
1 Presented by WiseWomenCreate.com ©2017 Deborah J. Sie 

 

 

 

http://www.wisewomencreate.com/


2 Presented by WiseWomenCreate.com ©2017 Deborah J. Sie 

 

Introduction  

Into Avalon: The Wise Woman’s Journey 
  

Book and Audios:  Written and narrated by Deborah Sie / Original Music Score:  Composed and produced by Adam King 

 

Embark on a mythic adventure odyssey to reclaim the guiding light of your own truth and 
sing the song you were born to sing – your soul song!  Become a mythic traveler on the 
Wise Woman’s journey and be the source of your own power and destiny… the heroine of 
your own story!  Important: Wear headphones to get the most of your audio experience.   
 
The book comes with accompanying audios: The ebook is a tale of a heroine’s journey to 
have more joy and meaning in her life.  She soon finds herself awakening into a new world 
and embarks on a mythic quest into the deep self in search of her soulful purpose.   
 
The audios present a different viewpoint of the tale.  They offer guided journeys where you 
become the heroine – the mythic traveler on this odyssey adventure.  The audio adventures 
expand on the story with additional experiences.  They have been beautifully scored to the 
original music composed and produced by Adam King. Using headphones makes a 
profound difference over any other listening device and allows you to hear more clearly the 
weaving of the vocal with the music to enhance your experience.  
 
Both the ebook and audios were created to stand alone or be experienced together.  The 
choice is yours on how you wish to experience your journey.  You can read the entire ebook 
first then experience the audio journeys or vice versa.  You can also read a portion of the 
book then listen to a corresponding portion in the audio.  No matter how you choose to 
experience this odyssey it is all good. 
 
You now hold the beginning of an epic adventure.  On the surface it appears as a simple 
fairy tale, yet within it are doorways that open into countless landscapes of the wisdom self.  
These are the worlds of myth, dreamscapes, and otherworlds where you are invited to 
explore and discover your own language of the soul.   
 
Archetypal characters offer perspectives from which to experience your adventures and 
develop your navigation talents – your unique Way Mastery.  Your Way Mastery builds 
confidence to navigate your experiences with more ease and flow to bring more joy and 
meaning into your life.   
  

Only you can give your soul song wings.  
Welcome journeyer!  Welcome Into Avalon and the Journey into Wisdom! 
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Copyright: No part of this information shall be reproduced, copied or transmitted in any form or by any 
means whatsoever including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, 
without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in 
critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. All content herein is 
solely owned by Deborah Sie/WiseWomenCreate.com and may not be distributed. For permission and 
licensing requests write to wisewomancreate@gmail.com, Attention: Permissions Coordinator. 
 
Disclaimer: The content found in the book and audio recordings called Into Avalon: The Wise Woman’s 
Journey is for informational purposes only, and is in no way intended as medical advice, as a substitute 
for medical counseling, or as a treatment/cure for any disease or health, psychological or psychiatric 
condition, nor should it be construed as such. Always work with a qualified health professional before 
making any changes to your diet, prescription drug use, lifestyle, or exercise activities. The information is 
provided as-is, and the reader/viewer assumes all risks from the use, non-use, or misuse of this 
information. This material has been created to offer opinions ONLY through the discussions herein. 
Deborah Sie and/or any other contributing authors, participants or writers hereby disclaim to the fullest 
extent permitted by law any and all warranties, including but not limited to (A) any warranties 
concerning the usefulness of the content or information provided and (B) any warranties of title or 
warranty of non-infringement. The author and/or publisher shall not be liable for any third party losses 
including losses directly, indirectly, incidental, special or consequential damages arising out of the use of 
this material whether based on warranty, contract, tort, or any other legal theory, and whether or not 
Deborah Sie or any of her employees, agents, partners, or service providers advised of the possibility of 
such damages.  
 

All written content, audio narrative, and music created for Into Avalon:  The Wise Women’s 
Journey, has been copyrighted with the U.S. Library of Congress.  Unauthorized use and sharing 
of this material is considered theft, unfair to others who have purchased the work, and to its 
creator.  A lot of heart, energy, time and money was invested in its creation.  Please be 
respectful.  Content, images and audio cannot be copied, streamed, repurposed, or shared 
without written permission from the author.  For permission and licensing requests write to 
wisewomancreate@gmail.com, Attention: Permissions Coordinator. 
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To Sophia, 
limitless light of wisdom, 

whose guiding presence made this odyssey possible; 
 

to my loving husband, Djin, 
for his unwavering support; 

 
to Adam King for his creative brilliance, 

support, and soulful music; 
 

to Ariel Spilsbury 
mentor and my Fairy Godmother; 

 
and 

 
to all wise women journeyers on the spiral path: 

may you 
give your soul song wings. 
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Preface 
 
The Dragon Dreamer chuckled while dreaming, recalling how Into Avalon had come into 
existence. It all began with a dream.  
 
It was that magic time in the morning, the ’tween time just before the dawn. The Dreamer 
had wandered over to a window and pulled the veil aside to reveal a surreal sight. The 
setting sun was a foggy orb in a hazy sky, casting an eerie light on a breathtaking scene.  
A dark blue sea was churning as though in anticipation of a storm. Beautiful horses stood in 
water up to their knees. Necks arched, ears straight ahead, they stared intently at an island 
out ahead in the mists. Craggy mountains rose in beautiful shapes; their peaks thrusting 
through the fog appeared to be floating islands. They were alive with the textures of rock 
formations, green plants, and mosses reminiscent of unknown places. The base of the 
mountains plunged deep into valleys below, which in turn rose into more landscapes alive 
with green, rolling hills, dotted with groves and woodlands which eventually tumbled onto 
sandy, rocky shores that ran into the sea.  
 
Foggy mists swirled about the island, both revealing and hiding the landscape. The 
Dreamer remembered wondering, How odd, what is this place? What are all the horses 
doing here, and why do they stare so intently at that island? And in the wondering came the 
recognition that the Dreamer had seen this place before. But where? 
 
The setting sun washed the entire shoreline in flaming colors of red, orange, and gold, the 
sensation much like looking through a pair of orange-tinted glasses. The orange-lit shore 
wrapped around to the left, then jutted out to the sea, making up one side of a bay. Gazing 
up this shoreline, the Dreamer saw a barn, its barnyard full of animals. A little pig ran wildly 
out from the right side of the barnyard and disappeared along the left side of the shore, 
running away from the sea. The Dreamer wondered what the significance of that was.  
 
Looking again at the island and the horses, the Dreamer realized, I have been here 
before—and it was in another dream. The Dreamer looked towards the shore on the right 
and saw a craggy beach lined with nondescript cottages, all washed in fiery reds, oranges, 
and golds. The Dreamer knew this was a ’Tween world, one that appears in between 
multidimensional realities and outside time and space—seeming to exist, yet not entirely 
real.  
 
The Dreamer’s gaze returned to the island and the horses, and the Dreamer began to 
awaken from the dreamscape. A strong sense remained of having been to this sea and 
island long, long ago. Just before coming into the full awareness of another dream, the 
Dreamer asked the question, “What is this place?” And a voice whispered one word: 
“Avalon.”  
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I lay there in the morning quiet, pondering what I had felt and witnessed. The vison had 
been profound. For reasons I didn’t understand, it shook me to my core, as though a part of 
me I hadn’t known before had come into my awareness. I knew nothing of Avalon other than 
a vague recollection of some movie done years ago with a magician called Merlin.  
 
That was about to change.  
 
The Dreamer was dreaming a new dream, and Into Avalon had begun its unfolding, 
dreaming itself through me. It started with an intuitive writing received directly from the well 
of wisdom. The writings have continued and are one of the many gifts of Avalon. So begins 
the first story: The Wise Woman’s Journey, in the series called Into Avalon. For Avalon is 
within, and to create it is to create yourself. To create with it consciously is to become a co-
creator of your own life.  
 
Welcome, journeyer! Welcome into Avalon and the journey into the Wisdom Self. 
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1 

The Dreamer 

The Flatlands 

 

 

Once upon a time the dreamer dreamed: entering into the dreamtime, slipping into a new 

landscape in another realm and time. A new myth was about to be born out of the dull, flat 

country known as the Flatlands. It was time for the dreamer who lived there to awaken from 

her long sleep.  

 

There was a woman who dwelled in the Flatlands, who lived a very busy life and yet, in the 

midst of it, felt alone and disconnected from it all. Her world had become gray and joyless.  

 

On the surface, her life appeared to be rich and satisfying. As she rushed from one place to 

the next, there was always something more to be done. Time flew by as the woman hurried 

through her days, especially while she worked. Her livelihood was demanding, and it 

seemed there was never enough time to get everything done. She encountered many 

people on a daily basis, so she was rarely alone—and yet she felt lonely. In fact, she felt like 

she was missing from her own life. 
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Whenthe woman took a break from her work and surveyed the world around her, she 

realized she didn’t feel connected to any of it. It was as if she could see an image of herself 

going through the motions each day, but somehow she really wasn’t present. She was 

vaguely aware, as she stepped outside to go from here to there, that a world of sun, sky and 

trees existed, yet she felt like she was merely an observer, watching a movie and not really 

a part of it. Nothing seemed to draw her attention or excite her. Despite the appearance of 

having a good life, she felt empty and yearned for something more. 

 

The woman had recently acquired a lovely brick-and-wood home that stood on the edge of 

the countryside. One warm, lovely evening, she sat on her front porch, pondering her life. It 

was a beautiful warm night. The sky was full of stars and a full moon illuminated the flat 

landscape, dotted by bushes and trees for as far as she could see. Fireflies flitted merrily 

about in their cosmic dance among the shrubbery.  

 

As she watched their dancing lights, she felt deep in her soul that something was missing. 

Isn’t there more to life than this? she wondered. Life seems so boring. Where is the spark? 

Where is the magic? She longed to find her way to a life filled with wonder, happiness and 

inspiration—but, feeling trapped in her flatlands, she doubted that it was possible.  

 

All these questions and desires filled her head as she headed out for a walk into the starry 

night. She wandered for some time, paying little attention to where she was going. As the 

minutes passed, her thoughts became heavy and she grew weary. A huge oak tree seemed 

to beckon, like a friend that could hold her burdens and provide a place of rest. Exhausted 

from the chatter of her incessant thoughts, she lay down in the soft moss at the base of the 

ancient tree and soon fell asleep. 

 

She began to dream about another starry night that seemed far away. There was a full 

moon and a beautiful woman with skin of blue who looked like she came from the stars.  
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Within her dream she heard a soft voice: “I am the 

Night Mother, the deep mystery of the feminine, 

and I will help you carry your burdens. I am the 

Guardian of those who seek to enter the depths 

within. What you seek is known to me. I hold the 

space in the darkness of the void where you can 

gain the knowledge and the wisdom you need to 

connect with your True Self and realize your star 

dreams.  

 

“You are about to undertake an important journey. 

Take heart. You will find much help along the 

way, though it may come in ways you least expect. Know I am always with you.”  

 

The woman turned in her sleep, as if listening, then drifted off into a dreamless slumber. 

 

The Dreamer 
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2 

The Way Finder 

The Eyelands 

 

Halfway through the night she awoke to the force of a powerful wind. It pushed so strongly 

against her that she began to tumble along the ground. Unable to find anything to hold on 

to, she turned end over end in time and space until at last she landed with a thud.  

 

She sensed she was very far from where she started and found she had landed, unhurt, 

against an old ash tree whose thick, winding roots plunged deep into the ground. Where 

was she? 

 

She gazed up into the starry night sky and noticed the full moon was just beginning its 

ascent on the horizon. The stars and moon bathed the glade in an eerie light and allowed 

her to see the landscape. The ash tree she rested against stood in a misty glade at the 

edge of a small pond. The mists hung low on the ground around her, rising higher at the 

glade’s edge. The faint shapes of trees showed through the mists at the edge of the 

clearing, and she realized she was surrounded by woodland. 
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Her attention was drawn to the pond, and she noticed its surface was as smooth as glass. 

Curious, she stepped cautiously forward and peered into the water. She was shocked to 

see that her reflection was not of her as a woman but as a little girl. She lifted her hands to 

touch her face and looked down at her body, and saw her actions reflected in the pond. Her 

adult form was the same, yet she beheld the childlike essence of herself, full of innocence, 

wonder and curiosity. Tiny star lights danced all around her little girl image to mingle with 

the stars reflected from the night sky above.  

 

Mesmerized by this magical reflection, she sensed a deep connection to her inner child’s 

spirit and the dancing cosmos around her. Her child’s eyes twinkled back at her, and she 

heard from deep within her own heart the whisper of a child’s voice: “I am the magical child 

that resides within you. I’m here to help you explore this land so you may see it through the 

eyes of child’s spirit.” 

 

Did I just imagine hearing her, she wondered? But then a change came over her as she felt 

the magic of her little girl essence. Her thoughts were different. The pond was no longer just 

a pond but a magic mirror, the rising moon a newfound friend, and the land of mists an 

enchanted place with the promise of adventure. A sense of wonder and delight washed over 

her. With the emergence of her child’s spirit she felt ready to go exploring to see what there 

was to see. 

 

By then, the moon had fully risen and the mists had thinned. Through a break in the trees, 

she could see in the distance a tall, glowing doorway; beyond it another landscape peeked 

through, softly lit by its own large crescent moon in a star-filled sky. In child’s spirit, she felt 

drawn to the doorway, knowing it to be a waygate leading to another land. But as she 

started walking toward it, the mists began to thicken and churn. An ominous darkness 

enveloped the woods, obscuring her vision so she could no longer see the waygate. 

Shadows appeared to grow and move about in the shifting mists. They darted in and out of 
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the trees, making strange and frightening shapes in the pale moonlight. 

 

Frightened, the woman cried out for help. Immediately a spark of light appeared in the 

distance, moving toward her. She watched as it grew closer and saw that it was a firefly. To 

her amazement, as it drew near, the firefly spoke to her in a small yet powerful voice: “Do 

not worry—I have come to help you.” 

 

No sooner had it finished speaking than it turned into a brilliantly lit lantern and hung in 

midair. Reaching out, she took hold of it in gratitude. A light to help her find her way! 

 

Still frightened, she held the firefly lantern close and heard clearly its strong little voice now 

coming from the lantern: “I am a messenger and bid you welcome to this land. You are 

beginning a wise woman’s mythic journey, a quest to return to wholeness and reclaim your 

personal sovereignty. Something from deep within you has called you here. It takes great 

courage to travel the Wise Woman’s Journey, but it is well worth the effort, for here you can 

realize the true source of your power.  

 

“It is essential,” instructed the firefly, “while you are in this magical forest that you find and 

commune with the Wise Woman. The Wise Woman will help you to learn how to ask the 

right questions and listen for answers. The answers will be offered as gifts during your 

mythic journey. They will bring to your life the wonder, happiness and inspiration that you 

have been seeking in vain in the Flatlands.” 

 

The woman listened with rapt attention as the firefly continued: “Know that the waypaths in 

all the worlds you’ll travel in are designed to reveal the beautiful song that lives within you—

your soul song. Your soul song can be expressed in many ways, but only you can sing it, as 

only you have lived your life with its unique perspective. To leave this world with your song 

unsung would be sad, not only for you but for those who are waiting and even seeking to 
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hear it to help them on their way. Your song is important, as each soul song sung brings 

more love into the world. This is a quest to reclaim the true source of your power and realize 

your destiny so that you may sing your song from this place of empowered clarity.  

 

“Look closely now, and you will see something in the tree next to you.” 

 

Pondering the firefly’s words, the woman lifted the lantern high and discovered a beautiful 

mantel draped over a low-hanging branch of an apple tree. It seemed to have been waiting 

for her, and she lifted it with great care and placed it reverently around her shoulders. As the 

cloak settled onto her it became invisible. It felt so much a part of her she barely could tell 

she had it on except for the vibrational tingle of its presence.  

 

“You now wear the cloak of the Wise Woman mythic traveler,” said the firefly. “As you 

journey into these worlds, you will learn to find, clear, and create the waypaths you are to 

travel. This is learning Way Mastery. The more you develop your Way Mastery the better 

you can navigate these lands.  As you develop new awareness and skills, you will change, 

and even your appearance may change from your hair to your clothes, to reflect these 

newly reclaimed aspects of yourself.  The gifts you discover in the worlds of myth can be 

brought back into your everyday life as you learn to become the conscious bridge between 

the worlds. This is the nature of the Wise Woman’s Journey. Be in your child’s spirit of 

curiosity and wonder as there is much to explore. Notice the world around you and what it 

offers to teach you. Do not be afraid to ask for help, and know it can come in ways you least 

expect. I will go now and leave enough of my light behind to help you on your way.” The 

firefly’s voice faded like a tiny spark into the night. 

 

Raising the lantern high, the woman saw that the mists had thinned and that a gently 

winding waypath shone before her like a pale silver ribbon in the moonlight. She walked on, 

with a deep inner knowing that the answers to her questions lay on the path ahead. What 
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remained of the shadows in the woods seemed to fade away as she passed, and so did her 

fears.  

 

After walking for a little while she became excited. The beautiful waygate she had seen 

earlier was now visible again and the silver waypath she was walking on would take her 

there!  

 

~~~~~~~~~~~ 

 

Soon she stood before the waygate. It was a magnificent rectangular opening with beautiful 

pillars on either side, covered in mysterious carvings that glowed with a silver light. Between 

the pillars was a gate made of finely wrought silver branches and leaves. In its center was 

an ornate silver lock in the shape of an apple, with a large keyhole in the middle. As she 

peered through the gate, and the woman was excited to see more waypaths leading to 

landscapes on the other side.  

 

But how do I get through? she wondered.  

 

On impulse she reached into her pocket and was surprised to find a large silver key with an 

apple at its head. Taking a deep breath, she inserted the key into the lock. It fit! She turned 

the key full circle and heard a click. The gate unlocked and opened wide as though in 

invitation.  

 

The woman paused for a moment to take in the magnificent view. Standing at the open 

gateway in childlike wonder, she saw a night sky on the brink of dawn with a large crescent 

moon shining brightly over a deep blue and green landscape. Large apple trees full of ripe 

red fruit grew from the grassy, rocky ground that sloped down to a deep blue sea. The ever-

present mists, once frightening, now felt like gentle kisses on her face. A profound sense 
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came over her of having been here before, and, in a way she couldn’t understand, it felt like 

home.  

 

Glowing in the moonlight were many distinct paths, each leading through its own threshold. 

The thresholds seemed to fade and shift, as though they weren’t solid and weren’t quite 

where she saw them. It was clear that each of them led into a different World. Each World 

was like a jewel, with many intricate and beautiful portals, pathways and obstacles, all 

leading to the separate lands within it.  

 

The vision of these thresholds was offered to her in 

layers of translucency. Bewildered, she felt like she 

was peering through them, as though she were in 

a hologram that shifted and seemed only to solidify 

when she put her focus and attention on one 

place. Observing these shifting crossroads, she felt 

confused and wondered which path to choose.  

 

An old Wise Woman approached and asked in a 

friendly voice, “Is there anything I can help you 

with?”  

 

The woman thanked her for her offer and began in a confused way to tell the Wise Woman 

her dilemma. “I don’t understand this shifting and changing world. How do I know which 

path to follow?” 

 

The Wise Woman responded in a kindly voice. “Each threshold is a resonant doorway into a 

different world and offers an initiation—one that can expand your consciousness and allow 

you to access higher truths. You will find it most helpful to take time to be quiet and still 
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within yourself during your travels. To find your path, simply start from the beginning. Begin 

from where you are now. Bring yourself into a still place within. Step forward with awareness 

and see where you are guided to go.” 

 

“Thank you,” replied the woman gratefully, although still somewhat puzzled. 

 

With a twinkle in her eye, the Wise Woman walked away, but looking over her shoulder with 

a sly smile she said, “You’re welcome. Ask me anytime, and I will help you.”  

 

Reflecting on this cryptic comment—how could she ask the Wise Woman anything if she 

was gone?—the woman recognized she had opened a door to a new beginning, and she 

stepped forward into the journey that awaited her.  

 

As she pondered the Wise Woman’s words, 

from the corner of her eye she spied a bright 

red dragon, the size of an eagle, flying by. 

She followed it with her gaze as it swooped 

down to perch elegantly on an ancient 

hawthorn tree, calling her attention to the 

left-most threshold next to it. She felt drawn 

toward it and took the waypath leading 

there.  

 

As she got closer to the threshold, she saw that it was a striking, gray stone archway with 

thick, thorny branches full of red roses winding around the opening. The more detail she 

noticed, the more the land beyond it seemed to solidify. She raised her gaze to the top of 

the threshold and saw a splendid crown of crystals and gemstones, all in a deep dark red.  
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Curious again, she walked up to the dragon and stood before him. The dragon looked at her 

with mischief in his eye and informed her, “I am the guardian of this threshold.” He twitched 

his tail and looked at her expectantly. It seemed like he wanted something, but she had no 

idea what to give the rascally creature. She noticed the dragon gazing intently at her ruby 

ring and, taking the cue, she pulled it off and gave it to him as a gift.  

 

The dragon looked well pleased and told her, “This threshold marks the beginning of your 

Wise Woman’s Journey to develop the Way Mastery you need to navigate these lands. This 

land is called the Eyelands. Here you will learn to be a Way Finder and how to find the path 

to the destination you seek. To continue your journey through the Eyelands, you must first 

find a magical staff buried in the ground. If you can free the staff from the ground, it will help 

to guide you on your way.” 

 

The dragon looked at her doubtfully as he continued: “Be observant and notice the 

resources that are available in the world around you. See how they hold meaning for you 

and can inform you on your journey. Here is a gift for you.”  

 

He dropped a leather pouch into the woman’s hand and said in a deep rumbling voice, “This 

is for things you may collect along the way. You may now enter the Eyelands.” 

 

The woman thanked the impish dragon who had been such a generous ally. Tucking the 

pouch away gratefully, she raised her lantern and stepped through the threshold into the 

gently rolling terrain of the wooded Eyelands.  

 

A new dawn was rising, casting a golden light over the hilly terrain. She heard the birds 

begin to sing and felt the stirring of life in the landscape. Feeling light in her step, she 

continued down the path that had presented itself to her.  
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There were offshoots of trails but the Woman chose to continue on the main waypath. As 

she followed it, she realized she was traveling in smaller and smaller circles. Finally, when 

she could go no further, she beheld a tall walking staff of dark gnarled wood stuck upright in 

the ground. She knew the staff stood in the center of something, but what that was she 

didn’t know. Many waypaths radiated from where the staff was stuck into the ground, much 

like the spokes on a wheel.  

 

Knowing this was the staff she sought, the woman attempted to pull it out of the ground, but 

it didn’t budge. She tried again and again but to no avail. Remembering the dragon’s words, 

she knew she could go no further unless she could free the staff from the ground. She had 

no rope to pull it down, and there was nothing to be seen around her that could help her pull 

it out.  

 

Tears began streaming down her cheeks as she felt like she couldn't do anything right. Old 

memories of past failures rose up, adding to her woes, along with the memories of old 

voices that had told her what she could and couldn’t do. This only added to her frustration 

and she felt herself sinking into despair.  

 

Gradually she began to notice the distress her ruminating and harsh self-judgments were 

causing and how these thoughts were undermining her confidence. It seemed the more she 

focused on what didn’t work in the past, the more she sank into despair and made no 

progress in solving the current issue.  

 

She started to wonder: If the power of my own thinking can cause this much despair, could I 

not change my thinking to cause more hope and joy? Could I choose instead to have 

thoughts that can help me feel more empowered in my actions?  

 

As she pondered these new thoughts and past events, she began to recognize that what 
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happened long ago need not define who she was now or who she would be in her future. 

She could make choices! 

 

With love, she embraced these aspects of herself that had struggled in the past, feeling 

empathy for her own plight during that time. In doing so she found a new acceptance for 

things that could not be changed.  

There was much wisdom held in these old pains, and she would call on that to move her 

forward.  

I will be a friend to myself, she thought. I would not treat a friend so harshly, so why should I 

do so to myself? With that heartfelt realization, she felt a new compassion and forgiveness 

for herself and for many of those who had fed her wounds. She knew now that who she was 

being in this moment was what mattered. From now on she would see things differently. 

She was capable. She would do her best and not scold herself if the desired outcome did 

not come to pass. With this understanding, she felt the rise of new belief and faith in herself.  

 

As she reflected on this new way of thinking, she settled down on the ground to rest. After a 

time, she remembered what the Wise Woman had said.  

 

Wondering if she was still nearby, she anxiously called out, “Wise Woman, are you here? I 

could use some help.” But she didn’t hear an answer.  

 

The woman breathed deeply and quieted herself, letting all thoughts empty out from her 

mind until there was nothing but stillness. She asked again in a softer voice, “Wise Woman, 

what do I need to do now?”  

 

To her amazement she received an answer: “Become like Mother Earth, and through Her 

eyes see what you need to do!”  
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She was so surprised to hear an answer she declared aloud, “I will,” voicing it into the 

wooded Eyelands.  

 

It began to dawn on her that maybe, just maybe she could find a way to do this herself. She 

decided that in fact she could release the staff from its ground, and a change came over 

her. She felt a sense of faith and confidence that a solution would make itself known.  

 

In this state of receptivity and expansiveness, she took in her surroundings and began to 

feel her connection to the Earth. She felt her conscious awareness reach deep into the hills 

of the Eyelands. Her senses became amplified and she opened to a sensory awareness 

she hadn’t known was available to her. Soon she heard the musical tumbling sound of 

water, and began to feel relaxed and fluid. Feeling into the sound deeply, she found herself 

communing with the water.  

 

Opening her eyes a moment, she gazed at the staff again and noticed the ground around it 

was very hard and compact. She knew she wouldn’t have the brute strength needed to free 

it. She allowed herself to drift again into the sound of the water, feeling its fluidity in her 

core. As she did so, she realized she would need to have fluidity in her own thinking if she 

were to resolve this problem. 

 

Feeling a desire to move, she stood up and began to walk toward the sound. Soon she 

came to a babbling brook flowing merrily through the wood. At one time it had been 

narrower but it had steadily worn away its banks, becoming deeper and wider over time. 

She imagined what it would be like to be the water washing away the land. I would flow 

around the toughest grains of soil. The fluidity of my being would soften the resistance of 

the ground until it became fluid and dissolved away. Thinking about her current dilemma, 

she wondered, If I could soften and dissolve the ground around the staff with water, maybe I 

could free it.  
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Excited about this idea, she went off in search of something to carry the water back to the 

staff. To her dismay she found nothing on the banks on either side of the brook.  

 

Feeling deflated, she quieted herself again and set her thoughts and judgments aside. 

Sinking deep within herself, she entered again into a state of observation and listening. She 

idly noticed the flash of a fish as it swam by, and then the glint of something shiny in the 

water. Curious, she waded into the stream and was elated to find an old milking can half 

buried in the silt at the bottom. Happily she filled it, returned to the staff, and poured the 

water onto the ground. Like magic the earth softened.  

 

She reached down into the mud and grasped the base of the staff. With one mighty tug she 

pulled the staff free from the mucky ground. A deep, soft humming sound emerged from its 

core. All the dirt and mud fell away from the staff and its top began to glow.  

 

Now where to go next? she wondered as she looked at all the possible waypaths leading 

from the mucky center. Reflecting on the path she had followed here, she realized she must 

have been traveling in a spiral and now stood at its middle. How can this staff help me to 

find my way? There are so many directions to choose from.  

 

She felt an overwhelming urge to play with the staff. As she twirled it about, she noticed that 

sometimes its light was brighter than others and its humming sound would change or even 

disappear. It appeared that the staff was trying to tell her something.  

 

She focused her intent on discovering the next waypath to travel. Confidently holding the 

staff out in front of her, and she turned very slowly in a circle to get a sense of the different 

directions. There were times she could feel a little pull, even up and down! Suddenly the top 

of the staff shone brightly and the humming became very strong. She felt a pull toward one 
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of the waypaths. Her clear intent as she used the staff was allowing it to guide her!  

 

Gently and with appreciation, she left her lantern on a large tree stump to help another 

traveler on their way. With the light of the staff guiding her, she headed down the new 

waypath. She knew she was beginning her journey in earnest now, and she sensed the 

more challenging of her travels was yet to come. This didn’t worry her as she had a 

newfound faith in herself.  

 

Now a Way Finder, she had gained more confidence from her travels in the Eyelands. She 

had discovered with new eyes how she could bring meaning to her experience of the world 

around her in ways that could inspire and inform her on her journey. By being aware and 

recognizing the clues offered to her in the landscape, she had learned that support did 

come in many guises. Her capacity to deal with challenges had grown along with her Way 

Mastery. These were some of the gifts of the Eyelands.  

 

 

The Magic Staff 
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3 

The Way Opener 

The Heartlands 

 

Following the guidance of her newly acquired staff, the woman felt confident as its humming 

sound led her along the winding waypath. The path curved gently through the rolling hills of 

the Eyelands, and after a while she could see it was leading her to a new threshold in the 

distance. She continued to walk toward it, sensing this was the destination she was seeking.  

 

Soon she was standing in front of a most unusual threshold. Its tall rectangular opening was 

made up of chunky stone blocks. One half of the entire threshold was black and the other 

side was white. Bones lay along the top of the entrance with a crown of white antlers in the 

center. A raised relief of triangular shapes rose from a nest of black and white crystals at the 

center of the antlers. Winding black vines interlaced with white bones draped the sides of 

the opening, ending in ashes at the bottom. The woman wondered if the bones were human 

or animal! All around the threshold entrance were beautiful white poppies. Gazing through 

to the other side, she could see a sunny landscape of green hills larger and steeper than 

those in the Eyelands. 
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Just as the woman was wondering if she could just pass through the gate, she heard a loud 

cawing sound. She looked up and saw three crows fly by; two were black and one was pure 

white. She watched them land on the crooked branches of a walnut tree in front of the white 

stone wall. 

 

One of the black crows called out to her, “Well, well, a journeyer, I see.”  

 

“Do you think so?”  Said the other black, crow with a sly look, at her black trickster 

companion. “She looks like she is just wandering about to me.” 

 

The two black crows cackled with mirth, and finally one of them challenged her by asking, 

“What song is it that you are here to sing?”  

 

Dumbfounded, she answered, “I’m not sure.”  

 

Laughing, the second black crow echoed, “Not sure! Then it must be the song of self-doubt 

that you love, with all its confusion, uncertainty and inherent suffering.”  

 

Indignant, she protested, “That’s not true—that’s not my song!”  

 

The crow gave a loud squawk of laughter, while the first black crow chortled, “If you 

continue to hold on to the song of self-doubt, you will not be able to sing your own!”  

 

“Consider surrendering your limited ideas of self, and maybe we will offer you some 

wisdom,” the second crow added. 

 

Hearing something important in the crows’ message, the woman stopped to listen to her 

inner wondering. Perhaps I shouldn’t be so hasty. I should really listen to what these crows 
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have to teach me. 

 

They seemed to read her thoughts, because no sooner was she ready to tell them this than 

she heard the squawking voice of the second crow: “Simplify your life, and realize the 

natural star brilliance that lives inside of you. Your star constellation is muted behind the 

confusion and noise of your old life.”  

 

The crow’s words rang true as she thought about her life before beginning this journey—

how dull it had been, how dull she had felt. She could see now, as she looked inside, the 

star shine within her that was dimmed.  

 

The first crow cackled loudly, “Maybe you will know what the song is you are here to sing, if 

you let your light shine!”  

 

All this time the white crow had been silent. The woman turned to it and asked, “Why do you 

not speak? I’ve never seen a white crow before! Who are you?”  

 

The white crow responded, “Where there is black there is also white. Both must be present 

to discern the truth. I observe and offer opportunity for the discovery of truth.” 

 

Recognizing that the crows were the guardians of the threshold, the woman wondered what 

she could give them for their somewhat exasperating but well-meaning consul. 

 

She realized that the light from her staff was being reflected in a crystal necklace that she 

was wearing. Reaching up to undo the clasp, she took it off. It was made of black and white 

crystals that reminded her of the stars in her inner sky and the jet black of the crow feathers. 

She offered it to the two black squawking guardians and their white companion.  
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With an impish twinkle in its eye, one of the black guardians accepted her offering and, 

without further ado, both black crows in unison declared, “You may now enter the steep hills 

of the Heartlands. Pay attention to your inner awareness and how it can bring meaning into 

your external world.” 

 

Eager to be on her way, the woman stepped through the threshold. Considering how things 

started, she thought, it’s been easier than I expected to gain entrance.  

 

With staff in hand she started down the waypath. To her dismay she saw that the black-

feathered irritants and their white companion had decided to follow along.  

 

The first, more critical crow flew in front of her and started squawking while its twin flew 

behind her. Swooping down near her, the first crow scoffed, “Your hair is a mess, and it’ll 

get worse as you travel the woods in these lands.”  

 

The woman bristled at the frankness of its assessment of her. But the crows took pity on her 

and gave her a beautiful metal hairpin. It was shaped like a staff with two undulating snakes 

winding around it, their heads meeting just below an open pair of wings at the top. As she 

thanked them, the second, more kindly crow, to her surprise, took the hairpin from her hand 

and, using its feet as combs, began to twist and pin up her hair.  

 

In a flurry of cawing, the crows told the woman that the quest of this land was to acquire the 

radiant, six-sided golden orb that contains the sparkling jewel of heart-knowing within its 

center. The second crow explained, “Once you obtain this orb, the jewel in the center will 

radiate with limitless light.” 

 

“Ain Soph Aur,” shrieked the other black crow.  
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“Yes, another beautiful name for limitless light,” said the second crow. “The light of this jewel 

is a reflection of your heart-knowing and will shine brighter as each new facet is revealed. 

When you obtain the orb, attach it to your staff. Its power will increase and will give you the 

strength to successfully continue your quest.”  

 

Thanking the crows again, the woman proceeded on her way. She noticed that they still 

continued to follow her, and every now and then she could see them resting in the trees 

ahead. She couldn’t help but feel a little cross, as their critical words were like barbs and 

she could still feel their sting. 

 

After walking on the waypath for a 

while, she spied a plump horned 

toad, all green and brown with warty 

skin, sitting in the middle of the path. 

It croaked at her, and she muttered to 

herself how fat and ugly it was. With 

a sniff she passed by the toad, not 

even acknowledging it.  

 

“That toad is just like you!” squawked 

the black-feathered critic.  

 

The woman bristled again and retorted, “I am not like that at all, with all those ugly warts 

and croaking voice!”  

 

The crow laughed and shot back, “That’s just a lame attempt to define yourself. You are 

playing the ego game of separateness by saying ‘I’m not that’ when you are so!”  
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“Better you go find another mirror pond and look at yourself again to see who you are,” 

cackled the first black-feathered trickster. 

 

With a toss of her head, the woman continued doggedly along the waypath, but she couldn’t 

get the crows’ words out of her mind. Soon her thoughts became a jumble. Even though she 

believed she was right, she started to feel bad about herself and ugly inside. To add to her 

frustration, the waypath had turned into a tangle of crossroads winding every which way.  

 

Beginning to worry, she repeated her intention to find the way. Her renewed commitment 

infused the magic staff, which continued to be a trusted guide. Eventually it led her to 

waypaths that were simpler to follow, and soon she found herself on one clear path again, 

the incident of the toad forgotten. 

 

Coming at length to a small deep pond, she remembered the crow’s challenge and knelt 

down to look at her reflection in the water. To her shock and dismay, it was distorted and 

ugly and began to behave badly, pointing fingers at her, snorting and laughing.  

 

The woman looked up and saw the crows hovering nearby in the trees, their loud cackling 

sounding suspiciously like laughter. Vehemently she told them, “This is not me at all! This 

must be a trick. I would never act ugly and rude like that!” With a stomp of her foot she 

declared, “I always treat others with respect.”  

 

The wily tricksters laughed at her. The first crow quipped, “Tell that to the toad!”  

 

In unison they told her, “You must resolve this illusion, for if not, you will be stuck here for a 

long time.”  

 

Crestfallen, she wondered out loud, “What shall I do?”  
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The kinder crow gave her a wink and said, “Why don’t you act like a Wise Woman and from 

her point of view  see how to resolve your problem?”  

 

Remembering what the Wise Woman had said at the beginning of this adventure, the 

woman began to focus on her breath, breathing slowly and deeply and calming her busy 

mind, until she reached a state of stillness and receptivity. Reaching deep within herself, 

she asked for help. To her delight an answer was soon given. She received the thought, 

“Use your crazy wisdom and do something unexpected. Something you would not normally 

do.”  

 

Surrendering to an impulse rising from within, she quickly took off her clothes and jumped 

into the pond. As she leaped head first into her ugly reflection, the water exploded around 

her, shattering her reflection into a liquid chaos.  

 

Underwater, the woman saw a golden glow and swam deeper towards it. Her eyes widened 

when she realized it was the six-sided golden orb, lying at the mouth of a rocky cave. But 

the way to it was blocked by a barred iron door with a rusty lock. Giving the bars a tug, she 

realized she wasn’t strong enough to break through them. She had to find a way through 

quickly as she was running out of breath.  

 

What can I do now? she thought. She heard the inner voice of wisdom, stronger than ever, 

say, “Use the key at hand.”  

 

What key? she wondered, starting to panic—and then she knew!  

 

From her hair, she removed the long snakelike metal pin that had bound it. She inserted it in 

the lock and jiggled it. Finally the key turned, and the lock opened and fell away. With a 
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single push, she swam through the door, by now almost completely out of breath. Grasping 

the gem, she instinctively brought it to her mouth, and it gave her the air she needed to 

swim back up to the surface. Tucking the orb into her leather pouch, she swam up and up 

and finally, elated, broke through the surface of the water.  

 

After climbing out of the pond, she knelt on the bank to dry off and put her clothes back on. 

Gazing into the water again, she saw that the nasty reflection was gone and no longer a 

concern to her. All that remained of the chaos was a gentle spiraling of the surface, and her 

reflection was clear.  

 

Sitting on the bank, the woman reflected on her adventures, realizing she had learned 

important things to develop her Way Mastery. She saw how, by courageously choosing to 

jump into her distorted reflection, she could shatter old illusions of who she thought she was 

and foster her own transformation. Crazy wisdom was a powerful means to break through 

self-limiting mindsets blocking her way. She could now see how her inner reflections 

influenced her outer world.  

 

Her thoughts were interrupted as she heard the cawing of the two black-feathered tricksters. 

 

“Well, well, well, journeyer,” said the second, more kindly crow. “It seems you have met with 

some success. Know that this is your self-Alchemy. You are the living crucible, the vessel 

that holds this transformation. This vessel is the alchemical container in which aspects of 

yourself no longer needed can dissolve to reveal the golden nuggets of new consciousness. 

This is the wisdom you can bring forward into the world in new ways. You are mining your 

gold that is held within. We are leaving you now to continue on your way. Farewell, and 

good luck on the rest of your journey.” 

 

The white crow caught her gaze and said, “You have done well, journeyer.”  
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The crows took off in flight and slowly became three dots in the sky, until finally they 

disappeared.  

 

The woman realized that indeed she had found and brought back the treasure of herself, 

clearing out the ugly ideas and the finger-pointing she had done in her life. Pressing the six-

sided orb with its jewel of heart-knowing closer against her chest, she began to sense a 

newfound purpose in her own heart.  

 

Sensing the infinite possibilities open to her, her heart-knowing sang in response. She 

recognized she could view the world in full acceptance of all that was true and make 

decisions from this newfound inner confidence, regardless of outside influence.  

 

She declared out loud, “I am that, and that, and that. There will be no separation.”  

 

In that moment of declaration, she chose to give up her black-and-white thinking with all its 

traps and inherent suffering. As her polarized thoughts were drawn into a larger union within 

her, she experienced a sense of profound inner harmony. Instinctively she knew there 

would be deeper layers of these thoughts to deal with, but for now she enjoyed this sense of 

union within herself.  

 

Hearing a croaking sound, she turned and saw the toad she had passed earlier along the 

way. It sat on a leaf by the pond and looked shyly at her. Putting her hand on her heart, the 

woman apologized to the toad for behaving so badly and confessed it was her own ugliness 

that she’d been seeing.  

 

With an open and allowing heart, she could now see the toad was perfect and beautiful in 

her own way. Her skin was an intriguing texture; its colors of rusty brown and green 
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reminded her of the trees in the wood. More important was the tender spirit she sensed 

within the toad. She told the toad that she was truly beautiful.  

 

The toad blinked at the woman, then spoke in a warm, resonant voice, “Know you can 

always return to this inner harmony, as the key is now yours to open the way. No longer 

need you rely solely on your mind to figure things out. Your heart-knowing and intuition will 

help you discern your choices for navigating your way. With each new discovery about your 

true self, a new facet is added to the jewel of your heart and you will shine more brightly. 

You have done well.” 

 

The woman thanked the toad, who responded with a nod of her head. She bade the woman 

farewell, jumped into the pond and disappeared.  

 

The woman placed the six-sided orb, with the jewel, on top of her staff, just like the crows 

had instructed her. The staff began to vibrate, its activation causing the orb to blaze with a 

brilliant golden light, the strongest rays coming from the jewel in its center. Glowing symbols 

appeared on the staff and many little gems emerged, like buds on a tree, each a tiny 

touchstone, leading to magical and unknown lands, with its own wisdom story. 

  

The woman was now a Way Opener, more confident in her strengths and her ability to clear 

the way toward her destiny. She experienced her heart-knowing as a joyful sense of well-

being and began to feel it give rise to her heartfelt purpose. A new openness and sense of 

expansion in her body was confirmation that she was headed in the right direction. More 

clearly attuned with herself and feeling renewed, she began to sense a connection to the 

song that she was meant to sing. She could feel a vibration within her rising, like a 

quickening in response, increasing her sense of aliveness and awareness. These were 

some of the gifts of the Heartlands. 
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Feeling expanded with new wisdom, she resumed her journey, her step now lighter, with a 

more open and allowing heart.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 Wise Woman’s Crows 
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4 

The Way Creator 

The Sovereign Highlands 

 

 

Connected now with her heart-knowing, in her newfound state of allowing without judgment, 

the woman felt more open to the flow of things yet to come. The waypath was easy to travel 

as it wound around the base of the steep hills of the Heartlands.  

 

After a while, she came around a bend and saw another threshold in the distance. It 

seemed to twinkle in the light, and she felt drawn to walk toward it. As she approached the 

threshold she could see the landscape on the other side, a sweeping vista of deep valleys 

and steep mountains.  

 

This threshold was a beautiful archway that came to a point at the top. Around its frame 

twined leafy vines of luscious purple grapes and small bright purple flowers. Miniature 

amethyst crystals peeked through the vines, twinkling as they caught the light. At the top of 

the arch lay two swords, one on each side, their blades crossing at the arch’s peak. At their 

junction sat a rectangular mirror, its ornate silver border depicting a relief of a beautiful bird 

on either side. 
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On an ancient oak tree near the threshold perched a magnificent stoic hawk, whose piercing 

golden eyes were gazing directly at the woman. The hawk spoke to her.  

 

“Welcome, wise woman journeyer. I am the guardian of this threshold. I see that you have 

come a long way. Perhaps you would like to rest for a while.” The hawk looked at her 

expectantly. 

 

By now the woman knew that an offering was required of her at each entrance in order to 

pass through the threshold. Checking her pockets, she found several stones and crystals. 

Some time ago she had started collecting stones and would carry a few for good luck. A 

diamond-shaped fluorite crystal captured her attention as she picked through the stones, 

and she offered it to the hawk as a gift.  

 

The hawk gracefully accepted the stone with one of his large taloned feet and told her, “You 

are about to enter the Sovereign Highlands. This is the land where you can see expanded 

truth.”  

 

Preening his feathers, he fixed a golden eye on her and continued: “If you can see the 

larger pattern of events that are happening, you will realize more clearly the greater truth 

and know what is actually real.” 

 

“What do you mean, ‘what is real’?” asked the woman. “I don’t understand. Everything I see 

around me is real or I wouldn’t see it. It seems simple enough to me.” 

 

Chuckling, the hawk replied, “So you would think. But from what truth do you see your world 

around you? Is it the truth of false illusions from who you think you are, or the truth from the 

larger perspective of your True Self? 

http://www.wisewomencreate.com/


37 Presented by WiseWomenCreate.com ©2017 Deborah J. Sie 

 

 

“I—I’m not sure what all that really means,” stammered the woman. 

 

“Ah,” replied the Hawk, “you 

need to develop your Way 

Mastery to understand this. 

You must challenge your 

inner alignment so you can 

see from the viewpoint of 

your own deepest truth on 

this quest. Know that you are 

from the stars. They exist 

within you as your own 

unique constellation. The more they align into a distinct coherency, the more they will shine. 

This star constellation is uniquely yours and can be rediscovered, redefined, and re-formed 

by you. At the moment it is quite murky, not well aligned and in fact quite random. It is a 

wonder you can find your way around at all! The jewel of heart-knowing is one of the most 

important stars in your inner constellation, and you have done well to reclaim it.  

 

“The more you bring your inner star constellation into coherent alignment, the more you will 

receive the clarity of the true guidance you desire. There will be no doubt when you have 

accomplished this quest, as it will be clear to you that you are connected to something 

larger than yourself. To complete this part of your quest, you will need to find the sword that 

is driven into a stone and pull it free. You must seek what you avoid, and cut away what is 

false, so you can clearly see the truth. 

 

“Be forewarned,” cautioned the hawk, “for the landscape is mountainous with steep 

highlands and lowlands. To find a way may prove difficult as there is no waypath to take you 
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to your destination. The sword is not easily seen or found, and only the pure and 

courageous of heart will be able to gaze upon it at all. You will have to learn the skills of a 

Way Creator and create your own waypath to reach the sword. It will require an unwavering 

faith in yourself to pull it from the stone.  

 

“Take heart,” he added, “for while this journey will require you to face some of your most 

difficult challenges, it offers the highest of rewards. Best of luck to you, journeyer. You may 

now enter the Sovereign Highlands.” 

 

Totally puzzled, but curious, the woman felt she had been challenged more directly at this 

threshold than any other. While pondering what the hawk had said, she stepped through the 

threshold and took in the mountainous landscape of the beautiful Sovereign Highlands. It 

was a fine, sunny day with large white clouds wandering the sky. She was standing high on 

a rocky edge overlooking a large valley; mountain ranges and more valleys stretched ahead 

as far as she could see. Many wooded areas dotted the vast landscape, and she could see 

the sparkle of water here and there.  

 

Once again, she set her intention to find her way through this land and to the sword in the 

stone. Feeling the now familiar pull of her staff, she looked down and noticed a rocky trail 

leading into the valley. My staff will be put to good use on this journey, she thought as she 

headed down the rocky path. 

 

The trail eventually began to curve around in many directions and wound back onto itself. It 

seemed to have a mind of its own and wouldn’t lead anywhere other than to zig and zag 

about among the hills and valleys. Eventually the tangled track ended in an isolated alpine 

meadow, seemingly cut off from the world. No path was visible here, only wild grasses and 

flowers surrounded by a wood thick with briar bushes, rocks and leafy plants growing 

densely among the trees. The woman knew her magical staff to be true as she could feel its 
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pull, and yet the way would not show itself, just like the hawk had told her would happen.  

 

Discouraged, she sat down on the grass to rest and gazed idly at the hills and mountains 

around her. It was a beautiful land, and she allowed her gaze to wander across the 

ridgetops until a strange object caught her eye. Abruptly she stood, her heart pounding as 

she recognized the silhouette of a sword standing straight up on the ridgeline. She knew 

this must be the sword in the stone she sought. But how do I get to it? The climb there is far 

too steep. Where can I start? 

 

Surrounded by the tangled forest, she became very still and listened. She felt the pull of her 

magical staff toward one end of the meadow. Feeling an impulse to move, the woman 

walked to the edge of the meadow and began to push away the knotted plants, creating her 

own path through the trees. Large stones and rocks blocked her way ahead, but she 

maneuvered around them and continued doggedly on. Working her way in a spiral around 

the rocky mountain, up and up she climbed. Her magical staff proved true, for each time she 

paused to stand on a rock or climb a tree to get her bearings, she would see the sword. It 

seemed to be beckoning her to come.  

 

After climbing a long while, she realized she had been guided to a new area of this land 

that, until now, had been hidden from sight. She came to a natural rocky archway and saw a 

beautiful landscape just on the other side, but when she tried to step through the arch, she 

couldn’t. Something invisible stood in her way. Every time she tried to pass through it, the 

invisible air would start to give, then gently bounce her back.  

 

She felt an impulse to raise her hand. Trusting that impulse, she intuitively made a large 

spiraling motion with the flat of her hand. To her surprise, her hand left a spiraling trail of 

light in its wake like a portal to the way ahead. Her inner wisdom voice and heart-knowing 

indicated it was safe to step through, and so, in complete trust, she did.  
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The woman began to walk up a small ridge. 

Reaching the top, she looked below to see a 

beautiful lake, sparkling like a gem, in a 

setting of rocky formations and misty 

shores. The ever-present apple trees of this 

land appeared like sentinels, their red fruits 

sparkling through the mist. She felt great joy 

at finding her way to such a beautiful, 

magical place.  

 

As her gaze traced the lake’s shoreline, she 

spotted the sword in the stone on a rise of 

land near it, next to a large ash tree. 

Excitedly she scrambled along the ridge and down toward the lake, and soon she stood 

before the sword. She wondered, was it truly possible she could free the sword from the 

stone?  Eagerly she rushed up to try to pull it out, but it would not budge. She tried and 

tried, but soon became tired and disheartened.  

 

Alone with her thoughts, she heard a small, plaintive voice cry out nearby: “Please help me!”  

 

The woman walked in the direction of the sound, following it into a wood, and soon came 

upon a bramble bush of dense and thorny branches. From within it she could hear the pitiful 

cries. 

 

 “I can’t get out,” cried the voice again in a loud wail. 

 

The woman peered into the thorny brush.  
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“It’s about time someone showed up!” cried the voice. “I’m sick and tired of being stuck in 

these thorny bushes. Why must the world be so cruel? Woe is me! Please get me out, for I 

am trapped in this thorny prison. And be quick about it! It is most uncomfortable in here.”  

 

Oh my, the woman thought, what a miserable little creature. She saw what looked like a 

fairy, wearing red and black striped socks, her wings a tangled mess. The fairy’s sassy 

comments reminded the woman of a rebellious teenager, but when she saw that the 

creature was cut and bleeding, she took pity on the wee thing. With compassion for its pain, 

she searched about for something that would cut through the thorny brambles, but there 

was nothing to be found.  

 

“Don’t worry,” she told the fairy, “I will return and set you free.” 

 

Pouting, the fairy thanked her and informed her with a huff that she had no choice but to 

wait and would eagerly await her return. 

 

The woman walked back toward the sword and looked around for something to help free the 

fairy. If only I could remove the sword from the stone, she thought, I could help that feisty 

little creature.  

 

Gradually a wave of tiredness came over her. She saw an ancient oak tree nearby, and 

feeling like it was an old friend, she sat down to rest and soon fell asleep.  

 

The woman awakened abruptly to the sound of a horn being blown by a fairy sprite. Her 

horn was raised high, and as the fairy blew into it, a long, loud, wailing sound issued forth 

unlike anything the woman had ever heard before.  
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No wonder I woke up, she thought. She 

looked around to see what all the 

commotion was about and realized with 

a jolt that her staff was missing. Aghast, 

she searched all around her, but to no 

avail.  

 

Just then the sounds of musical laughter 

filled the air, and she found herself 

surrounded by a group of fairy sprites. 

They all looked similar, with rainbow-

colored hair and wings, and she couldn’t 

tell them apart. At a loss, she asked 

them for their help.  

 

One fairy approached her and, standing on her tiptoes, merrily said with a little wink, “It 

would appear your star constellation could use some lining up. Why not ask the Wise 

Woman about it?”  

 

Eagerly the woman looked around for the Wise Woman, excited to think that she had 

returned—but she was nowhere to be seen.  

 

Exasperated, she asked the fairy, “Where is the Wise Woman? I don’t see her. This must be 

a trick. I’ve lost my staff, and I need help to pull out the sword that’s in the stone. I have no 

idea where to begin.” 

 

“No trick!” giggled all the fairies. “She’s right here. Yes, here! Who do you think you’ve been 

listening to as you ask your many questions?” 
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Like a warm sun rising from deep within her belly, the truth finally became clear: The Wise 

Woman has always been with me. I am the Wise Woman, and the wisdom voice within is 

mine! I’ve held the answers to my own questions because I’ve held my own wisdom! 

 

In a flurry of giggles, the fairy sprites saw that she had gleaned the truth. Before she could 

say anything more, they gathered around her, each eagerly suggesting what she might do 

to free the sword from its stony prison. Soon all was chaos, as each fairy had an opinion, 

and the noisy chatter became almost unbearable.  

 

What is the truth here? she wondered. Having had enough of this nonsense, she calmed 

herself and in the stillness asked the Wise Woman within for guidance. The answer that 

rose from her own knowing was, “Go back to the sword and pull it out of the stone.”  

 

Back to the sword? her mind cried. She couldn’t help but question this wisdom. This couldn’t 

be right—she had already tried that before and had failed. As she felt the self-doubt 

growing, she shook her head and pushed the questioning aside. What happened before 

didn’t mean the same thing would happen now. Her wisdom voice was true, and she would 

trust in that and not be swayed.  

 

Rising up from the ground, she noticed a strong internal pull towards the sword in the stone 

and began to walk confidently toward it. 

 

The sprites gathered around her. Laughingly they pointed out that she’d already tried this—

it wouldn’t work. Perhaps she should walk on, leave it behind. She wouldn’t need the sword 

to continue her quest. After all, they had lived here a long time and knew much about this 

land. A sword wasn’t needed to defend oneself here! 
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With confidence and trust in her own wisdom, the woman said to herself, I will do this.  

 

Ignoring the naysaying babble of the fairy sprites who trailed after her, the woman continued 

to walk until she reached the sword in the stone. As she stood before it, a rush of heart-

knowing filled her, confirming her decision. With full confidence and purposeful intent, she 

grasped the hilt again. Effortlessly, she pulled the sword from its stony prison, and as she 

freed its blade it sang with its release. She held the sword high above her head and, like a 

lightning bolt, a vibration emanated through the blade and sang throughout her entire body. 

She could feel the clarity of its vibration resonate with her own heart song and knew she 

stood in the vibration of her own truth.  

 

The woman now understood why her star navigation had been faulty, causing her to doubt 

the guidance that lay within. Now the rest of her inner star constellation was in full alignment 

with her heart-knowing and she walked in the clarity of her own truth. She was her own 

guiding light. 

 

The sprites all knelt down and gazed at her with smiles on their faces. They knew what the 

woman had discovered for herself. The staff had only been a symbol to remind her of the 

guiding star constellation that had always been within her.  

 

Remembering the poor fairy stuck in the thorny brambles, the woman hastened back to the 

wood. “Stand back,” she called. “I’ve come to set you free, and I must use my sword to cut 

away the brambles.” The fairy scuttled back and, with sword in hand, the woman cut away 

the thorny brambles and freed the creature from her prison. The fairy scrambled out with 

glee. 

 

“I’m Wisecracker,” she said glibly. “I guess I owe you my thanks,” she added grudgingly, 

“even though you weren’t that quick about it. But know that in freeing me you have freed 
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something within yourself!” In the blink of an eye, she took flight and was gone. 

 

Imagine that, the woman thought, shaking her head, glad that the fairy was free. Then she 

returned to where she had freed the sword, to rest and reflect on her adventures as she idly 

gazed over the lake below. The sprites were quiet now, watching her. 

 

No longer would she engage in self-doubt, she decided, as she had seen the hold it could 

have on her. She would meet challenges with an open heart, discern the truth, and grow 

from her experience. What had failed before might work the next time as circumstances 

change. She could trust the compelling voice of her own inner wisdom. 

 

Her inner star constellation had re-formed into a cohesive pattern of empowered clarity, and 

she was fully aligned with this inner guiding force. As she had done on this part of the 

journey, she would continue to cut through the illusions and confront the distractions that 

would attempt to keep her out of alignment with her soul’s purpose. With this newfound 

clarity, she had empowered herself from within. Now a Way Creator, she had developed the 

Way Mastery to create her path to her destination, both inside and out. These were some of 

the gifts of the Sovereign Highlands. 

 

Twilight settled over the land. Wondering where she would travel next, the woman stood 

and raised her sword up high, enjoying the feel of it in her hand as she stretched. She felt 

her gaze drawn toward the lake. From within its deep blue waters rose an ethereal Lady 

dressed in a gown of watery veils.  

 

She must be magical, a Goddess, the woman thought to herself. In awe and amazement 

she lowered her sword. She walked to the lakeshore and stood at its edge, the hilt now 

grasped in both hands, its blade pointing down at the ground. Mesmerized, she stood on the 

shore and gazed up at the Lady of the Lake, who now stood on a misty spray, each drop 
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like a tiny crystal that made rainbows all around her.  

 

The Lady looked directly into the woman’s eyes. Her gaze was kind and held a depth of 

clarity the woman had never seen before.  

 

From within and all around her, the 

woman heard the Lady’s musical 

voice: “You have yet another quest 

before you in order to find what you 

seek. To journey on this quest you 

must enter into a place that is 

unknown, and there is no waypath to 

get there. It lies in the spaces in 

between the worlds. Due to its nature 

it is known as one of the Tween 

places and therefore does not exist 

as a permanent, tangible world. It 

comes and goes, in and out of time 

and space. Its red and white waters 

offer a clue to finding the divine child 

with crystalline skin who resides 

here. When you find this child you will 

gain knowledge about what you desire most.”  

 

Confused, the woman asked, “If I don’t know my destination, nor does it exist, how will I find 

or create the way?” 

 

The Lady of the Lake smiled and proclaimed in a crystalline voice, “You must realize the 
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Way Mastery of the Bridge Architect that is within you. If you are pure in your heart and 

intent, it will become known to you.” And in one graceful motion, without a single splash, she 

was gone.  

 

Another puzzle, thought the woman. Settling down on the grassy bank, she decided to rest 

before continuing her journey from the Sovereign Highlands.  

 

 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Hawk and the Sword 
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5 

The Bridge Architect 

Between the Worlds 

 

 

Creating a way to a destination unknown! The Lady of the Lake’s words still sang in her 

head. The woman was at a loss as to what to make of this riddle. She pondered further on 

what had been said to her. Who is the divine crystalline child? How will I find her if the 

destination doesn’t even exist? As these thoughts ran through her head in a jumble, she 

realized she was very tired and hungry. Being on this Wise Woman’s Journey adventure 

was exciting but required a lot of energy—a different kind of energy than just what the body 

could create.  

 

“You need food and rest,” said the fairy sprites all at once. They scattered in several 

directions and in short order brought her fresh fruit and vegetables and a delicious honey 

drink that revived her.  

 

She thanked the fairies and soon was ready to resume her journey, even though she had no 

idea of where to go. Holding the sword with both hands, she pointed it straight down to the 

ground and admired the beautiful workmanship. Her attention was drawn to a symbol 
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embedded on the top of the hilt. Suddenly she experienced a sense of crystal clarity, and in 

this moment of total alignment she heard a child’s call. The sound resonated deep within 

her and yet seemed to come from somewhere far away. In her mind’s eye appeared a 

glowing six-pointed star, high above a stone archway floating in a starry cosmos. She knew 

the child’s cries were coming from this place.  

 

“I hear a child crying out!” she exclaimed to the fairies. “In my mind I can see an archway 

into another world, but I can’t see a way to get there. And where the archway is, I do not 

know.” The woman could feel the child’s cries pulling on her heart.  

 

Two fairy sprites came forward, each with an object in her hand. The first one was holding a 

beautiful leather scabbard, hand-tooled and trimmed in gold. With a little nod she presented 

it to the woman, saying, “This is for your sword. We have had this in our care for a long 

time.”  

 

Surprised and grateful, the woman thanked the fairy, slipped the scabbard on over her 

shoulder, and sheathed the sword. 

 

The second sprite stepped forward and handed her an orb that looked like a giant blue-

black pearl shimmering with iridescent rainbow hues. The fairy sprite said in a solemn voice, 

“This is to help you. The Lady of the Lake was right: you must reach deep inside yourself 

and know the Way Mastery you hold as a Bridge Architect. This is something that comes 

from within and cannot be taught. Believe in yourself and bring your full intention to bear. If 

you can do this while focusing on the orb, you will be able to sense where the child is calling 

from and be able to reach your destination.” 

 

The woman thanked the fairy and carefully took the orb into her own hands. Heeding the 

sprite’s words, she set an intention to locate the child as she focused her awareness on the 
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orb. The more she focused, the deeper within she went. Deeper and deeper still, until she 

saw herself standing on a cliff, staring into a vast darkness of swirling mists with only a few 

pinpoints of light. In the distance, the six-pointed guiding star shone above its cosmic 

archway. The child’s cries seemed to come from far beyond the vast darkness of the mists, 

from a place that remained unseen, somewhere on the other side of the cosmic doorway. 

Her instinct to help this child was so strong that she knew she must go to it, no matter what 

the risk.  

 

A sense of knowing came over the woman and, following her strong impulse, she raised the 

orb up to her eye in alignment with the star. 

Beams of light streamed from the orb through the 

darkness in the direction of the star. With laser 

clarity and a fierce intent, she wove a flowing 

bridge of light and stars and sent it out through the 

mist. She didn’t question why she was able to do 

this—in her innocence, she simply knew how. 

Beams of light and stars flowed from the orb, and 

soon the bridge was built, although the other end 

was yet unseen. While her destination was 

unknown, she had no doubt the starry bridge 

would take her where she needed to go.  

 

With fearless determination, the woman stepped on the bridge and began to walk over it 

through the dark and mysterious mist. The stars along the bridge served as tiny beacons of 

light to help her see her way. Further and further she traveled, the bridge weaving itself 

longer as needed with each step. Soon she was approaching the cosmic archway, and 

another misty landscape became visible on the other side. 
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Finally the woman stood before the threshold, the six-pointed star shining brightly above. 

The child’s cries were much louder now.  

 

There was no gate guardian here to allow her entrance. The woman declared out loud to 

the cosmos at large, “I give myself permission to enter through this gate.”  

 

The compassion in her heart was now so strong that without any thought of risk to herself, 

she sprinted through the gateway. As she passed through she found herself spinning, 

turning, and spiraling through the starry cosmos inside and outside of the time and space. 

She traveled into light, then passed into darkness.  

 

Deeper and deeper into the dark she spiraled, until there was only emptiness and silence. In 

the distance she saw a tiny pinpoint of light. Slowly it became larger as it moved toward her 

until she could see it was a radiant star.  

 

From within the star emanated a voice in crystalline clarity: “You have done well, journeyer, 

and have cut away many illusions and false beliefs that held you bound. But to discover 

your true power, you must go far beyond what you know. For you are spread throughout the 

hologram of life in many forms of false truths, confining yourself deeper into illusion. All false 

truths come from a lack of love for yourself. Fully embrace all aspects of who you are, both 

light and dark, in love. This is what will truly set you free.  

 

“Know this as well: Two rivers run within in you, the red of the feminine and the white of the 

masculine. Allow these two rivers to become one and join with me. This is the ultimate 

union. Let there be no male, female, or any other separation but a singular flow of power 

sourced from your true origin.  
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 “You must call yourself back, 

dear journeyer. Call all of 

yourself back, and with love, 

cut and prune away until what 

is left is the remembrance of 

your origin. Know I will always 

be here with you.” 

 

Abruptly she was enveloped 

in dark again, with only a 

pinpoint of light remaining.  

 

The next thing she knew she was on the other side of the threshold In Between the Worlds, 

standing high up on a grassy knoll.  

 

What is this place? she wondered. The landscape appeared to be an island surrounded by 

a foggy sea. The time of day was difficult to determine as the entire landscape, lush and 

green, was bathed in an eerie light. Mountains rose in beautiful craggy shapes; here and 

there, peaks thrusting through the foggy mists appeared like floating islands. They were 

alive with textures of rock formations, green plants and mosses reminiscent of unknown 

places. The base of the mountains plunged deep into the valleys below, which in turn rose 

into more landscapes alive with green rolling hills and forests. Even from a distance she 

could see groves of apple trees with bright red fruit. Some landscapes ended abruptly, 

forming the edges of cliffs that dropped steeply to the shore below. Other landscapes 

tumbled down as rocky formations, transitioning into sandy shores that ended at the ebb 

and flow of a deep blue sea.  

 

Off in the distance she could see two rivers, each coming in from opposite sides of the 
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island and appearing to converge in a forested area at its center. To her astonishment, one 

river was red and the other was white. Intuitively she knew that the child she sought was 

within this forest where the two rivers appeared to  meet. As if in confirmation, the ever-

present cries of the child became louder and clearer.  

 

No direct route to the island’s center was visible. Feeling the familiar internal pull, the 

woman started off at a jog down the grassy knoll that ended at the edge of a large, dark 

forest. She stopped for a moment to listen, then followed the sound of the child’s cries into 

the woods. It was an ancient forest with enormous trees, and the rich, loamy scent of old 

earth rose from its floor. Some of the trees were so massive that an entire village could exist 

among their leafy crowns. The bark on many of the trunks was thick and craggy. Faces 

seemed to appear in the bark, watching her as she wound her way around them. Long 

branches seemed to reach out toward her, and thick gnarled roots protruding above the 

ground made her way difficult.  

 

After a while she heard the sound of waves softly crashing onto a shore, and she realized 

she was traveling downhill. To her relief the forest was getting thinner and easier to 

navigate. Breaking free of the trees, she found herself standing on a rocky beach that 

softened into fine sand further ahead where it met the edge of the sea. The sun was a hazy 

ball descending toward the horizon. A low fog drifted among the rocks near the shore and 

trailed along them as they ambled out into the clear blue sea. Above her towered the grassy 

edges of cliffs that ended abruptly in a long drop to the rocky beach where she stood. With a 

start, she realized the child’s cries had disappeared, as the ocean breeze and the sound of 

crashing waves filled her ears.  

 

Frustrated, she noticed she was no longer traveling toward the center of the island but away 

from it! But the shore ahead was clear of rocks and fog and looked inviting. Picking her way 

through the rocks, the woman reached the warm, sandy beach and sat down to rest for a 
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moment. Idly watching the water’s ebb and flow, she soon felt lulled into a peaceful state. 

She asked for guidance and waited.  

 

The answer soon came as the sound of crying reached her again, riding each pulse of the 

breeze. The mournful call was clearer now, moving through her heart as though it had 

become a part of her. In response to this clarity she stood up and continued down the 

beach. The thought came to her that sometimes one must travel a path that seems out of 

the way in order to reach one’s destination. As if in response, the sandy path veered away 

from the beach, leading upward and back into the island, and she felt guided to follow it.  

 

An unusually large crescent moon was becoming visible above the darkening landscape 

Gradually the path dwindled away and the woman found herself in a different type of woods. 

Communities of aspen and birch trees dominated this forest. They glowed eerily in the 

moonlight and stood all around her, like long, natural fences composed of sentinels 

guarding an invisible path. Swirling mists hung above the forested floor, making the ghostly 

trees more intimidating. Refusing to be frightened, the woman made her way among them, 

deeper into the woods, until at length she emerged into a vast meadow. Ahead of her, at its 

center, stood a massive circle of giant alder trees. The oddly bright moon, now shining 

overhead, illuminated two streams of water, one on either side, that flowed into the circle of 

trees, disappearing within. Even in the moonlight, the woman could see that one stream 

was red and the other white. She was certain the child was within that circle of trees—and 

now the cries grew louder, as though the child knew she was near.  

 

The woman strode boldly into and through the trees, making her way to the center, and 

abruptly stopped, for the alders created a circle around a most unusual clearing. The two 

streams flowing through the trees converged in a pool of crystalline waters at the center. 

Mists danced on the water’s surface like wispy tendrils of smoke. The pool was surrounded 

by a rocky ledge, and the water from the streams rippled over the rocks with a musical 
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bubbling sound. Suspended over the water and strung between the alder trees was a large 

web that appeared to have something caught in its center. The web was so dense that if it 

hadn’t been for the child’s cries, the woman couldn’t have known the child was within.  

 

The water didn’t appear to be deep, so she clambered over the rocks, stepped into the pool, 

and waded toward the web-bound child. As she drew closer, she could see that many 

strings came into the web from all directions. They wound around and around the small, 

wailing form in the center. Splashing through the shallow water, she drew her sword and 

slashed at the woven strings, only to find that even with the sword, she wasn’t strong 

enough to cut all the binding ties. 

 

Frustrated, the woman stood in the water and gazed up at the moon and the starry sky, 

pondering what was needed here. In that quiet moment she remembered what the star had 

said: “Call yourself back, dear journeyer. Call all of yourself back, and with love, cut and 

prune away until what is left is the remembrance of your origin.”  

 

Setting the point of her sword into the water and mud beneath her and letting its hilt rest 

against her body, she held both arms wide in welcome, threw back her head, and began to 

call herself back. Back from the ages of time, back from the cosmos, back from her family 

line, back from realities unknown, from worlds, space and time. She called and called 

herself back, deeper and deeper into her bones, into the depths of their very marrow, until 

all of her was present. She brought her arms around her body and, hugging the hilt of her 

sword against her chest, held all of her being in total acceptance within her loving embrace. 

And in that embrace, she could feel wings grow out from within her heart, lifting and 

supporting her.  

 

In the power of this love, she returned to her task. Again she raised her sword and 

vigorously cut and pruned, splashing the water about. As she did so, branches were cut 
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from the trees, and their blood-red sap splattered everywhere. The splashing of the water 

helped to cleanse away the sap as she continued to cut the webbing. This time she was 

able to cut the strings until the webbing all fell away. At last the tiny form was free.  

 

Before her now stood a child so covered in dirt and grime that she couldn’t tell if the small 

form was a boy or a girl. Kneeling down, the woman took the child into her arms. Holding it 

against her heart, she embraced it in the deep love that infused her whole being. She 

smoothed its teary cheeks, moving tendrils of hair aside. As she gazed into the child’s 

timeless eyes, she beheld a love like she had never known before. Suddenly she felt a 

connection so profound, she knew this child was the holy child she had sought. 

 

In wonder and reverence, held by the child’s gaze, the woman watched the dirt and grime 

slowly melt away, revealing the radiant crystalline skin of a beautiful glowing being. Then, in 

a voice as luminous as its skin, the child spoke: “Know that I am born out of the fusion of 

love and power, soul and spirit, and the union of the polarized dissonance within your own 

heart.”  

 

As she heard these words, the woman felt herself spiraling deeper and deeper within until 

all that was left was Light. 

 

In that moment, an ancient wisdom rose from deep within her and she witnessed her own 

experience of the alchemy of red and white: two flowing essences, the red of the feminine 

and the white of the masculine, each merging with the other, until neither exists no more, to 

birth anew as a single river of light. As she witnessed their union, she realized the birth of 

her courageous leonine heart and, through this singular connection, remembered her own 

magnificence: her Soul, ever present but long forgotten.  

 

She felt her awareness expanding, and from this new expansive consciousness she began 
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to comprehend the vastness of her being, far greater than the sum of memories and stories 

experienced over her life. As she opened to hearing and receiving this powerful source from 

within, she recognized her original soul voice, her unique imprint of being in joy, and knew 

that she had touched her True Self.  

 

The divine child affirmed in a soft voice, “Now you realize that who you are is who you have 

always been.”  

 

As the woman took in these words, she felt her star constellation within come into 

resonance with her beautiful soul voice. Breathing in this core alignment, she became 

aware of a brilliant seven-pointed star shining above her—her own unique Lodestar, always 

present, but never noticed before. In wonder and silence, as she opened fully to this 

powerful presence, her whole body began to shift and change, its own crystalline waters 

creating new patterns of cohesiveness and resonating with a new clarity of congruence. 

Like the phoenix that burned to ashes to rise from them again, she was re-creating herself 

anew.  

 

The divine child declared, “Your 

Lodestar holds the soul-guiding 

light of your truth and sovereignty. 

It shines above the crown of 

thirteen moons you now wear 

upon your head. This expansion of 

your power has come about 

through your own actions, have no 

doubt. By entering the threshold 

into this land, you have given your 

greatest offering: the gift of yourself.” 

http://www.wisewomencreate.com/


58 Presented by WiseWomenCreate.com ©2017 Deborah J. Sie 

 

 

The woman saw with the eye of her mind the crown of thirteen moons upon her head and 

felt the radiance from the seven-pointed star above her. 

 

“Your soul voice will be heard more clearly through this new alignment and connection,” 

continued the child. “Soon the song you are here to sing will be known to you. Walk your 

path in this empowered clarity, as a living sword of truth. Know that being self-directed, by 

your own truth, is how you remain in your sovereignty. You will stray, of course—it is the 

nature of being human. But you can always return to your connection to True Self as a 

touchstone to remember your wholeness.  

 

“Walk back now through the forest from which you came, to the rocky cliffs by the beach. 

There you must seek the entrance to a mystical cave that hold many wonders within it. 

Enter inside, and walk until you come to a cavernous room. Begin to traverse its edge in a 

circle and spiral inward until you come to its center. You will discover more of what you have 

come here to find. Remember, you know who you are, dear one.” And laying a small hand 

upon the woman’s cheek, the child slowly faded away. 

 

In that moment, the woman understood that she was the source of her own power and 

destiny. She knew that by tending this inner connection it would continue to strengthen, 

allowing her to expand and embody more of her True Self.  

 

Feeling like she had awakened from a timeless dream, she began to see how she was the 

myth maker in her own life, co-creating with the reality of her external world. As a conscious 

dreamer, she could bring experiences from her external world into her mythic world within, 

and vice versa. As a mythic traveler, she could experience herself as something larger than 

her preconceived ideas of self based on past experience. In this awareness she could 

explore what held meaning for her, ask questions, and reflect on her discoveries. From this 
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place of expansiveness, she could make her own choices as to who she wanted to be in her 

outer world, rather than unconsciously lashing out from a place of conditioned fears and 

beliefs.  

 

Through spiritual alchemy, she would choose to embrace, dissolve, and love all aspects of 

herself and create her internal world consciously. This would allow her to walk as an 

increasingly accurate reflection of her True Self in her external world, creating more of the 

world she wanted. In this way she would co-create with her everyday reality. And one day, 

she knew she would be able to walk in both worlds at once.  

 

Upon further reflection, she understood that the Way Mastery of the Bridge Architect came 

from within her. By having faith in where she was being guided, she could trust that the path 

would reveal itself and that she would reach her destination. The love she had for herself 

had filled her; its light had overflowed in abundance, giving her a strength beyond herself to 

free the divine crystalline child. The power of love was strong. These were some of the gifts 

from In Between the Worlds. 
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6 

The Wise Woman 

The Wellspring 

 

 

 

“Remember, you know who you are, dear one.” The divine child’s words echoed in her 

mind. The woman was intrigued by the idea of a mystical cave and eager to explore it!  

 

It was time to return to the forest and find her way to the cave. Slowly she walked back 

through the eerie aspen trees to the sandy path that ran among the rocks toward the beach. 

She searched along the rocky shore for the entrance to the cave. Finally she spotted it, 

almost hidden in the rocky folds of the cliff. Clearly this was another threshold in its own 

right, its guardian the divine child she now realized she held within.  

 

The entrance was worn smooth and it was apparent that water often entered here. 

Crouching down, she entered the cave and soon found herself in a tunnel. Large crystals 

lined the walls on either side, illuminating the tunnel with their soft radiance. Various shapes 

of glowing fungi also grew along the walls, helping to light the way.  
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Eventually the tunnel opened into an immense cavern whose ceiling loomed more than a 

hundred feet above her. A large smooth hole high in its center guided the moonlight down 

onto the sandy circular floor. It was a magical sight: Tall rocky formations surrounded the 

floor like sentinels; large glowing crystals shone between them, and the glowing fungi were 

scattered high along the walls.  

 

Remembering what the child had told her, and not questioning the sense of it, she began 

walking at the outer edge and wound her way around the cavern in ever smaller circles. 

With each spiral inward she felt a shifting sensation in her body, as though she were about 

to fall through the surface of the ground. The closer she came to the center of the room, the 

stronger this sensation became.  

 

When at last she reached the center, the ground suddenly appeared to give way and she 

felt herself falling gently through empty space, as though supported by an invisible force. 

She fell for such a long time that it seemed she must be falling into the center of the earth. 

Down, down, and down she fell, through cold air that gradually became warmer on her skin. 

At last she landed softly in a small grassy meadow surrounded by a forest, under a dreamy 

twilight sky full of stars.  

 

To her delight, she saw her staff in the grass, beside a natural spring that was surrounded 

by mossy rocks. She had missed her staff like an old friend and was happy to have it back 

again. She knew it held many wisdom stories that she had yet to explore. 

 

Many of the rocks were smooth like terraced steps, and she climbed onto them to see the 

spring held within their mossy embrace. Looking into the crystalline waters of the spring, her 

attention was drawn to a violet lotus flower gently floating there. The waters were so clear 

she could see its long fiery roots stretching far into the depths below. A glowing egg nestled 
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among its petals. 

 

As she gazed upon the egg, a sparkling double helix appeared, winding around it. The egg’s 

pearlescent shell transformed into large individual flower petals, and as they slowly opened, 

out from the top burst a spray of sparkling lights with a little winged Light-Being rising in the 

midst of them.  

 

In that moment she knew, as if remembering anew, the soul song she had come to sing. 

She felt her song singing through her entire being and delighted in its remembrance. The 

sense of profound joy that filled her was such a strong confirmation that she wondered why 

it had been such an elusive mystery. 

 
In a flash of insight, she realized that her song had always been with her. She had just 

forgotten it, as it had been hidden under layers of old stories and false truths collected 

during her life. Her Soul’s song was free now, and with joy she realized that she could 

spread her wings and soar and bring it forth into the world. She reveled in this reclaiming of 

herself. 

 

Reaching out, she gently touched the glowing egg and smiled at the tiny Light-Being 

hovering above it. Immediately she was surrounded in an egg-shaped glow, prismatic in 

every color of the rainbow. In that timeless moment she knew that she was the stars, the 

universes, the worlds upon worlds and everything in between. She was the light and the 

dark. She was nothing and she was everything. The infinite vastness she touched within 

herself was incomprehensible.  

 

With a gasp of wonder, she withdrew her hand from the egg, her wisdom informing her she 

had experienced enough. With new eyes she could see that the glowing gift of the egg was 

clear. Her travels had changed her. She had reclaimed her wholeness by touching 

something far vaster than herself. From her inner wellspring she had received an age-old 
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wisdom, a wisdom beyond what she had ever known or experienced before. She was a light 

seed from the stars. Whole and perfect, she held everything she needed within her to be 

that in her self-expression. 

 

“The time has come to bring your soul song 

into the world,” said the tiny Light-Being. 

“Others are waiting to hear it. Hearing your 

soul song will help them find their way and 

learn how to sing their own. Now you 

understand how each soul song sung adds 

its note to the universal chorus, clarifying 

and amplifying the cosmic flow. Expressing 

your soul song is an authentic act that 

comes from True Self, and each authentic 

act brings more love into the world.”  

 

Such an abundance of love was filling the 

woman now, she felt like it was overflowing through her, and all that mattered was to be in 

this space of joy and share it!   

 

The flat mossy rock by the spring looked inviting, and she sat down to rest and take in some 

of her experiences from this Wise Woman’s journey. In reflecting on her journey, she 

realized her desire to bring her song into the world was strong. There would be challenges 

ahead. Truth was on a continuum. Paradox was a key to holding the larger pattern of 

wholeness. Life was full of contradictions with opposite meanings that held within them a 

more holistic understanding of the truth. The challenges that lay ahead would be 

opportunities to experience and know what is real. She could trust in her wisdom voice and 

in the guidance of her Lodestar and travel her path with a courageous heart.  
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As though standing in an infinite hall of mirrors, she recognized now that every experience 

and living thing she interacted with was a mirrored reflection of herself. If she didn’t like the 

reality she saw in the mirror, the choice was hers to shatter the illusion, just as she had by 

diving into her reflection in the pond. Gladly she would stand in the hall of mirrors, willing to 

shatter illusion for the truth. For now she knew each illusion shattered brought more clarity 

within herself. 

 

She had received many gifts on this journey that would help ease the way going forward. 

Walking the path of allowance with an open heart would simplify and reduce the drama in 

her life, bringing more peace and harmony. By reclaiming her sovereignty, she had taken 

the mantle of leadership for herself. With confidence, she knew she could give her soul 

song form and bring her star dreams into the world from this place of empowered brilliance. 

She was the myth maker, the meaning maker, and the co-creator of her own life. She would 

wield her star power from the foundation of her unique perspective and with the love from 

her True Self. Her magical child would help her as the animating force of her curiosity, 

wonder and imagination. 

 

Remembering the divine child’s words, she knew she would get caught up in the routines of 

life again and be tempted to feel discouraged. There would be more layers of self to work 

through, but now she knew how she could nurture herself through her own encouraging 

self-talk. Each act of self-love would add to the strength of her sovereignty. This would 

inspire others to act from their authentic natures and sing their songs. Now she understood 

how the singing of each soul song was an act of love, bringing more love into the world.  

 

Enchanted with life again, she would be more aware of the natural impulses that would rise 

up within her, moving her toward more of her life’s expression. The spiral journey would 

always offer new adventures to begin again. With each turn around the spiral path she 
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would grow and evolve, and so would her soul song. As a Wise Woman Journeyer, she had 

embodied being the conscious bridge between the worlds. By living into her mythic life, she 

could always journey into the realms of myth and bring her discoveries back into the 

physical world.  She realized she could take experiences from her everyday world and bring 

them into the otherworld of myth to be explored more deeply for new discoveries. 

 

Her True Self was a touchstone to remind her again and again of who she really was. She 

was the source of her own power and destiny! She was a Way Master, ready to continue 

honing her skills, knowing there would be more adventures to come.  

 

After she’d reflected for a while on all that had occurred, the soft burbling of the spring lulled 

her into a profound stillness. From deep within she heard her 

wisdom voice: “It is time. It is time for the feminine spirit to 

become more presenced in the world.” She nodded to herself in 

silent agreement, sensing how this could bring the world into 

more balance. 

 

She realized that all she had experienced were gifts offered 

from the Wellspring within her—and that a similar wellspring 

exists in everyone. She would sing her song to help others 

along the way to their own realization as the source of their own 

power and destiny. The gifts from the Wellspring were many. 

 

Slowly rising from her restful state, she gathered her staff and 

began to walk. Emerging from the cave, she wandered down 

the beach until she spied a valley that lay between rolling hills. 

Turning in that direction, she walked along the valley floor and 

eventually found herself in a grove full of apple trees. The bright 
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red fruit hanging from their branches made her aware that she was very hungry. 

 

She wondered, What land is this in which I’m traveling?  

 

Plucking an apple from a tree, she heard an answer given in a single world: “Avalon.”  

 

Avalon? she mused. I thought Avalon was a place in a story about King Arthur, Merlin, the 

Knights of the Round Table and all that.  

 

“Yes,” answered a voice, “it is all that and more, as you will discover.” Looking up, she saw 

that it was the voice of the beautiful hawk that had greeted her at the threshold of the 

Sovereign Highlands. The hawk alighted gently on her shoulder, where the leather of her 

scabbard was wide. “Do you now understand in what land you travel?” 

 

“Yes,” she told the hawk. “This place, this wellspring of wisdom that resides inside my heart, 

this waypath I travel, is my Avalon that lies within me. I am the wise woman creator of this 

land. As I create my Avalon within, I create myself through the power of my own choices. 

My desire is to choose, from a place of love, what brings joy and meaning into my life. It is 

time I sing my soul song.” 

 

She smiled, knowing that more adventures were waiting. She would travel the many 

waypaths of Avalon, knowing that the gifts discovered along the way would help her bring 

her soul song into the world. 

 

The hawk whispered into her ear, “I will always be with you, for I have been waiting—waiting 

for the one called Sophia to journey along these ways.” 

 

Sophia paused, pulled out her sword, and cut the apple in half, offering one half to the 
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hawk. “I wonder where I will go next,” she said to the hawk. As she looked at her half of the 

apple, she noticed the star shape created by the seeds inside. “I do believe,” she chuckled 

to herself, “that the answer lies within.” Fondly Sophia scratched the hawk’s feathered head 

and began the return that would bring her soul song into the world—into Avalon. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Empowered Brilliance 
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Afterword 

 
The Dragon Dreamer chuckled again, thinking of how Into Avalon began with a dream and 
how it had unfolded since then.  
 
The following poem, “Into Avalon,” is the first intuitive writing received directly from the well 
of wisdom, following the dream I described at the beginning of this book, that called to me to 
write the adventure series Into Avalon. While I was in the dream, I had wondered about the 
horses. The words flowed through my pen like a ring of prophecy, bringing an answer: 

Into Avalon 

Women growing 
Rose unfolding 
Brilliance 
Receptivity 
They come 
They ride again 
Goddesses in chariots 
Drawn by horses 
Thundering out of Avalon 
To touch the earth below 
The bridge is created  
For the feminine Divine 
It is time, it is time, it is time 
For the magnificence of the one 
To become in union 
One by one  
The one become many 
The many become one 
The wisdom of Sophia 
Pure joy  
I am home, I am home 
Avalon 
 
And a voice rose from within me and whispered: 
 
The horses are for the chariots. 
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Be the source of your own power and destiny 

 

Claim the gold of your inner wisdom 

Journey into Avalon. 
Enter into your own wisdom story.  

 
Hone your Way Mastery. 

Reclaim the guiding light of your own truth  
and the song you are meant to sing— 

your soul song. 
  

Be the source of your own power and destiny. 
Give your soul song wings! 
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