what about God?” I asked a bit petulantly. “Where does God fit into all this?”
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        Figure 2.2. The Celtic symbol for the Triple Goddess represents
the three major phases of life: the maiden, the mother, and the
matron, referred to by the patriarchy as the Crone. For men these
are the youth, the man, and the sage. In this symbol we see three
of the eight major phases of the lunar cycle, expressing the first and
last crescent moons with the full moon at the center.
      

       

      Her eyes blazed. “Tricia, the male version of the Creator has had plenty of press these past few thousand years. There are many advocates for a vengeful, punishing god, a god who separates and divides, who judges and condemns, a god who destroys or conquers everything that will not submit.” I felt the power touch her like a flame. “I, for one, choose life. I choose a Creator who unites. I choose peace and unity, not division and war. Our world has seen enough of that to last many lifetimes.”

      She was right. Condemnation, punishment, original sin, blame, and shame seemed to be at the root of all the patriarchical religions, from Islam to Christianity. They said they revered women, and yet they oppressed them. They said they were bringing forth the teachings of the prophets of love, yet they were more than eager to tell you that you would go to Hell. To me, something was fundamentally wrong with any version of the Creator who would only bless one group and send the others into oblivion. Yet this was the world that we had been born into, a world where men taught oppression in the name of God. And their way was taking the entire planet down a path of abuse. We saw it in the exploitation of children, the killing of animals, and the pollution of natural resources. They gave no thought to the generations that would come after; their only concern was their own profits right now.

      I remembered then the creed that our Native American ancestors had tried to live by: “Make no decision that does not serve seven generations forward.” This ensured that we would become wise stewards of the land and the people. I flashed on the words of the Bible: “And the tree shall be known by its fruit.” Well, our culture and its fruits clearly sprang from a warped and twisted tree.

      Shasta’s voice cut in, pulling me from my contemplation. “But who remembers the Great Mother who actually creates everything, the one who gives everything on this planet life? Who honors her?”

      Tears sprang to my eyes. I could think of nothing to say.

      “All things are born of woman, Tricia,” Shasta continued in a voice soft with power. It was so plain a truth that I could not believe it had never occurred to me before. She was right. Nothing would be born or live without the creative power of the female. “Show me one living creature born of man. It doesn’t happen. The best we can offer is androgynous earthworms.”

      I laughed out loud. The image of men claiming supreme dominance as huge aggressive earthworms was just too fantastic. The laughter broke the tension. After a moment Shasta joined me, and I knew we were visualizing the same thing.

      “Honestly, Tricia, in all the cosmos it is only the Mother who is the Life Giver. How can God be a male, I ask you? Males do not give birth, do they?” I looked at her, and beneath the mirth there was a serious glint in her eyes. “She is both the Queen of Heaven and the Mother of Earth, but she has been forgotten by her children, dishonored and mistreated. When you come here to this grove, you honor her.”

      I looked out on the ragged beauty of the half-wild garden hidden by the kudzu. Just like the Goddess, I thought, hidden unless you had the eyes to look for her. Shasta’s words brought an entirely new way of thinking into my world. I realized then that, in some strange way, I had always accepted God as being male. I had accepted the inner picture of some guy with a long, white, flowing beard, who judged and punished us if we didn’t do as he said.

      “Shasta,” I turned, knowing my prescient gifts were speaking. “I know that the time will arrive when I will come here to study with you, but that time is not yet. There are other things I must do first. But I am sure this is why the priestesses of Isis contacted me in that dream.” She nodded. “So when I am ready, will you teach me?”

      A mysterious smile played around her lips. She fixed me with her piercing eyes. “So shall it be. And in the years to come, may you discover for yourself the answers to who the Great Mother truly is.”
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      The Feather of Truth
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        I had not yet found a place upon which I could stand.
      

      
        I conceived the Divine Plan of Law and Order, Ma’at, to make all forms.
      

      
        I was alone. I had not yet emitted Shu, nor had I yet emitted Tefnut,
      

      
        nor existed any other who could act together with me.
      

      
        EGYPTIAN BOOK OF KNOWING THE CREATIONS OF RA AND OVERCOMING 
APOPHIS
      

      One might think that I would have dived easily into the study of the Goddess, but in truth, I was afraid. While the idea of becoming an initiate of any golden path of wisdom strongly appeals to any seeker of truth, I knew that the path to enlightenment has never been easy. Thus, I stepped back from taking the plunge. There were several reasons for this. The first was that I was a commercial advertising photographer and had a successful business in the “real world.” My spiritual studies were private, and even though I had strong natural gifts of clairvoyance and clairaudience (inner sight and inner hearing) and frequently saw information about other people with my spiritual vision, I had always kept my esoteric interests private. To begin a study of the Divine Feminine would be a big step for me, and I wasn’t sure how it would impact my worldview. Secondly, I knew that any true spiritual commitment can completely change your life, and at the time when these events began to unfold, my spiritual training had already moved in another direction with an extraordinary group of spiritual masters I had encountered at the age of nineteen. These powerful but elusive sages taught a process of meditation called “soul travel,” which allowed seekers to begin to experience the Higher Worlds for themselves, to activate their subtle spiritual bodies and use them to travel in the unseen realms of God, while still maintaining our lives in a three-dimensional world. I was already being guided by wise, enlightened teachers, and I had just received my third initiation.

      The third reason that I stepped back from Shasta’s invitation was my own Christian background. As a mystic who had seen and heard and felt the invisible worlds of Spirit from the time I was a child, I knew that my studies were already beyond the bounds of my family’s conservative belief systems. My dad had been raised a Baptist, and my mother was a Methodist, yet none of the ministers I queried at our local churches seemed to know about the spiritual beings of light that I studied with at night in my dreams. They looked outside themselves for answers, relying on scripture to tell them what to say. I could see that there was no direct connection with the living intelligence of the Divine, and thus, even within the houses of God’s worship, the light was dim.

      As a child, I also noticed a great hypocrisy within the church. On the one hand, church leaders seemed to honor Jesus, the God of unconditional love, yet on the other hand, they taught the doctrines of blame and guilt, fear and damnation from their pulpits, threatening punishment to all who did not conform. They also seemed to cultivate a rivalry between the various factions of their own Christian creeds while preaching to their congregations, “Judge not, least you be judged.” This made no sense to me. How could the God of unconditional love be the fearful, angry God of wrath? How could they preach tolerance and forgiveness, yet make other people their enemies?

      Perhaps discouraged by these same observations, my mother took it upon herself to find a gentler approach to Jesus that we could all identify with. When I was ten, she discovered a sweet Episcopalian parish about five miles from our house. I was confirmed there at the tender age of thirteen. I loved the sacred rituals with their formal robes and wafting incense. The gatherings were kind and heartfelt, and I was grateful not to hear the threat of fire and brimstone every Sunday. I knew even then that each of us comes into the world again and again to perfect our inner natures, and that love and kindness are the keys to shaping our inner natures in the divine image. No matter what the pomp or circumstance of a religion, it is in the province of the heart that real wisdom dwells.

      So at the time that I met Shasta, my older sister and her preacher husband had become fundamentalists, my dad was still a Baptist, and my younger sister and my mother were Evangelists. They believed that Jesus was the only spiritual teacher who had ever told the truth, the only guide to salvation. I believed that there have been many great spiritual avatars and masters who have come to this planet. Jesus was the latest, and perhaps the greatest, world teacher, the one who had come to bring the message for the Age of Pisces, a 2,160-year cycle that had begun about a hundred years before he was born. From what I could see, that message had been corrupted, and even as a child, I felt the great imbalance that the male-dominated patriarchy had imposed on the world. So I was leery about pursuing a path that might take me even further from my family’s beliefs.

      
        THE MAGICAL WORLDS OF SPIRIT

        Born with the gifts of inner sight and hearing, I spent the best days of my childhood in a forest across from my parents’ house, communing with the trees and magical springs that bubbled up from the Earth. This was the church of God that I knew and loved, and it was in that forest that I wrote my first poems to God, listening to that small still voice that speaks within. There I learned to see the fairy realms and elemental spirits that oversee the plant and animal kingdoms.*1 Like the guardian angels of the human world, these elemental spirits supervise the world of nature. And sometimes, when I was very still, I could even hear the trees talking in the rustling of the leaves. But these flashes of knowing swept in and out, born on the wings of their own mysterious currents. I did not know how to control these gifts; they came and went as they would.

        I know now, years later, as a longtime initiate of the Mysteries, that the gifts of inner sight, hearing, feeling, and knowing are just part of the naturally unfolding gifts of every spiritual aspirant. The masters teach that there are thirty-three of these inner gifts, which we acquire on our spiritual road to God, including the gifts of healing, telepathy, levitation, and lucid dreaming.†1 But since there was no one there to teach me, except the tall forest angel that appeared from time to time, I spent my time in the woods in prayer, hoping fervently that someone wiser than I would come along to connect the dots. Little did I know that the great Vairagi masters, who had heard that call, would arrive to initiate me into their teachings when I was nineteen years old

      

      
        THE VAIRAGI MASTERS

        The Vairagi are an unbroken line of spiritual adepts whose purpose is spiritual liberation of the soul within this lifetime. Like Jesus, they are interested in helping people free themselves from the burden of the worlds of suffering. I had first met these elusive adepts in the spring of my sophmore year of college at Florida State University. They were the great spiritual teachers I had prayed for in my early years. Not only did they understand how the multidimensional planes of the universe are layered, but they knew the spiritual mechanisms that allow us to travel from one dimension to another. Discovering the Vairagi was like finding the road map to creation.

        The name Vairagi derives from the Sanskrit root vairag, meaning “detachment.” This name lies at the heart of their mission, for these sages have become detached from the affairs of the world and follow a path of inner truth. Unlike those of us still ensnared in our emotions, minds, sexuality, or materialism, they focus on the inner landscapes of Heaven, transcending the physical plane through soul travel.

        The Vairagi teach that the three purest aspects of God are love, sound, and light—the trinity of creation itself. Love is the force that binds the universe together, the very fabric of creation. It is the essence from which all things are composed, the constantly moving adamantine particles that are the living body of the cosmos itself. Sound is the mechanism through which all worlds come into being, the underlying vibration that creates and sustains all things. In Freemasonry this is called the “lost note.” This essential knowledge has been rediscovered by our physical sciences today and is referred to as string theory.

        “In the beginning was the Word” begins the Gospel of John. This is the sound current that has been known as the Aum, the Shabda, the Vani, the Nada, and the Music of the Spheres.*2 Many of us have heard the roar of this current in the moments before we drop into sleep. Through specific exercises, the Vairagi teach the aspiring initiate to surf these sounds toward the center of creation. We find a reference to this in Edmond Bordeaux Szekely’s Essene Gospel of Peace.

        And when the sun is high in the heavens, then shall you seek the Holy Stream of Sound. In the heat of noontide, all creatures are still and seek the shade; the angels of the Earthly Mother are silent for a space. Then it is that you shall let into your ears the Holy Stream of Sound: for it can only be heard in the silence . . .

        Truly, this is the Voice of God, if you did but know it. For as it is written, in the beginning was the Sound, and the Sound was with God, and the Word was God. I tell you truly, when we are born, we enter the world with the Sound of God in our ears, even the singing of the vast chorus of the sky, and the holy chants of the stars in their fixed rounds; it is then that the Holy Stream of Sound transverses the vault of stars and crosses the endless kingdom of the Heavenly Father.1 (emphases mine)

        The Vairagi teach that creation is divided into many dimensions, all vibrating at slightly different frequencies. The Aum is the mechanism that allows each dimension to come into existence. Sound organizes atoms into the shapes that we recognize, creating form, mass, height, and weight, yet this sound is beyond duality, emanating from every atom. Through the hearing of this cosmic vibration, we can establish a direct contact with Christ consciousness itself. As the divine vibration moves out through the worlds of form, it generates friction, creating suns and stars and the entire spectrum of visible light, and it has been said that the sun itself is a visual expression of this Word.2 Sound brings all things into being from a state of “potentialized possibility.” This is why it has long been said in magic that to know the “true name” of a thing is to be able to command it.

        This brings us to light, the transmitter of heat, warmth, and illumination. Without light nothing would have life. Thus, the ancients saw the sun as a visible symbol for God itself, the unmanifested Source behind all things. It was this profound image that I had seen painted on the walls of the dormitory room in a dream so long ago, the ancient symbol for the sun. The ancients believed that there is both a physical and a spiritual sun, the supreme benefactor of the material and spiritual worlds. The Mayans call this the Hunab Ku, a term meaning “one meaning and one measure,” one heartbeat behind it all. This is the Great Central Sun or the “Light that lights the Worlds.” Paracelsus, the famous alchemist of the fifteenth century, wrote: “There is an earthly sun . . . and there is an Eternal Sun, which is the source of all wisdom, and those whose spiritual senses have awakened to life will see that sun and be conscious of His existence; but those who have not attained spiritual consciousness may yet feel His power by an inner faculty which is called Intuition.”3 Franz Hartmann, the German theosophist and friend of renowned theosophist Madame Helena Blavatsky, writes:

        The Sun is the Center of Power or Heart of things. The Sun is . . . the symbol of Wisdom . . . a storehouse of power. Each living being contains within itself a centre of life, which may grow to be a Sun . . . The terrestrial Sun is the image or reflection of the invisible celestial Sun; the former is in the realms of Spirit while the latter is in the realms of Matter; but the latter receives its power from the former.4

        Hence throughout the centuries, many knew that the spiritual realms are the true world of cause, while the physical world is the ground of effect. In simple terms, this means that our thoughts, beliefs, and words have the power to change our reality. Our cultures are generated by what we think, feel, and do, shaping the very foundation of the world we experience.

        So some twenty-five years ago, when I first met Shasta, this was the path that I was traveling. About Isis, I knew only that she had been a great queen of Egypt, and that, along with her husband Osiris and her son Horus, she had been part of the most famous trinity in all of Egypt for over seven thousand years. Legends surrounded her—myths of courage, resurrection, and eternal life—but I had not delved into these matters too deeply then. I was deep in the lessons of my third initiation with the masters of the Far East. So now let’s talk about the awesome power of initiation itself.

      

      
        THE RELUCTANT INITIATE

        There is a classic story about a young seeker who was eager to have his second initiation. He had come to his master full of ambition, and he wanted to advance quickly up the ranks. Every day he would say to his teacher, “Give me my second initiation, please. Give me my second initiation, please. I beg of you!”

        “All in time,” his patient master would reply, “all in time.”

        But in the chela’s mind it was not fast enough.*3 He ranked all initiates according to their initiation levels, so whenever he met any of the other disciples he would ask, “What initiation are you?” This told the chela whom he should be friends with, and whom he should try to emulate.

        Some would nod and say proudly, “I am a second initiate!”

        Others would scratch their chins and say thoughtfully, “I am a third initiate.”

        Still others would take a deep sigh and say quietly, “Hmm . . . I am a fourth initiate.”

        The older ones would smile kindly, shake their heads, and say in compassionate tones, “Yes . . . I am a fifth initiate.”

        One day, as the chela sat in audience with his master, he watched as another disciple was summoned. As the student bowed in respect before his teacher, the master spoke: “Zut-su, it is now time for me to offer you your sixth initiation. Are you ready?”

        “Oh, no, master!” the older disciple protested. “Please don’t give me another initiation, master. I beg of you!”

        The young chela was shocked. As Zut-su left the master’s building, the boy ran after him and caught him by the arm. “Why?” he stammered incredulously. “Why would you turn down such an opportunity? That is all any of us want—to become great masters!”

        The wise student smiled down at him and said, “When I entered the master’s teachings during my first initiation, I left my family’s business and gave up my inheritance, thus learning to place the inner world above the outer one. During my second initiation, I let go of my wife and children, who could not find their way to any spiritual path, let alone mine, and thus I learned detachment, and to allow others to pursue their own evolutionary paths. During my third initiation I came down with a crippling disease, and discovered that beneath it was my own suppressed rage from childhood, and the anger at losing my family. I released it, and I healed. Then in my fourth initiation, my house was swept away by a flood, and I went to live in the forest, learning to eat the seeds and berries. There I learned humility, appreciation for animals and plants, and to move into sympathetic resonance with nature. Finally, during my last initiation, I died twice and came back from the dead, becoming a ‘twice born.’ Now I am just beginning to walk the path of my true immortality.”

        The young chela’s mouth hung open. It was a moment before he could even gather his wits. “But why . . .” he blurted out before he could stop himself. “Why do you keep going at all?”

        Zut-su smiled. “Because in losing all these things, I have found something greater.”

        The chela could barely utter the words. “But what . . . what is that?”

        “I have found myself.”

      

      
        THE CATALYST EVENT

        So what propels us to begin the search for a deeper truth? What sets our feet on the path to awakening? For some it is a tragedy, a change of life so profound that it sweeps away all the old, comfortable answers we have relied on to understand the world. Whether it be the death of a child, the end of a marriage, the dissolution of a career, or the wiping away of our dreams through some financial crisis, the usual answers will not suffice. Pain becomes the catalyst that mobilizes us to take action, and we search for something greater than the predictable version of reality we have been inculcated with since childhood.

        For some it is like a siren’s song in the quiet moments when we are most alone. It hovers like an unspoken yearning behind the day-today busyness of our lives, a longing ancient beyond years. This is the cry of the soul calling for itself. It whispers of a time when we knew more, understood more, and were connected to our eternal self. It is the remembrance of an age when growing up meant growing into mastery, and wisdom was the real goal of life. But the modern mind, now trained by the distractions of our swift and superficial societies to ignore such whispers, brushes it aside, until finally the mechanisms of pain and suffering force us to listen. So it was for me.

        Many things had to change in my life before I was ready to step onto that path with Shasta, so it was to be nearly five long years before I began my studies with her. My engagement to a music producer in Britain had ended in heartbreak, and I had returned to the States on my knees in prayer. I entered a dark night of the soul where I remained for nearly a year and a half while trying to rebuild my photography business, my home, and all the things that I had abandoned when I left for England. This is the mystical death that precedes resurrection, where one descends to the depths of one’s sorrow or pain; a time of crisis where the seeker must be willing to endure this dying to the old self, that precedes spiritual rebirth. Out of the ashes came a new beginning. Each day, as I knelt by my altar to pray, I began to hear angels’ voices raised in song, constantly praising the Divine. In the process, my inner spiritual gifts of clairvoyance and clairaudience took a leap to another level.

        Later I was to learn that this process of dying to the old self is considered essential to the path of enlightenment. Tau Malachi, a modern-day Christian Gnostic, writes: “Dying is part of living. You cannot have one without the other. Everything is interconnected and interdependent, it is the nature of things ever-becoming. You must learn to accept and embrace the whole of life and the whole of yourself if you would discover the Spirit and Truth. The Light and the Darkness must be joined and you must realize the Sacred Unity.”5 Only later did I realize how true this was, and this wisdom was at the very heart of the Great Mother.

        The ancients have called this powerful process of dying and being reborn “initiation,” and like the reluctant initiate Zut-su, it is always about letting go of what we have once held dear to find a more enduring path. In Christian terms it is “being born again,” since the death of the ego allows a powerful shift in consciousness that then propels us toward a greater spiritual awakening. The structures that had once supported our life come crashing down, and in their place, something greater is born. Like Zut-su, this “ego death” ultimately leads us to our higher self.

        In my meditations I began to hear angels singing in constant praise of the Divine; I heard messages about the nature of love and spiritual surrender; and I began to actively discourse with these higher spiritual beings of light. People began asking me to do readings for them, and my clairvoyant abilities increased as I began to see the past lives of those around me, as well as the arc of their present missions here on Earth. I found myself tracking the reasons behind their blocks and traumas and relationships and fears backward through time. For the first four years I did these readings without ever charging money. But in time there was such a demand for my sessions that it began impacting my ability to respond to my photography/advertising clients. And as with all gifts of the Spirit, when we serve from a place of the heart, our gifts have a life of their own. In time my desire to help others allowed me to discover the core wound behind my clients’ loneliness, separation, and abandonment issues, and I realized that at the root of all this suffering was our inability to realize that we are never alone and that we have never been abandoned by God. During these readings I also began to see angels around people, wonderful spirit guides who were completely committed to the enlightenment of my clients. Some of these guides were there to help heal families, relationships, or careers. Others were there as sources of inspiration for someone’s artistic or creative talents. Some were connected to a person’s spiritual mission, while other guides had been part of their spiritual team for many lifetimes. All this made me start to wonder about my own guardian angels, and at one point I realized that while I could see other people’s spirit guides quite well, I had no idea about my own. How could I find out who they were? Who could help me with this dilemma? I could think of no one better suited to guide me on this path than Shasta.

      

      
        SEEING THE UNSEEN

        I arrived at Shasta’s house apprehensive, but excited. It had been almost five long years since our first encounter, and although I had never approached her for a private session, we had continued to stay in touch. We often crossed paths at the symposiums that I had produced in the Atlanta area on a variety of scientific, paranormal, and metaphysical topics. Was it possible that Shasta would be able to help me make a breakthrough now? If I could see other people’s guides so clearly, why couldn’t I see my own? Having worked closely with the Vairagi masters for over a decade, I had never questioned who my spirit guides were. I had simply assumed that these masters were my only teachers, but that couldn’t be right. Each of us has at least two—and sometimes three—spirit angels or guides who have agreed to help us accomplish our life’s goals. Certainly I had the right to know my own allies, didn’t I?

        Shasta met me at the door of her little cottage and led me inside. We sat in the kitchen, and I laid out my problem. “Why can’t I see my own guides?” I asked in frustration. “Especially when I can see everyone else’s? I want to know who is helping me from the Otherside!” She listened quietly, then took me by the hand, leading me into the healing room.

        “Lie down,” she instructed, pointing to the bed. She handed me two large double-terminated crystals, one for each hand, then placed a silk pouch over my eyes. “Now I want you to simply breathe,” she instructed, her voice a soothing balm. “I am going to move some energy blocks out of your field, and then we’ll see where this takes us.” As she began to work, my muscles relaxed, and my mind slipped into a quiet state. I began to see flickering lights floating all around me in my inner vision. The faces of many different kinds of beings appeared and disappeared, as if greeting me in turn. Angels, animals, masters, and even Egyptian divinities floated in and out of my consciousness. Nature spirits
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