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Winter Solstice 2010 

 

At the Winter Solstice we celebrate the return of the light. We have been traveling in the 

darkness hoping to finally reach the light at the end of the tunnel. At this time, the sun will 

begin its long journey and we will forward the light. Although the winter brings the cold and 

bitter winds, we take joy in knowing that it will soon pass. 

Recently I participated in a ritual to honor Amaterasu. As a part of the ritual we looked into 

our eyes to see within ourselves. When we did this, we saw our true selves without any 

illusions. In our eyes, we saw our naked souls. I ask each of you to do the same. Take a 

moment and look deeply into your eyes. Then ask yourself what you can do to improve your 

self worth. It can be a revealing experience. 

In this season of new beginnings, I would like to take this opportunity to thank all of the 

contributors and sponsors of the Oracle. It is an honor and a privilege to work with such 

talented individuals. I look forward to the New Year. 

Blessings of the Solstice, 

Dawn 
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Artwork: The Creation of God by Orna Ben-Shoshan 

 

 

 

Oil on Canvas 

Date completed 2008 

The Larger-than-Life Structure: 

Did God create humans, or did humans create God?  

On a practical level –who created religion? It’s quite obvious that religion was created by 

humans. The need for a large framework, full of principles, laws, myths and restrictions has 

always been attractive to mankind. 



4 

 

Anything that is greater than you may appear trustworthy, like a parent to a mindless child. 

Therefore, religion was invented, containing many social principles that mankind can live by. 

Being blind to the true essence of the divine, people look for answers outside. And so – out of 

respect and apprehension, the business with god was left in the hands of the clergy, to 

mediate between the almighty and the simple man. 

The painting “The Creation of God” depicts a group of people cultivating a huge impressive 

structure which they consider as heavenly. They look at the external reflection of divinity, not 

understanding that they are an essential part of the divine. The truth exists in the immanency 

of things. 

ABOUT THE ARTIST  

Alternative Realities lie parallel to the world we are familiar with.  

 

Orna Ben-Shoshan's artwork gives the viewer a rare and insightful visit to places beyond 

consciousness. Her paintings release the imagination and extend the limits of ordinary 

perception. In her colorful scenes, which take place in a distant world, creatures and objects 

interact in unpredictable ways and are uninfluenced by the laws of physics.  

 

Artist Orna Ben-shoshan receives the images she paints through channeling. Unlike most 

artists, all of her paintings are completed in her mind before she transfers them onto the 

canvas. Orna's works infuse deep spiritual experience with subtle humor.  

 

Critics remark that each of her pieces is a world unto itself. The images are executed with 

intricate detail and seasoned by a multitude of colors and decorative patterns that are 

influenced by her work as a designer. During her career as a fine artist for the past twenty 

years, Orna has created a large body of work and is presently focusing on oil paintings. In 

addition to oil paintings, she creates computer art. These images are transformed into hand-

decorated prints on canvas. Currently she also works as a freelance illustrator and textile 

designer.  

Orna Ben-Shoshan was born in Kibbutz Yifaat, Israel, in 1956. She received her training as a 

graphic designer in Tel-Aviv. In 1982 she moved to the U.S. where she lived for fifteen years.  
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Since her first one person show in 1983 (Lancaster, PA) Orna has exhibited her work in 

museums and galleries throughout the U.S. and abroad, including "ART EXPO N.Y." in 1996. 

She has recieved several awards, such as the "Grumbacher Award" from the Copley Society of 

Boston. Her work was published in "Yoga Journal" and by "Recycled Paper Products". She is 

also featured in the 10th edition of "The Encyclopedia of Living Artists".  

Orna returned to Israel in 1996 where she is continuing to work from her studio in Ra'anana. 

Her first one person show in Israel took place at "Tzavta", Tel-Aviv, in 1998 and won 

remarkable reviews. Since then, she has been exhibiting her art at numerous one-person and 

group shows in Israel and Europe.  

 

View her artwork and become enchanted by an astounding world, where anything is possible. 

Snatch this opportunity to enrich your imagination, expand your horizons and become familiar 

with a rapidly rising and talented artist. You will be captivated, exited, enthralled and inspired... 

Ask Your Mama by Mama Donna Henes 

 

Are you cyclically confused? In a ceremonial quandary? Completely clueless? Wonder no 

more.  

*Ask Your Mama™  

Everything You Always Wanted to Know About Spirituality and Didn’t Know Who to 

Ask™ 

by 

©Mama Donna Henes, Urban Shaman 

A Question of Home Making 

Dear Mama Donna, 

I am wondering how to shift the energy in my house and make it more cozy and nicer to be 

here after my divorce. I have done the paint job and I feel like I am living in an empty theater 

in many ways. Any ideas? I haven't had my house re-warming yet because it doesn't feel like I 
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am really ready. It is almost getting to be time for the New Year clean sweep again, and I am 

trying to both keep the creative juice going, and excavate what I don't need. Should I just 

relax and make soup and knit and do projects and wait for the cold to pass? 

Domestically Challenged in Massachusetts 

Dear Lady of the House, 

It sounds to me like you want to make your house into your home. To personalize it and to 

claim it as your own. Creating your home is a perfect metaphor for redirecting the focus of 

your life. 

You have cleared away the old energy by scrubbing and painting. Now you need to fill it with 

your own spirit. I really like the idea of starting with an empty theater. Think of it as a 

proscenium on which you can stage and star in the production of your own life. 

I never could understand how people could design all of the tiniest details of a house on 

paper and then build from those plans. How can you possibly know what you want and where 

you want it until after you have inhabited the space? How can you be sure exactly where you 

want a particular drawer or light switch or outlet, until circumstances and your own habits and 

requirements show you the way? 

I always like to build my home around myself, to it create as I go. To gradually bring into my 

environment the things that I like, that I need, that I find, that I make myself. I am like a 

bowerbird or a magpie, foraging for the fripperies with which to decorate my nest.  

And then, of course, each new thing that I drag inside demands to be set in the environment 

with thought, feeling and intention. This ritual of placement assures that each item, each 

addition, each adjustment makes a relevant statement to me. Nothing superfluous, nothing 

not a reflection of my own taste and experience. 

As you spend time in an empty space, you learn where you feel the most comfortable, or 

conversely, where you feel agitated or ill at ease. You find your favorite corners and discover 

your power points.  

Do you remember in The Teachings of Don Juan where Don Juan assigns Carlos 

Casteneda the exercise of locating his sitio? Don Juan had him get down on the floor of the 

porch and roll around until he could identify his perfect place, his sitio. Once he found his 
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place, he was to spread his bedroll there and spend the night. But Carlos felt frustrated and 

foolish and eventually just drifted off to sleep. In the morning, Don Juan came out of the 

house and congratulated him on finding his sitio. His body and spirit had automatically 

stopped looking and relaxed when he was in his proper place. 

Finding your sitio is a good place to start domesticating your house. This especially energetic 

spot is the seat of your power. That is where you should put your altar or drawing table or 

desk so that it will support your creative juices. This source of nurturing energy is like the 

hearth. The heat it generates will fuel the room and you can build out from there. 

It is tempting to want it all done fast right now this minute, because that would mean that you 

had already transformed yourself and were settled into your new life, as it were. But your 

personal makeover will come to pass from the very process of your homemaking.  

By simply living in the house, you will be claiming it and enlivening it with your spirit. And 

once your spirit owns the space, it will speak to you and let you know precisely what you need 

and what you desire in order to be happy in your home. 

So yes, burrow in, make soup, knit and do projects. Put on music, light some sweet grass and 

putter around. Live your life and do creative work there. Cook and eat and read and dance 

and dream there. Relax. You are home. 

And there is no place like home, 

xxMama Donna 

*Are you cyclically confused? In a ceremonial quandary? Completely clueless? Wonder no 

more. Send your questions about seasons, cycles, and celebrations to Mama Donna at: 

CityShaman@aol.com. 

************************************************************* 

Donna Henes is an internationally renowned urban shaman, ritual expert, award-

winning author, popular speaker and workshop leader whose joyful celebrations of 

celestial events have introduced ancient traditional rituals and contemporary 

ceremonies to millions of people in more than 100 cities since 1972. She has published 

four books, a CD, an acclaimed Ezine and writes for The Huffington Post and UPI 

Religion and Spirituality Forum. Mama Donna, as she is affectionately called, maintains 
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a ceremonial center, spirit shop, ritual practice and consultancy in Exotic Brooklyn, NY 

where she works with individuals, groups, institutions , municipalities and corporations 

to create meaningful ceremonies for every imaginable occasion.  

www.DonnaHenes.net 

www.TheQueenOfMySelf.com 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Donna_Henes  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Queen_of_My_Self 

Watch her videos: 

http://www.youtube.com/user/MamaDonnaHenes  

Follow her on Twitter: 

http://twitter.com/queenmamadonna  

Connect with her on Facebook: 

http://www.facebook.com/#/donnahenes?ref=profile  

Read her on the Huffington Post: 

http://www.huffingtonpost.com/donna-henes/ 

Read her on Beliefnet: 

http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/  

Bone Sister by H. Byron Ballard 

   

Here She comes again.  

Looking like the twisted pages of a paperback trash novel.  

Yellow and sharp but still some crumbly, too.  

Bone Sister rides a nice car. One of those sleek and silver Lexus things  

With black leather seats.  

The turn signals work good  

But She don’t use them.  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Queen_of_My_Self
http://blog.beliefnet.com/thequeenofmyself/
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She don’t like people knowing which way  

She plans to head next.  

Your way?  

My way?  

Her own way, that is for sure no lie.  

 

Bone Sister wears a nice coat. A long black leather one.  

She got it at the fine thrift store downtown.  

And it fits good.  

But She don’t button it.  

She likes to feel the sharp wind on Her ribs  

And the way the sides flap behind Her  

As She goes.  

Your way?  

My way?  

 

Her own way, that is for sure no lie.  

In the hill country,  

In the hard country,  

We call Her Bone Sister.  

We call Her White Mamaw.  

We call Her Plumb-Killt Woman.  

We call Her.  

But She don’t come  

Til She wants to.  

 

Byron Ballard  

Asheville's Village Witch  

www.citizen-times.com/villagewitch  

 

 

http://www.citizen-times.com/villagewitch
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Book: Love, Sex, Freedom and the Paradox of the Pill: A Brief History of Birth 

Control by Nancy Gibbs – Review by Dawn “Belladonna” 

Thomas 

 

I was intrigued when I came across this book since I did not know the 

origins of the pill. It is the only medication known without a specific 

name and referred to as “The Pill.” When you mention you are taking 

“the pill,” no one asked you what pill. The pill was originally created by a Roman Catholic 

researcher. He was trying to create a treatment for infertility. His results created the opposite. 

This was the first pill created to be taken regularly without being sick.  

The pill is credited as one of the leading causes of the sexual revolution. In 1968 Pearl S. Buck 

warned that it could be even more devastating than the nuclear bomb. In 1999, the Economist 

named it the most important scientific advance of the 20th century. This book is for anyone 

interested in reading the history of contraception and the invention of the pill.  

Intentional Insights - Q&A From Within by S. Kelley Harrell  

(Note: There were two art prints in the original document that were not available for the 

archive. K. Ravensong, asst. editor) 

There to Here - Life and Choices of the Soul Two questions I'm frequently asked are, "If 

the soul is already aware and perfect, why would it choose to manifest in the Earth 

realm?" and "Why does the soul choose such challenging experiences?" Why, indeed.   

First off, I have no idea. I couldn't tell you. At best, I can share what wisdom I've gleaned from 

my personal experiences and those of soul kin whose process I've had the opportunity to 

witness.  

It seems that the state of consciousness out of form, or some might say, "between lives," is 

very different from consciousness in form. Peaceful souls out of form aren't attached to 

emotion as humans are. They exist in a liberated state with nothing distracting them from 

being connected with All Things. They only know their true essence, while the quintessential 

challenge of formed being is to remember we are spirit in flesh. It is to remember that we are 

part of All Things. 
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Being separate from emotion allows the soul to see things very differently. Specifically, it 

allows the soul to see life on Earth very differently. From its removed vantage point where it is 

finely tuned into All Things, the soul looking 'down' at earthly life experiences only passion. 

Joy, anger, frustration, grief, peace, hunger, sensuality... any feeling, emotion, or state of being 

that stirs desire is merely experienced as passion. Passion is the key motivator in the human 

experience. When connected to one's spiritual guidance, passion moves obstacles, transcends 

philosophies, creates new frontiers. Without the connection to All Things, i.e., in the lack of 

remembering that one is spirit in flesh, ego-driven passion blinds, infuriates, and often leads 

to spirals of stagnating experiences. Usually a realization of some sequence of self-fulfilled 

prophecies and reawakening to the soul's needs for returning creates pause. Within this quiet 

space is generally my first meeting place with new clients. From this rich (though often not 

quiet) pause between a heritage of soul wisdom and human calamity, questions of life 

purpose and soul origin emerge. Even asking the questions initiates growth, because it means 

allowing guidance from the soul rather than the ego. It means healthily detaching from 

emotion.  

A pervasive thought many soul seekers hold is that they chose their lives, not just its 

manifestation, but the circumstances of it. This perspective can be extremely unsettling to 

those whose lives are pain-filled. Despite feeling connected to that truth of choice, there is 

disdain for the thought that one would choose trauma, loss, pain, or frustration on the earthly 

journey. In my spirit communication with the souls of humans, Nature spirits, guides, and 

entities who have never been in form--what ones would call angels or the Light Choir--the 

element of choice is still pervasive, even under dire circumstances. However, what becomes 

apparent is also that the perspective we held as souls between lives choosing to come into 

form is not the same once it manifests in the earthly domain. In the mindspace of the soul, we 

choose how we will create ourselves in form. There are no lessons or objectives we must 

complete, no tests from the Divine. We choose how we want to create ourselves, and that 

choice is made with the full support and wisdom of All Things. However, once in form, things 

move slower. They're more dense. Greater than those states, we feel, and in the overwhelming 

nature of feeling we begin forgetting that Divine connection. We do not readily feel 

connected to All Things, and that' where the tribulation starts. In the between life space, we 

forget the hardship of work. We forget the pain of growth. We forget the passion of the soul 

growing and become immersed wholly in the emotional experience of being.  
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Consider that the soul is consciousness, and the sole purpose of consciousness is to expand 

itself--to create itself as it wants to be. As a good friend once said to me, "Consciousness 

knows, 'Go!'" That's all it knows, not "hang on a second," or "slow down," much the same way 

that going nonstop is all children know. As students in academic programs, we are often 

eager to take on heavy course loads because we want to immerse ourselves in subjects that 

provoke and change us, even when seasoned advisers warn of taking on too much or very 

challenging material. All we know is that we want to expand ourselves, without realizing the 

minute details of how demanding it will be, how much time and energy it will take, what of us 

it will change. Then consider a campus full of others enthusiastically navigating their own 

creation and it's no wonder that we become focused on more mundane experiences.  

I firmly believe that forgetting the wisdom of the between life is a core facet in the blueprint 

of the soul coming here and learning to remember there. Forgetting our higher spiritual 

nature is part of the plan. It is intended that we birth through the veil of the Divine into the 

realm of humanity feeling the struggle of that delivery, just as the earth is both the colorful 

pallet by which we create ourselves, as well as the paintbrush.  

Bless however you create yourself, and know that you are empowered to be as you want to 

be, at anytime. There are tools and skilled caregivers to assist you. If you have reached that 

space of questioning and you want to find your answers, consider contacting me for remote 

work, or let me know where you live and I will find someone near you to work with in person. 

As always, be well.  

~*~*~*~ 

The Signals to Freedom I am really confused. Nothing has seemed to work out in my 

life, especially since coming to college. Things I banked on, really worked for and was 

positive about seemed to fall apart unexpectedly. These next few months are crucial for 

me academically and professionally. I am tired of constant failures despite my best 

efforts and hopes. I deserve a breakthrough, but nothing seems to work. I end up living 

my life in my head--daydreaming. Escapism helps me evade my daily drudgery. I need 

my life to have meaning to be worth living. Please help. Thank you. Meg.   

Thanks for your note, Meg. Your guides show me a series of signals they send you as you walk 

down a sidewalk--leaves falling, brushes with other people, sounds in the distance, and even 

letters of many colors falling from the sky. You are aware that these things are messages from 



13 

 

your guides, as you notice every detail and pick up every letter. I watch you walk down this 

path constantly collecting, but never stopping to see what the letters spell, or to connect with 

the other interludes to learn what they have to say to you. At no point do you pause to 

consider what the signals your guides give you mean. This tells me that on some level you are 

waiting for some divine intervention to do for you what you have the power to do for yourself. 

In reality, your personal power is Divine. My concern is what holds you back from standing in 

your power.  

Your High Self tells me that you expend a lot of energy setting up your dominoes, so to speak. 

You plan, you plot, you do the leg work that seems to be the best culmination for the plans 

you've made. What you don't do is consult your High Self. In other words, you are acting on 

an ego level and not taking into consideration your higher counsel. It doesn't feel like you are 

acting contrary to your higher counsel, but that you also aren't flowing with it. There are skills 

you need in both relaxation and manifestation that lie only with your High Self that will help 

your dominoes fall in the lovely pattern you've carefully set up.  

Communicating with your High Self is your first step to living your soul's intent. Give your 

earthly consciousness permission to hear the wisdom of your High Self, and allow yourself to 

act on it. Then, when you perceive signs in daily life, know that they are for you. When you 

pick them up, take the time to examine and connect with them. You will find that outcomes 

manifest more easily, and that those little treasures have their own stories to tell--wisdom to 

make your travels lighter. The Universe supports you, Meg. Accept the insight it sends you 

through the messengers of Nature.  

~*~*~*~ 

Intentional Insights is a Q&A column inviting you to look inside yourself. Submit questions 

regarding a brief Soul Reading, spiritual healing, paranormal experiences, or shamanism, to 

Kelley at soulintentarts dot com, or contact me to schedule a full-length Soul Reading. 

Intentional Insights is a production of Soul Intent Arts, © 2010 All Rights Reserved. Find my 

current class schedule at Soul Intent Arts. Read more of Kelley's writing at KelleyHarrell.com.  

  

http://www.soulintentarts.com/
http://soulintentarts.com/classes.html
http://kelleyharrell.com/
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Love and Hate Collide By Angie Skelhorn 

 

Jupiter and Juno are the King and Queen of Heaven. In the sky, Jupiter is massive and 

powerful, while Juno is small and powerless. He affected everything he touched in a big way. 

Juno had been a revered goddess in the pre-Aries Age. She had the power to bestow the gift 

of prophecy on humans and animals. She had dominion over all matters that were important 

to women, especially relationships and childbirth. The winds obeyed her call. 

Juno lost her status of being an equal when the Aries-age Greeks married her to Jupiter. He 

proclaimed he had supremacy of Patriarchy over the Great Mother. This meant a loss for all 

women in general. They became completely enslaved by their husbands. If the husband died 

or they chose not to marry, their father, brothers or uncle became their masters. Women were 

seen as stay at home slaves and baby makers. 

Jupiter had his own particular qualities and influences. He is a big, bright, swirling mass of 

abundance, prosperity and hard work. He also had a downside. The exclusiveness of Jupiter 

could really be a problem. He was known to throw his weight around. His actions and 

decisions profoundly affected the lives and circumstances of others with less power.  

Juno became an abused wife when she married the philanderer. He was known to impregnate 

nymphs, goddesses and mortal maidens. Jupiter stripped her of her dignity and control over 

her life. She became his property. More than once Jupiter tossed a thunderbolt at her and 

beat her into submission. Once he punished her by hanging her from the heavens on golden 

chains around her wrists and anvils around her ankles. 

To some, Juno is symbolic of all the powerlessness women, children, minors, minorities, under 

privileged and handicapped can experience at one time or another. She became portrayed by 

the Greeks as a jealous, mean, vindictive and nagging wife. They could not imagine her being 

anything but a hellion, having giving in to an overbearing abusive partner. Juno learned how 

to deflect Jupiter's aggressive energy away from her with beauty and charm. As an attractive 

woman with physical grace, she is pleasing to the mind and senses. She has magic power to 

ward off evil. She enhanced her own quality of life and shared the result with others. She 

created a pleasant environment for herself by putting fresh flowers on the table and lit 

candles. She hung curtains on the windows and dressed to feel beautiful. She became a 
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gracious hostess, as she placed her weaponless hand out in friendship. Juno is manners and 

social finesse. 

When you feel powerlessness, invoke Juno for peace, civility, and cooperation. Be 

unthreatening - come with your hand out in friendship and in peace. Charm by being 

understanding. To bring yourself back to life beautify your surroundings. 

Source: 

Eleanor Bach Astrology. A to Z An illustrated Source book . New York: M. Evans and 

Company. Inc. 

Angie has been a student of the magical arts since 1996. Her interests include tarot, and other 

forms of divination, astrology, spell-casting, healing and spirituality, mythology, folklore, and 

fairy tales. She is the author of On the Edge, and No Reins. Her website 

http://www.Witchskel.com http://witchskel.blogspot.com http://AngieSkelhorn.com  

Mama Donna's Spirit Shop 

 

 

http://www.witchskel.com/
http://witchskel.blogspot.com/
http://angieskelhorn.com/
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Moon Schedule from Yule to Imbolc by Dawn "Belladonna" Thomas 

(Times are Eastern Time) 

 

4th Quarter – December 27th 11:18 p.m. 

New Moon – January 4th 4:03 a.m. 

2nd Quarter – January 12th 6:31 a.m. 

Full “Cold” Moon – January 19th 4:21 p.m. 

4th Quarter – January 26th 7:57 a.m. 

Moon Void of Course Schedule 

Date Starts Ends 

December 23rd 2:25 a.m. 7:51 a.m. 

December 25th 4:28 a.m. 10:14 a.m. 

December 27th 7:21 a.m. 12:38 p.m. 

December 29th 10:05 a.m. 3:49 p.m. 

December 31st 7:57 p.m. 8:21 p.m. 

January 2nd 9:08 p.m. January 3rd 2:39 a.m. 

January 5th 7:15 a.m. 11:08 a.m. 

January 7th 3:51 p.m. 9:57 p.m. 

January 10th 6:12 a.m. 10:24 a.m. 

January 12th 9:47 p.m. 10:37 p.m. 

January 15th 7:47 a.m. 8:23 a.m. 

January 17th 12:57 p.m. 2:29 p.m. 

January 19th 4:26 p.m. 5:16 p.m. 

January 21st 1:57 p.m. 6:10 p.m. 

January 23rd 3:08 p.m. 6:59 p.m. 
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January 25th 5:04 p.m. 9:15 p.m. 

January 27th 10:01 p.m. January 28th 1:55 p.m. 

January 30th 5:10 a.m. 9:04 a.m. 

February 1st 2:32 p.m. 6:21 p.m. 

Planting Days 

January: 3rd, 8th, 9th, 13th, 14th, 18th, 19th, 26th, 27th, 30th, 31st 

February: 1st 

Harvesting Days 

January: 20th, 21st, 28th, 29th 

February: 2nd 

Return of the Living Goddess: Cleopatra on Exhibit by Courtney Polidori 

 

We glided down the luminous glass bridge in wonder, initiates about to enter a magical 

subterranean temple. After stepping across a darkened threshold, we found ourselves in an 

otherworldly cavernous room aglow with blue light. We were underneath the sea! The light 

glimmered in patterns across the walls, contrasting with white statues and artifacts in glass 

cases. A sign explained that Cleopatra transformed into the goddess Isis when she became 

queen of Egypt in 51 B.C.  

My goddess group stopped to ponder what this meant. I was visiting the exhibit with 

my aunts and their husbands, who had driven to Philadelphia from the Poconos to visit 

Cleopatra: The Search for the Last Queen of Egypt  at the Franklin Institute. Their presence 

made the experience really special for me. There’s a sign at my aunt’s house that reads 

“Goddesses Gather Here” and that captures the religious identity of the women in my family 

perfectly. Bev is a music and women’s studies professor and Jackie is a social worker and artist. 

I’m in graduate school for literature with a focus on the divine feminine, historical witches, 

folklore, and women’s studies. So we three were all enthralled to see a woman headlining a 

major exhibit, and one who was so powerful religiously, politically and culturally. 

The three of us paused at a small bronze statue called Isis Lactans from 664-30 B.C. 

found at Heracleon. Sitting up tall and straight, Isis was nursing Horus. We were drawn to this 
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primordial visage of a mother nursing her sun, at once so distant and yet so familiar. Beverly 

said that the church later purposely reappointed the pair Isis and Horus as Mary and Jesus. 

“Many of Mary’s attributes come from images of Isis, such as her blue cloak and her star 

crown,” she explained. Sure enough Isis wore a radiant sun disc above her head, held in place 

with horns. Mesmerized, we gazed at the ancient statue for a few more minutes before 

moving on to the next display case. 

It was a Sunday morning and we were in the presence of the divine feminine. Rather 

than sitting quietly in a pew, we were active participants in a sacred exhibit—thinking, 

questioning, pondering, imagining. There was a sense of the intellectual that was absent from 

traditional religion, and that absence of intellectual inquiry had driven us away from the 

church. When we first arrived at the Franklin, we watched a short film that introduced the 

researchers presenting their work in this exhibit, Dr. Zahi Hawass and Franck Goddio. They had 

theorized that the artifacts from Cleopatra’s reign were submerged in the Bay of Alexandria 

and they had led the massive undertaking to map the area, excavate the artifacts, bring them 

to American, and showcase them in the exhibit. Today, they are still looking for Cleopatra’s 

undiscovered tomb and believe it’s located in the Temple of Isis at Taposiris Magna. The film 

emphasized that the popular image of Cleopatra grew out of a Roman smear campaign to 

portray her as a sinful seductress. After Rome invaded Egypt, the conquerors destroyed all of 

her images and erased her intellectual brilliance, charisma, and political savvy from the 

historical record. 

The success of their slander is evident. Until visiting this exhibit, we hadn’t known that 

Cleopatra had led Egypt as a living goddess. Cleopatra’s brilliant political strategy went 

beyond the divine right of kings—she had styled herself as a living goddess. As Isis, she 

represented the powerful consort to Serapis, who closely resembled Dionysus, and their union 

symbolized the union of Greek and Egyptian religion and culture. We looked around at the 

religious instruments Cleopatra selected to pour offerings during libation rites. Did She touch 

this spoon? Did She worship at this alter? This sense of mystery infused the entire exhibit with 

wonder and forced us to ask questions at every turn. We became active participants in this 

exhibit, asking one another questions about mythology, art, history and religion. 

We moved on to a larger case featuring a variety of goddesses—although the sign 

called them gods. Aunt Jackie was amazed at the statue of the cat goddess Bastet. “Look at 
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the pieces of nature embedded in that cat,” she pointed out. Bastet looked as if she had lived 

under the sea for a very long time, with chunks of what looked like fossilized mussels clinging 

to her carved body. Next to her in cat form was her human body so visitors could see how she 

was believed to change forms. That reminded me of the belief that witches could take on the 

forms of animals, particularly black cats like Bastet. Once again, the pattern repeats itself as 

vestiges of mythology carry over to other cultures where they are misinterpreted or even 

demonized. For me, the most powerful statue in that case was a diminutive Athena statue, one 

that would been carried in the palm of a woman’s hand as she journeyed to sites that were 

sacred to Athena. This was physical evidence of all the stories, a confirmation that people had 

once worshipped many goddesses. 

We moved toward Miniature Mirror, which looked delicate but was made from lead. 

Found in Canopus, it dated from the Roman period 27 B.C. – 275 A.D. Three women facing 

backward danced on it. Bev recognized them as the Three Graces which represented Charm, 

Beauty and Creativity. Nearby there was a curiosity. Called Erotic Statuette, it was a small 

male with a giant round belly like a pregnant woman. He carried a baby on his left shoulder. 

We wondered if there had been a mistake and it was actually an image of the Great Mother. 

Dating back to the Ptolemaic period, 332-30 B.C., its limestone penis had snapped off at some 

point during the last two thousand years. Still, the male had obvious characteristics of the 

great goddess, most notably the pregnant-looking belly and the baby he carried. Perhaps 

Fertile Statuette would have been a more appropriate name. 

We turned around to see two gargantuan statues towering above our heads. A male 

and a female, they were granite and at least thirty feet high. In their original incarnations, they 

had been part of a group of statues that lined the entrance to an Egyptian temple. They were 

impressive enough, but the documentary footage showed how they had been lifted from the 

sea by a giant crane and carefully lowered onto a massive barge, eventually ending up here in 

Philadelphia. This was another fascinating facet of the exhibit—that it featured the excavation 

process as well as outstanding artifacts. 

Looking up at the statues, I was reminded of the question Jackie had asked when we 

were walking on the glass bridge. Beneath our feet, powerful lights illuminated half-hidden 

artifacts resting in sand underneath the bridge. Jackie was surprised that they were so close, 

so accessible. “Are these real?” She wondered aloud. It did seem strange to walk on top of 



20 

 

objects from the 5th century B.C. Now, looking up at these massive statues I couldn’t help 

asking myself the same question, “Are they real?” They seemed otherworldly or magical. Yet 

there they were, carved in red granite. They had been dashed into the sea by a tsunami and 

left there for centuries. But the sea was not to be their tomb – they were submerged, but safe 

from the hammers of conquering Romans. Just as the religion of the great goddess was 

silenced or forgotten over history, today exhibits like this help restore Her story. As I looked 

up into the magnificent eyes of the female form, I felt dwarfed by the magnificence of the 

mother goddess religion. Yes, it is real. 

Pilgrimages to goddess sites are hard to come by these days. But visiting Cleopatra: 

The Search for the Last Queen of Egypt at the Franklin Institute in Philadelphia was the 

most engaging religious experience I’ve had since leaving the redwood forest in California. 

When she makes her exit from Philadelphia on January 2, 2011, “Cleopatra” will visit five other 

cities in North America. I highly recommend gathering your own goddess women together 

and taking a pilgrimage to see the woman who became a living goddess. 

Thrice-Born Athene, Part 2 by Barbara Ardinger, Ph.D 

 

This story comes from a long novel about a daughter of a sun goddess that I 

never finished because the girl went down into a cave under a temple and refused to 

come up again. (That happens sometimes. Your characters don’t always cooperate with 

you.)  

In Part 1, we learned how Athene was born among the Amazon tribes of Libya 

and captured by Zeus. Adopted by Hera, herself a captive queen, Athene found her 

second birth in Zeus’s harem. Her story continues.  

 

And I recovered my beauty, too, in that harem. And I soon came to the god-king’s special 

notice. He called me more and more often, and soon I took pride in his calling me. I used the 

lessons I had learned from my adoptive mother, Hera, to flatter and manipulate him who was 

never a true father. And now I began to learn other arts of war. I who had lived in a flowery 

land of mother-right soon learned the ways of father-right, and I learned them well. My 

reputation soon spread beyond the harem. Poets began to sing my praises, to invent new 
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stories about me. Surely you’ve heard those inventions. Falsehoods, every one. Fabulous and 

false, crafted by cunning warriors and poets who were blind to the truth.. 

Yes, I learned to be so crafty and cunning and full of guile that Zeus brought me to his side 

and called me daughter. I became his favorite. I learned to whisper in his ear and used the 

wisdom of my childhood mother-teachers to heal his headaches. I learned to give him my 

thoughts and let him think they were his own. I learned to interpret his dreams and fantasies, 

and soon he was joking with his councilors and generals that I had been born from his head. 

And though I now weep to confess it, I came to love my position as the favored daughter of 

the boastful god-king. I came to be so proud of his favors and flattery I received that I forgot 

my mothers. I forgot Metis the Wise and pretended she had never existed except in a naïve 

myth. I forgot the love of Hera, my adoptive mother, and, yes, I began to fancy myself her 

rival, her equal. O, how foolish I became, I who thought myself the true source of wisdom of 

that god-king. 

And soon I thought I had always been his first daughter. When my advice prevailed over the 

stupidity of his generals and judges, I depended upon the power of his arms to defend me. I 

trumpeted my wisdom and counseled famous warriors. I planned invasions and battles and 

the conquests of peaceful lands. I contested with other god-kings and defeated them and 

took their lands from them. In my overweening pride, I forgot the powers of my heart and 

became the favorite daughter of the treacherous god-king who had castrated his own father, 

who had murdered the eldest daughters of Mother Earth, who had, his poets falsely sang, 

lusted after Metis the Wise and got her with child. I became the favored daughter of that 

rapacious god-king. 

I weep to remember it. I even sat in judgment of other women and condemned them. I was 

jealous of their grace, for I had lost my own, jealous of their beauty, for my own had been 

claimed by the heroes of bloodthirsty armies. I was jealous of their achievements and 

punished them in crafty ways, banishing or transforming them into insignificance, into 

arachnids and serpents. To this day, I carry the burden of shame that I judged the matricide 

and acquitted him. In my pride of position, I declared that the mother is no real parent. In my 

hubris, I decreed that true humanity resides only in the father, that true humanity can be 

found only in semen, and the mother is no better than an oven in which the bread of the sire 

is baked.  
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I set free the killer of his mother. 

I even overruled the Elder Ones, the Three Dark Daughters of Earth, the Criers After Justice. I 

called them bitches, I called them horrors, I called them demons. And then, after I overruled 

their justice, I changed my tune and seduced the Three Dark Daughters of Earth. I lured them 

away from the land and tricked them into crawling under the city. I seduced them into 

crawling into a cave where they still hide, and in my heart they still cry aloud for justice. 

Well, I stayed for many years as the favored daughter of the rapacious god-king Zeus, 

justifying his crimes, ruling as his counselor. Yes, I learned much that I know to be useful, and, 

yes, I know how their minds work, those city-men who raise god-kings above their rightful 

mothers. Yes, I learned to think as they think. Is that not truly useful? 

But the cycles turn, and the god-king grew old, and with age came not wisdom but waning 

power. As the years passed, fewer men obeyed him, fewer feared him, fewer believed in him. 

Though perhaps he still reigns somewhere in his diminished state, he is no longer king of 

heaven and earth, no longer ruler of gods and men. Younger warriors have overthrown him, 

younger gods have replaced him, younger men have stolen from him what he stole from 

those who stole before him. Dame Fortuna’s great wheel turned for Zeus as it turns for us all, 

and the mighty Zeus is now a foolish old man, a diminished old king. Though the poets still 

sing his epics and build their rhymes to elevate his position and theirs, the mighty god-king 

has fallen and new god-kings are rising. 

I left him ages ago. I saw his fading and I scorned failure. I had no pity for his weakness, for 

had he not taught me to hate weakness? I laughed at his impotence, for had he not taught 

me to worship power above all? I decided to seek another kingdom where I would find favor 

and high position. I decided to go where the gods were strong and the kings were young. 

And so with the help of the great Hera, who remembered how I had once loved her and how 

she still loved me, I left Zeus’s mountainous kingdom. Hera helped me depart, though I soon 

forgot her. I suppose she is still there. After all, her own lands had been taken long before, her 

own throne stolen long ago, her temples and altars supplanted. I suppose she has nowhere 

else to go. For all I know, great Hera remains at the god-king’s side, where his poets still 

deprecate her and laugh at her and call her a nagging wife. But a god-king as impotent as he 

is now needs a strong wife, does he not? 
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I regret that I no longer know her, but when I left her, I left gladly. 

Alas, I found no other kingdom that would give me sufficient honor. I found no other king or 

god who would wed me or let me speak for him. That is why I have become disillusions with 

kings and gods. At least I have put down my spear and shield and abandoned my armor and 

helmet, though I have always kept my plume. 

And so, twice homeless, twice born and twice dead, friendless and scorned by all I had so 

harshly judged, I wandered through the world. All anyone saw was a common woman, a gray, 

anonymous woman carrying a stick in her hand. I walked up and down in the world and had 

no home. I had neither friends nor sisters nor protégés to honor me, neither priestesses nor 

queens to love me. I wandered alone through all the lands around the wine-dark sea, alone in 

the lands around the salt sea, alone in the lands along the ocean sea and the northern sea. For 

uncounted years I wandered alone, stopping here and there, but never staying anywhere, 

searching for something (who knows what?) I never found and no longer remembered. I went 

in a plain gray cloak with my stick in my hand, and once in a while a dog would chase at my 

heels. Sometimes I ate, but more often I went hungry. Up and down upon the earth I walked 

and my pride and anger began to be worn away. 

At last I came to a small temple in a great city at the eastern edge of the black sea. I found 

myself outside a temple of the Great Goddess. Having nowhere else to go to escape the rain, I 

went in. I, who had forsaken Her when I fell into the ways of the old god-king, I, who had not 

returned to any temple since my death to the god-king’s ways, yes, I went into that temple. I, 

who had shunned all religions as useless and weak, I who had turned my back on impotent 

gods and irrational goddesses alike—I came to a temple and because it was raining and I was 

chilled, I went in. 

The Lady of that temple was present that rainy day, doing some chore or other. The Lady 

Medea smiled at me. Not seeing who I had been, she greeted me and called me merely 

daughter. She saw that I was wet and cold and hungry and, because she had no more 

children, she gave me dry clothes and sat me before the fire and fed me. The Lady Medea let 

me watch her rites. She even lit a lamp for me at the altar. 

As I watched and listened, I said not a word. But I began to remember. In her voice I heard 

again the voices of my mothers and sisters in our flowery land beside the clear lake. In her 

incantations, I heard the murmurs of my own long silence. 
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I was touched. I was embraced that day by the Great Goddess who never forsakes her 

children.  

But first I had to die again. I had to die to my self-imposed terrible death of wandering. I had 

to die to my self-imposed proud death in the wilderness where I knew neither human nor 

divine compassion. The Lady Medea showed me compassion. She assisted at my death. The 

Lady Medea chopped me into pieces, pulled my flesh from my bones, pulled bone from bone, 

and boiled my barren bones in her cauldron until I was clean. And then she hung me on a tree 

limb, hung me above the coils of her serpents. Charred and black, I hung there. And then, 

golden, I hung there. 

With her golden touch, the Lady Medea restored me to new life. She knit my bones back 

together and covered them with my flesh. She and her ladies nursed me as my earliest 

mothers had nursed me, as I had been nursed and healed in the harem of the old god-king. In 

their cloisters near the temple, they nursed me and chanted to me and fed and clothed me. 

And thus in that small temple near the black sea was I reborn. In the lost city of the Lady 

Medea was I born a third time, and thus is it that I am now called the Thrice-Born One. Thus is 

it that I was born into the lovingkindness of the Great Goddess. I rose from my long death in 

the god-king’s realm, from my longer death in the wilderness, from my death in her cauldron. 

I was reborn to light and dark, to winter and summer, to pleasure and sorrow and ignorance 

and understanding. 

And now I see younger women being likewise reborn into the lovingkindness of the Great 

Goddess. My dears, I tell them, I think I will go into politics. 

Possibly the end 
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