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For Michael Brooks

1983–2020

Rest in love, MB, always in love …
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With the pincers of truth I have plucked

From the dark corners of my heart

The thorn of many judgments.

I sit in my own splendor.…

I sit in my own radiance,

And I have no fear.

Waking,

Dreaming,

Sleeping,

What are they to me?

Or even ecstasy? …

I sit in my own splendor

Dissolving the mind,

Or the highest meditation,

The world and all its works …

What are they to me?

I sit in my own radiance.

Why talk of wisdom,

The three ends of life,

Or oneness?

Why talk of these!

Now I live in my heart.

—Ashtavakra Gita



[image: ]







CONTENTS



	Preface

	Introduction

	PART I: PATRIARCHY IS THE DISEASE

	1The Journey

	2Human Beings and Human Doings

	3Dismemberment and Reclamation

	4The Great Remembering

	Interlude: Dark Night of the Soul

	5Out of the Ashes

	PART II: AND THE GODDESS IS THE REMEDY

	6The Impeccable Splendor

	7Finding Our Way Home

	8Maps for the Journey

	9Kālī

	10Lakṣmī

	11Saraswatī

	12Kuan Yin

	13Before We Move Forward, a Quick Review

	PART III: THE GODDESS RULES SIX PRACTICES FOR BECOMING YOUR MOST AMAZING SELF

	From My Heart to Yours

	The Goddess Rules

	14Building the Container—#1: Zip It

	15Opening into Being—#2: Feel Your Feelings

	16The Kālī Work—#3: Get Over Yourself

	17The Lakṣmī Work—#4: Count Your Blessings and Clean Your House

	18The Saraswatī Work—#5: Stop Talking and Start Listening

	19The Kuan Yin Work—#6: It’s Not About You, It’s About the World

	20Working With the Goddess Rules

	Notes & Credits

	Counting My Blessings and Cleaning My House

	About the Author








PREFACE


Gina comes in for a session. Trapped in a vortex of anxiety, she can’t sleep, can’t eat, can’t focus. I listen for a while and then suggest we stop talking and sit quietly together. She’s resistant. The anxiety has her convinced that if she lets herself be drawn out of its grip, something bad will happen. This is partially true. Something “bad” will happen. To the anxiety. It will dissolve.

We’ve worked together for a long time. She trusts me enough to sit back, close her eyes, and begin to feel her breath. It’s that simple. I watch the tightness in her face soften. I hear her breath stretch longer. I sense her shift out of the contracted mind space she’s been crammed into. Now the whole room fills with stillness and she is home.


The Great Myth of Our Time

The great myth of our time is that we’re separate from one another—isolated individuals trapped in a zero-sum game based on survival of the fittest. When we step through this veil, we realize we’re part of something much greater; that this whole business of individual this and individual that, of domination and accumulation as the goal of human life, is absurd.

We’ve been tricked into believing we have to be more, do more, strive after that elusive more, which no matter how close we get to it always eludes us. This is a lie. When we slow ourselves down, pushing back against the compulsion to do more, be more, strive more, we discover a simple truth: that even in all our wounding and muddle, we are enough. And that rather than seeking outside ourselves for the everything we think is there, what we really need to do is turn within and listen.


Rather than seeking outside ourselves for the everything we think is there, what we really need to do is turn within and listen.



This is not to say we should withdraw from the world. On the contrary. The world very much needs us. It needs us awake. It needs us engaged. It needs us understanding that the answers to the great longings of life are not outside us, have never been outside us, will never be outside us—and anyone who says they are is wrong.







INTRODUCTION


Just sit there right now.

Don’t do a thing.

Just rest …

For your separation from God

Is the hardest work in this world.

Let me bring you trays of food

And something

That you like to drink.

You can use my soft words

As a cushion

For your

Head.

—Hafiz/Ladinsky

Welcome.

Of all the self-help books you might have picked up to listen to or read, I’m so glad you chose this one. I can’t promise it will answer every question or solve every problem. No book can do that. I do, however, believe that working with the ideas contained here will give you fresh new ways of understanding yourself and your place in the world.

A note about some of the terms you’ll encounter. Words like “patriarchy” and “goddess” may ping for you. Please bear with me if they do. Language is powerful, and I use these words with intention. In the case of “patriarchy,” it’s a necessary evil for making necessary points. In the case of “goddess,” well, I suspect you’ll come around.

Part I takes a deep dive into what you might think of as the inner meaning of patriarchy. Rest assured, we’ll be thinking about that trigger of a word in a whole new way. Regardless of your gender identification, I suspect you’ll find the content here intriguing, and hopefully much more than that.

In Part II we go the other way, reveling in the multilateral mystery that is the Goddess. And again, regardless of your gender ID or incredulity, you may well discover a glorious gleaming goddess shining deep inside your heart.

And then we come to Part III. I know the wise ones say, “The joy is in the journey, not the destination,” but truth be told, I am excited for you to reach this particular destination. I’m not suggesting you jump ahead. In fact, the best way to read this book is to take a slow, thoughtful amble through all that comes before it. But the six practices of Part III, the Goddess Rules, are solid gold. Take them into your awareness. Embody them throughout your day. This simple act can guide you toward becoming your most amazing self. And that is a promise I can make.

May you take rest here. May this book be a cushion for your head. And may the doors of limitless possibility break open inside you.








Part I
PATRIARCHY IS THE DISEASE




Jack and Jill went up the hill to fetch a pail of water Jack fell down and broke his crown and Jill came tumbling after.

All of humanity’s problems stem from man’s inability to sit quietly in a room alone.
 
—Blaise Pascal










Chapter 1
THE JOURNEY



When Francis Hardwood, an anthropologist, asked a Sioux elder why people tell stories, he answered: “In order to become human beings.” She asked, “Aren’t we human beings already?” He smiled. “Not everyone makes it.”

—Laura Simms

I was born on April 22, 1948, at the Queen of the Angels Hospital in Los Angeles, California. The due date was June 6, but there were complications and I was delivered six weeks early. I weighed four pounds, six ounces and was missing eyelashes and fingernails, so they kept me in the incubator until I’d grown to term.

When I was a little girl, my mother would tell me stories of the neonatal nurses who cared for me, stories that made a strong impression on my young mind. I think it was something about a group of women working in a hospital called Queen of the Angels, women who nurtured me when my own mother could not, that touched me very deeply. Much later, as I came to see the feminine ground as essential medicine for our time, I wondered if my entry into the world is what opened my eyes to the deeper meaning of the goddess.

My parents were first-generation Americans. White. Jewish. New Yorkers. They met in 1944, soon after my father’s release from serving over a decade in prison. Wanting to make a fresh start, they headed west to California and went to work in the national mobilization known as the war effort. A year later, the war ended. Three years after that, I came into the world. And a few years after that, in the booming postwar economy, one of my dad’s brothers offered him a business opportunity, and they returned to New York in pursuit of the American dream.

My father’s incarceration was a huge skeleton in the family closet. No one ever spoke of it. It was not until the end of his life—and he lived into his eighties—that I discovered his carefully guarded secret. Growing up white in the 1950s and ’60s offered my sister and me a comfortable middle-class life. My parents built that business opportunity into a successful mail-order company, enabling us to live in a large home in a gracious suburban neighborhood. Our dad was one of six siblings, our mother one of three, so along with good friends and lovely neighbors, we had many aunts and uncles and plenty of cousins to play with. Our parents also had a wide social circle, so there were always fun and interesting people around. It was, in many ways, a good life. Yet I often had a sense that there was something wrong. I felt this most acutely with my dad’s family. Something in my child’s awareness sensed that we were outsiders, that he was the pariah of the clan.


The Secret

Years later, when I discovered the secret that had pervaded his adult life; when I learned how desperation for money during the Great Depression led him to take a job as a hit man for a group of neighborhood thugs, an adventure that sent them to the electric chair and him to Sing Sing and Dannemora prisons; when I learned how that scandalous event had shamed his entire family, it all made sense. We were the outsiders and he was the pariah.

His family never fully forgave him. Worse than that, I don’t think he ever forgave himself. I think he lived with an unspeakable shame, and the consequences of that shame rippled out from him onto my mother, my sister, and me. I’ve long believed that what drew me to study Eastern philosophy, Western psychology, and the healing power of the arts, and to eventually earn my living as a wisdom teacher, therapist, and coach, was not just my own longing for healing and transformation but also a deep, unconscious longing to heal my father.

I still remember a summer afternoon when I was five years old. I was outside playing with my dad. He was teaching me to jump rope. The sun was shining and all was right in my young world. Then, suddenly, the weather changed, the sky turned gray, and I saw what looked like a dark cloud all around him. There was something sinister about it that scared me.

A few minutes later it started to rain and we went back inside. I waited until he’d gone into the kitchen, then slipped into the den where no one would hear me, picked up the telephone, and called God, asking “him” to help my father. My parents were atheists. The word “God” was never spoken in our home. I have no idea why I thought I could phone this “God” person and that “he” would help. I just didn’t know who else to call.

Although all I actually heard was the dial tone, I sensed a comforting presence listening, and my concerns slowly eased. I was way too young in my journey to understand that the comforting presence I met that day was the me inside of me, the “me” who would grow into the artist, teacher, and healer that I became.



Planting the Seeds

I started playing the piano when I was six years old. My childhood piano, a mahogany baby grand, has been my traveling companion ever since. It has been the record keeper and solace provider of my life. It’s where I learned to play the classical keyboard literature and taught myself to improvise; where I found my own musical voice, and had the mind-altering experience that plunged me onto the spiritual path. It’s where I spent the better part of several decades practicing, composing, performing, and collaborating with other artists and where I’ve taught the arts of music and living to so many people. It’s where countless seeds for the work I do today were planted.

More of those seeds took root in 1977, when, after several years of exploring Eastern and Western wisdom traditions, I attended a meditation retreat taught by senior disciples of a revered Indian guru. The retreat was held over the four days of Thanksgiving weekend, and from the moment I walked in the door, I was home. Although the guru himself was in India at the time, his larger-than-life presence was palpable. I loved everything. The stillness of the meditation. The bliss of the chanting. The genius of the teachings. The attention to beauty. The intellectual depth. The moments of hilarity. The scintillating energy field—they called it the shakti—that pervaded the place. For the next seventeen years I was wholly devoted to this guru and his path.

I devoured the Tantric and Vedic texts he taught us, fell in love with the mystical poets he quoted, adopted a rigorous schedule of meditation and mantra practice in our home, and helped grow the community of devotees in our town. Whenever I could, I took off for weekends and extended retreats at his ashrams in New York, Ann Arbor, Boston, and Oakland. I revered our guru as an omniscient master at the top of the spiritual hierarchy, a fully enlightened human being who would open the door to inner liberation.

The teachings told us that worshipping the guru was the supreme path; that surrendering our ego to him was the highest practice; that the guru was the grace-bestowing power of God, and that his presence in our lives was the greatest possible blessing.

And then, nearly two decades later, the ground of my belief system exploded, and when the dust settled, I could no longer live within the paradigm of a guru-centric tradition. It simply made no sense. I could love and honor a teacher, yes, but worshipping another human being seemed at best counterproductive, and at worst a dangerous exercise in giving my power away.



Leaving the Guru

Leaving the guru was a complex endeavor. I never doubted the beauty and wisdom inherent in the yogic tradition. I just knew that I had to examine the teachings I’d imbibed over nearly two decades, separating fact from fiction. This required cutting through layers of projection and magical thinking that had grown around me like a second skin. Stripping away these veils was strangely akin to discovering my father’s big secret. That had been initially shocking, but was mostly confirming of a long-held intuitive sense. It hadn’t rocked my world. This, though, was a free fall. Taking back my power required me to stand alone in the ground of my own experience. There was no more organizational safety net to fall back on, no more community to be part of, no more belief system to believe in, no more great being who had my back—there was only me.

That belief system was a lovely structure. It gave me many deep, rich years. It was only after the lock was sprung that I realized there’d even been a lock. Any belief system, no matter how sublime, keeps us wrapped inside the structures of that system.

Waking up, it seems, often begins with a great shattering.

I look around me today and see shattering everywhere—starting with our broken planet and moving out through every system, animal, vegetable, mineral, human and not-human, village, town, city, state, country, and beyond. And the thing that strikes me over and over again is that we cannot heal this broken world without also healing the broken places inside ourselves. Like it or not, inner and outer are intimately connected, bound together in the evolutionary project we think of as our lives.


We cannot heal this broken world without also healing the broken places inside ourselves.



Until we reach a tipping point of people working on inner and outer, not one or other but both together—even though the messes of this world may sometimes appear to be mending—I fear that things will stay pretty much the same. We really must shatter the tired old paradigm that has brought us here.








Chapter 2
HUMAN BEINGS AND HUMAN DOINGS



There is A madman inside of you Who is always running for office— Why vote him in, For he never keeps the accounts straight. He gets all kinds of crooked deals Happening all over town That will just give you a big headache And … a gigantic confused frown.

—Hafiz/Ladinsky

The 1970s ushered in a cultural zeitgeist. Sociopolitical, cultural, and spiritual mores we’d accepted seemingly forever were being challenged across the board. The deadening consequences of five thousand years of a patriarchal world order—an order defined by conquest, war, domination, hierarchy, greed, and (mostly) white male supremacy—were in the crosshairs of change. We wanted new models for living in harmony with each other and the earth.

One of the important voices of that time was Marija Gimbutas, an anthropologist studying the Neolithic and Bronze Age cultures of “Old Europe.” Her research showed that once upon a time in what is now Southern Europe, there were complex societies organized around worship of the Great Goddess. Writing about it today, it seems like a big “whatever.” Back in the ’70s, however, it was revelatory. Gimbutas’s books helped fuel the paradigm shift that was already under way, affirming the radical claim that the notion of masculine supremacy was simply not true; that the “Father God” had a partner and her name was “Mother of the Universe”; and most important, that if the planet would survive, hierarchical rankings like man over woman, mind over matter, doing over being, had to be replaced by a partnership model based on linking, not ranking; on power together, not power over; on integration, not separation; and on the undeniable fact of our planetary interdependence.

This paradigm shift was the force behind the dramatic social changes that characterized those final decades of the twentieth century. For those of us privileged enough to live this dream, these were hopeful times. It seemed that five thousand years of patriarchal evolution had come to an end. The paradigm shift, what some called the Great Turning, was here and the problems of the world would finally be solved.

Alas, not so fast …


The Inner Patriarch

Although women entering the workplace and men changing diapers made it look like patriarchy was crumbling—and writing now fifty years later, the patriarchal structures stand strong and backlash is horrifying—the fight was never woman against man. What a lot of us didn’t understand back then (and still don’t today) is that man, woman, trans, or nonbinary, we also have to fight the patriarchy inside of ourselves.

No matter the depth of your awareness or gender identification, the odds are there’s a crusty old patriarch running around inside you, driving more of your thinking and behavior than you realize. A gross distortion of the true masculine, the inner patriarch is the voice we hear in our mind that passes judgment, casts doubt, dismisses, stymies, perseverates, obliterates, and seduces us into making really bad choices. The epitome of toxic masculinity, the inner patriarch separates us from ourselves, from other people, from all forms of life. It is genius at stressing us out, belittling our best ideas, and tricking us into staying when we should go and going when we should stay.


No matter the depth of your awareness or gender identification, the odds are there’s a crusty old patriarch running around inside you, driving more of your thinking and behavior than you realize.



When I was young in my journey, I had a reading with a spiritual adviser who came highly recommended. From the get-go, something about him—I think it was the look in his eyes and the way he sat just a bit too close—made me feel really uncomfortable. But I was so conditioned to deny my own feelings, so trained to give my power away, that rather than bolting, I sat there politely listening. He predicted a life of doom and gloom, saying he saw me trapped in a long tunnel with a dark man blocking my way.

I left feeling awful, and his image of the dark man in the tunnel haunted me for years. As time passed and none of his predictions came true, I began to understand that his psychic assault had been driven by his own wounding/wounded masculine. To put it bluntly, the dude was a predator on a power trip. I do give him credit for one thing. He saw the inner patriarch lurking in my unconscious. Disturbing as the image was, it gave me something concrete to work with when I began my own dismantling project.



Masculine = Doing /Feminine = Being

We’re going into the weeds here, so please bear with me. We need to spend some time with the concepts of doing and being as we unpack the thinking that assigns doing to the masculine and being to the feminine. This is a tricky conversation because gender-based language is offensive to many people. It’s also loaded, simplistic, and on its way to becoming obsolete.

Unfortunately, until patriarchy is replaced by solidarity, I’m afraid this outdated way of defining ourselves still has credence. If you find my use of gender terms annoying, my apologies. I’m not a fan of them either. The problem is, like it or not, agree with me or not, patriarchy is planted in the connective tissue of our bodies, hearts, and minds. If we want to root it out, we have to see it very clearly, right down to its toxic historical root.

Before we go any further, let me underline that while I’m presenting doing and being as distinct from one another, this is only to lay a groundwork for understanding how the inner patriarch forms. In a healthy system, masculine and feminine, circle and line, doing and being, are seamlessly connected within the mind/body whole. It’s only the patriarchal disruption’s valuing of masculine over feminine that throws off their natural (and essential) balance.

So, here goes …

The categories assigned to masculine and feminine have their genesis in what I’ll call conventional male and female (or cisgender) bodies, specifically in the orientation of the sexual organs. Think of the male apparatus. It’s visible, attached to the body exterior, and when called to action, moves in a linear way, growing rigid, pointing forward, and shooting sperm. Its focus is outward. Now think of the female apparatus. It’s just the opposite. Nesting within the body interior, it is circle rather than line, forming eggs, receiving sperm, and gestating new life. Its placement and focus are inward.

These basics of anatomy are what link the externalizing doing function with the masculine and interior being realm with the feminine. Needless to say, in the big picture, it’s way more nuanced than this. We’re looking at how patriarchy forms inside us, however, and that begins with this dualistic and facile frame.

Let’s start with doing. Doing is, quite simply, what we do. We think, we speak, we act, we perceive, we experience, we create, and in all these ways, move through our time on planet Earth.

Being is more mysterious. Being is the energy of insight, intelligence, and imagination, of feeling, emotion, archetype, and dream, and of that most mysterious of all inner phenomena, the inner light. While being may pulsate within us as waves or vibration, it doesn’t “do” anything in the ways we think of doing. Being simply is.

The masculine is the doer, the thinker, speaker, and actor that carries (or restrains) all the stuff of being into thought, action, and form. Small example: Let’s say you want to go for a run, but are also feeling some resistance to getting off the couch. Both your desire and resistance are arising from being. If your masculine doing function is a healthy one, your inner voice will get you into running clothes and out the door, and then will cheer you on until that moment when everything shifts, resistance morphs into elation, and you’re in the zone. If, on the other hand, your doing function leans toward wounding, your inner voice will collude with your resistance, sending you down a couch-potato rabbit hole that generally ends in regret.

A wounding/wounded masculine function is what drives actions like putting everyone else’s needs ahead of our own; avoiding paying bills or doing taxes; resisting deadlines of any kind; buying things like exercise bikes and never using them; accumulating piles of laundry, dishes, and unopened cartons from online retailers; or spending way too much time glued to our electronic devices. It’s also what drives way more dangerous forms of cruelty and self-harm.

If you resist doing what you need (and actually want) to be doing, understand your resistance is not because you’re lazy, unmotivated, disorganized, ADHD, or whatever litany of criticisms you’ve been led to believe is wrong with you. There is nothing wrong with you. The problem is your inner patriarch aka your wounding/wounded




The Wounding/Wounded Masculine Is Not Your Friend










Human Beings or Human Doings
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Growing a Healthy Masculine
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