


Luminaries on the Loose

Track Your Archetype Trail to Your Best Life So You Can Find Certainty, 
Fulfi lment, Peace, Possibilities, Prosperity, Happiness, Health and Love.

A Collaborative Compilation of Transformational Steps and Stories.



Copyright © 2015 Nadine Love

Copyright © 2015. Th is work is copyright. Copyright in the work as a whole remains with 
Nadine Love; copyright in all chapters remains with the author of that chapter. All rights 
reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, 
graphic, electronic or mechanical including photocopying, recording, taping or by any infor-
mation storage and retrieval systems, without prior permission in writing from the publisher:
Nadine Love, 1965 –

Luminaries on the Loose: Track Your Archetype Trail to Your Best Life
Books may be ordered through booksellers or by contacting
Nadine Love
Helix Books
A division of JN Ventures
PO Box 855, Cooroy, 4563, Queensland, Australia
www.NadineLove.com

Because of the dynamic nature of the internet, any web addresses or links contained in this 
book may have changed since publication and may no longer be valid. Th e views expressed in 
this work are solely those of the author and do not necessarily refl ect the views of the publisher, 
and the publisher hereby disclaims any responsibility for them. Th e authors of this book does 
not dispense medical advice or prescribe the use of any technique as a form of treatment for 
physical, emotional or medical problems without the advice of a physician, either directly or 
indirectly. Th e interest of the authors is only to off er information of a general nature to help 
you in your quest for emotional, mental and spiritual well-being. In the event you use any of 
the information in this book for yourself, which is your constitutional right, the authors and 
publisher assume no responsibility for your actions.
Printed in Australia.

National Library of Australia Cataloguing-in-Publication entry
Creator: Love, Nadine, author.
Title: Luminaries on the loose : track your archetype trail to your best life / Nadine Love.
ISBN: 9780994223807 (paperback)
ISBN: 9780994223821 (hardback)
ISBN: 9780994223814 (ebook)
Subjects: Self-actualization (Psychology)

Archetype (Psychology)
Life skills.
Success.Health. Happiness.

Dewey Number: 158.1



iii

Table of Contents

About the Editor ix
Nadine Love ix

Introduction 1
Th e Journey of Luminaries on the Loose 2
What is a Luminary? 8
What is an Archetype? 8
Th e Luminaries’ Archetype Trail 9
Where do the Luminaries on the Loose 
Archetypes Come From? 9
Making the Most of this Book 13

Part One 25
Consciousness and Your Quest Towards Enlightenment  25

Phase One 27
Your Outer Concerns with Life as You Experience 
Yourself in Society 27

Step One 29
Archetype: Th e Fool 29

Chapter One 31
New Beginnings 31

Nadine Love 31

Step Two 39
Archetype: Th e Magician 39

Chapter Two 41
Th e Wizard of Woombye 41

Edgar Winter 41

Step Th ree  47
Archetype: Th e High Priestess 47

Chapter Th ree 49
Th e Boiled Frog 49

Nadine Love 49



 

iv

Step Four 55
Archetype: Th e Empress 55

Chapter Four 57
(Secret) Confessions of a Conscious Lover 57

Nadine Love 57

Step Five 65
Archetype: Th e Emperor 65

Chapter Five 69
How Living the Emperor and Letting 
Him Go Led Me to Love 69

Nadine Love 69

Step Six 77
Archetype: Th e Hierophant 77

Chapter Six 79
Th e Black Sheep Rulebook  to Get Home 79

Nadine Love 79

Step Seven 85
Archetype: Th e Lovers 85

Chapter Seven 89
How to Meet and Marry  Your Soulmate 89

Susan Marie Hill 89

Step Eight 95
Archetype: Th e Chariot 95

Chapter Eight 97
Live it as You Want It 97

Nadine Love 97

Part Two 105

Subconscious 105

Phase Two 107
Your Search Inward  to Discover Who You Are 107



 

v

Step Nine 109
Archetype:  Strength 109

Chapter Nine 111
Survival to Strength:  A Journey of Self-Discovery 111

Kim Taylor 111

Step Ten 117
Archetype:  Th e Hermit 117

Chapter Ten 121
My Whole Truth—For the First Time 121

Peter Barr 121

Step Eleven 129
Archetype:  Th e Wheel of Fortune 129

Chapter Eleven 133
Th e Wheels and Cycles of Life 133

Amelia McLarnon 133

Step Twelve 141
Archetype:  Justice 141

Chapter Twelve 145
Solo Mission 145

Cindy Turner 145

Step Th irteen 153
Archetype:  Th e Hanged Man 153

Chapter Th irteen 155
Th e Courageous  Voice of Motherhood 155

Lana Mayes 155

Step Fourteen 161
Archetype: Death 161

Chapter Fourteen 163
Liberating Little Beads,  Life and Love 163

Nadine Love 163



 

vi

Step Fifteen 171
Archetype: Temperance 171

Chapter Fifteen 175
Blackfella Creek and  the Cockatoo Tree 175

Nadine Love 175

Part Th ree 183

Super-consciousness 183

Phase Th ree 185
Towards Transcendent Awareness and 
Radiant Consciousness  Aiming for Enlightenment 185

Step Sixteen 187
Archetype:  Th e Devil 187

Chapter Sixteen 191
Granny has Left the Building! 191

Nadine Love 191

Step Seventeen 199
Archetype:  Th e Tower 199

Chapter Seventeen 203
Corporate Fairy-Tales:  Surviving the Fall! 203

Diane Steed 203

Step Eighteen 211
Archetype: Th e Star 211

Chapter Eighteen 213
Th e Return to Truth 213

Rachel O’Connor 213

Step Nineteen 219
Archetype:  Th e Moon 219

Chapter Nineteen 223
Darkness Becomes Light 223

Xanthe Coward 223



 

vii

Step Twenty 229
Archetype: Th e Sun 229

Chapter Twenty 233
Th e Dreams You’re Made Of 233

Alice Haemmerle 233

Step Twenty-One 239
Archetype:  Judgment 239

Chapter Twenty-One 245
Look with a Heart of Love 245

Mira Love 245

Step Twenty-Two 253
Archetype: Th e Universe 253

Chapter Twenty-Two 257
Soaring to a Higher Place 257

Dr John Cronin 257

Closing Th oughts 265
Leaping into Your Tomorrows 265

Nadine Love 265
Take Care of the Fragile Tip: Self-Love 267
Unexpected Infi nite Rewards from Leaping For Love 270

Meet and Connect with  the Authors 273
Peter Barr 273
Xanthe Coward 274
Dr John Cronin 274
Alice Haemmerle 275
Susan Marie Hill 275
Mira Love 276
Lana Mayes 276
Amelia McLarnon 277
Rachel O’Connor 277
Diane Steed 278
Kim Taylor 279
Cindy Turner 279
Edgar Winter 280



ix

About the Editor

Nadine Love

After receiving top placement in the International Transformational 
Authors Writing Contest in 2011 for her prize-winning book, Hot 
Confi dence, Nadine Love felt motivated to assist other professionals to 
take their autobiographical stories and business frameworks from con-
cepts to cohesive chapters.

Aspiring authors attending Nadine’s popular Writing Intensives and 
Write Your Book retreats, receive resources, creative inspiration and practical 
instruction on how to successfully turn their ideas into impactful books that 
can transform their readers’ lives.

With thirty years of experience in the international wellness industry, 
Nadine is acclaimed for facilitating deep, rapid and lasting change with 
groups and individuals. She attributes the consistently stellar successes 
of her clients to the dual path of her practice, which focuses fi rst on the 
quest for self-love, confi dence and clarity, and second, to write, promote 
and publish an all-inspiring life story, and/or develop an expert-based, 



About the Editor

x

branded business where clients can become prosperous from their 
passions.

Th is means her clients achieve what they want in their lives: crafting 
their best work, uncovering and communicating what they are on the 
earth to contribute and completing their books!

As a celebrated international speaker, award-winning transforma-
tional trainer, and motivational mentor, she has inspired, educated 
and fi lled the hearts of thousands who share her passion for creating a 
peaceful, healthful, love-fi lled world.

Her specialty program, Your Unique System, delivers transforma-
tional personal and business mentoring focused on identifying the 
unique talents and purpose of the individual and creating sustainable 
businesses from aligned, authentic passions. Her qualifi cations include a 
master’s degree in dramatherapy, and diplomas in personal and executive 
coaching.

She was granted Facilitator of the Year in 2010 by the Coaching 
Institute, Melbourne, Australia. Nadine is a sought-after neuro linguistic 
programming trainer, and is currently researching for her PhD in futures 
studies.

Nadine lives the dream with her true love husband, John, magical 
daughter, Mira Moonbeam, and their fi ve horses and beloved Kelpie, 
Missy, on their peaceful thirty-acre patch of paradise in rural Queens-
land, Australia.

For free instant access to a host of useful information so that 
you can develop your writing skills and so much more, please visit 
https://www.nadinelove.com/
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Introduction

Full moon. June 3, 2015.

Today is the perfect day to connect with you.
Join me as I sit in my family’s library at Blue Lily Farm, facing the 

fl ickering amber and orange fl ames of a friendly fi re, with my Mac Air 
perched on my knees, and you, dear reader, at the forefront of my mind 
and in my heart.

Even though we may not have met each other yet, Luminaries On 
Th e Loose  was written for you, so you can identify where you are in 
your life. After reading this book, you will have a better sense about 
what is next on your ultimate quest to fi nd happiness, health, prosperity, 
fulfi lment and love, and how to take the appropriate steps to achieve 
your dreams.

Luminaries On Th e Loose is a valuable guidebook that will take you 
by the hand along the Archetypal Trail, so you can improve the process 
of your life as you achieve the bright experience of your super-conscious 
self, and to live your greatest life precisely as you would like it.

Here’s your carefully constructed chart, with signposts, so you can 
plot your journey through life’s labyrinth.

When you fi nd your place on the map, it’s so much easier to piece 
together where you have been. By locating your current co-ordinates, 
you put yourself in an improved position to pause, evaluate your circum-
stances and consider your next move, right?
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You can track your own life’s journey through the three ancient and 
time-tested phases and twenty-two proven steps that are life’s defi nitive 
pursuit for security, success, well-being, wealth, joy, opportunities, 
peace—and love—every day.

Make sense of where you are in your life as you read the shared expe-
riences of leading Australian authors woven together in this motivating, 
inspirational and compelling book.

The Journey of Luminaries on the Loose

When every great epic begins, there’s no knowing where it will end, or 
whether there will be an ending at all.

What we can be sure of are unexpected twists, tangles and turns 
along the way.

Just like the lifespan of a person, Luminaries On Th e Loose follows 
the route charted out by the Archetypal Steps that you are soon to famil-
iarize yourself with in this book.

Two years ago, when  Luminaries On Th e Loose  was conceived, 
I had no idea when I took the leap of faith as the Fool that I would 
be sitting here today, in the encouraging glow of the fi re light, looking 
gratefully, expectantly and proudly at such a fantastic full draft.

Right here, on the glass top of our ornately carved coff ee table, rest 
neatly laid out pages destined for you, dear reader.

Here’s your sequence of the essential Archetypal Steps you will need 
to make your life expedition easy. Th e stages are clearly described and 
then brought to life through fascinating, dramatic, funny, amazing, 
wonderful and relevant stories by remarkable authors. Each writer is 
carefully introduced so that you can be part of our heart-circle.

Welcome.
Luminaries On Th e Loose was seeded on my forty-eighth birthday, 

as I sat in meditation, with the dusky pink and turquoise Pashmina that 
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was a gift from Mira1 wrapped around my shoulders. I recall so clearly 
the rush of ideas that downloaded during that prized quiet time.

It was during the same May 21st contemplation that I came up with 
the complete suite of author trainings, writer’s retreats, the “Executive 
Speak and Write” course, professional writing intensives, and the Write, 
Promote and Publish Your Book brand.

Th at comprehensive list of trainings was duly rolled out from 
December 2013, in addition to my signature coaching and business 
mentoring system, Your Unique System.

Th e reason I’m telling you this is because it gives you a sense of the 
backdrop of busyness that was my reality.

Do you have any idea what it takes to rock out one three-day train-
ing, let alone seven, plus bonus days, whilst mothering and putting a 
book together?

Between you and I, it takes eighteen- to twenty-hour days—that’s 
most days—hard at dedicated, disciplined work.

Did I love it?
Yes.
Did I think I was fulfi lled and my life had meaning?
Absolutely.
I’d constructed a right-angled triangle of life, with Mother Love at the 

top, Self-Love at the left-hand bottom corner and My Love of My Work in 
the World in the right-hand corner.

1  You can read Mira Love’s “Look with a Heart of Love” in Chapter 21, page 245.
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Did it matter that the arm of the triangle that “should” join My Love 
of Work in the World with Mother Love at the top didn’t connect?

Sometimes.
Just in case you didn’t get it, Mother Love to me was the unconditional, 

all- important love I have for Mira Moonbeam. I think that my love of my 
work is pretty self-explanatory, yes? Mira was the main reason I was doing it 
all, and to use my skills to contribute to our world. Which was, in a round-
about way, also about Mira, because I asked myself the important question:

Who do I need to be to be the most outstanding mother, model and guide 
for my phenomenal daughter?

It seemed obvious that I needed to show her how to be a leader, a 
luminary of light, committed to making every space I entered better 
off  for my having been there. I had to provide opportunities for her 
in which her natural and extraordinary gifts could fl ourish. I had to 
demonstrate love, respect, compassion, and dedication to learning, 
fl exibility, optimism, courage, confi dence, fun ...

Fun?
Well, doing all that, there wasn’t much time for fun.
Fun is frivolous, right? Wrong.
I also asked myself the question:

Who do I need to be to be the most outstanding coach, mentor and 
trainer for my clients?

Th at led me to many places. Th e most relevant locations for you for 
now, dear reader, are just two:

1. Living love
2. Luminaries on the Loose
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Let’s start with number two.
In 2011, I won top placement in Christine Kloser’s Transformational 

Author’s Competition with the manuscript of Hot Confi dence, and I con-
tributed a chapter titled “Born Free” to Pebbles in the Pond: Transforming 
the World One Story at a Time.

Christine edited the anthology, and it was a model of getting pub-
lished that I liked. It made it simple for writers to see their work in print; 
it brought together like-minded people who promoted the book in their 
communities, and so extending the reach of every author in the book.

I still get enquiries from prospective clients from Pebbles in the Pond.
Being a published author brings credibility, brand clarity and expert 

status.
When you have your book out, you’ll fi nd you’re in demand as a 

professional, and you become the no-brainer choice to work with next 
to your colleague who doesn’t have a book out yet.

And so, I off ered my clients the opportunity to become easily 
published in Luminaries On Th e Loose because I knew fi rsthand that 
publishing would:

• Boost them professionally

• Be transformational for them personally

• Get their well-deserving messages out into the world fast, beau-
tifully and well

What a great idea! At the time, I modelled the publishing approach 
after my friend and colleague, Christine, and I asked contributors for 
helpful life stories that showed a journey from trial to triumph, from 
zero to hero or from sorrow to success.

Th ere was something missing.
And then I went missing for months. In retrospect, I’d entered the 

Hanged Man phase of the book’s cycle.
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I went AWOL for the best reason in the entire universe.
Which brings me to point number one ... which is the whole point.
I found true love.
Not just any sort of every-day, common-or-garden, jump-for-joy or 

hop-in-the-sack kind of love. I found what I call, Soul Pair Love.
I landed the sort of love that provides a fi lter for everything from 

here on in.
Th e wobbly Mother Love, Self-Love, and Love of My Work in the World 

triangle that I thought was so stable grew a strong support that moved 
the positions of the other angles to create a happier, more meaningful, 
more sustainable life.

I had yet to discover the sublime ecology that swung into play, as 
every part of my existence and every person that really mattered came to 
benefi t massively.

Th at’s true love, isn’t it? Th e sort that’s so expansive that everyone wins.
And so did Luminaries.
I experienced the satisfaction and positive impact on others of 

organising and having every tiny aspect of our wedding day slowly, 
mindfully and carefully constructed with love tenderly painted on each 
nook, cranny and crevice.

I decided that it’s the only way to live life.
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I’ll grant you, it’s not mainstream, but it’s the most incredible, 
rewarding, powerful, gentle, sunny, blissful, conscious way to be.

“I want to approach work and every project in my life just the same 
way as I did our wedding,” I declared one crisp morning to John2, as we 
strolled through our leafy forest down to Blackfella Creek.

With that loving intention, I returned to Luminaries On Th e Loose.
John suggested I write a linking narrative that connected the chap-

ters, rather than publish a series of disparate works. And then I had 
the brainwave to structure the book along the themes of the Archetypes 
whose lessons I lean into to make sense of where I am and where I’m 
heading in my life!

Life is working amazingly well for me! Here I am, happier and more 
fulfi lled than I have ever been—confi dent, sure of myself and certain 
that the more love I feel, the more I have to give to Mira, to my darling 
John, to my clients and to you!

Why not share the twenty-two step Archetypal journey with YOU 
so that you can fi nd your way through your worldly concerns, navigate 
your inner self to discover who you are and then reach your universe of 
radiant awareness, too?

Having the Archetypes and their themes clear gave the contributing 
authors a really defi ned sense of what they wanted to write about.

And there was more.
Th e curtain closed on inviting just anyone with a “tears to transcend-

ence” tale to be involved in our book.
I decided that Luminaries On Th e Loose was about shining the light 

on the exceptional beloveds in my life and sharing them with the world.
I wanted to support and elevate the stars in my magical fi rmament.

2  You can read Dr John Cronin’s “Soaring to a Higher Place” in Chapter 22, page 257.
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What is a Luminary?

Th e special authors you’ll meet are in this book because they are loved, 
they are an inspiration to others and they have attained distinction in 
their fi elds.

Th at is what a Luminary is, just in case you were wondering!
A luminary is someone who is outstanding, renowned and leading in 

a specifi c sphere, and who, therefore, lights the way for others.
Th e derivation of the word “luminary” is old French “luminarie” or 

old Latin “luminarium.”

What is an Archetype?

You might have been asking yourself:
1. “Well, what is an Archetype?”
2. “How will knowing the Archetypes along life’s crucial quest to my 

own super-consciousness help me?”
An archetype is a prototype or model made up of a collection of 

characteristics, patterns, symbols, thoughts and concepts that creates a 
blueprint for universal experience and common understanding.

In Luminaries On Th e Loose , the Archetypes are kaleidoscopic 
examples of a cluster of related themes that typify a rung on the ladder 
of collective, shared learning at a specifi c stage of life.

Th e Archetypes on our Trail could be compared with especially 
crafted, recognisable railway stations that aff ord stopping places to 
refresh, regroup and consider your travel plans.

If you prefer, you could think of each Archetype as an especially 
planted garden with a bed, border and orchard where each type of fl ower, 
plant, herb, weed, vegetable or fruit tree has a profound signifi cance in 
the overall wellbeing and survival of the landscape.
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The Luminaries’ Archetype Trail

How will knowing the Archetypes along life’s crucial quest to your own 
super-consciousness help you?

As you follow the twenty-two steps in Luminaries On Th e Loose , 
you’ll increase your awareness in terms of the possibilities open to you, 
and you’ll know how to adjust your trajectory to suit your outcomes.

Th e Aboriginal people of Australia steered their way across the vast 
tracts of land by relying on a fusion of oral mythological, symbolic sto-
rytelling and navigation. Th ey crossed the country using pathways they 
called “dreaming tracks” or “songlines.”

Each songline describes the way followed by the creator-being. Th e 
directions are sung, spoken and danced, and portray identifi able land-
marks and geographical features such as water holes, creeks and trees.

Songlines were handed down through the generations so that the 
indigenous people could traverse hundreds of kilometres by singing a 
song cycle in a specifi c sequence.

Our Archetype Trail works in the same way as the First People’s 
songlines, except that it’s not the physical countryside you are navigat-
ing, but the panorama of your engagement in your world, your internal 
psyche and the external expression of the union of your mind, body and 
spirit as you evolve in your awareness. Th e Archetype Trail consists of 
three phases, twenty-two steps and the ultimate aim is your happiness, 
health, wealth and fulfi lled expression in our world.

Where do the Luminaries on the Loose 

Archetypes Come From?

How the Archetypes Came into My Life

By l989, I’d familiarized myself so thoroughly with the tarot that I sup-
plemented my income by giving psychic and tarot readings. I taught tarot 
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at introductory and advanced levels at the iSiS Crystal Reiki Healing 
Centre I’d co-founded in St Albans, England.

Although it’s been years since I gave a reading, and I rarely pull the 
cards out and do a spread even for myself, the archetypes of the Major 
Arcana of the tarot are part of the fabric of the way I frame and make 
sense of my life.

When something is going on in my life— when I feel pulled in 
many diff erent directions and I’m challenged to fi nd calm, for exam-
ple—I naturally and automatically reference my position on what I term 
the “Archetypal Trail.” Th is helps me to clearly see where I’ve been and 
where I’m heading.

How this works in practical terms: if I am at Step Fifteen (Tem-
perance), I know I’ve just had a time of massive change, Step Fourteen 
(Death). I can then prepare myself for Step Sixteen. I can be certain 
the Devil will bring temptations and a lure of extremities. If I know 
the Devil is cowering around the corner, I can plan myself accordingly. 
Knowledge gives me choice. I can bank on it that the Tower will follow 
the Devil, so there are no surprises. If I anticipate the Tower’s arrival, I 
can surf the shake-up with grace and tumble with humour. I can also rely 
on the impending guidance of the Star and look forward to the Moon, 
Judgment, the Sun and then the illustrious gifts of the Universe. Relax. All 
of this will be explained in-depth throughout the book.

If I know I’m in Temperance, there’s a defi nite indication that I’m 
coming out of Phase Two of the Archetypal Trail, which concentrates on 
self-discovery, and heading into the Th ird Phase towards the inner peace, 
purposefulness and radiant, integrated consciousness you’ll experience as 
you complete the twenty-two step process.

I’m often asked: “So how long does all of that take?”
“As long as it takes” is the most helpful answer I can give. Depending 

on your circumstances, you might hover at one step for months, and 
then power through the next three. Or you might move slowly and 
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evenly around the entire Trail. Every situation, as well as your choices, 
will determine your timing.

As you read Luminaries On Th e Loose you’ll grasp the idea of steps 
and phases, and you’ll appreciate that your preferences at each stage will 
infl uence the unfolding of your life process.

I trust that makes perfect sense to you, doesn’t it? Th ere can’t be a 
one-size-fi ts- all answer when you’re looking at the limitless possibilities 
your life holds for you.

Th e History of the Major Arcana Archetypes

Th ere are seventy-eight, usually illustrated, cards in a full set of tarot 
cards. Twenty-two of those cards deal with big life lessons. Th ese are 
known as the “Major Trumps” or “Major Arcana.”

Th ese twenty-two cards are a coded storehouse of mundane and eso-
teric knowledge that dates back as far as the ancient Egyptian Neophyte 
initiation ceremonies. Intricately painted panels on Egyptian temple 
walls convey the same sequence of Archetypes.

Over the last six centuries, whilst many diff erent artists have illus-
trated the cards, they have arrived in the twenty-fi rst century with their 
integral meanings intact.

Scholars debate the precise origin of the Major Arcana; however, what 
has been established is that the twenty-two cards survived the Inquisition 
in the Middle Ages because they could be concealed in the game of tarot.

Correlations have been drawn between the twenty-two Major Arcana 
and the twenty-two letters and sounds of the early Phoenician alphabet. 
Th e Phoenician alphabet is the ancestral origin of the contemporary 
Roman alphabet.

Phoenician (Northern Semitic) script dates back to between 1500 
and 1200 BCE. With this alphabet, words and phrases that couldn’t be 
formed with hieroglyphs could be created to express sound groupings.

Later, Hebrew scribes assigned numerical values and religious 
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connotations to each character, which forms the basis of the alphanu-
meric code still in use today.

Th e Old Testament of the Bible was written using this coded alpha-
numeric system.

Th e present day Archetypes remain true to the original code, with 
the refi ning of pictograms.

Th e terms “Major” and “Minor” Arcana are used in relation to div-
ination, and were originated by Jean-Baptiste Pitois, who used the nom 
de plume Paul Christian.

In the eighteenth century, Antoine Court de Gèbelin advocated 
the Egyptian, Kabbalistic and divine signifi cance of the tarot trumps. 
Jean-Baptiste Alliette innovated a divination technique using tarot. 
Eliphas Lévi suggested that the Major Arcana represent the stages of life.

Th e Marquis Stanislas de Guaita instituted the Major Arcana as an 
initiation rite to achieve spiritual evolution.

Jungian psychologist Salie Nichols put the tarot on the map as having 
profound archetypal and psychological meaning and worth.

Th e word “Arcana,” with it’s derivation from “arc,” has connotations 
of the dark phase of the moon and suggests mystery.

My intention with the inclusion of the Archetypal Trail as the struc-
ture for this book is to shed light on the mysteries in your path, so that 
with greater self-awareness, deeper understanding and clear sightedness, 
you have more freedom to choose.

Would you like the fog of feeling lost, alone and confused to lift and 
melt into the light of your own knowledge?

Apply the steps on the Archetypal Trail to navigate the mysteries of 
your life. You can then decide more easily what, when, where, how and 
with whom your next move might be.
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Making the Most of this Book

Now that you know the background to Luminaries On Th e Loose, let’s 
discuss what you might need to understand to make the most out of this 
book.

Th e Structure of Luminaries on the Loose

Luminaries on the Loose is divided into three main sections to 
mirror the life journey you are on and the process you go through every 
time you start something new, instigate a fresh project, kick off  your 
latest adventure, innovate or begin again.

To inspire, enlighten and inform you, I’ve written introductions for 
the following:

• Th ree parts of Luminaries on the Loose

• Contributing authors and how we are connected

• Twenty-two steps carefully outlining each Archetype so you 
understand their themes, lessons and signifi cance

Part One of Luminaries on the Loose—Consciousness and Your Quest 
Towards Enlightenment—is is the fi rst phase on the Archetypal Trail. 
Here, you’ll explore your outer concerns with life as you experience 
yourself in society. You’ll track the daily realities that vie for your 
attention through the fi lters of the eight Archetypes whose themes 
encapsulate the concerns that are sure to compete for your focus.

Step One of the Archetypal Trail is the leap of faith, birth and new 
beginnings symbolised by the Fool, whose themes are brought to life in 
Chapter 1, “New Beginnings.” You’ll read all about the most important 
skydive I had to make that led me to love’s sacred pyramid of deep peace, 
every-day purpose and eternal love. I give you my secret recipe for taking 
leaps of faith that end well so you can bound to your new beginnings.

Edgar Winter takes up his fi tting position in Step Two, the Magician. 
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In Chapter 2, “Th e Wizard of Woombye,” Edgar’s distinctive style is 
sure to captivate you, as he encourages you to a deeper awareness of the 
infl uences in your life. Edgar shows how fear is unfounded, and that you 
can fi nd your destiny and discover your fated personal journey.

I bring you the High Priestess, at Step Th ree. Chapter 3, “Th e Boiled 
Frog.” My story starts from a desolate place of isolation, confusion and 
loss of the most precious knowledge of all. However, with the High 
Priestess at her most potent, the darkness, the moon cycles and the pure 
science of mystical creation are all combined to give the gift of life to an 
extraordinary Luminary of Light.

At Step Four, the Empress, sensuality, passion and intimacy are on your 
menu. Avoid Chapter 4, “(Secret) Confessions of a Conscious Lover,” if 
you’re easily off ended by the mention of hot stuff  ... this one’s a sizzler! If 
it’s true that to know the physical world we have to experience it, then 
that’s my reason to include a raunchy romp in the name of enlightenment. 
Lay back, relax and revel in the fl ames of scorching ardour!

Th e Emperor is the Archetype to be aware of at Step Five. Chapter 5, 
“How Living the Emperor and Letting Him go led me to Love,” is my 
story of hope, healing and honour. It was written for you if your father 
wasn’t present and couldn’t give you what you required to construct 
healthy boundaries or to take care of yourself in a demanding world.

I’m back with Step Six, the Hierophant, in Chapter 6, “Th e Black 
Sheep Rulebook to Get Home.” If you’ve ever felt like you don’t belong 
and that you’re diff erent, then this chapter is just up your alleyway. You’ll 
also fi nd out what happened to me when I sold out, compromised and 
gave up on a core creed because of someone else’s beliefs. You’ve never 
done that, have you? Ah, well, we’re so alike, you and I.

Susan Marie Hill writes about Step Seven in Chapter 7, Th e Lovers: 
Susan Marie’s “How to Meet and Marry Your Soulmate.” In the author’s 
own words, “If you’re a career woman who’s frustrated with being alone, 
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you’ll want to read this true-life story to discover the secrets to reigniting 
your own sparkle of romance.”

Th e fi nal step in Part One is the Chariot. Here you’ll read about 
the supreme infl uence of clearly made decisions based on inner clarity. 
Hop into my vehicle and become part of the two most triumphant and 
important chariot rides of my life. In Chapter 8, “Live it as You Want It,” 
demonstrates the power of mind over matter.

Having mastered the Chariot, and all of the preceding Archetypes of 
Part One, you’re ready for Part Two, in which your subconscious takes 
centre stage. Phase Two is your search inward to discover who you are.

Th ere are seven Archetypes in the second phase of this inner explo-
ration, starting with Step Nine: Strength.

Kim Taylor is the author of Chapter 9, “Survival to Strength: A Jour-
ney of Self-Discovery”. Kim takes you through her courageous personal 
account of how having her children was not to be. As Kim observes, 
“When you face your fears, valuable lessons are learned and become the 
gifts that enrich your life journey.” You’ll appreciate her down-to-earth 
approach and the inspirational example of her ability to engage with her 
purpose and passion so that you can access your own inner strength.

Step Ten is time for intense refl ection, as the Hermit withdraws 
from society to enter the realm of the mind. Out of this seclusion the 
teacher can emerge so you can contemplate eff ectively. Peter Barr is well 
versed in personal development and fi nding the inner light. Chapter 10, 
“My Whole Truth—For the First Time”, is Peter’s candid telling of the 
unthinkably diffi  cult road he transcended, from his miraculous survival 
at birth, through severe health issues that isolated him as a teenager, to 
his own solitary travels and troubled relationships, makes a moving read. 
Peter’s story may prompt you to transform your experiences of pain into 
your soul’s purpose for being here.

Step Eleven, the Wheel of Fortune, invites you to fi nd meaning and 
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value in change. Amelia McLarnon authors Chapter 11, “Th e Wheels 
and Cycles of Life.” Her determined, passionate voice will draw you into 
Belfast, Northern Ireland, where Amelia, as an eighteen-and-a-half-year-
old pregnant teenager in a war-torn city she didn’t know well, had to 
think outside of the box. Amelia called on her soul to fi nd a way to 
protect her unborn baby, and herself, and get to the safety of home. Out 
of this profound experience, the foundation for Amelia’s future was laid. 
You’ll learn how trauma and chaos can take on greater meaning.

Justice, the arrow of truth, stands at Step Twelve. Climb with Cindy 
Turner to the top of Mount Batur in Bali to experience Chapter 12, “Solo 
Mission.” In her refreshing style, Cindy takes you on a contemplative tour 
of the struggles, key questions and complexities life can deal you. From the 
vantage point of a mountain peak beneath a stunning starlit sky, could you 
solve your dilemmas with authenticity, self-responsibility and honesty? 
Cindy has some intelligent, connected and clean-cut pointers for you.

Step Th irteen asks you to fi nd the courage to let go and fully expe-
rience what it is to embrace your reality. Th e Archetype in Chapter 13, 
“Th e Courageous Voice of Motherhood,” is the Hanged Man. Lana Mayes 
opens the doors on her brave parenting journey with her little boy, Zach, 
who is undergoing treatment for clubfoot. Lana’s plucky approach will 
send you a clear message to trust that you know infi nitely more than you 
think you do about your unique family.

Next up is Death at Step Fourteen. Whilst Death can be about clearing 
away old habits to welcome your new start, I’m set to entertain you with 
a tapestry of thoughts on lust, love and the meaning of life. In Chapter 
14, “Liberating Little Beads, Life and Love,” read my debonair account of 
the loss of my much-wanted twins, my tiny cat, Aluna, and my beloved 
grandmother Estelle. Find out if there really is anything in common between 
death and sex.

For a change of tempo, we’re off  to Temperance at Step Fifteen. I 
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loved writing Chapter 15, “Blackfella Creek and the Cockatoo Tree.” It’s 
all about connection to the world in a heart-felt, meaningful way and 
the combining of all of the elements we must attend to in life to achieve 
balance. I’m delighted to welcome you into my madcap take on making 
space for socialising with another mum for the fi rst time, and to show 
you around my favourite spaces on Blue Lily Farm. When you see how 
Temperance applies in action, you might move more easily to construct 
your own version of the achievement of calm, centred and blissful balance.

Part Th ree is devoted to your super-consciousness. In Phase Th ree, 
you’re aiming for enlightenment! To understand what that’s all about, 
you’ll get the insider scoop on how transcendent awareness and radiant 
consciousness can be yours.

Before you can soar to self-actualisation, with passionate detachment 
that would make Mahatma Gandhi proud, you have to get down and 
dirty with the Devil, at Step Sixteen. It’s interesting that your best prepa-
ration for super-consciousness is a mud wrestle with the heavyweight.

It can’t be all bad, can it? Let’s see if your nerves can stand a touch of 
titillation along with the terror of a visit to the inner lock-up. Chapter 
16 sports the salubrious title “Granny has Left the Building!” I promise 
good bits for the girls and the guys, as you have a laugh at my expense 
and suff er a little distraction from shame, depression and despair as your 
Two Ripples 3peepshow with the she-devil begins.

If you thought your trip to the dark side was over, then you’ll have to 
hang in here just a little longer.

Step Seventeen is the Tower. Luckily for us, there’s an elegant author 
who is wearing her pearls, standing in the wings. Yes, I did say “stand-
ing.” Th e Tower may have knocked this composed, exotic bird off  her 
executive perch, but it didn’t dent her marvellous spirit, nor damage 
her tail feathers too badly. Th e inimitable and lovely Diane Steed is our 

3  Two Ripples is the name I have given the housing development to protect the identity of residents who continue 
to live out their dream life there, and out of respect for those who live in similar waterside warrens.
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author of Chapter 17, “Corporate Fairy-Tales: Surviving the Fall.” Sur-
vive, Diane sure did, and so much more. Learn how Diane rose, like the 
proverbial phoenix, from the ashes of her fall. You’ll fi nd her solutions to 
your shake-up really useful!

Hope, peace and healing now come your way as the Star guides you 
in Step Eighteen. In her beautifully constructed and conceived chapter, 
“Th e Return to Truth,” Rachel O’Connor touches a universal chord 
as she captures the tenderness and strength of the warrior she had to 
become to care for herself and her family in the fi nal days of her mother’s 
battle with cancer. Rachel’s inspirational words in Chapter 18 will ignite 
your awareness as to how the loving alignment of your mind, body and 
spirit can facilitate your return to truth as the star in your own life.

Xanthe Coward brings us her sensitive, ethereal chapter, “Darkness 
becomes Light,” to illuminate the Moon at Step Nineteen. By nature, the 
Moon is solitary, private and personal, refl ecting the light of the sun into 
intuitive hopes, ideals and dreams. Xanthe’s fi ne author voice brings the 
luminescent music of the spheres to your ears and pulls at your heart-
strings. In Chapter 19, you’ll fi nd yourself in Xanthe’s what-if world of 
unconventional parenting. You’ll see soul-love for a precious daughter, and 
you’ll lift your intentions to mingle with Xanthe’s visions for the coura-
geous, spirited evolution of the extraordinary children in our world.

Step Twenty draws you to the warmth, dynamic vitality and joyous 
connections the Sun conducts. Under the blaze of a life-giving sun, the 
light of your unconscious is made apparent in your daily life, and you 
can enjoy prosperity, new hope and fresh growth.

Alice Haemmerle’s chapter is titled, “Th e Dreams You’re Made Of.” 
In Chapter 20, the radiant and amazing Alice shows how the infl uence 
of the Sun starts at home. You’ll meet her dancing daughter, Rhianna, 
who demonstrates and gives back brilliant lessons, having been nurtured 
by Alice’s beaming way of the Sun. Alice speaks directly to you, as she 
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artfully makes all of her conversations warm, collaborative and personal.
Judgment is the twenty-fi rst Archetype on our Trail and holds a 

momentous milestone. When you arrive at Step Twenty-One of your 
trip towards radiant consciousness, you must follow the call inside of 
you so you can be, do and instigate something diff erent.

Look with a Heart of Love is the title Mira Love chose for her impressive, 
insightful and illuminating chapter. She is the youngest of our authors, 
aged just nine years and four months, as our manuscript goes to print. 
Th e slightness of her years makes the stature of her self-management, 
composure, compassion, her command of metaphors and language and 
her timeless wisdom breathtaking.

When you read Mira’s chapter, you’ll see she’s a natural storyteller. 
Even more than that, her turn of phrase and carefree, careful capacity to 
convey complex concepts are spellbinding.

Mira opens Chapter 21 with the statement that Hugo, a young boy 
who is hurt, damaged and disadvantaged by his mother’s misdirected 
anger, would be a worthy recipient of this book, because of the help 
available in the many voices of its pages. Her artful conclusion is made 
up of three tips she wrote for Hugo.

Th e Universe is your ultimate prize, your goal and your ideal. Step 
Twenty-Two is the fi nal stage of Part Th ree, Phase Th ree of your life’s 
quest, where the whole of your inner sense of being aligns completely 
with the external expression of who you are in the world.

When you’ve arrived at pure self-actualisation, wholesome peace and 
ultimate freedom, you can claim the Universe as yours.

For you, dear reader, I’ve found the only person genuinely equipped 
to write Chapter 22—Dr John Daniel Cronin. You’ll meet him as the 
chapters of this book yield their interesting, informative and intimate 
scenes to you.

Th e esteemed Dr Cronin called his chapter “Soaring to a Higher 
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Place.” John takes us on his candid, soulful and masculine travels to 
the Universe, where his mind, body and spirit integrate. John builds 
his chapter through a sequence of relationships with his dying father, 
his valued friend Jim, his majestic horse Skype, a gaggle of narcissistic 
women, and fi nally he describes how he had to face and free the “man in 
the mirror”—himself.

Ultimately liberated, as the physical, intellectual and emotional 
hurdles were overcome, unencumbered and at one with himself and the 
Universe, John rode the spiritual terrain to a destiny that he’d created 
over lifetimes.

You’ll fi nd that Chapter 22 will be a section of this book that you’ll 
want to revisit to get how the Universe can be achieved as an archetypal 
step so that you can bask in daily peace, prosperity, fulfi lment, achieve-
ment, happiness and love, too!
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Th e Archetype Trail
Part One

Your Involvement in Your World

Step One Th e Fool
Step Two Th e Magician
Step Th ree Th e High Priestess
Step Four Th e Empress
Step Five Th e Emperor
Step Six Th e Hierophant
Step Seven Th e Lovers
Step Eight Th e Chariot

Part Two
Your Search Inward

Step Nine Strength
Step Ten Th e Hermit
Step Eleven Th e Wheel of Fortune
Step Twelve Justice
Step Th irteen Th e Hanged Man
Step Fourteen Death
Step Fifteen Temperance

Part Th ree
Aiming for Enlightened Consciousness

Step Sixteen Th e Devil
Step Seventeen Th e Tower
Step Eighteen Th e Star
Step Nineteen Th e Moon
Step Twenty Th e Sun
Step Twenty-One Judgment
Step Twenty-Two Th e Universe
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Reading this Book

For your fi rst read-through, reading the chapters in the order in which 
they are written is the best way to engage in this book so you are aware 
of all the stages of the Archetype Trail.

Th e chapter sequence is designed to carry you through a structured 
process to enable you to make better sense of your reality and to facilitate 
your meaningful, peaceful connection to your core self.

Once you are familiar with the Archetypes and their themes, you can 
select an area of your life, such as your career or relationship, and dip 
into this book by selecting the step, the Archetype and the chapter that 
has most relevance for you to determine where you are now.

From there you can follow the course of the Archetype Trail to help 
yourself to pre-empt the likely challenges and opportunities ahead, and 
plot your path to happiness, health, peace, prosperity and love.

Simply explained, reference the Archetype Trail to fi nd out where 
you are, where you were in the past, and to look ahead to determine 
what’s coming up.

At any time in your life, there may be multiple parallel journeys 
happening, because in your parenting aspect (Mother/Father Love), in 
your relationship (Soul Pair Love), in your Career (Your Love of Your 
Work in the World) and in your relationship with yourself (Self-Love), 
it’s more than likely that you’ll be in diff erent phases and steps on your 
Archetype Trails.

When the ever-evolving process of life deals you tough tests, con-
fronting challenges and unexpected situations, you can return to the 
steps, Archetypes, themes, chapters and concepts off ered in Luminaries 
on the Loose, over and over again.

Each archetype is vital to reaching your Nirvana. Just as you had to 
learn the alphabet and then recognise words and sentences to become 
an avid, capable reader, it’s necessary to experience each Archetype and 
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perceive the themes as they occur in your life.
 It isn’t possible to jump steps or archetypes to attain enlightened 

awareness. Th at would be like knowing your alphabet – all except for 
one letter. In this book, you’ll discover how to track the inevitable stages 
of every journey because the skills, insights and lessons you gather along 
the way are part of Th e Universe, Step Twenty-two.

If you’re tempted to skip ahead and read the last step – remember: 
your awakening bliss requires all the archetypal steps along the trail

As you follow the twenty-two steps in Luminaries on the Loose, you’ll 
increase your awareness in terms of the myriad possibilities open to you, 
and you’ll know how to adjust your trajectory to suit your outcomes.

You can also pick up this book and turn to any chapter just for a jolly 
good read!

Will this Work for Me?

Years ago, I held a belief that change was diffi  cult and sometimes impos-
sible. I know diff erently now. Many people I have met and worked with 
believe that change takes time. I have learned that we can change anything 
we elect to, and that it can happen at lightning speed. I’m talking about 
lasting, sustainable change.

– Nadine Love

When I wrote those words in Hot Confi dence, I had no idea how pro-
foundly my life would change from that point. As you read this book, 
you’ll discover how much my world has shifted.

If it did for me, it can for you.
Self-mastery in an uncertain world can be learned. You only need 

to decide that it’s your time to experience the sunlit world of your 
super-conscious self—living your best life exactly as you would have it.

Are you curious, motivated and generous enough to be your fi nest, 
fullest self?
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Today’s full moon in Sagittarius shines her light fortuitously on our 
journey together.

What that means is through the vehicle of this extraordinary, enter-
taining and illuminating book, you and I are connected by the infl uence 
of the eternal traveller Sagittarius on a perpetual mission for truth, reality 
and certainty.

Are you open to opportunities to direct your life towards growth 
with alignment, ethics and integrity?

Is it time to explore your inner and outer worlds so that you can 
take your next stride, or leap, in the direction of your awake, purposeful, 
loving life?

Would you value knowing more about yourself and where you are in 
order for you be even more conscious and receptive to supportive forces of 
spontaneity, fl ow and wisdom set to serve you?

Every moment off ers you the possibility to re-evaluate, reroute, 
restore and renew. Continue applying the knowledge, insights and 
archetypal wisdom you learn in this book until you’re so familiar with 
where you are on your songline that you’re prepared for what’s coming 
up next. Th en you will be in step with your Archetypal Trail to reach the 
glorious state of mastery of yourself and your life, basking in the peace, 
prosperity and bliss you were made for.

All you have to do is turn to the appropriate section, follow the 
signposts as you delve into the promise of each purposeful page in this 
book, and choose your Universe.



PART ONE

Consciousness
and

Your Quest Towards Enlightenment 
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Phase One

Your Outer Concerns with Life as 
You Experience Yourself 

in Society

Th e fi rst of the three distinct stages of life’s ultimate quest grounds us in 
the realities that fi ll our days.

Th e voyage starts from the innocence of birth, and we learn from the 
infl uences we’re exposed to and from those we seek, which enables us to 
discover the existence of an inner self. We fi nd out how to provide for 
ourselves.

Along the way, we understand that we exist within a social order. 
Perhaps we realise that all is not what it seems sometimes, and we can 
take some responsibility for humanity if we choose to.

Th e drive for love strikes! Are you lost in love, or are you found? Do 
you experience the ultimate union and enjoy opportunities to explore 
and express your sensuality?

With your mind positioned fi rmly over matter, your strength of 
character accomplishes control over any opposing forces in your life. 
You can thrive, speeding along, with willpower fi rmly in the driver’s seat.

It’s possible for you to live out your entire life involving yourself in 
only the fi rst eight steps of the journey of a Luminary. You might even be 
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considered successful in Western society. Many people achieve this. For 
deliberate involvement in an orderly—or chaotic—society, education 
and the pursuit of love may be enough to engage your full capacity.

Worldly concerns and experiences form the focus of Phase One of 
the songline that makes up Part One of Luminaries on the Loose.
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Step One

Archetype:
The Fool

Themes:

Breaking Free of Convention,

Your Spirit Totally Free,

Following Your Instinct,

The Leap of Faith,

Your Launch Pad,

The Inner Child,  

Your First Step,

Starting Over,

Beginnings,

Innocence,

Birth
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If you knew for sure that you’d wake up each day with a smile, 
words of love and pure joy to be alive, would you leap into your 

new beginning?

Jettisoning myself, with my tiny baby wrapped in my arms off  the fool’s 
cliff , set me on the journey to mother love. Even more than that, it 
hurried me towards the quest I really needed to embrace—self-love.

I had to learn to develop unconscious competence in the uncomfort-
able area of self-mastery and discover how to like myself. No! Correction! 
I had to love what I found when I looked inside, so my little girl would 
learn that self love, which is so essential to health and well-being is 
normal. Eeeek! How was I going to do that?

How on earth was I, Queen of the Shrivelled Garden Waste, going 
to normalise self-love?

I didn’t know. It just had to be done. Fast. For Mira4, and then for 
me! And so, the leap to self-love was born somewhere on the wings of the 
fl ight of the best Mum-to-be.

And then I thought I had it all when mother love, self-love and love 
of my work in the world came together. Th at was the ideal love triangle 
I’d landed, wasn’t it?

Th ere was something major missing.
I had yet to make the leap that would lead to love’s sacred pyramid 

of deep peace, every-day purpose and eternal love.

4  Read Mira Love’s “Look with a Heart of Love” in Chapter 21, page 245.
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Chapter One

New Beginnings
Nadine Love

Mira shone with the luminescence of the full moon.
I held her in my arms, in awe of the miraculous perfection of her, 

and jumped off  the precipice.
“Wheeee!” We soared!
Speedily, lightly, tightly we stretched towards all our unknowable 

tomorrows, propelled by the momentous leap, powered by all of the love 
my heart could bear and nothing defi nite in the wind to cling to.

Th e way beginnings are approached shapes the outcomes.
I have some pretty defi nite ideas about self-mastery and how to 

manage infl uences within our control when it comes to creating and 
caring for new beginnings.

Wise enough to know I knew zero about the googolplex of things 
that were to be understood about what to do next, I careened through 
the cosmos of heady fi rst days.

I was fl ying high in pure faith, foolhardy believing in the tri-
umph of good over the other, and armed with the purest innocence 
new-motherhood could ever have mustered.
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In some dark valley below, Jinx, the black pup of fear, barked 
cacophonously and wagged his tail, delighting only himself with his 
distracting antics.

Mira spent her introduction to life on the outside of my body, inten-
tionally cocooned in the quiet wrap of tranquillity.

Th e wooden farmhouse lodge where she was born, exactly on her 
due date—Valentine’s Day—at 4.04 p.m., was accessible only by four-
wheel drive.

In fact, once you reached the top of our impassably steep farm road, 
there was a signifi cant forest walk along a winding path we’d fl anked 
with pine trees to get to the front door.

“Let’s trade the confi nes of city living for Waiheke Island,” Heathcliff , 
the man who was to become my second husband, had enticed.

“Waikiki? Hawaii?” My interest was piqued.
“Waiheke is a thirty-fi ve minute ferry ride from Auckland in the 

North Island, New Zealand.” He rolled his eyes in a manner I would 
become used to in the years that followed. I stopped being off ended by 
the putdown, which became “normal.”

Two hundred friends and clients crushed into Crystal Cottage, my 
otherwise empty Wheathampstead house. We pounded our drums two 
thousand times to bid the last century farewell, welcome in 2000 and 
ensure our “good-byes” echoed into the new millennium.

Th at’s how Hillgrove Organic Vineyard, a seventeen-acre lifestyle 
block on Waiheke Island, New Zealand, became my retreat and, ulti-
mately, my prison.

It was there, six tortuous years later, in a spa bath, with the doors 
wide open onto the deck my most privileged, precious, important 
creation made her sunlit entry into our world.

I received her in a half-squat, on a triumphant “Ho!” I held her 
close until together we knew it was time for me to sever the umbilical 
cord with these words:
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“You shine your light. I will always be here for you, my darling.”
And she does.
I’ve always seen Mira as separate, to be respected in her own right 

and as having her own special work to do, her own divine assignment, 
her own calling to fulfi l in her own unique and thoroughly capable way.

She’s an expression of this belief and lives into its kaleidoscope man-
ifestation fully.

“Th ose fi rst days, weeks and months are crucial to Mira’s development 
and will contribute to the way in which she ultimately manages the world as 
she grows,” I’d calmly quipped to expecting mums, Colette, Tina and Gwen.

Th ey were much younger mums than I was, who were all due to 
birth their babes around the same time as I was to welcome Mira.

From their glazed, incredulous expressions, I got the defi nite impres-
sion that they thought I was mad.

Colette had booked in her C-section at the National Women’s Hos-
pital Auckland.

Colette happily exclaimed, “My best friend, Lara, has her twenty-fi rst 
birthday party in Wellington, and then she’ll make it down by the follow-
ing Tuesday. So I fi gured that would work in with my mum, too. She gets 
back from Bali on the Sunday, so I’ll have the C-section on the Wednesday. 
Th at means that the next weekend we can make it to Carrie and Tim’s 
wedding in Wellington ...”

It was my turn for incredulity! Booking in a caesarean to fi t in with 
a social calendar? It was anathema to me.

Tina nodded agreement. “Don and I have booked our induction for 
February 16th. I’m delivering a paper at a conference on the eighth, and 
we’re hosting the Japanese CEO and CFO from Don’s company the last 
week of February, so it all needs to be done and dusted by then.”

Done and Dusted? Wow. Th ey were talking about the arrival of their 
child, weren’t they?
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Gwen was ashen. She was simply terrifi ed of the entire journey in 
the inevitable offi  ng. Already she’d suff ered high blood pressure and a 
host of other complications that I was convinced were a refl ection of her 
anxious state of mind.

Not surprisingly, Gwen’s baby boy, Marlon, had a high-drama arrival.
Mary, the Island know-it-all, was fast on the phone. “Did you know ... 

the helicopter was summoned to airlift Gwen to Auckland for her forty-
eight-hour ordeal? It was the labour from Lucifer! She nearly died ...”

Of course, this tidy news was relayed on February 13th, twenty-two 
hours before Mira gracefully made her way into my waiting arms, 
touched by moon magic and phosphorescent perfection.

Gwen’s Marlon has been a challenging boy, suff ering allergies, a painful 
skin disorder and has issues relating to his peers socially.

Tina and Don’s daughter, Linda, did not speak until she was nearly 
four years old and, at nine, has severe neuroses around eating.

I’m not sure what the latest scoop is on Colette’s child, Peta. Th ough 
as synchronicity would have it, a few years later, I sighted a very pregnant 
Colette waving farewell to an older woman, whom I assumed was her 
mother holding the two-year-old as Mira and I boarded a Brisbane-bound 
plane on October 18, 2008.

“In a teacher’s entire career there is one outstanding child.” Mrs. 
Clements’s eyes brimmed with tears. “Mira is that one in a million. It’s 
been a privilege to know her.”

Special awards have been created for Mira to acknowledge her 
capacity to serve her peers, children older and younger and her teachers 
alike. She has been acknowledged as a leader of light in each of the three 
schools she has attended in all of her nine years. Mira was born, fi ttingly, 
on Valentines day, 2006.

Yet she is funny, humble and quirky.
Mira is confi dent, clever and kind. She holds a belief that anything 
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is possible and amazes us daily with her commitment to her violin 
and piano practice, drama, English and, well, anything she turns her 
attention to.

She looks to the precipice and leaps with courage, grace and the 
certainty that the Universe loves her and she’ll succeed.

I like to think that my attention to the detail of her extraordinary 
beginning and the travelling vault we continue to make, together, means 
that Mira will continue to excel and be well and happy.

Above all, Mira knows she matters and that she is loved.
“Mama, I have just found my name in the night sky. Th ere’s a little 

star called ‘Mira,’” she has just called out to me, as I write.
“Of course there is!” I chirp. “Th e Native American Indian people 

believe that there is a bright star that shines to guide each and every one.”
When you know it’s your time to follow the true impulse in your 

heart to spring to a fresh start, bound toward your new beginning with 
confi dence that a pulse of light shines just for you.

You may not yet be aware of the evening star that bears your name. 
If you expect all that is good and blessed will come of your leap of faith, 
then it will be so.

My leap of conscious incompetence into motherhood catalysed a 
second profound, new beginning. Somewhere in the airborne momen-
tum of the almighty jump from the cliff top, I asked myself the question, 
“Who do I need to be to be worthy of the privilege of parenting this 
special person?”

It was clear that I needed to spruce up my act, grow into my new 
role appropriately and fi nd quality questions to challenge myself with in 
order to fulfi l my motherly duties, rights and delights so that Mira could 
experience the very best of love, health and outstanding opportunities in 
her life. I had some learning to do!

Th ere were serious choices to make about whom I needed to become 
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to be a guide, model and friend to my daughter. I found myself to be 
lacking in most areas.

On a personal level, I had to address a ton of issues I’d collected in the 
compost heap of my life. Unless I wanted to farm inedible cabbages that 
were set to rot on their own heaps, a wilted, worm-infested cabbage leaf 
as a mother was not an option. In practical terms, I’d shut the proverbial 
farm gate on everything material I’d worked for and owned, so there was 
signifi cant patch-up, up-skill and pack-in prosperity to do.

Out of the ardent dive into persistent self-development work in the form 
of many hours of counselling, therapy, coaching, NLP5, Reiki, meditation, 
reading, writing and looking after the most motivating and inspiring reason 
of all—Mira—grew the lotus fl ower I prize so dearly ... my work.

As I synthesized what I’d learned in the disciplines I’d studied, and 
shared my knowledge and skills around how to experience rapid, deep 
and lasting transformation with others, the third corner of the triangle 
of my satisfying life swung into place.

Th at third right angle in my triangle of love locked in. I had earned 
conscious competence in mother love, self-love and now, love of my 
work in our world.

And yet the triangle was not sturdy. It wasn’t really balanced enough 
to stand on its own. I didn’t know that the position of the angles mattered, 
or that I was missing the support that would transform my triangle into 
a sacred pyramid.

Emboldened by the knowledge that I’ve started over so many times 
and have now fi nally found fulfi lment, happiness and love, Mira recently 
enquired:

“Mama would you share your recipe for taking leaps of faith that 
end well?”

I wrote a poem, in a refl ective moment, in the sunshine on our front 

5  NLP is Neuro Linguistic Programming
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deck when I was thinking about what really made the diff erence to me 
in all of my new beginnings.

Perhaps you’ll fi nd this useful, too, so that you can feel equipped to 
soar to your new beginnings.

Your Ultimate Beginners’ Guide to Starting Again

Notice the glow of your ember of trust,
And fan your belief into a fl ame,

So that your path to learning is lit.
Always follow the whisper in your heart

When it beats true to your name.

Be watchful for warnings hidden in fear
And make all of your choices from courage

Hold your course steady to your core values
And keep your fi re mindfully fed.

Show your appreciation for what matters;
Express your gratitude for what’s yet to arrive;

Put in the work that’s required for you to thrive.

Be awake to the sleep your fears induce,
And make all of your choices from love.

Trade living from terror and uncertainty;
Live from courage and love to set yourself free!

Leap with love!
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Have you ever found that something amazing, incredible and life 
changing happens when you aren’t looking for it?

Th at’s the ultimate secret, right?
Th at might just be when the special someone you may have been 

looking for all of your life just happens to ride on in.
Th at’s a heart whisper worthy of leap to a whole new beginning, 

isn’t it?
You might just be inspired to make your own leaps for even more 

love!
Let’s explore further, together ...
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Step Two

Archetype:
The Magician

Themes:

Strength of Concentrated Willpower, 

Channel of Energy and Infl uences, 

Inspiration to Start a New Project, 

Awareness of Power in Your Life,

Enthusiasm to Sustain a Venture, 

Energy Focused in One Direction,

Potency Aimed at Your Target,

Teacher, Wiseman, Shaman, 

Your Plan’s Starting Steps,

Creative Force, 

Taking Action,

Wizard
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“Th ere is someone you must meet. May I give him your email address 
and details?” Edgar’s6 email read.

I trusted the astrologer whose precise predictions, observations and 
insights had consistently proved valuable.

Somewhere at the edges of my awareness, I noticed the cliff  loom 
high. Th is time I was fi t, focused, and the moon shone encouragingly on 
the sum total of my endeavours. I jumped again.

“Yes, okay. Go ahead,” I replied, too busy to give the matter any 
further precious attention.

In 2010, I was looking for an outstanding astrologer and in particu-
lar someone with expertise in the area of astrocartography. I wanted to 
understand why I felt so deeply connected, creative and happy when in 
Noosa, Queensland, Australia, and also where I would be most eff ective 
for earning and work. I found Edgar Winter.

Very quickly, Edgar and his charming, intelligent and intuitive wife, 
Diane7, have become very close friends who share the same strong calling 
to create a positive diff erence, using their gifts, to help others.

Over the years, I have been a speaker at Edgar’s excellent events and 
availed myself of many an incisive consultation to refi ne book-launch 
dates, training schedules and travel plans. Even more than that, it was 
through our special association that an even deeper bond has forged, 
because it was Edgar that put John’s8 natal chart against mine ...

Little did I know that the unusual fl urry of correspondence that had 
tripped a perceptible fl utter in my heart was to seal the most signifi cant, 
fulfi lling and joyful connection of my life.

6  Read Edgar Winter’s “The Wizard of Woombye” in Chapter 2, page 41.
7  Read Diane Steed’s “Corporate Fairy-Tales: Surviving the Fall!” in Chapter 17, page 203.
8  Read Dr John Cronin’s “Soaring to a Higher Place” in Chapter 22, page 257.
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Chapter Two

The Wizard of Woombye
Edgar Winter

Th e deep South of France.
Over one thousand meters high. A Mirage French fi ghter jet roared 

past me at eye level. Time stood still. I saw the pilot in the cockpit, clear 
as day. Was that recognition in his smiling eyes? In a split second of 
connection, he saluted me.

And then he was gone.
Speechless for some time, the tears fl owed down my cheeks. I knew 

it was a sign from the Universe—a confi rmation of one of my many 
lifetimes. How did I arrive at the lookout that made me look inwards 
and question whether past lives are real?

“I’ve got some great news! I just had to ring you.” Rose’s tipsy voice 
revealed more than one glass of red wine. “I’ve just had an enormous tax 
rebate of twenty-fi ve thousand pounds. I’d like to thank you for your 
profound reading in Sydney. It’s time for another.” She giggled.

“Well, perhaps I should get on the next plane and come to England,” 
I kidded her.

“Take my credit card details, make your booking, and get on the 
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next plane, Edgar!” Rose chortled.
My secretary Helen’s jaw dropped. She was thunderstruck.
“Make all the arrangements. Th e offi  ce is yours to take care of whilst 

I’m away, Helen,” I chirped.
After my excited arrival in the United Kingdom, the magic continued.
“My father, who’s a retired vicar, has given us the use of his property 

in the Loire Valley. You wouldn’t like to holiday in France, would you?” 
Rose teased. “You’ll have to help me with the luggage!”

To my delighted surprise, she indicated her golden harp was to go 
into the back of her grey Volvo. We headed for the ferry that was to take 
us across the Channel to France, where our Napoleonic villa waited.

Th e next morning I thought I was in heaven. Strains of harp music 
fl oated from the next room as I fi nished breakfast, mulling over the local 
map. A chateau appeared and drew me to it.

Th e harp fell silent and my companion returned.
“Rose! We must visit this place!” An overwhelming urgency crept 

into my tone.
“It’s too far. It’s over sixty miles away.”
“I’m an Australian. Th at’s just up the road a bit,” I quipped.
Th at is how, a quarter of a century ago, at the start of my journey as 

an astrologer, I came home ... or perhaps in many ways I had never left ...
Th ere I was, standing in the grounds of the magnifi cent old chateau. 

I knew the garden. I knew where every maze and rose bush was, and 
most of all, I knew the tower!

Th e memory of it now is as real as it was centuries ago.
Th e ancient yellow stones of the castle supported an intriguing 

turreted tower.
“What is that tower? Does somebody live there?” I enquired of 

Anton, the maître d, the usual serviette draped over his left arm.
His reply took my breath away.



The Wizard of Woombye

43

“Th at is where a famous astrologer and magician lived in the thir-
teenth century. When the northern Catholic armies laid siege to the 
Cathar estates in the South of France, our hero escaped with all of his 
charts and books. He went over the wall and into the countryside a 
thousand metres below.”

My life as a successful astrologer in this century has been little short 
of miraculous. An opportunity manifested, allowing me to take an offi  ce 
in the iconic Soul Patterson Building situated in the Pitt Street Mall. 
I was the only astrologer in the prime retail position of the CBD in 
Sydney, Australia’s major city.

It seemed I had returned to a room high up in a city castle!
“Edgar, the public are never going to walk up those stairs,” boomed 

my barrister friend, Greg, a longstanding client and excellent referrer of 
interesting new business.

He was right.
Prospects ran up the stairs, often passing each other on the way 

up and down with their cheery greetings of, “You’re going to love the 
accurate commentaries,” “Th at was really valuable to me!” “Th at was a 
great help! Very positive.”

It was the “in” place to be seen!
Now if you think your horoscope is just a few lines in a newspaper, 

then I urge you think again.
Astrology is a long-standing science reaching back over two thousand 

years, and it details the impact and infl uence of the planets upon each 
sign of the zodiac. Th e result is a valuable guidance in all areas of your 
daily life and family matters. Astrology sheds light on relations at home, 
work, money, romance, etc., and it off ers special insights into personal 
confl icts that are most likely to occur and how to avoid or manage them.

Astrology details the eff ect of the moon on all the signs of the zodiac 
and helps you better understand your private horoscope and the personal 
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destinies of the people, especially your children, who are part of your life.
My clients—John, an expert IT consultant for a big banking cor-

poration, and his wife, Yvonne, a teacher—had been unsuccessful in 
starting their family.

All their eff orts had been fruitless. Th ey visited me at my home-offi  ce 
in Woombye in Queensland, Australia, for suggestions, predictions and 
advice from an astrological perspective.

“Provide me with your dates, times and places of birth and I’ll work 
on it,” I responded with certainty.

Th rough strange and wonderful circumstances that were to work 
in John and Yvonne’s favour, I’d had the privilege of training with the 
founder of “astrocartography,” the late Jim Lewis, in San Francisco.

Th is revolutionary thinking indicates how you can change your 
astrology aspects to assist your destiny by changing your location.

Once I had run and studied their charts, I could see that the lines of 
energy here in Australia were not conducive for this particular couple to 
become pregnant.

Where would be the most opportune place for Yvonne to conceive 
their child?

I noted that her Moon/Venus lines were most active in Milan, and 
that John had an expansive Jupiter line that ran through Milan! Th e 
combination of these planetary infl uences was much more conducive to 
their intention to have a baby.

Of all the places in the world, their best chance was Milan, Italy. As 
good fortune would have it, John’s bank had an offi  ce in Milan. Within 
three months, they were overjoyed to fi nd that Yvonne was indeed 
pregnant!

An added bonus from their reading showed that they might live in a 
manor house, UK-style.

As so often happens, this snippet of information was given lightly at 
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the time of their consultation and meant nothing to Yvonne and John.
In a matter of twelve months, they found their manor house being 

renovated into four apartments, one of which they cheerfully purchased.
Perhaps you can relate to fi nancial challenges. Many of my clients 

approach me, in confi dence, to consider their money matters.
Jane’s chart presented with a Saturn/Neptune aspect, indicating con-

siderable fi nancial hardship approaching. I could see that fi nances would 
be tight. She would feel constricted and restrained in every possible way.

With this knowledge in hand, we discussed how to use this poten-
tially diffi  cult aspect positively. Of the directions I determined for Jane, 
she chose to negotiate a personal fi nancial loan with her bank, the idea 
being that she would use that loan on home improvements.

Over the following year, Jane was indeed fi nancially constricted, but 
at the end of her loan term, she had resourcefully added many thousands 
of dollars to the value of her home.

Your health is a very important area of your astrological chart.
Th e shrill ring of the telephone interrupted my thoughts as I peered 

at a particularly engaging chart, which combined the astrological 
information of business partners in order to ascertain their strengths, 
weaknesses and eff ectiveness.

Brian’s voice crackled in from Auckland, New Zealand. “Edgar, 
would you take a look at a tense employment situation I’m in?”

As I switched charts on my computer screen and pulled up Brian’s 
current information, I experienced the familiar mixture of calm certainty 
I got when I saw something that could be life changing for my clients.

“I’m pleased you called, Brian. It’s not just employment issues we 
need to heed here; you need to get to a doctor to have a heart and blood 
pressure check. You could save yourself the bother of serious illness if you 
act on this now.”

Brian’s doctor complimented him on acting so quickly.
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In our follow-up call, Brian was bold in his appreciation. “You 
were spot on, Edgar. If I’d delayed … I don’t even want to think of 
the consequences. I’m so pleased I picked up the phone and called you 
when I did!”

“And how did the interview go? Did that all pan out the way we 
thought it would?”

“Textbook, Edgar, textbook. Everything played out as you said it 
would to the day! I called on you for one thing and got so much more. 
Can’t put a price on health, right? You’re a wizard at work. A magician, 
man! A pure wizard at work ...”
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Step Three 

Archetype:
The High Priestess

Themes:

Power of the Moon to Stir Your Unconscious Mind,

Withdrawal from World to Hear Your Hidden Voice,

Feminine Powers of Magical Manifestation,

Subtle Aspects of Your Feminine Self,

Deep Understanding Beyond Words,

Mystery, Secrets, Moon Phases,

Darkness, Passion, Wisdom,

Beauty, Tenacity, Goddess,

Turbulent Unconscious,

Internal Voice of Vision,

Power in Passivity,

Your Inner Self, 

Intuition,

Silence
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As we take the inevitable steps along the archetypal songline of our 
passage through life, the concepts each prototype landmarks can make 
themselves felt in the extreme opposite of the positive attributes, experi-
ences and associations for each theme.

Isolated, confused and afraid to open up to anyone, I lost the most 
precious knowledge of all for several years. My sense of inner self vanished.

I was just like the frog who hops willingly into a pot of cold water 
and doesn’t notice that slowly, little by little, the heat is being turned up, 
until she fi nally has to choose: boil to a brutal death, be blistered and 
critically injured or jump to an unknown fate.

Over the course of seven years, silence, shame and an inability to 
translate my feelings into constructive actions to care for myself led to 
the horror of an unimaginable ravaging.

With the power of the High Priestess at her most potent, the darkness, 
moon cycles and pure science of mystical creation coalesced to give the 
gift of existence to an extraordinary Luminary of Light.
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Chapter Three

The Boiled Frog
Nadine Love

“My future is falling away!”
I wasn’t seasick. I was scared silly.
Paradise Island would be my prison.
Have you ever known that something is completely wrong for you, 

and you’ve gone ahead with it anyway?
Th e wash broke over the bough of the boat and the hull heaved 

toward the concrete landing.
As the ferry pulled into Matiatia Wharf, Waiheke Island, New Zea-

land, I did my best to ignore the gnawing in my gut.
Below, the serene surface tumbled disquiet that could compete well 

with the turbulent volcanic activity that birthed this island.
Eyes unseeing, my face smiled forcedly at the other passengers whilst 

my throat tightened and my heart screamed, “Leave. Leave now. You can 
do it. Stay on the ferry and go back to Auckland. Return to England. Go. 
Th is is not for you.”

And then, more quietly, on the fringes of my consciousness, just 
enough for it to be there and yet soft enough for me to almost miss it:

“Th is man is rigid, incapable of reciprocity, and he has a cold, stone 
heart. Heathcliff  is not for you.”
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I didn’t want to listen. I wouldn’t hear it.
I didn’t know what else I wanted to do.
I had nowhere else to go. I’d burned my bridges. I’d sold my home, 

Crystal Cottage, in Wheathampstead, Hertfordshire, in the UK.
And, anyway, I’d been charmed and won by the dark, mysterious, 

troubled air that Heathcliff  wore with the same panache as his long, 
sweeping, navy cashmere coat.

He was certainly a project to take on and fi x.
I had had my dream, having co-founded and successfully brought 

the iSiS Crystal Reiki Healing Centre of St Albans, England, to its peak. 
Now it was time to support Heathcliff  see his vision come true. He 
wanted to be lord of the manor on his own organic vineyard, and I was 
going to see the whole scheme to solid ground.

So why was I losing my footing at the precise moment of arrival into 
his world?

I didn’t want to go there. I would not.
Th e salt breeze upped and slapped at my pale cheeks, as if making 

a last ditch attempt to wake me up, to draw the colour back into my 
forlorn face, to stir me into a response where disaster might be averted.

Fear bubbled. Bile rose. I swallowed hard, imagining for a passing 
second that the sea might rise and consume me.

And then ...
All volition, all of my inner sense, slid away into the churning water.
Th e burly ferry driver tossed the thick rope to lasso his anchor point, 

slipping a choking noose around my neck that tied me, with a tremor of 
resistance, to the reluctant shore.

As he hauled the bridge from boat to concrete siding, heavy iron 
chains locked around my wrists and ankles. I was slowed to sluggish.

In the space of a boat ride, I took my fi rst step to becoming a boiled 
frog.
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Seven full years would wend their bitter and tortuous way before 
I lifted the veil of my unconscious mind enough to appreciate the dire 
consequences of my ill-conceived resignation on January 4, 2000.

Life on Waiheke Island was no-fl ow from the get-go.
Heathcliff , steeped in melancholy, proceeded to fi ght with anyone he 

could fi nd to wage war with: Adam, the chap who should have planted 
the young vines that were lying in a tangled mass in overgrown nursery 
beds; Barney, the builder, who was unable to build the house; Clive, 
who couldn’t supply the water tanks we needed; Don, who didn’t fi x the 
irrigation pump; Evan the digger man, who didn’t arrive to move the 
earth; Fred, who ... you get the picture.

So do you think I had a hope in hell of remaining on the right side of 
a troubled man who made everyone else and everything else the reason 
that his life was a misery?

Even if my sole focus was making sure his goal was to be achieved.
Do you see the massive faults with that statement? If you’re someone 

who knows about the fundamental importance of self-actualisation espe-
cially within healthy relationships, then the fatal fl aw will be apparent 
to you.

Slowly, insidiously, with each week that weathered its way to a mis-
erable close, I let go of any atoms of self-worth, self-respect and self-love. 
I retreated into a tiny chamber in the left ventricle of my own heart and 
engaged with the hostile Waiheke world from the safety of a shell of skin.

I was the frog that willingly hopped into the pot of cold water. I 
failed to take notice, over the excruciating days, weeks and months, that 
if I resigned to remain in the vessel while Heathcliff  turned up the heat 
to suit himself, ultimately I would end up blistered, boiled and bagged 
for the garbage.

Like a crumpled cabbage leaf caught on a gust of wind, I escaped the 
compost heap of my life to mark my fortieth birthday.
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Why is it that the ends-in-zero birthdays give you an extra nudge to 
re-evaluate?

Well, Happy Birthday me. Brilliant.
Like a teen, with the help of a friend, Mary, I put together a plan to 

make a break and run away.
Lucky for me, Mary was a nosy counsellor who made everyone’s 

personal business her interest. She was one of those do-good Island 
characters who thrived on a scandal and made sure everyone knew the 
details—yours and the ones her fertile mind made up, and, of course, 
her heroic part in saving the day.

Mary’s public broadcasting was bitterly painful for the recluse I’d 
become and added to the cloak of shame and silence I had pulled tightly 
around my septic situation.

All of that was made worse by the fact I clumsily buried deep my 
accomplishments and credentials that would agonisingly resurface only 
to taunt me. I was an extremely well-qualifi ed therapist, with a host of 
holistic modalities and a track record of waiting lists six months’ long 
of clients who would cross Europe for a single appointment or training 
with me. Hit delete. Delete. Delete.

Th at was then ... Now I was reduced to a hummingbird impaled on 
the spike of the existence I colluding to create.

Anyhow, with Mary’s loose-lipped aid, I planned and executed an escape.
I would hop on a plane that would carry me far from Heathcliff ’s 

endless cutting cruelty, far from the devastating impact of his woman-
ising and far from his lies. I’d retreat to the safety, sunshine and solitary 
seclusion of Noosa, Australia.

Heathcliff  tracked me down. He hunted me with military precision.
Still wound up like a taut spring, though softly entertaining the idea 

of letting the smiling warmth of the winter Noosa sunshine soothe my 
outer casing, a little, I unpacked my bag.
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Birthday fortune had been mine, as the holiday house-rental com-
pany upgraded my booking and provided me with Number Eighteen.

What a house! It had a fi replace, with wood all laid out, just waiting 
for the fl ick of a match. Th ere was more wood cut, chopped and neatly 
stacked—and I didn’t even have to stack it! I didn’t have to front the 
inevitable criticism of how it was laid, stacked or set.

I relaxed a little more and explored the pontoon.
Number Eighteen had its own wooden bridge out onto the Noosa 

River. My bare feet tingled in the sun, glad to be free of my woollen farm 
socks, as the platform bobbed gently beneath me.

Mixed with an involuntary sense of happiness, sparked by the light 
glinting on the water, I clocked a fl eeting razor-edged awareness that all 
was about to change. And then it was gone.

But he was not.
In the civilised street of an orderly biosphere of note, banging and 

pounding on the door raised more than my concern.
It couldn’t be.
Oh, yes, it could. And it was.
His birthday gift to me was more than the Japanese vegetable knife 

he thrust at me. “You are the sous-chef. Your only duty is to take my 
orders and deliver.”

Th e blade missed my left thigh, only just, and clattered to the fl oor.
Silently I kneeled and picked up the weapon by it’s icy carved han-

dle. My eyes lowered to the fl oor, to avoid his cutting gaze, I placed the 
implement softly on the marble kitchen bench top. I stood still.

Emboldened, no doubt, by expensive blood-red wine that I was sure 
ran in his blue-blooded veins, he swept me upstairs and threw me on the 
bed. Just as the sun set.

He took what he believed was his to ravage, pillage and plunder.
He had his violent way.
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Th e ragged rip to my heart, far greater than the hurt to my discon-
nected body or the tear to my distant mind.

Everything went dark.
After, I scoured myself in a downstairs shower, terrifi ed of some 

exotic infection that might have been passed as a result of Heathcliff ’s 
penchant for multiple young Asian women.

Th e pontoon beckoned. I padded out into the night.
I watched the huge full moon rise in the east.
I called out as I had every month when she was full. Th is time, I knew 

she was with me as I cried out, “Th is is a turning point, Grandmother 
Moon. As I walk through this new portal, bring on the life I am assigned 
to live. Let me carry the life I am destined to give.”

I cried out to the spirit of the river, the fi nned friends and the 
four-legged ones. I talked to the ancient serpent, to the black-winged 
bats that fl ew across the shadowy sky. I conversed with the trees, and the 
birds and the stars.

I called for the one star that would guide my unborn child’s life, to 
care for her closely.

All night I sat there, naked, cross-legged, oblivious to the cold. 
Unmoving, until the perfect silver-white disc spoke to the rising dawn 
sun and dipped gracefully into the west.

And so the High Priestess came home.
Th e prisoner? She put both feet on the road to freedom that night. 

Th e boiled frog was given the most important reason in the world to 
heal, hope and move on.

We are bound, Mira Moonbeam and I, to the water, the creatures, 
Earth and sky, to the soul of this magical place.
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Step Four

Archetype:
The Empress

Themes:

Satisfaction and Understanding through Emotions,

Sensuality as First Step to Enlightenment,

Clandestine and Concealed Relationships, 

The River of Change, Flow and Stability, 

Abundance, Pure Emotionality, Caring,

Benevolence, Kindness, Gentleness, 

Unravelling of Complicated Affairs, 

Sexuality, Nurturance, Passion,

Reality of the Physical World,

Initiative, Earth, Indecision, 

Benign, Fruitfulness, 

Female Archetype, 

Motherhood,

Goddess
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If we can’t experience the external world until we transcend it, then I 
treasure every kiss, caress and canoodle—in the name of reaching radiant 
enlightenment, of course!

Lower the lights, light a candle, pour yourself a glass of bubbly, make 
sure you’re reclining in your most languorous and very best Bacchana-
lian9 pose on silk sheets strewn with rose petals, or get yourself a nice cup 
of tea if that tickles your fancy—and relax!

You’re in for a raunchy ride with my candid, undercover account of 
coming to terms with passion from deep inside the forest of folly rather 
than from an intellectual or arm’s length perspective.

You’ll defi nitely get an up close and personal peek at the spirit that 
fans the fl ames of scorching ardour. I’ve penned a few of the Empress’s 
voluptuous talents and womanly traits that you might want to keep 
to yourself, if you’re of the fairer sex. If you’re a man, then keep your 
knowing looks to yourself, and just enjoy the rapids!

Disclaimer: If you are easily off ended by the mention of hot stuff , 
please skip over Chapter 4, “(Secret) Confessions of a Conscious Lover,” 
because this one is a sizzler!

9  The Romans adopted the name “Bacchus” for Dionysus the Greek God of fertility, the grape harvest, winemak-
ing, theatre, and ritual madness. Wine, music and dance frees his cohorts of fears and cares. Bacchus is often 
represented reclining with a glass of wine in hand and represents fecund freedom.
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Chapter Four

(Secret) Confessions of a 
Conscious Lover

Nadine Love

“Intimacy is a waste of time.”
Did I really believe that? Yes, I did.
I’m a woman of my bond. Once I decided, it was done. For fi fteen 

years, I quietly committed mind, heart—and body—to a belief born on 
a rare sultry English summer’s afternoon.

Spread-eagled, I lazily languished in eighteen-year-old Dante’s 
embrace. (Are you shocked? Yes, yes, work it out, I’m in my fi ftieth year 
now ... You got it. I was thirty fi ve…). I looked at rippled patterns of 
light play on the ceiling, completely split off  from the physical acrobatics 
occurring in the present. I thought to myself candidly, What a waste of 
time! What on earth am I doing?

Th e agreement was set. Th e deed was agreed between the parties in 
my psyche. Th e inner contract was sealed.

Th ere may have been a few more secret trysts, lifeless from my side. 
Th e aff air with Dante crunched to its inevitable early close.

It wasn’t that I didn’t have opportunities for great nooky and go 
through the motions. I did. After Dante, Oliver returned.
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My childhood sweetheart, and fi rst love—and lover—tracked me 
down. At the time, I was a merry divorcee and easy prey for Oliver, 
whose lascivious intentions could now be met from a place not of eager 
and badly shielded hope that there was any future in our steamy connec-
tion, but from an arm’s-length position tinged with boredom and pity 
for his pregnant wife.

And so I derived a somewhat sick sense of power and control through 
my choice to opt out of engaged present sex. My semi-conscious decision 
aff ected me, the next husband who happened to come along (snaring me 
for his own end, and boy, did I pay the price) and then the de facto bloke 
who came into my life as a glorifi ed babysitter, bouncer and buff oon.

And then ... when it came to pass that I wanted deep and meaning-
ful touch and tender times with the love of my lifetimes, my soulmate 
forever, there was some fi xing to do.

At least, I recognised in time that there was work to be done to free 
my love and me from my complex legacy. Th at road was mine to clear.

I’d long forgotten my personal silent bond.
Th at was not until the day after ...
Th e giddy, heady, bubbling excitement of fi nding love, attraction 

and soul matching had us fi rmly spellbound. (We still are together, side 
by side, our feet on fi rm ground, steady awith the intensity of our joy-
fi lled union. Whilst we still marvel at our meeting, the certainty in our 
ancient, present and future perfect pairing quells the frisson so that we 
can sustain our productive daily living and loving).

As John put it wryly, “Wars have been fought with less strategy than 
it’s taking to get you into bed.”

Ah, yes. Th at would be so.
I wasn’t playing hard to get. I was hard to get.
At the time, I wasn’t consciously aware of the powerful unconscious 

blocks I was putting in place to ensure that “I didn’t waste time.”
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Every moment is precious, right?
In the cut and thrust of earning, and business building with a mix 

of mothering to further build my case, the evidence was overwhelmingly 
in favour my wonderful child and work winning my dual focus on life. 
With no time or capacity to spare.

What of passion?
Well, channelled into the pursuit of a meaningful career, passion has 

its place. Isn’t that what Tony Robbins, Robert Maxwell, and Brendon 
Burchard purport is the fuel for success?

Of course! But fi ery feelings were surfacing. Distracting teenage 
impulses and urges inconveniently snapped at my steely self-discipline, 
teased my tenacious attempts at mono-minded motivational mentoring, 
and popped up uncontrollably to poke fun at my prissy priorities.

I felt exhilarated! I’d jumped aboard a wooden raft that was inciden-
tal to the white water rapids I was riding, the splash, spray and speed 
reminding me that I was alive! Every cell of my fi t, adrenaline-fl ushed 
body was waking to the course of the wild, racing river, and all I could 
do was surrender.

Surrender! Me? What! No! Responsibility to my child, clients and 
contribution on earth was my clarion call. Wasn’t it?

In that map, there were no rushing rivers, no excursions into ecstasy, 
and absolutely no unfettered, sexy side trips.

And then there was John.
When we stood next to each other, I involuntarily fl ushed with 

pleasure. When our hands brushed, the room fi lled with golden light. 
When we looked into each other’s eyes, hours would pass and it would 
feel like two seconds.

When we kissed ... the raft, the rapids and all of the excursions and 
side trips in the Universe became a symphony of one. All movement and 
all stillness woven, timeless depth and urgent immediacy blended into a 
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delicious melody that I wanted to discover more about. And experience 
again. And again ... and ...

And so I got mad.
I’m a woman, right? Isn’t that the obvious thing to do?
My petulance was prompted by a particularly piquant and utterly 

ravishing play one evening as we gave into the super-glue waves of mag-
netic pull.

I can’t recall if it was animal friend commitments (to Missy, who has 
become “our” Kelpie, and defi nitely my second daughter and to the fi ve 
horses at Blue Lily Farm) or John’s steady gentlemanliness that took him 
from my arms that night, but by morning, I was raging!

I took Mira to school, barely able to hide the tremble of fury that 
aff ected my hands and fi ngers on the steering wheel of my Mitsubishi. 
In my mind, I rehearsed all of the things that I would say to my darling 
love.

“I’m not sixteen! I simply will not smooch on the sofa!” or
“John,” I would say with grave seriousness, “I am the mother of an 

eight-year-old. It is unacceptable to ...”
To what?
I didn’t want to go there. I was mad. Right?
You might be onto the fact that I was protesting way too much, and 

my indignation was rice-paper thin. I wasn’t. Or I wouldn’t let myself in 
on the secret that I was scorchingly, passionately in love with the man 
who would become my forever husband.

Th e victim of my womanly wrath, my car keys, landed irritatingly 
loudly and untidily on my stately desk. Well, I was attempting to culti-
vate the nonchalant air of a lady who would not put up with being trifl ed 
with, wasn’t I?

I couldn’t look at my keys. All I could see were arms and legs splayed. 
Entangled. Oh, no. Had I turned into a man? All I could think of was 



(Secret) Confessions of a Conscious Lover 

61

sex. Every two minutes or less, and I wasn’t going to fess up to that! Th is 
mucky magnetism thing was playing havoc with my M.O.10 and my 
mojo.

Damn! Th ere he was! Th e familiar Skype ring, luring me in. Th e 
image of his worn riding boots and spurs driving me demented with a 
need to touch his ... face (what were you thinking).

John’s velvet voice, with the warm Irish lilt that melted my resolve, 
my restraint, my rational mind, sending me into a sensual spin that defi ed 
strategy, structure and sense. John’s patient understanding, wisdom and 
complete masculine attention that made me his woman, without ques-
tion. It was done. And there he was pulsing, live, hot-blooded on my 
twenty-seven-inch computer screen.

You did know that Apple designed a massive monitor just so that 
I could express in eloquent terms how, “It just won’t do, to grope like 
teenagers on my white leather Italian sofas!” And follow up the dra-
matic performance with an emphatic throwing of my on-brand, blue 
NadineLove.com pen.

I followed up the Oscar-winning performance with an electric silence 
that caused the remote-controlled garage door of the house next door to 
ride up and down in inconsiderate abandon. Th ere it was again! I was 
turning into one of those one-thing-on-the-brain morons I so detested. 
Rhythmic knocking joined the enthusiastic roller-door.

It was too much to bear.
“I’ll see if I can get a session with Pete,11” I spat (if it’s possible to spit 

through clenched teeth). I was working hard to avoid the kind, rock-
solid, well ... okay ... love in John’s eyes.

“Why don’t you do that, my Darling Woman? See if Pete can talk 
to you today.” He purred like a Harley Davidson. Argh! Not again. I 
instantly responded to the distant memory of the majestic rumble and 

10  Modus Operandi (M.O.) means “way of doing things.”
11  You can read Peter Barr’s “My Whole Truth—For the First Time” in Chapter 10, page 121.
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power of a custom bike between my ... oh, man ... out of control.
“Talk to you later.” I hurriedly ended the conversation (well, mono-

logue really) and put in a call to Peter Barr, my coach.
Venus sure was smiling on me that day! She must have understood 

the urgency of my uncomfortable predicament, because Pete was able to 
schedule a session pretty much right away.

I’ll admit I was cynical.
How did he fi t me in so fast? Pete was a man, and I had mentioned 

it had something to do with sex. Of course he’d fi nd a way to make it 
happen today, wouldn’t he? Oh, Lord, I was out of kilter, and way out 
of line.

Anyhow, it was good that he was a man. I couldn’t have this discus-
sion with a woman, could I? I was really letting the side down. All this 
obsessing about will we, won’t we, when will we, how will we, where will 
we, why will we, what will we ... ?

And, anyway, intimacy is not for me.
I can’t remember the detail of the coaching conversation Pete and I 

had that day.
But I do remember it was profound.
By the end of our call, I’d rediscovered the defi ning moment when, 

in very diff erent circumstances, I’d made a core-level decision that altered 
the trajectory of my relationships with men and, most importantly, with 
myself.

Once the mystery of the history and origin of my belief that “inti-
macy was a waste of time” surfaced, I could confront the choice that 
chained me to chastity!

From behind the curtains of a private peepshow, where I disdainfully 
watched the mere mortal men I had known cavorting on their solitary 
sordid stage, a new me had emerged.

I kicked off  my heels and I raced to the fast, fl owing river.
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Light and free, I splashed in the icy bright ripples and swam with 
strong strokes to a calm, sunlit pool, where I bathed in peace and quiet. 
I was surrounded by emerald ferns that licked the clear surface and 
clothed the banks.

Relaxed, radiant and brimming with fun, it was time to return home.
For our fi rst time, for my king, I had an open book of time.
Together, may we savour these sensual pages for all eternity.
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Step Five

Archetype:
The Emperor

Themes:

Authority, Protector, Responsibility, Law and Order,

Aggression, Power that Enforces Laws, Evidence, 

Your Code of Conduct Outside of Society’s Rules, 

Sum of Spiritual Knowledge, Reason, Provider,

“The System,” New Life, Assurance, Analysis, 

Solidity, Power to Determine Life and Death,

Stability of a Fair Society, Structure, Father,

Steady, Rational Approach, Measurement,

Teacher of Conventions To fi t into Society,

Defend Territory, Decision-Making,

Confi dence, Conviction, Constancy, 

Set and Maintain Firm Boundaries, 

Unwavering Belief
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Th e rationality, authority and stability of the Emperor, who, at his best, 
is a fair and strong protector and provider, presents a stark contrast to 
the pure emotionality, unpredictable womanly behaviour and intuition 
of the Empress.

Step Five on the journey to come to peace with worldly experiences 
invites you to integrate the lessons of the archetypal father. Th is is an 
ideal that can teach you how to establish and take care of your bound-
aries, develop constancy, confi dence and stability, and shoulder the 
responsibilities of supporting yourself and your loved ones in a way that 
benefi ts you and your community.

Th e snag is: for many the perfect father does not, nor did not, exist. 
Even if he was at home, Dad may not have been emotionally present, 
steady or appropriate in his dealings with the world.

Can you relate to your dad not being there for you?
Perhaps, like mine, your father did not have a male role model from 

whom to gain knowledge. If your father hadn’t integrated the lessons, 
qualities and attributes of the Emperor, then it’s likely that his legacy to 
you was lacking.

Th is is the one chapter in Luminaries On Th e Loose that I thought 
I couldn’t write. And yet, I could not give it away. Something inside me 
knew it was a transformational journey I had to undertake. I woke at 
four in the morning on an unusually dark night and felt compelled to 
write about my tour with the Emperor and embrace the deep shifts that 
were waiting for me. It was, possibly, the most important chapter for me 
to have written.

In Chapter 5, “How Living the Emperor and Letting Him Go Led 
Me to Love” I share how even though I loved my father dearly, I had 
to face and overcome severe defi cits in my own relationship with life, 
because my dad didn’t know how to be an Emperor. He could not be an 
Emperor for himself, and therefore couldn’t be there me or for my sisters, 
Suzanne and Lily.
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You’ll be able to read about what I did to construct the Emperor 
inside me, even though I had no positive example to follow, and what 
happened in order for me to incorporate exactly what I needed so I could 
be my own fi ne father. Th is meant that, eventually, I could engage the 
sort of balance in my psyche that attracted a real Emperor to me.

Th e following chapter is written especially for you if your father 
wasn’t there for you and couldn’t give you what you needed to have 
healthy boundaries to take care of yourself in the world by looking after 
your own interests on all levels.

“How Living the Emperor and Letting Him Go Led Me to Love” 
is a story of hope, healing and honour. It’s written in appreciation of all 
of those men out there who are great fathers and who do support their 
wives, children and communities with the strong moral fi bre, integrity 
and constancy characteristic of the true Emperor.
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Chapter Five

How Living the Emperor and Letting 
Him Go Led Me to Love

Nadine Love

“Bang!”
I knew the moment he died.
He was no Emperor.
Th e shabby hotel room. His red blood on the white sheets.
I hurtled from horizontal to upright.
Th ere I was, in my dream. Looking on. Helpless to stop the shot.
“No! No! No!”
Perhaps you’ve experienced death denial: the gut-wrenching “no” 

that follows fi nding out.
Wild Lara was away. Life-battered, she was the housemate who 

might have understood.
Andrew and Colette were, no doubt, tangled, satiated, spent. 

Asleep.
Th ey completed the unlikely foursome in our rented house across 

the road from the Drama and Journalism Department. Andrew was the 
dance movement teacher at university and “offi  cially” Lara’s partner. 
Colette cut a petite, feisty dancer and fellow-drama student.
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You guessed it. Th ere were tricky arrangements, sneaked kisses, and 
tempestuous rows.

I’d retreat to my room. Mind my own business. No opinion. 
No sides.

To survive my parents’ violent vitriol, I’d learned to shut out 
the noise.

Just like here. I wouldn’t hear.
Maybe that’s why I didn’t register the shrill ring of the hallway phone.
“For you.” Colette took the call. Short, sharp and sleepy, she was 

annoyed to have been ripped from Andrew’s clinch. Hastily, she returned 
to her lover.

Th e black receiver, left dangling, bounced on its cream cord, display-
ing more life than I knew was left in my father.

I shivered in the biting chill, not of the crisp Grahamstown pre-dawn 
cold, but rather to the fact that ... I knew, anyway.

He was forty-fi ve.
Now I’m fi fty. Every year beyond my eighteenth year has been dif-

ferent because of it.
Emptier and fuller, do you know what I mean?
Let’s start with fuller. Th at’s simpler.
It’s easy to list the gifts:

• Profound awareness of the fragility and miracle of life

• Discovering, practicing and living gratitude for each day as it is

• Taking on the mantle of the Emperor in order to survive, which 
entailed strapping myself into heavy, ill-fi tting armour, wielding 
the sharp sword high to make my way, learning to slash and cut 
and conquer to make my mark in love, war and peace as the 
Emperor in all of his great and misguided guises.
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Girl becomes Emperor. Why not?
Have you ever adopted a Hobson’s choice to get on in the world?
I swallowed the Emperor whole: adopting ill and well mannered, 

unjust and fair, strident and weak. I fi lled myself full to bursting, split-
ting and breaking.

Burst was empty, anyway. So let’s go there.
How has the loss of my dad delivered emptiness?
Well, emptier because my dad hasn’t met the king I married. He 

would have loved John for his warmth, his wit and his wisdom. For his 
brilliance, his barrister edge and his books. Kindred enquiring, eloquent, 
magnanimous men with keen opinions on justice, music, humour and 
fi ne whisky. Never to exchange notes.

Emptier life has been because dad and I will never again share a 
molten meeting of minds.

We’ll never again listen to Bach, Beethoven or Brahms together. 
Never another phone call, a hug, a shared joke.

Th is may seem obvious to you, but it’s the detail that continues to 
catch on a bramble in my brain.

And still the faint whiff  of a cigar, or a phrase from the musical Th e 
King and I, or the strains of a violin (he played). Th ese are enough to 
prompt a private tear.

Mira is now mastering the violin at warp-speed. Mira. Life is so 
much emptier, because he never met Mira, his only granddaughter.

You can read her Mira’s chapter story, “Look with a Heart of Love” 
in this book in Chapter 21.

Gus can’t.
His name was Nathan Gershon, known simply as Gus. I don’t know 

why.
Th ere is so much I don’t know about him.
Like why, in fact, he was never there.
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Nearly “never” anyway.
Gus worked in his own legal practice. He was away early and back 

late consistently. I understood.
Emotionally shut down, he’d navigated a barbed-wire marriage of 

raging arguments. It was said that he had manic depression, now known 
as bi-polar. He escaped when I was ten.

From the marriage, that is.
His ultimate escape was eight years later.
Nineteen eighty-fi ve. August 5th. Gone.
Th at date marked the birth of my becoming.
Th e bullet that took his life severed the princess, Empress and 

goddess in me.
Th ough I didn’t realise it until I fi nally freed the Emperor thirty 

years on.
Th at’s the helicopter view. Who’d have known the quest would end 

so well?
Snap the zoom lens onto the camera. Capture three ten-year phases 

that constituted this Emperor’s timeline:
1. Stabilising
2. Setting and upholding boundaries
3. Single-mindedly and tirelessly business building

Decade One: “Stabilising” also known as “sink or swim”?

Swim!
Out with the girl, in with the man.
I had no healthy male role model to follow.
Th ere had been no level, rational, reliable Emperor to look up to, 

to learn from in the entirety of my experience to that point. One of my 
grandfathers was a hypocrite, a voyeur, a child abuser, and the other died 
of black water fever months before my father was born.

Gus lacked any guidance in the he-person realm, too. My father 
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grew up amongst a gaggle of doting woman devoid of testosterone. 
His Russian-speaking grandmother, pianist mother, and sister eight 
years his senior raised him in Rhodesia. Gus’s was a man-scarce world, 
girl-dominated.

Einstein observed: “A problem cannot be resolved from within the 
paradigm in which it was created.”

It was bound to be a rocky ride, for him and for me, to construct 
some other reality.

And yet this story turns out well!
Who knew it would be possible to put together a fully functional 

masculine part of self? It would take tenacity, intensive attention to per-
sonal therapy, coaching, Neuro Linguistic Programming and a dogged 
desire to survive, thrive and do things diff erently.

I was determined to be diff erent from any of the misogynistic norms 
I knew as male.

Decade Two: Setting and Upholding Boundaries

Have you ever been in the position where you didn’t even know you 
were worth rules to keep you safe?

“Clunk.”
Th e heavy metal latch swung across the top of our wooden farm 

gates, pairing the two swinging sides for the last time to my touch.
Enough. If I walked away from everything material, which was all I 

knew Heathcliff  wanted, he had no further power over me. None.
And we would be safe.
My pack was leaden yet my heart was ready to let in a new life.
I clutched Mira’s precious tiny hand in mine, registering the stark 

contrast between the perfection and breathtaking beauty of this little girl, 
inside and out, and the barbaric, cruel circumstances of her conception.

I declared to the afternoon Waiheke Island air, words meant for her 
birth father’s ears:
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“You can beat my body blue, but you can’t beat out the light. You 
can’t beat out my capacity to love, to learn and to be the best mother I 
can be. You can’t crush my calling to create a diff erence in our world.”

My self-esteem was so low that I rose to the call initially not for 
myself but to protect my miraculous twenty-month toddler from harm.

Mira was, and is, my inspiration. And in discovering how to deter-
mine eff ective boundaries, she was my reason to draw a fi rm, un-crossable 
line. More than once.

Th e sound of the latch-fall on the Hillgrove Organic Vineyard gate 
punctuated the start of a long road to understanding my not-negotiables 
in every area of my life.

Decade Th ree: Single-mindedly and Tirelessly Business Building

Th e Emperor in me was destined to take the world by brand. Work 
became my weapon, my saving grace, and my priority. Before time with 
my precious daughter, before sleep, before love: Th e great god Work.

“Do what it takes” drove me hard.
I was the Emperor racing on his steed, powered by the sheer thrust 

to survive. Having made my choice to walk away from everything I’d 
invested: my love, my vision, my money, my time, my self-esteem, and 
for the briefest time, my sanity, meant that in order to aff ord the quality 
of life and experiences my daughter and I deserve, I had to apply myself 
relentlessly. Didn’t I?

Th en there is a genuine love of my chosen career as a coach, mentor, 
trainer and author helping people to achieve what they want in their 
lives, personally and professionally, to fuel the endless race.

And I enjoyed success, if success was twenty-hour days to make a 
dollar and an ethical diff erence.

At the top of my game, six years after the latch-fall on the farm gate, 
I knew what to do with this. What would you have done?

As we completed breakfast at the poolside, Mr Th e-World-Owes-Me 
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leaned back with his hands behind his head, fi ngers meshed. His blue 
eyes pierced my morning, though not as destructively as his opinion was 
about to pop his delusion.

“You are my retirement plan.” He smacked his lips on a stray toast 
crumb, making sure to suck in every last bead of orange marmalade.

I conceded him a moment to look smug and pleased with himself.
All I could think was how thankful I was to be able to demonstrate a 

clean, clear response in real-time to my aware, conscious daughter.
Boundaries on target and in place.
My inner Emperor to the fore:
“Leave. Now.”
I remember that well ... the moment I gave the Emperor away.
“Th at’s it!”
I rolled my eyes to the ceiling of the upstairs bedroom, Jacaranda 

branches tapping “high-time, high-time” on the roof outside the win-
dow. Like a metronome measuring the seconds to my new life, telling 
me off , impatiently, for waiting this long to make the call.

“Th e Emperor is dead.”
A full-throttle woman, a capable queen, replaced the man-girl.
I had to climb out of the Emperor’s armour, put down the sword, 

and choose to be a powerful wife, mother and lover—and then a profes-
sional woman.

Personal and sometimes painful values shifted, but it was necessary 
to make space for love, for life and for intimacy. But that’s for another 
chapter.

You see, it wasn’t until I realised how I’d run the gamut of the 
Emperor’s journey—integrated its lessons and fi nally, completely, let go 
of its stranglehold that I found love.

Five days later, John contacted me for the fi rst time.
Do you think our timing was coincidental? I think not.
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Fifty-fi ve emails and one walk in the Noosa National Park followed 
by a romantic dinner at Sails and it was done.

We knew we were soulmates forever.
We fi t. We meet. We match in every way.
Five months later, John and I married, enjoying our very real fairy-tale 

wedding with carefully chosen beloveds, some of whom are co-authors 
in Luminaries On Th e Loose

John is the protector, the stability, and the one who holds the ulti-
mate order in our home and the male authority, freeing me to explore 
life’s passionate artful possibilities as a creator, wife and mother.

Our creek fl ows fully. Together we tend her burgeoning banks, talk 
of our duties, dares and dreams, and take time to be grateful for today’s 
blue water lilies that open their hearts to the sun.

Every evening, as dusk sweeps across our hill, you’ll fi nd us peacefully 
hand in hand on our treetop deck. We stand, facing west, appreciating 
each other and the gift of our time together, celebrated by glowing sunset 
patterns painted across the vast Australian sky by lingering rays of light.

My Emperor is very much alive!
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Step Six

Archetype:
The Hierophant

Themes:

Outer Dogmatic Ways, Religious Doctrines,

Firm Tradition as a Foundation for Values,

Captivity, Servitude, The High Priest,

Discipline as the Road to Freedom,

Acceptance of a Code of Beliefs,

Own Inner Sense of Obedience,

Initiation into Secret Doctrines,

The Pope, Mercy, Inspiration,

Surrender of Responsibility,

Education as a Framework,

Mediating Opposing Ideas,

Understanding,

Education,

Alliance
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Have you ever felt that you don’t belong?
Can you relate to feeling that somehow you’re diff erent from other 

people?
Have you ever rebelled against the dogma forced on you as a child 

by your parents, religious institutions or a style of education that you 
don’t feel aligns with who you are?

Many people give up the views imposed on them as children, only to 
become embroiled in a new cult or radical political ideologies as infl ex-
ible and superfi cial as the beliefs they rejected. Th ere’s an innate human 
drive to fi nd certainty in systems, rules and an established order. Th ese 
are represented by the Hierophant Archetype.

If the lessons of Step Six, the Hierophant, are to be integrated, we are 
challenged to educate ourselves and then to question and confront the 
existing orders, so that we can accept responsibility for fi nding our own way.

In Chapter 6, “Th e Black Sheep Rulebook to Get Home,” I share 
my experience of being a “black sheep,” with you. You’ll read about what 
I lost when I compromised on a core creed and sold out to someone 
else’s belief system. You’ll also fi nd out how my love of learning, tireless 
curiosity and sheer eff ort carved a path that led me home.

(Special note to booklovers: make sure you have a box of tissues close 
at hand.)

Here’s to the crazy ones. Th e misfi ts. Th e rebels. Th e troublemakers.
Th e round pegs in the square holes. Th e ones who see things diff erently.
Th ey’re not fond of rules. And they have no respect for the status quo.

You can quote them, disagree with them, glorify or vilify them.
About the only thing you can’t do is ignore them. Because they change things.

Th ey push the human race forward.
And while some may see them as the crazy ones, we see genius.

Because the people who are crazy enough to think they can change the 
world, are the ones who do.

– Rob Siltanen12

12  Excerpt from poem by Rob Siltanen, often attributed to Steve Jobs and Apple.
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Chapter Six

The Black Sheep Rulebook 
to Get Home

Nadine Love

Can you relate to that lonely, bewildering feeling that everyone else must 
have been given a set of rules for living a happy, healthy, prosperous life 
and you missed out on getting your guidelines?

When the rulebooks were given out on how to live an easy, simple, 
everything’s-handed-to-you-on-a-plate sort of life, I must have been in the 
other queue. Somehow, I also missed the line-ups for the very bestsellers, 
including, How to Find True Love before Forty-Nine, How to Expect “Good-
ness and Mercy” All Your Life, and How to be at Home in Your Own Skin.

I’m sure there were other volumes that went to the old post box and 
were “returned to sender, address unknown.”

“Black sheep.” Baaaaa. “Square peg in a round hole.” Squeeeeeeak. 
“Prodigal child.” Prod. Prod. Poke. “Reject.” Weep. “Sore heel.” Leap!

Being a loner wasn’t really all that bad.
Little square wooden tiles with black capital letters rained down 

on my chest, missing my chin by millimetres. Th e Scrabble board fl ew 
across the table, landing in my lap. All accompanied by my mother’s 
high-pitched screech.
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“I will not play with you anymore!”
I learned at age fi ve that leadership and winning were lonely. For 

some reason, I was okay with that. I even liked the secret solitary buzz I 
experienced when I could rest in the untouchable belief “I am diff erent.”

Th ere was something very clean about knowing that they and their 
angry world were not like me.

Deep in the blood and bones of which I was made, I understood 
that self-mastery was the only way I’d stay sane in an environment that I 
completely rejected, even before it was to jettison me, age thirteen, onto 
the highway of my own invention.

Th ere’s the strangest echo that lingers from deaths in the gas cham-
bers of Auschwitz, Dachau or Treblinka and the pogroms that caused 
my people to fl ee from their homes across Russia, Latvia and Lithuania: 
“Knowledge will serve you when all else is lost.”

Th ey say that cultural lessons are genetically conveyed from gener-
ation to generation. Perhaps that’s why I fi ercely uphold my knowing 
that education is one thing that cannot be taken when all physical and 
material possessions are up for grabs.

Is that also why I have found it so easy to walk away?
What will I do now because I want to stay?
I wandered into our buttercup-yellow bedroom. Our artfully restored 

Queenslander had no built-in storage and so our especially chosen pieces 
of furniture were a practical necessity. Th ey were also an expression of 
our distinctive, eclectic taste for the exquisite, unusual and unique.

I breathed in the beauty of our Tibetan-painted chest of drawers and 
the hand-carved cherry blossom chest that stores all of my girl things.

Absent-mindedly, I headed into our walk-in wardrobe where my eye 
caught a neat stack of boxes.

My fi ngers itched and reached out, all of their own accord. I stroked 
the sunfl ower pattern of the top container and fl ipped the lid. My heart 
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fl uttered as the contents saw the light of day for the fi rst time in fi fteen 
years.

As if it was the most precious gift on earth, I carried the small trinket 
box to my beloved ornately chiselled chest, barely daring to draw breath.

“Everything has a place, now!”
(I have a habit of speaking to myself, borne of many, many years 

in which the sole source of trustworthy communication I could share 
out-loud with was myself.)

John entered our room at that moment. Loving me that much that 
he found me to check whether I was talking to myself, or saying some-
thing that warranted his thoughtful response.

His kind dark eyes refl ected sheer sensitivity to stepping into a spe-
cial, poignant scene.

Quietly, my whisper escaped:
“I sometimes forget I’m home.”
From time to time, we ask each other incredulously, “How the f**k 

did we get here?”
Independently we constructed the roadways of our diff erent lives, 

bringing us from opposite ends of the world: John’s native Ireland and 
my indigenous Zimbabwe (or Rhodesia, as it was then). Two round pegs, 
black sheep, misfi ts who’d already come to peace with ourselves and the 
sense we’d made of life by the time we came into each other’s orbit.

We noticed similarities in the ways that we had found inner strength, 
understanding and a measure of success.

First of all, we share a tireless love of education, learning and books. 
We’re agreed that the process of enquiry hooks us, the discipline of dis-
covery and the excitement of endless wisdom, opinions and perspectives 
we’ve yet to challenge, unpick, unpack, re-sort, reword or reject. We’re 
cosily contented with tussling over moral dilemmas, the meaning of a 
principle or the relevance of a memory late into the night.
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Secondly, it’s about the eff ort and endeavour we put in as a matter of 
baseline engagement in life.

Conveniently, during our brief courtship either well after midnight 
or at the fresh hour of fi ve in the morning, our computers would be on 
and whirring. John and I would enjoy a Skype window to share updates, 
swap sweet appreciations and synchronise our musings.

My pulse would race as the fast familiar ring registered on my twen-
ty-seven-inch Apple Mac, punctuating the quiet of the night followed 
by my love’s voice.

“My darling, wonderful, gorgeous, amazing, sexy woman, how are 
you?”

Really caring about each other, and asking is an unspoken rule that 
keeps our yard fi lled with listening, laughter and loving, supportive 
exchange based on certainty and individual strength of character in a 
no-compromise commitment to be fully ourselves and elevate each other.

Th at’s a big statement.
Let’s look at certainty as a basis for creating healthy structures and 

guiding principles for life based on awareness, ecology and conscious 
choice that takes in consequence, compassionate living and the courage 
to be who you really are.

Have you ever compromised on principles deeply dear to you?
 I have.
Flashback to a diff erent time and place.
Th is is how life used to be with someone who didn’t share the same 

values:
“Why do you need all of those books?” moaned Donald incessantly.
It got worse than that.
“I am not moving with those books again. You will have to get rid 

of them. Th e new paradigm is all online, anyway. You can fi nd anything 
you want in e-Book form on the web. Books are so last season.”
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I looked woefully at the cardboard packing boxes that had made it 
through at least seven moves since the farm in New Zealand. Packed 
tightly, they spilled out of the boot of my hatchback and lined the garage, 
fl oor to ceiling.

Donald had taken it upon himself to relegate my library to the 
dump. Th e compromise I negotiated was the second-hand bookstore.

In the car park behind Woolworths in leafy, comfortable Buderim, I 
sat on my boxes, clearly labelled “books,” and I cried and cried.

How would I explain to Pinter, Pirandello and Poe or Hardy, 
Hansen and Heyer, let alone Shakespeare, Strindberg or Sartre why I 
was abandoning them?

Devastated wasn’t in it. To rub salt into the wound, the second-hand 
bookstore couldn’t take them all. I had more books than they had on an 
entire wall in the pokey purveyors of fi ne books. My collection defi ned 
“fi ne”. No room! Pah!

When I was complicit in shedding my beloved books, I turned my 
back on the me I liked in my heart. I sold out that day in a way that 
taught me, with no small amount of agony, to ditch the dogmatic man 
before the inner axiom.

Th e truth I turned my back on still repeats in my throat.
My discomfort is my steady reminder to hold the tiller fi rmly on 

course, especially in stormy seas when you’re called upon to compromise 
on a core maxim that constitutes a part of identity that really matters.

How did I sell out?
It seems unthinkable now.
Th e ripping of my books from me contributed to a bridge too far. 

Yet I let it happen! Th ey are a symbol of something I intend to protect 
voraciously.

Here I sit happily in the library of our home, with my Mac Book Air 
on my knee and fl oor-to-ceiling books in front of me! Th ey’re laid out 
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well in subjects: I see works on NLP, strategy, ethics, economics, business, 
fi nance, futures studies and law. Poetry, literature, permaculture and art.

I’m home.
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Step Seven

Archetype: 
The Lovers

Themes:

Love, Sexuality, Importance of Loving Relationships, 

Choice between Desires - Morality versus Temptation

Social Acceptability versus Torment from Urges like: 

Breaking Away, Leaving Home to Wander, Adultery,

Dropping Out, Openly Claiming Sexual Preference,

Uniting of Masculine and Feminine Parts of Self, 

Transcending Isolation through Sexual Passion, 

Innate Connection, Valuable Relationship,

Emotional Support, Tree of Life, Union,

Attraction, Unity, Trials Overcome,

The Role of Sex and Love in Life,

Long Relationships, Lover,

Life Choices, 

Soulmates
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Th e Lovers, Step Seven, signposts the experience of love and intimacy as a 
passage to fulfi lment, meaning and the ultimate truth in life.

Regardless of whether you’re a man or a woman, the Lovers also 
embraces the excursion into yourself to engage a balance of your mas-
culine and feminine elements. Th e Lovers stand for drawing out and 
uniting your male and female parts of self.

Th e Lovers Archetype can refer to a valuable relationship that brings 
new understanding. As a mentor, my role is to off er fresh perspectives, 
and as a coach, to facilitate the client’s connection to expanded choice. 
Love is the bedrock of my practice. When I select my coaching and 
mentoring clients, my top criterion is love. I have to love my clients, 
what they stand for and their work in the world.

Susan Marie Hill, a captivating, vibrant author, matches my measure 
so well that she and her man, Wolfi e, were amongst the chosen guests at 
my enchanted wedding to my soulmate, John.

I’ve known Susan Marie for over two years, and in the time I’ve been 
her mentor, I’ve come to appreciate and respect her deeply. Seldom have 
I come across someone who works as hard and as passionately as I do. 
Susan Marie is one of those rare individuals who sets her eyes on a goal 
and embraces the entire way to get there with precision, professionalism 
and fun. She is a ray of sunshine, individuality and intelligence.

Susan Marie is a successful, lawyer based in Sydney, Australia, who 
found her soulmate at fi fty.

Th rough the voice of Aristophanes in Th e Symposium, Plato reveals his 
version of the origination of soulmates and their deeply unifying connection.

According to Greek mythology, humans were originally created with four 
arms, four legs and a head with two faces. Fearing their power, Zeus split 

them into two separate parts, condemning them to spend their lives in 
search of their other halves.

– Plato, Th e Symposium13

13  Plato, The Symposium. Trans Alexander Nehamas and Pay Woodruff. Indianapolis: Hackett Publishing 
Company, 1989. Print.
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Plato’s story continues: the divided humans were so devastated by 
being split in two that they wouldn’t eat. Fearing for their survival, 
Apollo sewed them up and reformed their bodies. Each person would 
have only one set of genitalia and would forever long for his or her other 
half—the other half of his or her soul. When the two reunite, there’s a 
mutual feeling of wholeness, an unspoken, innate understanding, and 
unsurpassed joy in shared intimacy.

Are you wondering if your soulmate is out there somewhere, and, if so, 
how to hook up?

In Susan Marie Hill’s powerful, poignant and purposeful chapter, 
“How to Meet and Marry Your Soulmate,” she shares her enthralling 
experience of what can happen when you’re willing to do what it takes 
to understand your beliefs, explore who you are in relationship and how 
it’s possible to heal in order to fi nd your soulmate.
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Chapter Seven

How to Meet and Marry 
Your Soulmate

Susan Marie Hill

If you’re a career woman who’s frustrated with being alone, you’ll want 
to read this true-life love story to discover the secrets to reigniting 
your own sparkle of romance.

“What about Th ursday the fourth at four p.m.?”
I quickly scanned my laptop calendar and nodded in agreement with 

a defi nite, “Yep. Th at works for me, Karen. How about you, Wolfi e?” His 
steel-blue eyes glanced up at me. He’d been checking the phone that he 
held in his suntanned hand, his gentle smile framed by the chiselled line 
of his masculine face.

Wolfi e spoke as he turned. “Perfect.”
I admired this handsome man, his salt-and-pepper hair confi rming 

that he was in his mid-fi fties. Th e short, sporty style complemented his 
slim, healthy fi gure.

Karen, in her late thirties, sat opposite us. She briskly tapped the 
date into her computer and pressed print. A patient silence settled as she 
carefully checked the document. Satisfi ed, Karen slid it across the desk.
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“Okay. Th at’s all booked. You’ll need to be here by 3.45. Make sure 
you bring this form with you.”

I felt the warmth of Wolfi e’s strong hand softly pressing mine as we 
rose to leave the offi  ce.

Had either of them detected the tremor of tears in my eyes as my 
thoughts whisked me back through time?

With a sick feeling in my stomach, I stood on a dark suburban 
veranda, my fresh eighteenth birthday dreams crushed in the gloom. I 
heard my mother’s voice. Despair, blame and anxiety all compressed into 
one accusing sentence: “What am I going to tell Dad?”

A pregnant teenager, lost, lonely and bewildered, l experienced the 
desolation that life serves up with its harsh lessons of reality. Deep inside 
me, I sensed that the only way to ever escape entrapment in poverty was 
through education.

I reached out desperately from my abyss of shame and fear and clung 
precariously to a world that was safe and familiar to me. With hindsight, 
this was a signifi cant factor that guided me to law school. I was a school-
girl who obtained top grades in the fi nal state-wide exams only a few 
weeks before becoming pregnant.

With my working-class background, university had not been an 
option. In line with my parents’ expectations, I had applied for a public 
service position.

When I went to the interview, I was terrifi ed. Would they somehow 
know that I was pregnant? I was overwhelmed by debilitating panic. 
Would I be revealed as a deceitful liar? What story could I make up to 
tell my parents since they still knew nothing about my condition?

Th ere were no thunderclaps. No apocalyptic revelations. Whew! Th e 
process went ahead without a hitch. And so I began my role as a clerk 
of the court, concealing my growing tummy under increasingly looser 
dresses as the weeks wore on.
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Eventually I could hide the truth no longer. It was a relief to have the 
heavy burden of my secret exposed.

My tiny baby boy slept in the second-hand pram that jammed open 
the metal and glass door of the telephone booth across the road from 
our cheap, rented fl at. “University of Sydney. How can we help you?” 
Th e coins clunked through the payphone slot; the dirty, black, plastic 
telephone receiver pressed cold and hard against my face. As I watched 
over Mark’s innocent sleep, I reaffi  rmed my resolve. “I want to study 
law.”

Fast-forward fi ve years. I held my toddler, Kim, in my arms. Th e 
occupant of the now shabby pram was my third child, Tracy. My mar-
riage was rapidly disintegrating.

I had my law degree.
As my legal career went from strength to strength, I gradually 

became independent and fi nancially established. Achievement came at 
the immense personal cost of the bleak loneliness that lay behind the 
pinnacle of professional performance.

My divorce long behind me, I spent empty years either on my own 
or with the wrong men. I lost hope that I would ever meet my Mr Right, 
a man who would hold and love me forever. When I was in my mid-thir-
ties, I really hit rock bottom with relationships. I was broken-hearted 
and miserable.

Janine, a close friend, looked me straight in the eye and cut in very 
bluntly, “Why don’t you get some help? I know a good therapist – I’ll 
give you her name.”

I was ready to try anything, grasping onto any possibility that I could 
end my loneliness and fi nally fi nd true love.

At eleven on the dot, I walked into Angela’s offi  ce with no idea of 
what to expect. Quietly spoken, every word she uttered seemed to be 
dripping with insights and guidance.
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I couldn’t get enough of the intriguing perspectives that she inspired 
in me. Piece by piece I began to understand the keys to unlocking alien-
ating inner patterns so that I could connect with myself and, even more 
than that, connect with my ideal man.

Having the courage to meet with Angela was my fi rst step on a 
challenging, perplexing and enlightening journey that would last almost 
two decades.

Just as I had done in my career, I began to invest my time, money 
and focus on fi nding the answers to these problems.

I had to map out a road for myself, which meant often becoming 
entangled in a bewildering labyrinth of relationship twists and turns 
along the way.

I came to realise that my issues with men and relationships were 
being played out by a myriad of other professional women.

A solitary life of lonely nights and no supportive shoulder to lean 
on was not my situation alone. Th is was something bigger. I noticed a 
pattern that was being repeated, replayed and replicated by women who 
were independent, resilient and successful.

Why do relationships go wrong? I studied, attended meditation 
retreats and participated in workshops and breakthrough events. I 
trained as a telephone counsellor for a crisis line. Now I’m a qualifi ed 
coach, trainer and mentor.

Sigmund Freud claimed, “Love and work, work and love ... that’s all 
there is.” If that was true, I was still missing half of the equation. Although 
my legal career was successful, was there much point when I was going 
home every night to an empty apartment, just me and a bottle of wine 
as I sat down to my dinner-for-one watching re-runs of Sex and the City?

Th at was me for many years.
Until one day all of the eff ort I’d invested yielded dividends.
I was able to transform my life.
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He was already at the ferry wharf where we’d arranged to meet. Early. 
“Hello, I am Wolfgang. You must be Susan.” His sophisticated German 
accent was kind and warm.

I didn’t realise that I’d just met my soulmate. Trumpets didn’t blast 
from the heavens, and fl owers didn’t burst into bloom along the sidewalk! 
Nothing like that.

As we sat in the rustic timber bar of the historic hotel, I enjoyed 
our conversation. It had a tone and a fl avour that I wasn’t used to. Th e 
combative, I-can-look-after-myself battle simply didn’t surface. Our 
encounter had a rhythm and connection to it that I wasn’t expecting. 
Time passed quickly. I was surprised to see that it was almost seven p.m.

“Would you like to have dinner, Susan Marie?”
I found myself responding with a smile. “Yes.”
At the end of the evening, he paid for dinner. Tick.
As he nervously gave me a soft good-bye kiss, he politely asked, 

“Would it be possible to do something next weekend?”
“Sure, yes, that would be great!”
Sitting on the bus on my way home, looking at the lights of the city 

buildings, I thought, Hmmm. Th is man has a good heart.
“Be sure to arrive by 3.45. Th ere’s no need to take a ticket. Just 

come straight upstairs and let them know you’re here for your marriage 
ceremony.”

Abruptly called back to the present moment, we thanked the regis-
trar and stepped out into the warm sunshine, contented and connected, 
secure in the future of our shared lives together.

Love and work, work and love. Freud’s words can echo loud and true 
for you in your hectic life as a twenty-fi rst-century career woman.

Even though you might have almost given up on having the relation-
ship that you long for, deep down inside you know that there is a good 
man somewhere out there waiting for you, don’t you?
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Th ere are answers to your questions and solutions to your problems.
Just like me, these can be the happiest days of your life. Whatever 

your age, you can be a strong, successful woman and still fi nd your 
perfect man, your soulmate.

Imagine how you would feel when, as you open your eyes each 
morning, you see your loving partner lying there beside you; you hear 
the soft sound of his breathing. Th e empty space in your bed now fi lled 
with the warmth of his body as he turns towards you and draws you into 
his arms.

You can have it all.
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Step Eight

Archetype:
The Chariot

Themes:

Firm Nature Controls Opposing Forces in Life, 

Strength of Character, Personal Maturity,

All Creation Secondary to Resolve,

Mental Energy Directs Passions,  

Power to Subordinate Your Will,

Speed, Mental Focus, Triumph,

Control, Succour, Presumption, 

Thought in the Driver’s Seat,

Mature Sexuality, Control,

Motivation Drives All, 

Mind over Matter,

Victory
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Th e Chariot, Step Eight, refl ects on the integration of all of the preceding 
Archetypes in Phase One of the life’s quest for fulfi lment and the journey 
to enlightenment. Th e worldly concerns of your experience in society 
have reached a juncture where your temperament is more powerful than 
the rules of your social order or the dominant culture.

As a mature adult, successful in life and admired by others, the 
Chariot embodies confi dence, contentment and certainty. Step Eight is 
where you are able to control your feelings and direct the focus of your 
mind, so that you can move fast towards your visions, goals and dreams.

In Chapter 8, Live it as You Want It, you’ll read about the supreme 
infl uence of clearly made decisions based on inner clarity. When the 
nucleus of a choice is a steadfast truth, the resulting commitment, moti-
vation and focus mean inevitable victory.

Triumph can be enjoyed as a result of reaching what John calls the 
“New Normal” in the quickest, most direct, ecological way possible. 
Th at takes tenacity, sticking to the program and holding the plot, even 
when the going gets crazy tough.

I trust you’ll enjoy stepping into my world, as you become part of 
the two most important, triumphant chariot rides of my life. You’re 
invited to meet me in Chapter 8 so that you’re part of the victorious 
celebrations.

As you turn the page, bear in mind as you drive your own chariot:

Be who you are and say how you feel
because those who mind don’t matter, and those who matter don’t mind. 

– Dr Seuss
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Chapter Eight

Live it as You Want It
Nadine Love

“Have it exactly as you want it.”
I say these words often to John. And to Mira.
Sometimes we say things to other people that we most need to give 

ourselves permission to experience, don’t we?
Whilst I know how important it is to get clear in my own mind and 

act with alignment, I have often chosen to make the needs and wants of 
others superior to mine.

Twice in my life I have signifi cantly stuck to my guns without falter-
ing. Against all odds, I backed myself and allowed my will to compose and 
complete the symphony exactly as I want it written. I made sure that the 
score was played out, every phrase, note, accent and rest was in absolute 
accordance with my wishes.

On both occasions, the eff ects of my brave willingness to put mind 
fi rmly over matter led to powerful positive examples of what’s possible in 
the life-defi ning arenas of birth and marriage.

Yeah, yeah, I tend to go for the big ones. But then, those are the 
needle-movers when the conscious choices really matter.

I’ve stood tall and squatted low, bathed in the sort of triumphant 
achievement that is archetypal, exemplary and legendary.
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I’ve ridden the stone chariot hands free down the Cenotaph, golden 
cape billowing, wild horses doing my bidding whilst crowds cheered in 
shared celebration.

Yes! I’ve experienced the ultimate garlanded victories.
And if my life had to end suddenly at some unfathomable stroke 

of the will of the gods, these two journeys to our new normal are my 
standards and will have made my years worthwhile.

It hasn’t been that easy to get rid of me, really. Tenacious, headstrong 
and feisty, when necessary. Th e gods have been kind. Th ere’s no doubt 
about that.

Against the odds, she held.
I lost count of the babies that weren’t to be.
Th ough the twins stand out. On the 25th November 2004 they 

chose to die and fl ow away. At precisely the same time as Aluna, the 
tiny cat who had just birthed four kittens of her own. I became their 
surrogate mum. Feeding them droplets of milk with a Rescue Remedy 
dropper as I mourned their mother and my two.

Two years on, Mira stayed perfectly all the way.
Th roughout the whole pregnancy, I was nauseous.
Sick with the fear of being hit, hurt and further humiliated in unim-

aginable ways. Th e tumour behind my right eye reared up and posed its 
own set of problems.

“I am going to birth this baby naturally, on the farm and in water. 
Far from medical intervention and any meddling in the body-and-baby-
wise process,” I insisted.

Even Bug, the Island midwife who’d been so supportive, caved in the 
end. “I can’t recommend you have a home birth. Your age, the risk to 
yourself and your baby are too great.”

Bring it on.
I knew Mira and I would be fi ne. More than that, I believed with all 
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of my mind, body and spirit that the special person I carried deserved a 
peaceful, gentle, loving birth—guided by her. She knew what to do and 
so did I.

On every level, I was prepared and ready. I took hypnobirthing 
classes, practised yoga, meditated, and walked miles.

Even if I was too nauseated to eat anything other than water biscuits 
or drink only organic hot chocolate in order to get the calcium I needed, 
I knew what to avoid.

My unwavering mental focus was far beyond the calm, connected, 
loving birth I told myself was inevitable.

I visualised Mira as a luminary of light—a wise, kind, spirited child 
of the Universe, who knew unquestionably that she was loved enough 
and unique. I imagined ... holding hands with a kindred conscious 
soul, captivating free conversation where her opinions were respected, 
fascinating and fun, and a deep independent friendship long into our 
lifetimes.

I believe the pre-natal adventure of the growth of a baby, and the 
intention and manner of the birthing are signifi cant in determining 
the patterns of a person’s attitudes, values, beliefs and therefore their 
behaviours and choices after birth. Th e thoroughly detailed way that I 
went about communicating with my unborn child, and caring for her 
and preparing for her entry into the outer world, I know have facilitated 
the outstanding way in which Mira relates to herself and every aspect of 
her understanding of the world.14

Mira’s miraculous and mindful forming, and the manner of her 
arrival determined her enthusiastic capacity to make personal choices 
from a place of inner fullness so that she can contribute abundantly. And 
she does.

14  If you’re interested in reading more about Mira’s birth and the way I needed to change in order to rise to the 
privilege of mothering her so that she might experience the very best I could offer, you can read my chapter titled 
“Born Free” in Pebbles in the Pond, edited by my friend, Christine Kloser.
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Mira asked to submit her chapter for this book. Th e way that she set 
about choosing her themes, stories to include and concepts to benefi t 
you, dear reader, demonstrate the power of focus, determination and the 
way she consistently looks through her heart of love.15

Mira is the living, breathing example of what is possible with fore-
sight, vision and disciplined application of strong, loving will.

It’s with a measure of endearing passion that Mira will tell you about 
“our” wedding. She was an integral part of the preparations, lead up, 
and, of course, the day itself.

John married me and received two girls in the bargain.
Mira opened our fairy-tale proceedings:

“Look to this day, for it is the very life of life.
In its brief course lie all the realities and truths of existence,

joy and growth,
Th e splendour of action, the glory of power.

For yesterday is but a memory.
And tomorrow is only a vision. Today well lived
Makes every yesterday a memory of happiness.

And every tomorrow a vision of hope.
Look well, therefore, to this day.”

We consulted astrologer extraordinaire, Edgar Winter, and landed 
our perfect wedding date: Our July 12th full moon amplifi ed the bless-
ing of Juno the planet of the soulmate, sitting squarely in John’s house 
of marriage. When Edgar said John had been looking for me for two 
hundred forty-fi ve years, having shared a life and parted on some Native 
American plane, the resonance of truth prompted sudden tears.

My decision was made.
Sitting at the wooden table on our deck, savouring the tart-sweet 

15  Read Mira’s “Look with a Heart of Love” in Chapter 21, page 245, and make up your own mind. It’s all her 
own work.
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mouthful of lemon meringue pie, I felt the steady clunk of a decision 
lock inside my heart. “I will have this the way I want it. I’ll fully experi-
ence this ride towards being a forever, true-love bride.”

With eyes and heart wide, I saw that I was looking at one of those rare 
and precious opportunities life can give, palm facing upward and open.

“Th is is the best time of your life,” Edgar said, unaware that he was 
confi rming my instinct to live each day of the three months towards our 
wedding day wilfully, wholeheartedly and well.

Something in me slowed right down and fed quietly from the bub-
bling clear spring of deep peace I found in my healing heart the moment 
I saw John’s face.

He was there waiting for me. Perched on a weathered table in my 
favourite place in the whole world, Noosa National Park.

Th ere, the turquoise dolphin sea meets banks lined by lush white-
bark koala eucalyptus trees. A surfer’s track leads upward and into the 
shady reserve, winding along the cliff ’s edge, a surprisingly easy climb 
around the peninsula. Stunning views expand out over the narrow, tum-
bling, spray-splashed Hell’s Gates and across towards Alexandria Bay. 
Accessible only on foot. How sensible! Part of our pristine coast, saved 
for those suffi  ciently ardent about woodland hiking or nude bathing!

I leave you to decide which group I fall into fi rst.
Of course, he was there before me. I’d been working and so I was 

fashionably late. I called him from the car as it neared four p.m. I’d 
reached the Peregian Springs roundabout.

When I pass through there, even today, I still hear John’s warm, 
patient, enduring “Take your time.”

And I did. I still do.
Just like in the movies, there was a parking space waiting for me just 

in front John. (Which, if you’re familiar with Noosa, is almost unheard 
of—its beauty attracts busy.)
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My inward smile at this little victory was proportionate to the obvi-
ous magnitude of the meaning I gave to the portent. I’ll admit ... it was 
a good sign. No, a great omen.

Th ough it was not an iota as glorious as the meeting of our eyes.
I saw my past, my present and my future in this handsome Irishman’s 

face.
As if we were simply picking up where we left off , centuries ago, my 

small hand naturally settled in John’s broad, gentle man grasp.
Since that day, together has been our way. We cogitate, ruminate 

and refl ect individually and then we talk, and laugh and look at options. 
Usually we retire into our own heads and think some more, returning to 
an area of mutually interesting ideas.

Together we dreamed up our ideal wedding day. Every minute aspect 
was meticulously considered. Our bottom line was love. Th e guests we 
chose were all people we love, the fl owers, the glorious venue, Secrets on 
the Lake, in Montville.

Th ere were only two well-thought-through surprises for John.
True to tradition, Mira and I kept my delicate, elegant dress from 

our man. Here’s Mira’s description from her entry in a Book Week 
writing competition: “Mum’s dress was so pretty, featuring organza, lace 
and beading with a sweet-heart neckline. Mum wore an ostrich feather 
shoulder wrap and fairy-tale shoes.”

Th e only other unknown to John was that I asked my dear friend 
Alice Haemmerle to choose a song by one of John’s favourite country 
cohort musicians, Mary Black. Alice has a stunning voice and a halcyon 
heart. We were all spellbound by her a Capella rendition of “Th e Golden 
Mile” for John before we cut our gluten-free chocolate wedding cake.

John had arranged hidden gifts for his girls, too.
Th e night before our nuptials, we shared a quiet supper in Wait-A-

While, the aptly named luxury lodge where we spent our last night as 
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singles. (We’re not that traditional. We’d had an enforced separation for 
two nights prior, as John took his fi nal compulsory legal training at the 
Gold Coast campus of Southern Cross University.)

In the moving of provisions, wedding attire and honeymoon gear, I’d 
lost a diamante sparkle from my manicured wedding-ring fi ngernail. Per-
haps because of the category nine on the Richter scale sparkle catastrophe, 
or possibly due to the relief at fi nally arriving with everything, including 
my mother and Mira organised, I teared up as my darling held me.

“Are you okay, my sweet woman?”
“I lost a sparkle,” was all I could muster.
“You wait just there. I think I have a sparkle especially for you.”
Th ere, resplendent in the plush, blue satin box, shone a pair of exqui-

site white-gold earrings sporting a delicate twist, set with shimmering 
diamonds.

John sure knows what a girl means by sparkles. How I appreciate, 
adore and admire my forever groom, who still asks me, most days as we 
wake, “Will you marry me?”

Th ose tender words are the ultimate sparkles I could ever have 
imagined possible, for they remind me each day of the delight we share 
in the daily discovery of even more depth, even more synergy and even 
more abiding respect for each other.

Just when I thought my heart could expand no more with love for 
the man who will walk with beside me to eternity’s end, he boyishly 
brought out a second box.

“Do you think Mira will like this?”
A dainty striking butterfl y crafted from rose gold, set with a gleaming 

amethyst and a ruby to adorn delicate wings, captured my gaze.
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“Mama and Johno
Th e two of you have lit a fi re ... .

Keep your fi re alight ...
You now have a fi re that represents love, understanding and a philosophy of life.

It will give you heat, food, warmth and happiness.
Th e new fi re represents a new beginning—a new life, and a new family.

Keep your fi re burning: stay together ...
Today you have lit a fi re forever ...”

As rose petals danced, fl uttered and fell across our smiling faces and 
landed on lapels, lace and loved ones, I saw how our slow intentional 
wedding and our outspoken, eloquent love touched and moved everyone 
present. I thought, I’m so grateful I decided to have it exactly as I want it.

We ride the chariot, compelled to live each day together to the best 
of our abilities by the words that completed our exchange of white-gold 
and rose-gold wedding rings, as butterfl ies danced on a topaz blue sunlit 
day.

“One lifetime with you can never be enough.”



PART TWO

Subconscious
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Phase Two

Your Search Inward 
to Discover Who You Are

Th e second of the three distinct stages of life’s ultimate quest is a deep 
delve into the subconscious in order to understand the complexities that 
make you uniquely you! Th e inner enquiry’s purpose is becoming aware 
of your true self.

Having achieved the triumph of a resolute, tenacious and certain 
mind as a result of the crusade through consciousness in Part One, your 
springboard into the depths of your psyche is: inner strength. Here you 
come face to face with your limitations. You develop sterling self-knowl-
edge and you face your fears so that when you travel even further into 
the cavern of perception, you have awareness of your desires and your 
demons.

As you withdraw from society to awaken and attend to your private, 
internal world, you become your own teacher. All of the self-develop-
ment courses in the Universe combined could not give you the gift you 
fi nd: your inner light.

With the discovery of the temple of your personal radiance to illu-
minate your beliefs, thoughts and actions, you’re ready to shine your 
luminosity onto the cycles and seasons of your life. Flexibility, adaptabil-
ity and your acute sensitivity to the consequences of your opinions lead 
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you toward the destiny you are carving out for yourself.
And then it’s time to be frank with yourself. When you act from the 

sanctuary and stronghold of your inner wisdom, justice eventuates. Th e 
scales of the past and the future are moderated by your choices in the 
here and now.

Wait! You are then called to surrender. It is said that all emotional 
pain comes from the distance between what you expect and how it 
is. As you step into grace and wisely accept life, taking note of your 
astuteness rather than the acumen of others, you can relax and be 
whom you really are.

You must be who you are, because there can be no other way to enter 
the last, and only, stage of Part Two—the ultimate transformation. Here 
you face the inevitable dramatic change where your old habits must die 
in order to make way for the new life that awaits you.

Th e accomplishment of balance is the prize that awaits you, follow-
ing your shift from one state to another. Alignment, authenticity and 
moderation emerge naturally. Peace and harmony become, increasingly, 
yours.

Th e search inward to discover who you are forges the heart of Phase 
Two of the songline that makes up Part Two of Luminaries on the Loose.
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Step Nine

Archetype: 
Strength

Themes:

Continue a Venture Despite Diffi cult Circumstances,

Facing Your Fears, Self-Knowledge, Desires, Power,

Discovering a New and More Meaningful Existence, 

Energy of the Unconscious Mind Freed and Tamed,

Ability to Face Life with Hope, Positive Mindset,

Guiding the Unconscious with Love and Faith,

Releasing Energy Contained in Your Feelings,

Psychological Transformation, Magnanimity, 

Find Resilience and Spirit to Begin Again,

 Transformation of the Unresourceful Self, 

Energy, Knowing Your Own Limitations,

Success, Courage, Action,

Optimism in Adversity,

Inner Strength
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Your consistent capability to greet the adventure of life with positive 
anticipation, confi dence and enthusiasm is the wisdom you’re seeking 
to realise as you make the Archetype Strength your own. Th is will entail 
digging deep into your personal reserves to fi nd the emotional muscle 
to begin, or continue, something important to you, despite challenging 
circumstances.

Can you recall a moment when you called out “no!” to the fears, 
confusions, feelings, desires and distractions your ego dished up in order 
to keep you “safe”?

If you’ve located your memory of that time, then you’ve identifi ed a 
fl ash when you welcomed strength to your side. It takes great courage to 
summon your inner treasury of strength, and to confront who you are, 
calmly and fearlessly. When you can access your daring self, your inner 
passions have a chance to surface.

Kim Taylor, the author of Chapter 9, “Survival to Strength: A 
Journey of Self-Discovery,” is a shining example of a brave woman who 
faced her fears, took on their valuable lessons and constantly affi  rms that 
tough experiences can become the gifts along the way.

Kim has her important place in my circle of beloveds. I’ve had the 
privilege to be her coach and business mentor for several years and, 
therefore, to witness fi rst-hand her blossoming from an always beau-
tiful woman, wracked by the pain of her circumstances, to become the 
powerful Luminary of Light she is today, as she goes about her work of 
teaching professional women to “speak from the heart and share your 
message.”

As you read Kim’s story, you’ll appreciate how her practical, sensible, 
down-to-earth approach and the example of her courage can inspire 
you to access and own your ability to manage whatever life hurls your 
way—your inner strength.
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Chapter Nine

Survival to Strength: 
A Journey of Self-Discovery

Kim Taylor

“No ... this can’t be,” I whispered, curling tightly into a ball.
Dr Orford’s stinging words etched on my brain forever. “Kim, I’m so 

sorry. Your baby has died.”
At twenty-seven weeks pregnant and in labour, the intense pain was 

not only physical. I felt the stark-white walls in Emergency at Nambour 
General Hospital close in.

Like a sharp sword intent on fi nding its mark, another wave of 
excruciating pain brought me back. Stop the pain, please! my mind 
silently screamed.

“Caesarean is the only option. Th at fi broid tumour is blocking her 
birth canal. What’s her blood pressure?” Dr Orford’s pale blue eyes anx-
iously monitored my deterioration.

“Sixty,” Nurse Jane replied, composed.
“Not her heart rate!” he said impatiently, exasperated.
“Th at is her blood pressure,” came Jane’s unfl ustered reply.
Th at was the last thing I heard. With my blood pressure sitting at 

a dangerously low rate of sixty, I was admitted into intensive care until 
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the doctors could stabilise my system.
Th e weeks that followed were the biggest emotional roller coaster 

of my life. On a good day, I could do simple tasks such as answer the 
phone. A poor day, sitting on the bathroom fl oor, I would clutch my 
favourite photo album of childhood memories to my heart. Th e soft tan 
leather with gold embossing became worn and tear-stained.

“I’m a complete failure. I can’t even get having a baby right! We’ve 
tried so hard ...” My heart ached for our devastating loss.

“Oh, sweetie.” Chris, my supportive tower of strength, took me in 
his arms and held me close.

Friends talking excitedly of joyful baby news or proudly about their 
children’s achievements seemed to surround us. Well-meaning friends 
and family would say:

“You can always adopt.”
“Just relax. It will happen!”
“Are you pregnant yet?”
Th ey were unaware of the impact of their words. Feelings of envy, 

inadequacy, sadness and loss fi lled my heart.
“I feel like a discarded autumn leaf spiralling to the ground, then 

rotting and disintegrating,” I confi ded in my close friend, Sharyn.
I questioned life, its fairness, and even my femininity. Wasn’t it meant 

to be normal and relatively easy for women to have children?
Despite the heavy heartache, I knew I must go on. For a time, I 

resorted to anti-depressants to dull the pain.
Months went by. We suspected there was a problem.
“Th e medical tests are back, Chris. Apparently, I have a hereditary 

genetic chromosome abnormality.”
Coupled with my age, the chances of us having a successful preg-

nancy were essentially nil.
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“When one door closes, another opens, but we often look so long and so regret-
fully upon the closed door that we do not see the one which has opened for us” 

– Helen Keller

Th e aroma of freshly brewed coff ee hung in the air. Chris and I 
relaxed on our deck, reading the weekend newspapers. “Chris! Look! In 
vitro fertilisation. We could try IVF. It says here, in the last two years, 
the success rate has risen from twenty to forty percent!” I jumped up 
excitedly, shoving the Sunshine Coast Daily toward him and spilling the 
contents of my coff ee cup in the process.

Six unsuccessful rounds of IVF cycles passed.
Sitting quietly on a blanket by our creek, the scent of sweet perfumed 

jasmine wafted past, and together we watched the deep golden orange 
sunset.

“We need to talk.”
Th e crease in Chris’s brow deepened. I looked intently at him, meas-

uring his seriousness. Hearing the tremor in his voice, I knew there was 
something signifi cant on his mind.

“Kim, I know it’s important for you to have a baby. It is for me too. 
Before we were married, do you remember we said it’s the time we share 
together that really matters ... moments like these ...” His voice trailed 
off .

I looked at the man I deeply loved and respected. Hearing the pain 
behind his words, I gently asked, “You’ve had enough, haven’t you?”

Th e phone call that afternoon from Jan, IVF Clinic Nurse, had 
devastated us.

After months of hope and disappointment that revolved around 
ovulation calendars, menstruation, tests and treatments, Chris wasn’t 
the only one who had had enough. Th e impact on our relationship, our 
fi nances and our business had begun to take its toll.
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Interestingly, once I made the decision to stop putting pressure on 
myself, I felt lighter, stronger.

I made an exciting discovery while exploring the vibrant bush land 
and wide-open spaces of outback Gulf Savannah, North Queensland.

“I’m pregnant!” I exclaimed, half-running, half-stumbling back to 
our red dust-caked Prado.

”Look what happens when we relax and give ourselves time.” Chris 
swept me up into his arms. His face beamed with pride. His blue eyes 
sparkled.

We giggled and played like a couple of kids in the back row of the 
classroom. Sensing a celebration, cicadas exploded into song around us 
like a high-speed drill going through steel.

“Let’s call her Savannah.”
“How do you know it’s a girl?” I teased, poking him in the ribs.
Th e cloudless sky was the colour of blue lace agate. It was the day of 

my ten-week check-up.
We were ecstatic, on edge, feeling grateful.
Dr Orford studiously studied my fi le. An uneasy sensation gripped 

my stomach like sandpaper against a delicate fl ower.
“Something doesn’t feel right,” I murmured. Chris placed an encour-

aging hand on mine.
“Okay, Kim, let’s check for a heartbeat,” Dr Orford said, directing 

me to the bed.
Intuition cautioned me like a lighthouse on a dark night. Th ere was 

no heartbeat.
I said a silent prayer, surrounding Chris and I with a silver white 

light for the loss of not one but two little girls.
Once again, my courage and resilience felt tested.
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“Th e butterfl y counts not months but moments and has enough time.

Time is a wealth of change but the clock in its parody makes
it mere change and no wealth.

Let your life lightly dance on the edges of Time like dew on the top of a leaf.”

– Rabindranath Tagore

Time, life experiences and lessons had altered the balance and our pro-
posed path. I was at a critical turning point.

Th e gateway to rediscovering my gusto came in the form of an unex-
pected invite to a ball. Ballroom dancing, always a passion, was how I 
had met my handsome Chris, my soulmate.

Th e catchy tune of “Americana, Americana” reached our eager ears. 
Something shifted within. My black patent diamante shoes began to tap. 
“I feel so alive.”

I watched, enthralled by the slinky, sequined, brightly coloured out-
fi ts. Rich reds, shimmering purples and sexy pinks sashayed past me. Th e 
gleaming wooden fl oor bore the polished shoes of many as they glided 
and stepped to their own interpretation of two, three, cha, cha, cha.

Chris held out his hand. “Would you dance with me, lovely lady?”
Proudly, lovingly and energetically, we glided around the fl oor. 

Dressed in my silky satin sapphire dress, I was one with the man I loved, 
doing what I most loved.

Catching my refl ection in the window, I did a double take. “Who 
is that happy, smiling woman with bright blue eyes?” Gone was the 
tiredness, the slumped shoulders and heartache from years of infertility.

Dancing took me to a place where I could dream, play and be free. 
I felt hope again.

Albert Einstein once said, “Th e most important decision we make is 
whether we believe we live in a friendly or hostile universe.”
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A baby was not to be. However, on that transformative day, I real-
ised, for the fi rst time that I had choice. I could focus on my limitations 
and unfulfi lled dreams, or I could tap into my inner strength with quiet 
determination and reassess my life.

I chose the latter. With my personal coach and mentor beside me, I 
faced my fears, realised my potential and reconnected with what made 
my heart sing.

So began my journey of helping others. My adversity had given me 
a sense of possibility by helping me discover and understand the things 
I needed to learn.

Th ese precious gifts were:
It’s fi ne to speak your truth. Always follow your heart.
Your greatest struggle can become your greatest breakthrough.
Never give up. Hold the dream. Find ways to reach it or change 

the dream.
It’s okay to say no. Do what is best for you. Th is serves everyone 

around you.
Keep your communication fl owing. Surround yourself with the 

people who support you.
Take action. How will you know what gifts your life has if you hav-

en’t taken the steps to discover them?
Of the above list, what do you most resonate with? What is most 

important to you? What would you add?
My wish for you is that you let your life lightly dance on the edges 

of time. Listen to your wise inner voice, follow your dreams and always 
remember to speak from your heart.
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Step Ten

Archetype: 
The Hermit

Themes:

Approaching the Divine through Personal Experience,

Withdrawal from Society to Awaken the Inner World,

Knowing What Really Matters in Life to You, 

Transition from the Hermit to the Teacher, 

Time Dedicated to Work on Yourself,

Emotional Withdrawal from Others,

Hidden Light of the Unconscious, 

Personal Development, Maturity,  

Resolution of Opposites in Life, 

Giver of Wisdom, A Transition, 

Focus on Your Inner Needs,

Finding Inner Light,

Time of Change,

Retreat
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Whatever you are physically ... male or female, strong or weak, ill or 
healthy—all those things matter less than what your heart contains.

If you have the soul of a warrior, you are a warrior.
All those other things, they are the glass

that contains the lamp, but
you are the light inside.

– Cassandra Clare

Step Ten on your road to self-discovery is the Hermit. Armed with the 
fortitude that you’ve achieved in your ability to access your strength in 
Step Nine, you’re ready and well equipped to take time alone for intense 
refl ection. You remove yourself from your outside world with the sole 
intention of galvanizing your unconscious mind into active self-search-
ing.

Th e Hermit’s expedition moves away from the realm of the senses to 
cross the veil into the mind, wealthy with metaphors, symbols, happi-
ness, liberation, light and love.

Whilst the hermit pulls out of society, engagement with people to 
off er shelter, encouragement and teaching can continue so that others 
can be supported on their personal missions.

Th e Hermit can also indicate a teacher who will instruct and inspire 
you on how to undertake the contemplative course of action, and to 
assist you to orient yourself and fi nd your true direction.

Th rough meditation, coaching, therapy, analysis or other psychic 
disciplines, you can welcome the concealed parts of your psyche to com-
municate with you. You might choose to take yourself on a solo venture 
to see what you are made of and to fi nd out what really matters to you.

In Chapter 10, “My Whole Truth—For the First Time,” Peter Barr 
candidly tells of the unthinkably hard road he transcended, from his 
miraculous survival at birth through severe health issues that isolated 
him as a teenager, to his own solitary travels and troubled relationships. 
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Peter emerged from his trials and frequent hermetic withdrawals with 
depth and his own light that he calls “genius.”

When I was looking for a coach to guide me through the process of 
International Coach Federation credentialing, Pete was my fi rst choice. 
Intuitively, I sensed that he’d experienced enough of the raw end of 
life to hold my respect. I appreciate his honesty and grassroots worldly 
wisdom. Pete carries himself with quiet, unconventional spirituality that 
is synergistic with mine.

“Th e wound is the place where the Light enters you.”

 – Rumi

When I was considering who could best contribute to bring Step 
Ten, the Hermit, to life, Peter was, again, my fi rst choice. On receiving 
his draft, my instinct proved right!

With generosity and courage, Peter has chosen to share his story so 
that you might choose to transform your story of pain and damage into 
your soul’s purpose for being here.
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Chapter Ten

My Whole Truth—For the First Time
Peter Barr

“We are never enough and we are always enough. It is when we can own
both at the same time that we are completely free.”

– Peter Barr

I still shake my head when I realise how blessed I am to be here today—
and loving every moment of my life.

As the fi rst born of twins, the doctors gave me little, if no, chance 
of survival. Th ey scratched their heads as to what my condition was, 
all blue and swollen. After realising the prognosis was dire—a rare and 
untreatable form of the fatal condition scleroderma—they put me on 
a plane to Sydney’s Royal North Shore Hospital, some fi ve hundred 
kilometres away, hoping that at least I would get the best care before I 
passed.

Confi ned to a humidicrib, the best they could do was give me 
comfort, watch and wait. My parents were dealing with an eighteen-
month-old and another sick twin. We were also both born with double 
hernias, so they my parents were unable to accompany me to Sydney or 
visit at all while I was there.
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Alone and dying in a sterile hospital ward, with wires and drips 
connected to my tender body, I must have looked a forlorn and sorry 
sight. Scleroderma, an autoimmune condition that leads to death from 
pulmonary, heart and kidney complications, was slowly taking its hold. 
My organs began to swell, and the caring staff  could just watch on and 
wait for the inevitable.

But something happened! It just stopped. Yep, just stopped. And not 
only that, my fragile body began to reverse the damage and heal. Th e 
medical staff , particularly the head paediatrician, Professor Beverage, 
was astounded. One minute dying, the next healing.

What had happened? Was this a medical miracle?
It took three months, but eventually I was well enough to be sent 

home—a little miracle baby. It was not until they had to collect me that 
my parents came.

Th is became a bit of a family legend that I heard about as a small boy 
but didn’t really own or take too much notice of. Heck, I was healthy, 
active and fun loving—a normal kid. I couldn’t relate to disease, death 
and deep disconnection and aloneness. Not, at least, until later. Little 
did I know how profound an eff ect this time would have on my later 
life—both positively and, unfortunately, in many ways deeply negatively.

Fast forward to my teenage years. Everything was going well: I was 
popular, excelling in sports and did not have a care in the world. Th en, 
literally overnight, my world was turned upside down.

For the second time, I was struck by a serious and cruel medical 
condition that isolated me from friends, family, everyone. Th is time it 
was a rare skin condition so severe that the treatment was brutal and the 
response from those around me was one of complete revulsion.

I was alone, afraid and feeling what I could only imagine was worse 
than if I was dying.

I took myself away from every place that could involve judgement or 
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scorn. Th e pain of my condition—physically, emotionally and psycho-
logically—was too great for me to be able to face another soul. School 
was hell, as no one would look me, let alone talk to me. I was a leper in 
their eyes. And that was how I was treated and how I felt.

With a severely alcoholic and emotionally abusive mother and an 
absent father, I had nowhere to turn and no one to trust. I was sad, full 
of rage, lonely, self-abusive and deeply distressed.

Th is lasted many years.
I sought solace in women. Firstly, my mum—for all her emotional 

abuse while drunk, she was a remorseful and loving soul when sober. It 
was the most bittersweet relationship, but the only one that did not con-
tain judgement of my situation. Later I would fi nd this toxic relationship 
was the source of my immense lack of trust of women. If you can’t trust 
your mother, what woman can you trust?

I chose a career where I could hide. I studied and became an 
accountant. I could cloak myself behind the computer, the numbers and 
the reports. It was easy. But, oh my Lord, it was excruciatingly painful 
and so misaligned with who I truly am. I was living a lie—beige and safe 
in my aloneness. And ultimately, as harsh as it sounds, I may as well have 
died when I was three months old, as I was truly suff ocating in a world 
of inauthenticity and fear.

I ran away many times—once on a solo bicycle tour of Europe and 
Africa. Not many people could understand how I could just up and do 
this, but I was so at ease with being alone.

Have you ever felt a deep lack of belonging, where there is no real 
home and no real safety?

Th at’s how it was for me, and so being in the middle of a foreign land 
by myself did not really daunt me. I could go months without contacting 
anyone back at home and weeks without a real conversation in English.

Th en, like the healing of my original condition, a day came when I 
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received a miraculous cure—this time of the emotional and spiritual kind.
It was years later. Th e occasion was the upcoming birth of my fi rst 

child. I was talking with my wife, Jane, about how much I hated my 
work as a fi nance professional when the truth hit me hard.

Did I want to be a father who, through obligation, lived a life that 
merely “provided” for his family and set an example of mediocrity, while 
inside I continued to die a slow and painful “soul” death, merely to be 
able to say that I put my kids through school and gave them a reasonable 
start to life?

Or did I want to be an incredible role model to my children of 
authenticity and living true to my soul’s journey? Mind you, at that 
stage, I had no idea about soul journeys or individual genius. I just knew 
somewhere inside that my journey to date was no longer enough—not 
for me, and not for those for whom I so deeply cared for.

My tipping point had been reached. Th ere was no other choice and 
no turning back. Th ere was no path but forward. To where, I was not 
sure, and that was okay.

What I always knew, somewhere inside me, that when I was at my 
best, my gift lay somewhere in the inspiration and elevation of myself 
and others to something more.

Th e evidence was overwhelming. I was elevated quickly to leadership 
roles in most parts of my life—sport, school and work, even though I 
had no real goal or focus to attain any of these positions. It just happened 
when I was being the real me.

But there was a problem, one I was completely blind to in my pursuit 
of lifting others up. It was Jane who bravely brought this to my attention 
when she said, “Wow, it is incredible how people come to you with their 
issues. You seem to attract it and they trust you so quickly. But ...” and 
here was a big reality check for me, “although you listen and care, you 
have no idea what to do next!” Th is was so true.
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I was as frustrated as the recipients of my counsel.
And then I found coaching16—or as I know now, coaching found 

me. Th e rest is history. It’s fi fteen years on, and I live and love this calling 
more today than I did then. Th is is me. It is not what I do; it is who I am.

I feel the catalyst—being an incredible role model of authenticity for 
my children—is being achieved as they see Dad fulfi lled and fully alive 
every day.

Yes, I had to overcome some big hurdles to feel “enough” to be of 
any real value to others’ journeys—given some of my stories and history.

 But, here is the irony: every experience I endured has been the 
making of me, not the opposite. 

Today I choose to be with others and their story, no matter the gravity, 
the tragedy, the abandonment, the betrayals, the aloneness or the depth 
of despair. I am there with them, to feel it, to honour it, to support the 
awakening that it is not who they are.

Th is is not where the relationship with my clients ends; it is merely 
where it begins. And from here, anything is possible. What keeps me 
humble in every moment is that everyone has his or her own story, life 
experience and damage, and they are just as painful and devastating to 
them as mine was to me.

Th is is not negative; it is extremely powerful when we own our life 
story and realise it is a gift—without which we would not be capable of 
feeling the depth of our own human experience.

Little did I know my story was a metaphor for the journeys of so 
many others. Th e key is not the experience or the story—it is the shared 
pain. It is the connection with the suff ering and the angst. It is knowing 
that someone “gets you.” It can’t be faked, and it can’t be acted. It can 
only be felt. If we can’t meet here, we have no starting line for the journey 

16  Coaching is not really what I do anymore. It is merely an accessible word and context for others to grasp. My 
best work is purely being present and using whatever is needed to support the soul in front of me back onto the road 
of their highest calling and purpose, ensuring they have the resources to reach, fully express and sustain this path.
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to our own unique genius and all its brilliant expressions.
And if there is one gift I can unconditionally off er to every soul, 

it is the potential for them to believe, own, nurture and fully express 
their absolute best self in the world. I call it their “born and unique 
genius”—without judgement, only with love and total joy. Th ere is no 
purer, cleaner and more naturally freeing place.

I have learnt so much through my travels on the highways and 
by-ways, and I intend to continue serving others to ensure they too 
can live their own born and unique genius. In summary, my biggest 
learnings are:

• Everyone’s story includes pain and damage that lives on (mostly 
at an unconscious level).

• Our core response to pain and damage is to fi nd ways to stay safe 
and avoid any more pain.

• Th ese ways of avoiding pain and staying safe are more powerful 
than any other goals we will ever set until we make a diff erent 
choice. Read this again. It is incredibly powerful to own this 
truth.

• Until then, we will always feel a lack of something in our lives; 
a void.

• When we choose to truly and bravely own our best self, it will 
change everything!

• Th e journey to and beyond this point is not for the light-hearted, 
but it is our soul’s purpose for being here—our born and unique 
genius.

• It’s a choice.

• Once you make the choice, you will never go back. It is that 
AMAZING!
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And lastly, my greatest gift from the entire experience has been to 
realise my full power in all its expressions and to see it in others even 
before they do. Th is is, I believe, the reason why, at the age of three 
months, I was miraculously cured and given a second chance.

Th is is my story. Th is is my path. What is yours?



129

Step Eleven

Archetype: 
The Wheel of Fortune

Themes:

Achieving Self-Knowledge despite Painful Lessons,

Capacity to Find Meaning and Value in Transition,

Coping Mechanisms, Flexibility, Adaptability, 

Change in Life Circumstances, 

Cycles of the Seasons, 

Responses to Change,

Fate, Karma, Destiny,

Fresh Situations, 

Phases in Life,

Change
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Th e way you’re impacted by life’s surprises—and what you do with your 
experiences—are the subject matter of Step Eleven, the Wheel of Fortune.

How do you react to change?
Part of life’s great voyage includes the turning of the massive wheel of 

fate that deals out circumstances beyond our individual control.
Th ink of natural disasters such as fl oods, cyclones or earthquakes that 

decimate cities, suburbs, forests, fi elds and farmlands indiscriminately. 
Consider the tragedies engineered by humanity, such as war, the global 
fi nancial crisis, pollution and global warming. Th ese occurrences simply 
happen in the same way that you might be aff ected by the decisions 
and actions of your family, the organisation you work for and freak, 
unexpected situations sent your way.

When you are suddenly confronted by circumstances outside of your 
sphere of infl uence that crash into your comfort zone and demand your 
attention ...

Can you readily adapt to the twists and turns of fate?
Are you able to recognise the opportunities and possibilities in each 

transition that comes your way?
Do you hold steady enough to see through the unknown and the 

uncertainty so that you might grow, understand more deeply and learn 
even more about yourself?

Amelia McLarnon, the author of Chapter 11, “Th e Wheels and 
Cycles of Life,” is one of those rare and special individuals who genuinely 
puts the needs and best interests of others who have suff ered before her 
own.

Her generosity of spirit comes, in part, from her shocking life expe-
riences during the cruel unrest in Northern Ireland. Amelia crafted a 
diff erent future for herself and her children in a country she dreamed 
of when she was nine years old, far away from the fi ghting, bombing 
and trauma. In addition to working with professionals and executives in 
senior management positions, who are ready to reclaim the self-worth 
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and recognition they deserve, Amelia works tirelessly to advocate for 
and empower others who have suff ered the eff ects of war and natural 
disasters.

In 2010, I met Amelia when I was teaching for the Coaching Insti-
tute, Melbourne, Australia. She quickly became a much-loved mentoring 
client, who has taken my full suite of author trainings, and with whom I 
continue to coach to ensure her magnifi cent work in the area of mental 
health and recovery from trauma extends its deserved reach into the 
world.

You’ll get to know Amelia’s passionate voice in her story.
Her chapter is about a pregnant eighteen-and-a-half-year-old girl 

who was living in a city she didn’t know in the middle of a warzone. 
She had to think outside the box by calling on her soul to fi nd a way 
to protect her unborn baby and herself, and to get home. Out of this 
profound experience, the foundation for Amelia’s future was laid.

Amelia shows you how her life mission emerged out of chaos and 
trauma to take on greater meaning, and a must to help her family, her 
community and, on a wider scale, the world.
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Chapter Eleven

The Wheels and Cycles of Life
Amelia McLarnon

 “Th rough the sacred quests and cycles of the seasons we discover
we are not part of the world. We are the world.”

– Ted Andrews

“Nothing and no one will stop me from getting my precious baby home!”
I crouched in the alcove of a shop doorway, shaking and trembling 

all over. My arms shielded my pregnant body. My heart raced. Alone and 
terrifi ed, tears fl owed down my face.

Belfast. A city I didn’t know well. Huge iron security gates trapped 
me in the dark back street. I have no idea how long I hunkered down in 
a blend of horror and determined resolve to survive.

Th e traumatic events of the last fi fteen minutes replayed in slow 
motion through my mind.

What just happened?
My fi ngers freaked and froze. Th e fi gures I was adding were lost 

in the continuous piercing of the security alarm. Our usual chatter in 
the accounts offi  ce of Andersen McAuley’s Department Store, Donegal 
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Place, Northern Ireland, was silenced. We were on the top fl oor.
“Use the stairs! Th e lifts will be a hazard,” Margaret yelled.
Panicking, we grabbed our bags and ran towards the exit. Was it a 

fi re? Was it a bomb?
Th is time we knew we had to get out.
Th e whirling sounds of helicopters overhead, combined with the 

screaming noise of police, ambulance and fi re brigade sirens, was deaf-
ening. Unreal.

We pushed to get to the stairs. Everyone was together. Check. We 
began to run. Our feet airborne, barely touching the concrete steps.

At each fl oor, incendiary bombs exploded, igniting fi res.
“Oh my God! Are we all going to get out?”
Finally the ground fl oor!
“Th is way! Th is way! Th is way!”
Th e army and police at the doors directed us to keep running to 

Castle Street and then to Fountain Street.
“Find a place to hide! We’ve been informed that a huge bomb is 

about to go off . Move it! Hide!”
We scattered and separated, each desperate to fi nd a safe hiding place.
My pulse raced. My thoughts focused on the baby I was carrying. 

Will this door entry cover us? How will I manage to get us both safely out of 
here?

Th e blast of the explosion ripped the early evening, erupting like 
a volcano. I folded myself over my baby, instinctively protecting him. 
My head lurched to cover my left ear. It was the best I was able to do to 
muffl  e the excruciating noise.

Th en there was deadly silence ...
For what seemed like an eternity, I remained huddled in the doorway, 

shocked, scared and totally alone.
My body was still. My mind was racing ...
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I know I have to move now if I am to make it home. I have already lost one 
baby; I will not lose this little one.

To give me strength and focus, I fi lled my mind with song:

“To dream the impossible dream, to reach the unreachable star ...”

Th e refrain repeated over and over as I stretched up, all fi ve-three of 
me, intent on fi nding a way home.

You have to look, Amelia. Where are you? What’s happening? What do 
you need to do now? Th e voice in my head spoke strongly. You have to look!

I consciously took in the details of my surroundings.
To a country girl in the city, the buildings created unfamiliar, eerie 

shadows.
Th e light was waning. It was getting dark.
Time to take action.
I hurried to the security gate. It was locked. “Bollocks!”
I wheeled around.
Th e curtain of darkness had fallen.
I heard myself breathing heavily.
Th e baby’s heel landed a reminder in my ribs. Stubborn determina-

tion, passion and faith kicked in.
“Nothing and no one will stop me from getting home!”
I scoured the street, frantic for a way out. Of course, there was a gate 

at the other end of the street!
“Th e turnstile is open. Th ank God!”
Th e sight ahead startled me.
Th e scene that caused my eyelids to open wider and wider was right 

out of a movie.
Flashing red and blue lights. Fire trucks. Armoured vehicles. 

Ambulances.
Emergency Services Personnel.
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For a split second, despite the noise, chaos and debris, I almost 
smiled, comforted by the presence of the police and army.

My line of vision expanded.
Car wreckage lay scattered, covered with white foam.
Just like shaving foam ...
I had to normalise this. Make sense of it somehow.
Enough. Enough. Enough.
Th e car bomb had exploded one hundred and fi fty metres from 

where I was standing, outside Robinson and Cleaver’s department store.
“I have to get out of here! Move it!” I heard myself demand. “Come 

on! Find the way! Remember Dad always said, ‘For everything there is 
a solution.’”

I spotted a police offi  cer.
“Are you all right, ma’am? Do you need any help?” he enquired on 

seeing my brisk approach.
“I’m okay, thank you, Offi  cer. I’d like directions to a public telephone 

box to call my husband, please.”
Closely following his instructions, heart pounding, I ran through 

the rubble, jumping over the fi re hoses. Finally, I found the phone box.
I fumbled for change, slipped a coin into the slot and steadied my 

shaking fi ngers enough to dial our home number.
“Des, here.”
I was suddenly teary. Where was my voice?
“Hi. Des, here.”
I felt like a twelve-year-old girl when my words eventually sounded. 

“How do I get home, Des?” I blubbered.
“Stop. Look around. Describe where you are.”
Darkness closed hard and fast around me.
I closed my eyes as if to lock in every detail of Des’s directions to the 

Smithfi eld bus depot.
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I could do that. I knew the route. I’d taken the bus to Ballyclare to 
see Mum and Dad. Smithfi eld depot felt like only a stone’s throw from 
North Street, where I’d fi nd a black taxi to take me home.

Sitting in the taxi, I made three profound decisions.
My resolution drove the defi ning choices I made thereafter. Whilst I 

was aware of the deep commitments I was making, I was unaware of the 
depths of my own resilience.

Th e promises I made forty years ago ring as true today:
1. I pledge to do my part to make sure no man, woman or child 

would ever experience trauma and be isolated. I’ll support those who 
suff er violence and terror, inspiring them to surpass it and live. I will 
do everything in my power to help them to connect with their inner 
strength and an innate capacity to heal.

2. Th e destruction and carnage, and the courage I witnessed, helped 
me make the defi nite decision that my baby, my children and grandchil-
dren must grow up in a place of acceptance, space and peace.

(Th e seed of our plan to move to Australia was now on fertile ground.)
3. Nothing and no one was going to stop me from what I had to do 

to advocate for those aff ected by trauma. My life’s mission was clear.
Th e famous words of Nelson Mandela resonate loud and strong:

“I have fought against white domination, and I have fought against black 
domination,

 I have cherished the ideal of a democratic and free society in which all 
persons live together in harmony.”

Mandela gives us the recipe for individual, family, community and 
world peace.

For this world to continue as a safe environment in which we all have 
equal freedom of choice, we must take a stand as one. We can all band 
together to move forward and create change if we choose to.
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It is as women and men working together, cohesively and with 
community commitment, that Mandela’s dream of universal peace can 
take root.

Life can be full of complexities and chaos. Would you agree?
Can you relate to being tossed off  your path, feeling confused and 

losing your way?
Turbulence is part of Earth’s natural evolution, and ours.
Your secret guiding light is embracing your uncertainty, your fear 

and the lessons learnt.
Peace of mind and your stillness of soul bring ease and fl ow into 

your life on the levels of mind, body and spirit. Your personal alignment 
creates forward movement to have health and success. Inner peace is won 
by having the courage to be resilient.

Come back to what is important: your true self.
I have found that moving on from a traumatic event does not mean 

forgetting that it happened or denying it existed.

Trauma is silent and deep,
In the mind, body and spirit recess within.

Take a leap of faith on your journey and vanquish this foe,
Allow success in reclaiming your true self,

Your name, your voice; shout it out loud and clear,
Sing your song, dance, laugh, love, write, create.

No more the shadow:
Only love, light and grace.

Own your true self, in time and space.
Tell your story your way, in your new day,

Your new world.
Embracing, once again your rightful place.

As part of the human race.
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In defi ance of the trauma of the times in Belfast, my life continues 
to be fi lled with loves—won and lost, belly laughter and sharing tears, 
of rhythmic music and the quiet of solitary walks on our Hervey Bay 
beaches.

Here I am, in Queensland, Australia, following my sacred path, 
consistently breathing life into those three defi ning decisions I made in 
the back of a black taxi in Northern Ireland.

Th e baby I was carrying is the eldest of my three sons, Desmond. He 
is now a father with three children of his own.
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Step Twelve

Archetype: 
Justice

Themes:

Making the Most of a Time to Learn About Yourself,

A Just Decision not necessarily Your Preference, 

Outcomes Determined by Your Previous Actions,

Unfolding of Events as They Were Destined,

Present Decisions Determine Your Future, 

Law Applies to both Weak and Powerful,

Acting on Wisdom from Your Inner Self, 

Honesty with Self, Seeing the Truth, 

Taking Responsibility for Your Life,

Scales of the Past and the Future,

Getting What You Deserve,

Being at Cause, Fairness,

The Arrow of Truth,

Legal Matters
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 “Nothing can bring you peace but yourself.
Nothing can bring you peace but the triumph of principles.”

– Ralph Waldo Emerson

Step Twelve, Justice, calls for total honesty, utter integrity and complete 
candour with yourself. Th e natural extension of Justice is truthfulness 
with others and openness in all of your dealings.

Th e consequences you reap from your sincerity and your frank com-
munication, or the opposite, provide your living feedback loop. How is 
your life working out for you? Are you satisfi ed with your lot on every 
level?

Justice dictates that your results will be determined by the decisions 
and actions you took in the past: you’ll get what you deserve.

Justice is a reminder that it’s possible to shape your future by choosing 
to act on the pure wisdom your inner self has to off er you, so that events 
in your life will unfold exactly as they are meant to. Th e inevitable play-
ing out of your path to success, happiness, health and love depends on 
the degree to which you are able to adapt, engage and take responsibility 
for your own existence.

“Th e greatest thing in the world is to know how to belong to oneself.”

– Michel de Montaigne

Th e arrow of truth led me directly to my fi rst-rate friend, colleague and 
client, Cindy Turner, when I was contemplating the very best fi t for the 
author of Chapter 12.

Cindy has an attractive, refreshing, and direct open honesty about 
her that naturally extends into the admirable way in which she conducts 
her coaching practice and her brainchild, Coach Central, a world-class 
online hub for leading coaches.
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In Chapter 12, you’ll meet Cindy up Mount Batur in Bali, as she 
contemplates the struggles of life under a stunning starlit sky to bring 
you profound perspectives. Cindy suggests some great questions you can 
ask yourself to speed you through your search for inner peace and the 
ultimate permission you can give yourself through Justice.

You’ll experience Cindy’s clean-cut appeal, her bright authenticity, 
and her witty intelligence as you savour her charismatic chapter, “Solo 
Mission.”
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Chapter Twelve

Solo Mission
Cindy Turner

It was two in the morning, and I found myself at the base of Mt Batur 
in Bali embarking on a climb to its peak. It was pitch black. I was tired. 
Had I lost my mind?

I wasn’t the only crazy one as I looked around our group of twelve, 
all without a clue as to where we were heading. With Janga and Lebsia, 
our Balinese child guides, a big dose of faith and a small torch to light 
my way, we made a start.

As much as I was surrounded by a group of amazing global entre-
preneurs, this journey was  really more of a solo mission. Braving the 
elements, the obstacles, and the setbacks of the arduous climb was a 
matter of perspective, of perseverance, of belief.

It took everything within me that day to stay focused. To push 
through my limits. Th ere was no hiding here. No shortcuts. No easy 
path. It was tough.

Solitude and stars.

About halfway up the ascent, we came to a clearing where we took 
a rest. Mesmerised by a stunning display of stars, our group sat in silent 
wonderment. You could’ve heard a pin drop.
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We were many, but we were one here. Nothing but silence. Our 
thoughts.

It was one of the most absolutely beautiful moments of my life.
Even as a young girl, I knew that I was given this life for a reason. 

It was a sense, an instinct that I had something meaningful to do here, 
despite not knowing what.

In truth, my life had felt like a constant climb, a struggle, just like 
that day on Mount Batur. Navigating narrow, uneven tracks as I started 
a life in a foreign country, river crossings as I fumbled my way through a 
nasty divorce, and slippery slopes as I progressed through a series of jobs 
that left me feeling unfulfi lled. It felt like an uphill battle in the dark. 
Something deep within kept me holding on. Always choosing to move 
ever forward, ever upward, but uncertain of the path ahead.

Th ere was some excitement in the group. Phew! I sensed we must be 
nearing the summit, but, alas, there was further to go. I was relieved and 
excited that the climb was nearly over. Not because I was looking for-
ward to witnessing the sunrise, but because I had used every last reserve 
of strength and willpower within me to get this far. My legs were aching. 
I was as tired as I’d ever known. I wanted to quit.

Janga and Lebsia, our child guides, knew this climb was challenging 
for us. Th ey made the trek several times a week and made it look like a 
walk in the park. Th ere was compassion in their faces when they asked, 
“Do you want to stop?”

Just when anyone seems to lack belief in my abilities, something 
awakens within me. It’s like a red rag to a bull. I now had something to 
prove—not to the guides, not to my companions, but to myself.

Th is was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. Quitting wasn’t an option. 
I needed to give it my all.

Th at last twenty minutes of our climb was the longest yet sweetest 
twenty minutes of my life. Exhausting yet exhilarating. Victory.
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And as I watched a glorious sunrise refl ecting on the climb that 
brought us here, it dawned on me that our lives were made up of many 
unique moments.

Th is was a wake-up call that would remain in my heart forever.
A moment that changed me. Expanded me. Th e result of hard work, 

determination, my will to succeed.
As I looked back at the path and each step I’d taken to bring me here, 

I was fi lled with an immense sense of gratitude. With each step, I had a 
choice to go left, to go right, to go forward or to stop.

Every day we have a choice between right and wrong, between love 
and hate, between truth and lies. And the sum of those choices becomes 
our reality.

Sitting there with the warmth of the sun on me, I felt awake. Alive. 
I was home. Free from limiting beliefs and narrowed views of what was 
possible. I began to ask some profound questions.

Have you ever found yourself questioning your life more deeply? 
Have you wondered if you’re in the right relationship, whether your 
health is as you desire or if you’re happy in your career?

I asked myself, “What is real for me? What beliefs had I assumed 
from others that no longer served me? What did I need to let go of to 
create a future that I would be happy living?”

I had been frustrated and angry at the Universe for dealing me such 
a crappy bunch of cards—a relentless series of challenges while others 
seemed to have life so easy.

I was under the illusion that there was a “right” or “wrong” path, and 
that I must have been on the wrong one to keep having these experiences. I 
needed to let go of this notion of right or wrong because it wasn’t serving me.

In retrospect, I saw that the trials and tribulations of my journey were 
actually my greatest gifts. Th ey may not have felt it at the time. Many 
of these hurdles tested my metal. Every swampy bit, like my divorce, 
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actually made way for growth and opportunity. Every rocky path, like 
my meandering career, was there to challenge me. To bring out my best. 
To prepare me for something bigger.

When you’re in the eye of the storm, it’s diffi  cult to see or compre-
hend that you are growing. Expanding. Learning. Th at you are being 
readied for something more.

Peeling back the layers ...

Peeling back the many aspects of who we are, like layers of an onion, 
we may discover that our greatest infl uencers, like our parents, teachers 
and employers, leave impressions and shape our sense of self.

Born into this world our true self, we can add layer upon layer of 
misinformation and misperception to who we think we are without 
realising it. And until questioned, we may continue living someone else’s 
perceived truth of us. Imagine living someone else’s dream.

What I discovered is that all things that have challenged me actually 
lead to moments of my truth.

How we perceive setbacks and what we learn from them are like the 
arrows heading to a bull’s-eye. Th ey are moments that test what we per-
ceive our truth to be. Such incredible moments are a measure, inviting 
us to connect more closely with our authentic selves.

Have you ever looked for a man or woman to fi ll a space inside you? 
Have you ever accepted a role because the job title would look nice on 
your CV but quietly you knew it wasn’t the right fi t for you? Have you 
ever gone shopping for some “retail therapy” only to return home with 
your purchases and still feel unsatisfi ed?

No man or woman will complete us, no clothes will bring us beauty 
and no job title will defi ne us. Our social conditioning would have us 
believe a lie that pursuit of these things will bring joy and fulfi lment.

And the reality is, our holy grail is not something external to us but 
actually already within us.
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Th e ultimate permission

I gave myself permission to stop seeking.
I stopped looking outside of me for validation and fulfi lment. I closed 

the gap between what I believed would bring me joy and happiness and 
opted for something so much more. I reconnected with myself. My holy 
grail was within me all along.

We are all blessed with an internal compass, our intuition. Th e real 
tragedy is failing to give audience to it, ignoring it. Falling victim to 
the superfi cial trappings of modern sports cars and designer shoes puts 
distance between that which is truth and that which is not. It is just a 
bubble waiting to burst.

Are you ignoring your internal compass, or are you allowing your 
intuition to inform you and the decisions you make?

We sense when we are “off  course” and pursuing that which isn’t 
truly important to us. Illness, disease and stress ensue when we choose 
not to follow our “true path”. Our body’s feedback system lets us know 
we are not listening. We know that we are somehow lost.

You know when you’re on your true path, don’t you?
Th ere is no greater joy than when the light comes on and you are 

aligned with your purpose.
After a great deal of turbulence, I am clear on what I am here to do. 

My light turned on.

Gratitude

I am immensely grateful for the many challenges life has given me. 
Th ey have helped me to question who I am, who I want to be, what I 
stand for and what I don’t.

Th e potholes along my path have brought me full circle. I realised 
that day on Mount Batur that my journey had reconciled me with myself 
and reinforced my truth. Isn’t it funny how the Universe has a way of 
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bringing you back to yourself if you let it?
In many ways, the climb to the peak of Mount Batur was a metaphor 

for my life. An upward climb but worth every step. Th e sunrise was 
not nearly as spectacular as the learnings I took away that day and the 
discovery of my holy grail.

I am at my peak and am now taking a leap of faith. How about you?

It has taken me my entire journey so far to get ready. It was as though 
I needed to come back to myself to then start to create what I am here to 
do. I’m fully able, confi dent and congruent to stand tall in the woman 
I’ve become. To honour every aspect of myself. To acknowledge that the 
bumps along my way have reconnected me to myself and have helped 
shape the woman I am today. And I am proud. Not in an outward ego-
tistical way, but in a humble, inward, wow-look-how-far-I’ve-come way.

Hiding at the core of my onion layers, I discovered an entrepreneur, 
a change agent and an enabler with a huge heart and desire to make a 
genuine diff erence in the world.

Starting my career eff ecting change within organisations, I now lead 
a global conscious-coaching business, which, at its very core, enables 
leaders and business owners to more fully connect with themselves so 
they can live their purpose.

I am committed to be my very best. To create and bring to this 
world what I am here to do. For me, my purpose was never about having 
the light shining on me, but rather to shine the light on you and your 
magnifi cence.

Here are three questions for you to ponder:

1. What are you here to do?

2. What do you need to let go of to live your purpose?

3. What strengths lie dormant in you that are waiting to emerge?
As one, we create a ripple, but as many, we can change the tide.
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Th e tide is turning. It is time for the world to wake up. It is time 
for our business leaders and entrepreneurs to be the beacons of change. 
Authentic change inspired by heart and compassion. Th at change starts 
within each one of us.

To the true you!
Cindy Turner
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Step Thirteen

Archetype: 
The Hanged Man

Themes:

Courage to Let Go, Surrender to Your Emotions,

Acceptance of a Situation, A Holding Pattern,

Freeing Yourself from Societal Expectations,

Listening to Yourself Rather Than to Others,

Fully Experience What it is to Be Alive,

Patience, Being Who You Are, Peace, 

Deep Wise Connection with Life, 

Following a Challenging Ordeal:

Throwing Away the “Shoulds”,  

Trusting Your Inner Self,

Accepting Life as it Is,

Decided Outcomes,

Embrace Reality, 

Independence



Step Thirteen

154

Th e Hanged Man, Step Th irteen, is about being who you are. No matter 
what other’s think, say or expect of you, it is the intentional surrender 
to embrace the deep connection with life that comes from trusting your 
inner self implicitly.

When you come to accept life as it is, and you have the courage to 
let go and throw away the “shoulds,” “have to’s,” and “musts” that you’ve 
collected on the way, you’ll feel lighter as you tread water in the holding 
pattern of the wise surrender of the Hanged Man.

Traditional images of this Archetype depict a man suspended from 
a symbolic tree of life in a peaceful upside-down posture with his legs 
crossed. Th e icon implies independence, patience and the calm that is 
earned after a phase of diffi  culty.

Lana Mayes, author of Chapter 13, “Th e Courageous Voice of 
Motherhood,” is no stranger to troubled times. Th e most heart-rending 
challenges of all are those parents face with regard to their children’s 
health problems. Th e stakes are raised even further when we’re talking 
severe complexities involving babies and toddlers.

When Lana came to her writer’s retreat with me February 2014, 
she could not have known that the writing journey that began with her 
search for personal transformation would end up in completing and 
publishing her book, Trust Your Melody, that is making a diff erence to 
mothers and families around the world who are dealing with the chal-
lenges of clubfoot and refl ux with their little ones.

Lana is an excellent example of the wise representative she invites 
you to be—both for yourself as you embrace the spectrum of emotions 
that your parenting journey will demand, and for your children.

Lana’s valuable chapter will show you how important it is to trust 
that you know infi nitely more than you think you know about your fam-
ily. Lana encourages you to practise listening to your inner voice—no 
matter how quiet—to create a calm, courageous advocate for your child.
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Chapter Thirteen

The Courageous 
Voice of Motherhood

Lana Mayes

A sharp left turn took us through the narrow gate and under the low 
ceiling of the hospital carpark. Driving slowly past the fi rst and second 
row, I was surprised there was no space available near our usual spot. But 
then again, this wasn’t our typical hospital visit, so it was fi tting in a way.

Walking through the automatic opening doors, I glanced down the 
familiar corridor ahead. Zach started running in that direction, accus-
tomed to following his feet to his clubfoot clinic.

“Back this way, buddy,” I called after him. “We’re going up the 
elevator today.”

Hours later, the admission nurse was insisting Zach put on pint-sized 
white theatre gown, therefore making him “ready” for his procedure. 
I knew he wouldn’t like it. Th ere was already enough going on—new 
faces, new environment, new noises. All things that could get a bit much 
for our little man. Zach’s sensitivity was not unusual for a child with 
refl ux disease. Often their pain receptors become dulled to deal with the 
constant burning acid in their throats, and their other sensory signals 
heighten to compensate, making things seem overwhelming.
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Adding to that, he had been on a clear-fl uids diet since seven a.m. the 
previous day in preparation for his colonoscopy and upper endoscopy. 
His little system needed to be completely empty so the surgeon could 
put a camera down his throat and see what was going on.

I had managed to keep him fairly calm and distracted. Until now. 
Th e yelling, and then screaming, began. He jumped off  the side of the 
bed and squirmed underneath it in an attempt to get away. Down on my 
knees beside him, I wanted to demonstrate that I was there for him and 
with him. We were drawing the attention of the full hospital ward, and I 
was surprised to realise that I was okay with that; today wasn’t about me.

Noticing a gentle smile from the mum one step ahead of us in the 
slowly advancing queue into theatre, I turned back to Zach.

“Let’s leave the gown, mate,” I said fi rmly, within earshot of the nurse. “I 
like the blue T-shirt you chose this morning, anyway.” My peripheral vision 
caught a small nod of approval from the mum across the hallway. We barely 
knew each other and I doubt she could hear what I said, but united in our 
children’s shared challenges, we were willing to off er each other support.

Suddenly, it was our turn. Softly scooping my thrashing three-
year-old up in my arms, I strode into the busy theatre room, leaving 
the assisting nurse to collect our bags. Th e clanking of metal trays and 
whooshing of medical machinery intensifi ed my toddler’s panic. Over 
constant screaming, our surgeon reminded me that upset children 
respond faster to gas. Th eir sobbing sucks it into their little system more 
effi  ciently. A brutal truth.

“Please give him space. Don’t make a fuss, but do what you need to 
do,” I said fi rmly.

“Listen to Mum,” the surgeon instructed. “Stay away until we’re 
ready. Forget the gown, we’ll sort it after.”

“Yes, Doctor,” the nurse replied, glancing over at us. I smiled, want-
ing to communicate that I appreciated her respectful response.
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“Noooo,” Zach screamed as the anaesthetist approached. “Go 
awaaay!” His volume was impressive, his strength unimaginable from 
his slim, little body. I sat back in the nearest chair to steady myself and 
wrapped my arms around him as he lashed out at anything ... anyone.

Th e surgeon and nurse came forward to help hold him still. Zach 
fought and resisted with a fury and focus that I had seen in him many 
times before. I was unsurprised at his response, unlike the medical team 
around me, who seemed shocked.

“He’s strong,” I said to no one in particular. And then I murmured 
softly to my son, “I love your spirit, Zach, we wouldn’t have you any 
other way. I love you.”

“He’s nearly out ... ” they said a couple of times when I could still 
very clearly feel the fi ght in him. And then he slumped against me. I 
carefully carried him over to the hospital bed and lay him down with a 
kiss on his forehead.

“Th ank you,” I said, walking out.
Th e next thirty minutes were spent sitting on my own in the parents’ 

waiting room. My husband, Chris, had had a mountain biking accident 
only the week before, meaning he couldn’t be here with us. Images of the 
experiences we had endured over the past few years seemed to project 
onto the wall in front of me. Oblivious to anything else around me, I 
felt I was watching a vintage movie clicking over fuzzy frames from our 
parenthood journey.

Zach’s tiny, curly fi ve-day-old clubfoot being put into a cast at the 
hospital ...

Four weeks later, his transition into full-time wear of a clubfoot-brac-
ing system, and the tremendous way he fought that process with his 
whole body ...

Trying desperately to hold onto a baby who refused feed as the sear-
ing pain of refl ux left him distraught ...
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Ongoing sleepless nights as he tried to kick his boots off  in bed, or 
blindly took off  down the hallway, as if he could somehow, half-asleep, 
outrun something attached to his feet ...

And then our turbulent, terrifying, high-risk second pregnancy ...
Facing refl ux disease a second time around with Th omas, his little 

body writhing in pain ...
I felt the build-up of emotion in me and surrendered to the empathy 

I felt pounding in my heart for my sons. Th e images fl ashing before me 
were now focused on me. Recognising a gradual shift in my composure, 
I could see how the exhausted, timid mum of three years ago had built a 
deep resilience within her. It may not be noticeable from the outside—or 
perhaps it was?

Th e thought of going through this process alone would have tor-
mented me twelve months earlier. Today, I knew with certainty that I 
was capable of being an awesome advocate for my little boy. Th is was 
just one moment, one day of our journey, but it was a signifi cant one.

Looking up, I saw the surgeon’s blue-slippered feet coming towards 
me. Shaking his head, he took off  his paper mask. “Wow! I have never 
seen a three-year-old fi ght like that before,” he said, eyes wide. “And you 
were amazing. Most parents ... crumble ...” He shook his head as his 
voice trailed off .

“Th ank you,” I said, grateful for the validation of what I had just 
realised myself.

Th e procedure had gone smoothly, but Zach’s oesophagus was irri-
tated and infl amed, showing signs of continuing refl ux. In that single 
moment I was grateful for the decision we had made to go ahead with 
this procedure. We thought Zach had outgrown refl ux, so this was a 
powerful insight!

I had felt confl icted about going through with this procedure, 
knowing the fi nancial and emotional toll it would take on our family. 
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Like many other parents, I had hesitations about using medication and 
invasive procedures with my children.

Acknowledging that things were still not as they could be for our son 
had led me to search inwards in my decision-making. Th ere were plenty 
of people chiming in with what we should or shouldn’t do—only some 
of it invited conversation.

Trusting that when it came down to it, I would make the best deci-
sion I could with the knowledge and experience I had was enough. Th e 
truth is, it has to be enough. It is always enough. Th e only way to be free 
amongst the daily trials of life is to practise trusting you.

An hour later, I was sitting in the recovery room. I could see the 
tips of Zach’s dark blonde hair poking out from under the hospital 
blankets, and one hand, with a cannula in it, was wrapped around his 
soft toy.

My son’s petite frame, sound asleep on his side, with his knees pulled 
up to his chest, was a precious picture. At home he slept with his club-
foot braces on, which kept his feet locked twenty-fi ve centimetres apart, 
not unlike sleeping with a mini snowboard attached to your feet. Th is 
peaceful moment was a true gift, and one that stays with me.

Th at night I sat snuggled up in bed, re-reading the manuscript I 
was about to submit to my editors. My parenting journey so far was 
within the nine chapters of my book, right there in front of me. I felt a 
comfortable calmness, nestled in beside my husband, with the soft glow 
of my nightlight cascading onto the covers.

Quietly recounting the confronting experience of the day to Chris, I 
became aware that I no longer felt the need to suppress my emotions of 
fear or struggle. It is okay for parenting (and life) to be tough sometimes. 
Ironically, I noticed at the same time how authentic and rock solid my 
strength had been.

Trusting myself and speaking up had been my biggest challenge 
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and the root of my biggest success. Instinctively, I knew that it would 
continue to be part of my ongoing evolution as a person and as a parent 
as we continued on this journey of life.
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Step Fourteen

Archetype:
Death

Themes:

Clearing Away Old Habits to Welcome New Life,

Transition, Time of Change, Transformations,

Value of Believing in a Spiritual Dimension,

Freeing from the Material, 

Inevitable Unfolding, 

 Fear of Change,

Ending
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If there were never any endings, there could be no bright, new begin-
nings. And yet many people fear death, and even believe, somewhat 
unconsciously, that it’s contagious!

I remember walking down the street in Bulawayo after my father’s 
untimely death, and close family friends I’d known all my life crossed 
the road to avoid talking to me. At the tender age of eighteen, I 
learned to wield the power of coming in such close quarters with 
death. Once I’d organised my father’s demise into a bearable place 
in my heart and psyche, I perfected the art of using death to shock, 
draw people in and keep others at an arm’s length.

It’s funny how, after making sense of my Dad’s suicide, any transition, 
time of change or major or minor transformation took on a measure of 
signifi cance in relation to losing my father.

I developed a bold fearlessness that carried me for fi fteen years, 
maybe more, until the era of the Boiled Frog.17 During those reckless 
years, I believed that freedom was only fully comprehensible by those 
who questioned their own mortality and came to peace and acceptance 
with the notion that today is all we really have.

In the expansive belief that the only way to live life is to seize the day,18 
it’s easy to accept the inevitable unfolding of many endings and beginnings 
is part of the fabric of a fully expressed life as it’s meant to be lived.

After all, life could be snuff ed out at any moment, right?
My collection of little deaths was duly gathered and, like rosary 

beads, I strung them together. Th ey defi ned and shaped my relation-
ships, informed fi fty-two moves across seven countries and birthed my 
shattered understanding that home is “where I am.”

Chapter 14, “Liberating Little Beads, Life and Love,” is my debonair 
account of the loss of my twins, my cat and my beloved grandmother 
woven together in an entertaining tapestry of thoughts on sex, love and 
the meaning of life.
17  Read Chapter 3, “The Boiled Frog,” page 49 in which I write of the insidious nature of creeping domestic 
violence and how I escaped its vice-like hold.
18  From the Roman Poet Horace’s Odes (23 BC) comes the Latin aphorism Carpe Diem usually translated as 
“seize the day.”
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Chapter Fourteen

Liberating Little Beads, 
Life and Love

Nadine Love

How many little deaths does it take to make a happy, meaningful and 
loving life?

In the shamanic traditions, the instant of complete resignation to 
change is called a “little death.”

Maybe it is really like sex. Death, I mean. Th e Elizabethans certainly 
considered it to be so. Th ey spoke of sex as “dying.”

Let’s compare: Th ere’s the foreplay (if you’re lucky), the resistance, 
the climax and then, at best, the warm get-on-with-it. Perhaps you’re 
altered in some way, or not, from the experience itself. Well, there are 
defi nite similarities right there. You could live on to refl ect and chalk-up 
the memory to your inner sanctum adding to your private storehouse 
of defi ning fl ashes. You might choose to do something positive with the 
fall out.

You could also consider the hint of closeness to another sustained for 
the tiniest instant that might bring you to more of yourself. Or perhaps 
you elect to emphasize the secret loss of who you really are in the rush to 
get moving, to fi t and to please.
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Yes, there are defi nite parallels between sex, the ultimate expression 
of shared life and death, life’s last defi nitive word on mutual breath.

Let’s hope that those Elizabethans emerged from their little deaths 
transformed and ready to face their fates with new awareness in place.

I could string my own personalized rosary together of prayers that 
brought dramatic change. In my life, there have been that many precise 
moments when I surrendered to allow transformation to take over. Each 
frequently fi ngered bead was the symbol of a single mask I’d created to 
survive, only to give it up in exchange for another shot at a better and 
more fulfi lling existence.

We buried the twins and Aluna the cat, who’d died giving birth, in 
a circle of trees in the stand of Native Bush on our farm on Waiheke 
Island, New Zealand.

Two fantails fl uttered close to me, all the way through the short 
ceremony we held, and fl ew off  as I said “good-bye.” Th ey looked so 
happy and spry. And suddenly I felt light.

Th e same pair of birds visited me often after that day, as I pruned the 
vines, planted olive trees and tended our Permaculture vegetable garden.

My grandmother would have been proud of my eff orts. Some nights 
we had eleven vegetables all from the garden, including heirloom varieties 
and our own potatoes. She was a green-fi ngered gardener, who delighted 
in home-grown fl owers and food.

Th e February after the November my twins and Aluna passed, she 
came to me in a dream.

“I have to go to South Africa to look after my gran,” I announced to 
Heathcliff  in a tone so defi nite that not even he attempted to dissuade me.

I later learned that my trip to care for my grandmother had aff orded 
him the time to harass one of my Reiki students, Celia, a waifl ike blonde 
nymph of English origin, who Heathcliff  rather fancied, as they frolicked 
naked in the Onetangi Beach waves. Bastard.
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Onetangi means “whispering sands” in Maori. I’ll bet those grains 
have some sordid secrets to share. I digress ...

Yet I do remain on topic, as the fi nding out was a bead. A juncture of 
shift. It was a little death that woke me to a hurtful reality that I would 
rather not have faced, or have even known about.

I telephoned my grandfather.
“Your grandmother has fallen and cracked her pelvis.” He sounded 

distraught for the stoic I knew him to be. “Her mind is not good at all.” 
And then I heard the crack in his controlled voice.

He was a man at the end of his tether. Proud, private and determined 
to look after her, I knew he could no longer manage with her on his own 
at their home in the retirement village they had carefully and responsibly 
chosen.

“I’ll be on the next plane, Grandpa. Hang on in there.”
Ours was not an easy history. His and mine. I’d challenged him for 

his inappropriate behaviour. He did not like my father and he did not 
like me. Only maybe enough to stick his tongue in my mouth when I 
was fi ve, or four ... Disgusting man. Hypocrite.

And the adults laughed and thought it was cute when I asked for “a 
little mask.” My bead collection began early. A little death of innocence. 
N’est ce pas?

When I was ten, I sided with my wretched though tough grandmother 
over my grandfather’s tawdry aff air with his tubby, busty secretary. (I was 
adding to my bead collection, even then.)

 “Th ank you for looking after me, Granny Estelle. You were a kind 
and steady guide when I was lost. You showed me how to be principled, 
orderly and tidy. You listened to me.” Her eyes seemed so glazed. Could 
she hear me? Did she understand?

“You spoke to me as an equal. You loved me even though I pushed 
back, rebelled and ran away. Somehow, you found time for committees, 
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charities and clockwork meals. You are an exceptional woman. You’ll 
always be the greatest treasure to me.”

She looked ahead, unseeing. Her fi ne white hair, that had once been 
a blaze of auburn, was combed and curled neatly, just as she would have 
wanted it to be. She looked so small, once a statuesque dynamo reduced 
by age and Alzheimer’s disease to a frail, confused stranger to herself. 
Above all, to herself. Except when she took refuge in her childhood. 
Th en she would speak in Afrikaans, the tongue of her town De Aar, to 
clusters of friends and family who were clearly present, yet invisible to 
the likes of me.

And she’d be on a boat cruise, sailing some ocean known only to her, 
and when I bathed or turned her, or cared for her basic needs, she called 
me “Mommie.”

She’d always said I reminded her of her mother. Perhaps because we 
shared the same petite build. Or maybe there was a quality of being that 
tied my great-grandmother to me.

I think it was more than that.
Soon after my great-granny Nettie’s funeral, my grandmother Estelle 

was visiting from South Africa. What a treat! I loved it when my granny 
arrived, with her vitality, buoyant energy and strident songs.

Th is time was diff erent. She’d arrived carrying a conspicuous suit 
of sadness into our house in Salisbury, Rhodesia. Th e loss of her own 
mother had etched its charcoal grief on her usually unlined, sunny face.

She’d sat in silent, perceivable pain on the end of my bed, in my 
room with two sets of windows with rainbow curtains that even had 
gold in them.

And I couldn’t quite understand why she was so terribly, tragically 
sore. As I leaned against my bright orange cupboard doors, I was desper-
ately trying to get my granny to tell me off  for lolling against them. How 
much I wanted her to snap out of her sorrow and snipe at me, “Nadine! 
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Stand up straight. What do you think your perfectly good spine and 
your two feet are for?”

I waited, hopefully, for her remonstration, but it didn’t come. Only 
rolling tears falling down her smooth, pale cheeks. I could clearly see her 
mother, my great-grandmother Nettie, sitting beside her on the bed.

Granny Nettie was waiting serenely. Her hand lay gracefully on my 
granny’s knee. Th ere she was, plain as day. She looked smart in her white 
dress, with the lavender fl ower pattern and the lilac stitching around the 
collar. She always looked smart. Fresh, just like my gran.

And then my great-grandmother smiled at me and encouraged me 
to hug my gran.

I did. A little bit bemused, frightened even, by the sudden heaving 
of her chest and the gulping sobs that grew loud and then ebbed away.

And when I looked up to check, my forehead wet from my granny’s 
tears, she’d gone.

“Soon you will be part of the oceans and the forests and the seas. 
You’ll be part of sunlight and the night sky and the stars.” I held her 
fragile form close, ever so gently circling her stooped shoulders, yet with 
enough strength in my supportive hold to communicate certainty, calm 
and love.

“Early tomorrow morning, I’ll be on a plane back to New Zealand. 
So, I’m saying ‘good-bye’ for now. I just want you to know that I’m so 
grateful for everything you’ve done for me. I’ll always love you.”

For a fl eeting moment, her eyes brightened. She became alert. 
Engaged.

“Why it’s Nadine! Good-bye, my darling.”
And then she was gone. My grandmother slipped back into her 

voyage, carried away on insanity’s seas. It was a journey from which she 
never returned.

And I held her shawl-wrapped frame for just a few minutes more. I 
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plumped her pillows behind her back in the way she liked them done. 
She’d been fed, and sleep was not far off . Th ere was nothing more for 
me to do.

My grandfather stood at the foot of her frail-care bed. And I caught 
his cheeks glisten before his handkerchief wiped the evidence away. He’d 
witnessed her rare and limited lucidity, a coveted prize she’d awarded me.

Prizes are the silken thread that connects the little death beads. I’ve 
had my share of twine-strengthening gifts to hold the rosary’s gems in 
order. Th ey’ve sustained me, guided me to kneel like the innocent child 
off ering death a bright bouquet.

When death’s silhouette smiles kindly on me, tossing me another 
rosary bead once she has received her fl oral off ering, I know a new 
beginning will bud. And then, opportunities, like fresh spring blossoms 
burst from snow-cold ground mark a place for me to stop, wake-up and 
look hard.

And so it was that we sat opposite each other, perched on stools, 
across what is now our kitchen table.

“What do you really want?” Th e piercing question was earnestly spo-
ken. John scribed a circle on the dark wood with his right pointer fi nger.

 John’s mellifl uous Irish lilt, adopted an urgent edge “What does 
your ideal life look like?”,

Th e rosary I’d strung split.
In my mind, I heard the beads that had collected themselves together, 

some purposefully, some haphazardly, spill all over the polished kitchen 
fl oor. All of the “shoulds” and “musts” and “have-to’s” rolled away with 
the masks that melted under his loving gaze.

All of the bullshit, the reality I’d constructed to prop up survival, the 
hard edges grown to stand shoulder to shoulder with men in a patriarchal 
world, dissolved.

Th e circle on the table became a sphere of belonging, fulfi lment 
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and home. In it there was mothering, cooking for my family, being an 
adoring, supportive wife. I saw a partnership, together shaping our way 
in the world, sharing the responsibilities and living each day as joy. I saw 
rest, and peace and music. I saw fun and laughter and play.

“I want to give you ...”
Th at was the death of my old life as I knew it.
I’m still carefully gathering up only the beads that I want to keep on 

my rosary of little deaths. Th en, that’s a conscious life being lived, isn’t it?
It’s funny what dancing with death permits.
Suddenly, I’m cheekily juxtaposing grandmothers, rosaries, sex and 

the meaning of life.
Th at’s the whole point.
When your intense attention to the call of the present folds time into 

a pinprick—and nothing else exists—(I could be talking about either 
death or sex here, right?) then you can let go of your dynamic tension in 
the throes of your exquisite agony. Th at liberating, excruciating release is 
the precise point when an old part of you dies, the mask falls away, and 
a new bead on the rosary of your best life is born.
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Step Fifteen

Archetype:
Temperance

Themes:

Combining Elements to Achieve Harmonious Balance,

Bond with Immortal Universe so You can Be Yourself,

Blending Activities and Emotions to Produce Peace,

Coming Together of Spontaneity and Knowledge,

Appropriate and True Response to any Situation,

Act from an Inner Sense of Stability in Life, 

Connection to World in a Meaningful Way,

Deal with Life’s Challenges Positively,

Balancing Competing Interests, 

Doing Calmly Through Choice, 

Moderation, Self-Control, 

Economy, Management, 

Authenticity, Alignment, 

Present-Centred, 

Calm
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Temperance is the capacity to live your life from a space of fl exible, aware 
mastery over the vagaries of life. As Temperance, you are joyous with the 
choices you make from your calm, centred, present self.

You sail through the realities of your existence, guided by a healthy 
connection with your unconscious mind, your keen senses and all the 
knowledge you’ve acquired along the way.

Your past informs you rather than defi nes you.
You’ve answered the question: “What do I need to let go of to live my 

life fully?” And you’ve successfully implemented the changes required so 
that you can engage with your world in way that meaning, fulfi lment 
and joy are yours.

Th e diff erent sides of your life are combined to uphold your state of 
harmony, happiness and peace.

What that meant for me was to learn how to blend the important 
activities in my life in a way that aligned with my priorities. Th ose pri-
mary concerns are governed by my values.

In real terms, that equates to designing my days to include being a 
wife and a lover, a mother and a mentor, a homemaker and an author, 
working and walking, having fun and fi nding time to read, writing and 
studying, meditating and driving the distance to Mira’s school, doing 
and being.

You’re probably thinking, Th at’s impossible! Th ose activities and quiet 
times add up to far too much to do in a single day! You’re absolutely correct.

Th e secret to Temperance is tranquil acceptance of decisions made 
from a grounded, peaceful, happy place.

When you know unequivocally what matters to you, and in what 
order, and you temper that with your wisdom based on experience and 
remain engaged in what’s happening moment by moment, Temperance 
can be yours if you choose to stir in the choice to be well and happy.

Th at’s a big call ... and a small one.
Big, because you’re challenged to stand on a huge measure of 
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self-reliance and responsibility, mixed with having learned the lessons 
served up by rugged life experience.

And small, because when you have been through the rite of passage 
Death and all of the preceding Archetypes had planned for you, there’s a 
graceful inevitability about living the moderation of Temperance.

In the shade of your distant memories lurks a dark, frightened, 
confused, chaotic self.

As you look in today’s mirror, the spontaneous, aligned, capable, 
authentic self that smiles back at you is your evidence of the joyously 
transformed you living your new life.

You do not need to perform miracles to prove that you’re part of an 
immortal, magical, mysterious Universe—you are the miracle.

Just be yourself.
Temperance resonated with me strongly all through the time of writ-

ing and editing Luminaries On Th e Loose
I loved writing Chapter 15, “Blackfella Creek and the Cockatoo 

Tree.” I feel excited to welcome you into my zany take on making space 
for “just chatting” for the fi rst time, and to my favourite spaces on Blue 
Lily Farm. When you can see how Temperance rolls out in action, you 
might more easily construct your own version of the achievement of 
blissful balance.
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Chapter Fifteen

Blackfella Creek and 
the Cockatoo Tree

Nadine Love

Th e masks are history.
My authentic naked form refl ects a new radiance borne of inner 

calm, core strength and the conscious spirituality of choice.
With both feet fi rm and a lightness of being, I face the early morning 

air, fi erce Queensland noonday sun and our expansive midnight skies 
here at Blue Lily Farm.

“Th ank you, lustrous rosary beads of little deaths, gathered and 
discarded, along my way. You’ve shaped me and yet you don’t defi ne me.”

I salute, respectfully, freely and leave them by the creek to bask in the 
tranquil company of purple water lilies that grace the stream’s glistening 
surface.

Each morning I walk through high-set rainforest, appreciating the 
bobbing blue tops or yellow sprays of native orchid, or the tangled pas-
sion fruit vines that conquer the Blue Quandong Tree.

I make my way down the steep, leafy track, running the last lap to 
the closed farm gate.

“Morning, Monty!”
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You’ll hear me greet the carpet python that purportedly lives under 
the wooden bridge where our quarter horses, Marnie, Gypsy, Freckles 
and Skype, might skid on wet days. Bagel, John’s haughty Appaloosa, 
is far too grand to lose her footing. Or she’ll have you believe that’s so!

Bridge behind me, I breathe into the grassy opening that leads to my 
gratitude spot by the side of the slow-fl owing dammed Blackfella Creek.

It’s easy to see why the previous custodian of this sublime space 
named it “Sacred Valley.”

Missy, our loyal, devoted Kelpie, dashes from river’s edge to my side.
As I settle and sit on the smooth fallen log that provides my perfect 

seat by the edge of the water, Missy dives into the watercourse’s cool 
cradle for her daily dip and thirst-quenching drink.

Whilst I speak my “gratitudes” out loud, she busies herself with 
enthusiastic exploring, nestling her nose between branches to track bugs, 
enjoy riverside smells and bush-piqued action.

“Th ank you for this beautiful creek, and for John and for Mira 
Moonbeam. Th ank you for the gifts and surprises that have yet to unfold 
on this magnifi cent, productive day, where only good will come of all of 
the eff ort, focus and love I’ve yet to share ...”

Wag. Wag, Wag.
Every now and then, Missy comes over to share her approval with a 

swish of her chocolate brown tail, the end of which looks as if it’s been 
dipped in a pot of white paint.

Time to follow the darting white tail-tip along the track that Clem 
cut through the now-mature plantings that create a nature corridor, 
stretching from our lush Tuchekoi Conservation Park to the West 
Cooroy State Forest.

To complete the morning circuit, we head up our verdant, hilly fi re 
trail, hearts pumping with the aerobic activity, taming glutes, hips and 
thighs on the sheer upward slope.
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Along the avenue, beneath the canopy of shady Poinciana boughs, 
my walking boots carry me. I glide calmly by the Grecian Goddess, 
modestly veiled by trails of pink bougainvillea fl owers, past the serenely 
smiling white stone Buddha patiently praying on the wooden landing, 
and up onto our front deck.

I’ve fi lled the well so that I can draw on temperance through the day.
Th ere was a time, not so long ago, when I would register terror at my 

repeated attempts, in vain, to fi t at least seventy-two hours of mothering, 
mentoring and house-minding into twelve.

Just like trying to seal the lid on a monster ball of rising dough that 
would not be kneaded back into the jar.

Instead, the thick, gelatinous substance insisted on irrepressibly 
growing.

“Stop that heaving mass! It’s threatening a take over!” Th e silent 
scream would escape my lips.

I’d skulk off  to the wretched sidelines, shrugging in incredulous 
despair, helpless to stem the advance.

“I’m so far behind the eight-ball, I’ve missed the entire season,” 
I’d moan, with my heart in my throat and an adrenaline rush sizeable 
enough to spark up our in-case-of-a-power-outage generator.

Not anymore.
I wake in our treetop nest, in the arms of my darling husband, John, 

with a smile on my lips even before my lids open.
Our fi rst words are of love.
Violin strains emanate from the room adjoining ours, as our resident 

virtuoso strikes up her passionate practice. Or we’ll hear her set the 
breakfast table, or sing songs she’s composed that tell Mira’s own stories 
of contentment, joy and the feel-good freedom of “playing outside, the 
wind in my hair, and in my own stride.”

Yes, there’s the school lunch to make, the fi rst meal of the day to 
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share and the racing time to be aware of, so that we’re in the car and on 
way to avoid a green slip for being late and missing the roll call.

Th e biggest challenge to the rainbow peace of my life is driving the 
distance to and from the outstanding school we’re fortunate to have 
found for Mira.

“May all the troubles in the world go with it,” Mary, John’s mum, 
might quip to my dilemma. (I just love how there’s a quirky Irish saying 
for all occasions, don’t you?)

Mary is now ninety-one and still living in the small house in Mallow, 
County Cork, where John grew up. Although she lives across the planet, 
my mother in-law’s spritely sayings entertain, amuse and keep us on the 
straight and narrow!

Th e gift in the bubbled-up hours spent together in transit is the 
special “girl time” that Mira and I look forward to.

As I wear in the soft, fringed moccasins of my recently found balance, 
I can move as silently as an owl on the wing, spring farther than a gazelle, 
race with fl eeter foot than a mustang, blend with cooler camoufl age than 
a chameleon and, so I recently discovered, chat with more connectedness 
than a tree full of black cockatoos.

“Do you know, in the six years we’ve known each other, we’ve never 
sat down like this ... and just chatted.” Xanthe19 took a sip of sumptuous, 
steaming Maison de Provence hot chocolate. Master French chef and 
chocolatier Eric’s couverture chocolate signature square, with gold leaf, 
adorned the decadent frothy beverage resplendently.

I nodded quietly.
My full attention was given to savouring the sweet bond between 

our two young daughters as they indulged in their iced-chocolate 
milkshakes.

Mira and Poppy barely stopped to draw breath as they enthusiastically 

19  You can read Xanthe’s “Darkness Becomes Light” in Chapter 19, page 223.
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fi lled each other in on all of the adventures, news and social updates 
since their last meeting.

Poppy and Mira became “besties” or BFFs,20 at the tender age of three.
Th ey met at Milford Lodge, a superb childcare facility with a homely 

atmosphere. Th ey served organic homemade food at tables set with vases 
of fl owers for the children. Th ere were billowing curtains, gardens and 
the warmest women to care for our kids when we were out working.

Perhaps it’s best to speak for myself—about being out working, that is.
I didn’t know what the other mothers were up to. I never stood still 

for long enough at drop off  or collection time to ask.
It broke my heart to part with Mira each day.
She was fi ne.
I had to steel myself for the separation. After being caught out, 

once too often, by the kind but fi rm Milford administrator (let’s call her 
Sheila), for she epitomised a hardy Aussie woman.

“Nadine, pull yourself together. Peel your arms from the trunk of 
my old Jacaranda tree and get on your way before one of the children, 
especially your daughter, sees you. You wouldn’t want to upset Mira, 
now would you?”

(Ah, if Sheila could see me now ...)
Quickly, I learned to slam down the roller-door in my chest and 

pitch my gaze fi rmly on ... well, work.
Poppy and Mira completed their years at Kindy and graduated to 

prep together. Th e main reason Mira wanted to attend Buderim Moun-
tain State School was for a variety of reasons.

“Poppy is going to Buderim, Mama. I have to, have to, have to go 
there, too.”

A couple of years down the track, I could bear the values violation 
no longer.

20  Best Friends Forever
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“Mira, you need academic opportunities you’re missing out on 
where you are. Excellence in your education is so very important. We 
must serve your needs and abilities better. “

With her agreement, I moved Mira to a brand-new school. Bright-
water, although a hybrid private and state school, could off er Mira much 
more all round. Mira excelled and fast became a popular leader of light 
in her new school community, receiving both academic and personal 
awards and accolades.

“Poppy’s in my class! Poppy has come to Brightwater!” Mira danced 
around our rosewood dining table and twirled her hands high above her 
head. Life was luscious!

Th ere were countless play dates, sleepovers and birthday parties.
I was always rushing. I was always focused on getting back to my 

computer, returning for a coaching client, preparing for a training I 
was about to deliver, squeezing in cooking the dinner before meeting 
a publishing fi nish line ... there was never a spare second for chit-chat.

And then “we”—all three—got married.
Life, and schools, changed again for Mira. Separating her from her 

BFF.
Th ough they may not have felt it, Xanthe, her husband Sam, and 

Poppy were beloveds. As such, they were of the chosen elite who were 
invited to our fairy-tale wedding.

It meant so much to Mira to have Poppy with us, to be part of her 
special day and to share in the love.

In a spontaneous call with my mother, Rosemary, last night, she 
acknowledged Xanthe’s welcome conversation like this: “I was just 
remembering how kind Xanthe was to me at the wedding. She talked 
with me for such a long time.”

Yet, I hadn’t stopped to exchange views. Not even on things I knew 
Xanthe and I had in common: our girls, theatre, writing ...
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Th ere was I, seated next to this stunning, tall woman. Xanthe’s long 
blonde hair tossed casually over her shoulder.

For the fi rst time, I was peacefully, fully present with her. I listened to 
the rich cadence of Xanthe’s kind voice. I enjoyed the cut of her trendy 
leather skirt and delighted in the twinkle of the studded diamonds of her 
pale pink halter top.

I felt the resonance of the mother’s love, wonder and admiration she 
has for Poppy. Just as I hold for Mira. We sure meet there.

Th en, relaxing, we talked together as women. Revealing more of 
ourselves, mellow chimes to our daughters ringing bells.

We turned into our driveway two and a half hours later, girls still 
chattering vigorously in the backseat of my car.

“You were away much longer that you thought!” John stated the 
obvious, with an open, welcoming, mischievous grin.

“Yup. I was chatting to Xanthe. We had hot chocolates at Maison 
...” My voice trailed away as I registered John’s surprised expression. 
Confusion crossed his eyes, because I simply hadn’t ever, up until that 
point, condoned or entered into “idle chit-chat”. John knew how I’d 
even loathed the thought of it. Th e mere thought of “mum’s coff ee 
morning” get togethers had been excruciating to me. I was always too 
busy, too driven, too productivity orientated to prioritise connection for 
the sake of it.

Warm amusement electrifi ed the gap between us.
I shimmied my shoulders, chortling happily, “My head’s gone to 

mush! Or not?”
Th is time it was I who danced around the kitchen table, twirling my 

hands. Temperance was enjoying a tango in my moccasins.
“Th is life-balance thing is all right.” I beamed, letting the fullness of 

allowing time for connection trickle to my toes, even with those beyond 
the confi nes of clients and my close loved ones.
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Laughter erupted.
Here’s to the achievement of balance by dancing my rainbow 

between the early morning water lilies on Blackfella Creek and sundown 
connection—like the visiting birds do on the Cockatoo tree.

Now, that’s how I choose to live!
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Phase Three

Towards Transcendent Awareness 
and Radiant Consciousness 
Aiming for Enlightenment

Can there be anything more than discovering your true self?
Th e third of the three diff erent stages of life’s ultimate quest sheds a 

profound perspective on the fi rst two parts of the Archetype Trail. Th e 
sum total of your experiences, growth and learning to this point provide 
you with the preparation you need to navigate a head-on collision with 
the immense forces of life, ending with sublime harmony and union.

You have yet to face an extraordinarily challenging plummet to the 
depths of darkness that will test you to your extremes.

Forces beyond your control summon misery, rage and material 
obsession. Th e devil tempts you to buy the illusion of sexual distractions 
and profi ting from greed-driven materialism in order to cut your way 
through a quick consume, wasteful world, where meaning is derived 
from fast and temporary gratifi cation. A breakdown must precede your 
breakthrough, as the proverbial rug is pulled from under you.

With the danger behind you, you can follow the peace, healing and 
hope of the star to fulfi l the inner ecstasy of your dreams and ideals lit 
by the moon.
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You’ll rise expansively to freedom on the wings of light, lucidity and 
warmth, feeding yourself and others with inspiration, openness and vital 
energy.

Under a sun fi lled with gratitude and the iridescent glow of spiritual 
inclusiveness, you come to terms with your past experiences, and follow 
the call from within to make any necessary change.

With passionate detachment, you’ll soar to self-actualisation, as your 
understanding, intuition and humble liberation catapult you into your 
sunlit world of super-consciousness.

Aiming for enlightenment, transcendent awareness and radiant 
consciousness make up the essence of the songline that constitutes Part 
Th ree of Luminaries On Th e Loose
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Step Sixteen

Archetype: 
The Devil

Themes:

Life Force Locked Up in Hidden Wounds and Pain,

Dark Parts of Self, Misplaced Rage, Anger,

Desires Overpower Judgment, Depression,

Narrow Materialistic View of the World, 

Sexual Obsession, Force, Oppression,

Denial of the Spiritual, Materialism,

Acceptance of a Rotten Situation, 

Nothing Else Exists, Shame, 

Inability to See Your Truth,

Power Given to Delusion,

Forces beyond Your Self, 

Helplessness, Illusion, 

Misery
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Have you ever been so miserable that nothing else exists?
Can you relate to feeling so isolated that a speck of dust on some 

forgotten top shelf is more visible than you are?
Has depression ever clutched at you so tightly that your sense of 

worthlessness, emptiness and futility scared away everything other than 
your sinister despair?

Th ese are the Devil’s chains.
Th e irony is that they were never really locked around your wrists 

and ankles. Lucifer’s trick is to have you buy into the illusion that you’re 
trapped, caged in and done for.

Th e Devil’s outward show of your inner wounding might manifest in 
self-sabotaging and destructive behaviours, such as substance or alcohol 
abuse, excessive retail therapy (Ah, why did I buy that gorgeous pair of 
red leather Italian shoes? I had to have them, didn’t I? I’ve only got 236 
pairs ... now 237), or eating disorders (if I fi nish the entire dark nutty 
chocolate bar, then it won’t be in the cupboard anymore. Never mind, 
I’ll throw it up anyway ...).

Are you getting the idea that I might know some of these charmers 
from the inside out?

You’re right. I do.
Your poison might be an obsession with money, politics, religion 

or sex.
Your psyche never simply forgets.
Whatever the Devil has you to believe and do, there’s only one way out.
Th e route to liberation is to make constructive use of the knowl-

edge you’ve gained and transform the trapped energy bound up in your 
bitter experiences. To free yourself, you have to consciously clean up by 
dealing with the devils in your past, and especially those camoufl aged, 
covert operators that are hiding in the well-concealed recesses of your 
primordial hurts.
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Sometimes, the transition to freedom is so unbearably uncomfortable 
that you might be tempted to return to the old chains. Take it from me; 
it’s not worth it, no matter how diffi  cult, shameful or unfamiliar the trip.

In Chapter 16, “Granny has Left the Building,” you can have a 
wry laugh at my expense. Join me on my sexy she-devil strut along the 
sidewalks of what should have been a builder-safe zone in the oh-so-re-
spectable, family-and-nothing-else-friendly gated housing development 
of Two Ripples.21

Prepare to be shocked and titillated as the next pages reveal the 
damage one devilish lady-roo22 with Joey in pouch can do! Ouch! 
Girlfriends ... you’re welcome (wink). And for the blokes, Chapter 16 
features ... cars. Makes are mentioned, not just colours. And a Ute with 
black leather seats.

Enjoy!

21  Two Ripples is the name I have given the housing development to protect the identity of residents who 
continue to live out their dream life there, and out of respect for those who live in similar waterside warrens.
22  Fun for “female kangaroo.”
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Chapter Sixteen

Granny has Left the Building!
Nadine Love

Is it really essential to have to go through hell to get to paradise?
Dante powered his way through the nine circles of suff ering Hades 

off ered up, with the Roman poet Virgil as his guide. Th at means the 
journey has been well and truly tried and tested. Hasn’t it?

Wouldn’t you say it’s ample for a fellow, and his good mate, to take 
on the creepy dark forest, terrifying shadows, unimaginable horrors and 
grievous wailing and beating of breasts on our behalf? You know, take 
one for the team and all that companionable carry-on?

After all, doesn’t the narrative poem say “midway along the road 
of our life,” which clearly means the “lost and alone” dude hit a mega 
mid-life crisis that’s been served up in schools and universities for at least 
seven centuries?

Haven’t we learned anything?
Maybe it’s just that, at the end of the day, even with access to the 

genius of modelling strategies for success suggested by NLP,23 neuro-
science and futures studies, life is a solitary set of intellectual lessons, 
emotional enquiries and material mine-fi elds seeking spiritual framing 
to give meaning, purpose and peace.
23  Neuro Linguistic Programming
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It could be a matter of fi nding ways to conquer, outwit and survive 
the gambit trodden by Dante and Virgil from the fi rst circle, through the 
eternal haunt of lost souls, all the way to the hell’s abyss at the centre of 
the Earth—with consciousness intact, couldn’t it?

I sat in my blue feeding chair: a comforting, puff ed-up, but clum-
sy-looking piece. It was the only stick of furniture standing in my cavernous, 
white-tiled living room. Th rough the dusty narrow panels of louvered 
windows, I could just about make out rushing of the dusk-brushed river.

Th e gush of water tumbling over the high-tide spillway was deafen-
ing. Even with the glass-slatted windows tightly closed.

I wanted to shut out the world. Circle one: Lost, adrift and alone.
Upstairs, my sleeping baby aff orded me no company. She was a stark 

reminder of the way I’d been jettisoned into an violently bucking inky 
ocean, a solo sailor on a sailboat unfi t for the turbulent, stormy, crashing 
waves.

Th e house was number 10. Hardly 10 Downing Street, though there 
are those who would say that salubrious address was a hellhole, too. I had 
my own Two Ripples 10. All to myself. And Mira Moonbeam, of course.

Oh, fi e on us! We were the shame of the cul-de-sac!
All of our politely smiling neighbours (or was that a grimace rather 

than a grin?) had swimming pools, boats, two kids (a boy and a girl, in 
that order), one small curly haired dog, one fat cat and the proverbial 
white picket fence. Th ough in the nice, gated family community of Two 
Ripples, the walls were plastered block painted cream, beige or “stone.” 
Th ere was at least one set of grandparents who could join in for barbeques 
and beers on the perfectly appointed patio and baby-sitting duties ...

Are you spewing up yet?
And I would walk those streets with Mira Moonbeam in my back-

pack. She lived in my backpack. I’d do the vacuuming, cooking, washing, 
dusting of those wretched louvered windows, all with Mira on my back. 
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Th ere was a mirror attached to the pack so I could see if she was sleeping. 
It was the luxury model and came with a sunshade.

You see, I could do the good things in life, too. Th ey were just 
reduced to transport and carriage for my kid ... for now.

I’d pace those plucked and pampered sidewalks, sporting the white 
streak and greying of my hair.

“Lovely granddaughter you have!” mouthed a pair of lipsticked lips 
at me before putting on a false, oh-so-fabulous Two Ripple smile ...

And so I dyed my hair. Ebony.
And the comments stopped.
And I was more isolated than ever before.
Th ere was one thing I could control at the time: my weight.
It was easy. I just slowed my eating to a trickle and then stopped.
Not quite.
I’d eat a mango, every other day or so.
I love mangos to this day. Th e kindness of the Universe has given 

me mango trees! We have an old mango tree on Dairy Hill, and one 
more recently planted in our orchard. “Orchard” is too fancy. We have a 
couple of rows of fruit trees that were already on the farm when I landed 
from John’s cloud, squarely into his waiting lap.

Th ere was nothing square about my lap, which diminished rapidly, 
along with all of the curved bits of me that weren’t bone, sinew or muscle.

I felt great!
Soon, I would sashay down the road in shorter and shorter skirts (no 

grandmother here!), with Mira Moonbeam in my pack. I’d wiggle my 
non-existent hips and traipse my tanned legs along the pavements. (Th e 
grandmother had left the building!)

Talking about buildings ... there was a lot of construction going on 
in the popular and fast-growing housing development. Erection of more 
homes brought in, well, yes, more of those ...
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Men. Scaff olders, builders, roofers, plumbers, concrete pourers, 
plasterers, painters ... you get the drift.

Th e she-devil was on the rampage. Determined to dole out payback 
for all of the humiliations, beatings and wrongdoings of any male who 
had tangled with my body or soul; unconsciously I plotted to exact 
retribution.

And it was so easy!
I’d take daily casualties. At arm’s length (please, what are you thinking?)
Out I’d strut, along the sun-kissed promenade, and shoulders back, 

chest out, long fl ounce and b-i-n-g-o!
Bucko rode his bike into the road-sign pole. Paint all over the spank-

ing new concrete verge.
Score one for Granny Gorgeous!
Flick the dark tresses. Toss. Toss.
Round the corner, Sammy up the scaff old. Perfectly placed for a 

tumble, and guess what ... ?
Yesterday a whistle from you, Sam you sucker, today you fall from 

your plank, you f**ker.
Across the bridge, for my fi nal coup. Rolf on the roof. Yes, he’ll do.
Pause just a moment; I’m Scarlett the sex kitten on wheels, just a 

little more shoulder that does the trick. As I slink past him ... he’s a 
goner, the prick!

I know, I know. It’s sad how simple it was to lower the local GDP,24 
productivity ratings and scupper the OH&S.25

I don’t think women on walk-bys have been regulated yet.
Th ere was a veritable posse of deluded gents who attempted to reg-

ulate me during my mince-by-and-make-mischief era. It was, secretly, 
remarkable to me that I was prey for the odd, misplaced pounce, with 
my Joey so obviously in my pouch.

24  Gross Domestic Product
25  Occupational Health and Safety
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Th ere didn’t seem to be a rule against that, either.
Ogling Owen the Osteopath thought he was in with a good chance, 

poor bugger. Th e closest he came to my chassis was that I deigned to 
allow him to purchase my purring, voluptuous PT Cruiser—for cash. 
Th e deal was done the day before I returned to the jaws of Hades, the 
lower world of the ill-fated Hill Grove Organic Vineyard on Waiheke 
Island, New Zealand.

Th ere I hoped to tidy up and close a chapter with grace, fi nesse and 
savage settlement.

Perhaps you’re wondering if those sentiments can co-exist?
In the limbo anguish of Purgatory—yes, they can.
In the underworld of Hill Grove, Donald rose from the pande-

monium of burst water-tanks, power-outages, broken fences and the 
insanity of an ongoing legal battle that was to cost me over $150,000 
and more in misery, wretchedness and perdition.

Tall and great at wielding an axe, Donald was Gehenna’s gatekeeper. 
(If you’re unfamiliar with the term, Gehenna is where reprobates, the 
lowest and worst excuses for humanity, hang out. It’s the holiday desti-
nation of the wicked, the woeful and the wasted. I thought that was me.)

Like bees to a honey pot, iron fi lings to a magnet, fl ies to one of 
those hideous sticky strips that dangle above tables in muggy courtyards 
touting the scummiest al fresco dining, men sniff , sniff , sniff ed at my 
door.

I needed Donald, the wood-cutting bouncer, to fend off  Keith, the 
roving the vineyard supplies salesman with eyes that seemed glued to my 
non-existent tits; Leonard, the Tractor Man, whose preference was for my 
ass judging by his roving fi ngers; Dick, the grubby digger man, who’d 
stand far too close waiting for his opportunity to muscle in for a squeeze.

With righteous indignation, for a song I sold the insipid grey-blue 
passion wagon Heathcliff  had invested in, complete with a custom-made 
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futon to facilitate his sordid aff airs with Japanese, Chinese, Korean, 
Vietnamese and “fuck-me-please” ladies.

Clunk.
I walked out of the gate. Hopped on a plane with my precious Mira 

and headed for the safety of Australia.
Even the Two Ripple’s smile seemed beguiling, alluring and attractive 

to me as we landed in Brisbane.
We made our way to the Sunshine Coast.
Crunch.
Th e indigo blue Holden Cruze buckled under the brunt of the hit. 

Th e bull bar of the hurtling silver truck ploughed directly into the driver’s 
side of my small four-wheel drive.

Two young builder blokes, radio blaring “Knock, knock, knockin’ on 
heaven’s door,” hoed in so close I could see the whites of their startled eyes.

Damned builders! Th ey were back from the underworld to torment 
me.

 My car was a write-off .
Due to some dint of black she-devil magic, I’d relaxed into the 

opportunity to say “farewell, cruel world” in my most dramatic voice.
Lucifer laughed back.
After months of messing about in Beelzebub’s boiling pot of indeci-

sion, I bought a “new” second-hand car.
I settled for a boring, blending-in, sensible though pleasant, appro-

priate and easy ride.
Th at, to me, was a humdrum, plebeian, lifeless choice refl ecting the 

tame, mundane, stodgy existence that was keeping the gnashing wolves 
from the doorjambs of survival.

Aha! I’d dolly up my drab, haggardly wheels with on-brand signage 
that would, at least, shout my current slogan to my panting potential 
prospects.
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Th at seemed like a good idea.
Until I was utterly exhausted.
I’d leaped through the last of Dante Alighieri’s circles, all nine: limbo, 

lust, gluttony, greed, anger, heresy, violence, fraud, and treachery.
Finally, I let my soul fi nd God, enlightenment and, who knew ... a 

great man.
He stood there in his shiny RM Williams boots, wide leather belt, 

chocolate moleskins and fi ne, crisp shirt, holding the gleaming, polished, 
heavy Ute door open for me.

John is the ultimate gentleman.
Every iota of John is elegant, gracious, and thoughtful. He’s consist-

ent: a gentle man, with me, all of the time, anywhere, and everywhere ...
Oh yes, my Johno can swear like a trooper: he’s an Irishman through 

and through. When he does pepper his speech with psychedelic profan-
ities, it sounds like music in the accent borne from the Isle of Saints and 
Scholars. He is both. Proven. A scholar and a saint.

When I sink into the black leather passenger seat of his pristine white 
Ute, I know I belong, for all time, right by his side.

Every conscious choice swerves deftly from the Devil’s threat of fear, 
and rests inspired to draw calm, vitality and discovery from the source 
of love.

All of the energy that might succumb to temptation and bend into 
devilish pursuits provides the ignition switch, the spark and the sustain-
able life-fuel to power a happy and fulfi lling life.
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Step Seventeen

Archetype: 
The Tower

Themes:

Spiritual and Worldly Realities Breakdown,

Destruction, External Disaster, Disgrace,

Unexpected Change in Circumstances,

Route to Freedom from Oppression,

 Need to Be Realistic, Saturn Return, 

Dramatic Letting Go of Tyranny, 

Deception, Clearing, Calamity,

Distress, Radical Loss, Ruin,

Misery, Adversity, Danger, 

Unforeseen Catastrophe,

Profound Shake-Up,

Pulling the Rug
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Have you risen to the dizzy heights of corporate success only to crash in 
the rubble of retrenchment?

Has the fi nancial bubble burst, splattering your superannuation 
contributions or property profi le against an undetectable back wall?

Can you relate to the sudden death of your long-term relationship 
toppling your universe, leaving your shredded life in tatters and setting 
you on an unexpected trajectory?

When the Tower strikes, it’s time to roll with the ruin, radical losses 
and rethink the restructure required to set you fi rmly on solid ground.

Often the Tower signals severe material levelling in order for you to 
search your soul to expand your sense of meaning beyond wealth, fame, 
position, physical pleasure-seeking, personal signifi cance and power.

An unforeseen cataclysm that seems to come from outside of you 
shatters the ordinary world you’ve constructed, and work, your friends 
and family, and the structures you took for granted disperse, take fl ight 
and disappear.

Amidst the chaos, a fl ash of enlightenment might make sense of it 
all, or not.

Th e line, “how can these terrible things happen to such a beautiful 
person,” must have been written especially for the charming, clever, 
canny author of Chapter 17, “Corporate Fairy-Tales: Surviving the Fall.”

Just because she is such a good, gracious and giving individual, 
Diane Steed endured the proverbial pulling of the rug with admirable 
fl air, tenacity and commitment to better her lot.

Diane holds a very special place in my heart. It was due to her fi nely 
tuned matchmaking radar powered by her incisive intuition that her 
astrologer husband, Edgar Winter26 paired John’s27 natal chart with mine.

Diane is one of those exceptional human beings, who not only hears 
the inner nudge but she also takes action!

26  Read Edgar Winter’s “The Wizard of Woombye” in Chapter 2, page 41.
27  Read Dr John Cronin’s “Soaring to a Higher Place” in Chapter 22, page 257. 
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You’d agree that when the Tower tumbles, you’d be well advised to 
seek the survival tips of someone who’s gotten up again and accom-
plished a happy, satisfying, abundant life. Diane is your go-to woman! 
She gives you her ten steps to help you start again.

You’ll fall in love with her, just as we have, and you’ll fi nd solutions 
you can apply to your shake-up when you read Diane Steed’s tower-ful 
story!
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Chapter Seventeen

Corporate Fairy-Tales: 
Surviving the Fall!

Diane Steed

Once upon a time, there was a beautiful, blue-eyed princess who worked 
for a very large and famous American company. Th e company was situ-
ated in an equally enormous and famous tower in the CBD of Sydney, 
Australia.

Th e princess seemed to walk on fairy dust. She enjoyed the company 
car, an expense account, a lovely offi  ce, business-class travel, her own 
corporate credit card and entrance to the VIP airline lounges.

She went to New York City each year and reported directly to several 
vice presidents. She had been inducted into the company’s prestigious 
Hall of Fame and had her smiling photo displayed in an impressive offi  ce 
tower in NYC.

Our princess always wore her classic little black Chanel suit and her 
signature pearls, a twenty-fi rst birthday gift from her mother.

Th e world was her oyster, and she seemed to have it all!
Relationships? Love? Goodness, no! Our princess was far too busy 

travelling the world, being little Miss Superwoman. She was “married” 
to the company.
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In fact, she thought she was the company.
For over twenty years, Princess literally made the corporation her 

life.
First into the offi  ce. Work had become her primary home. Each day 

off ered excitement, interest and fulfi lled expectations. Last one to leave 
work. Weekends? Well, of course she was always available to help!

Princess Company was a high achiever, with a reputation for unqual-
ifi ed success. She earned her “street cred” after successfully managing 
very diffi  cult projects.

Oh, and did we mention that Princess had gathered a considerable 
collection of expensive shoes?

One day, in 2008, the call came.
“Diane, please attend a meeting in Human Resources, level 28 of the 

tower, Wednesday at 2.00 p.m.”
It was the year of the global fi nancial crisis.
Ah yes, gentle reader, you guessed it.
I, Diane Steed-Chentrens, along with hundreds of global senior 

executives, was made redundant!
My beautiful life, my identity, my driving force and my motivation 

were gone. In the blink of an eye, with no warning, the rug was pulled 
out from under my feet!

I tumbled down from my ivory tower. I cried all the way to the 
bottom until my feet hit the bedrock.

I felt shock, disappointment and a dreadful sense of loss.
Th rough no fault of my own, over twenty years of my life invested 

in the company ended.
I experienced grief, anxiety and fear for my future.
In fairness to the company, who always treated employees very well, 

my exit package was more than generous. I was not going to starve to 
death. However, that was not my concern.
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My only concern was my identity. Somehow, over the two decades 
while I was climbing up the company ladder, up and over the glass ceil-
ing, I had lost myself. My corporate identity defi ned me.

Who was I now?
After some false starts, I slowly began to re-invent myself. I found 

myself in recruitment. Th e company was owned by a professional and 
caring woman, herself a doyenne in the recruiting business. I learned 
quickly. I did well, but I was still a shell of a person.

Th e world kept going, even though I did not feel part of it anymore.
As the recession relentlessly continued, recruitment jobs dried up. 

In an eff ort to maintain my lifestyle (and sustain my shoe collection) 
on a much-depleted salary, I quickly gained weekend employment as a 
concierge in an expensive apartment block near Circular Quay.

My shift was from two p.m. to midnight.
I was provided a nice navy jacket with “concierge” emblazoned on it, 

a white shirt and a man’s tie.
Local people travelling on the ferry, who would have seen me in 

my little black designer suit, saw me in my concierge jacket (minus the 
pearls). Humbling to say the least.

If I left my shift a few minutes before midnight, I could run down to 
the Quay and grab a cheeseburger and fries from the 24/7 McDonald’s 
before jumping onto the last ferry home.

I would always sit at the back of the boat, watching the big brightly 
lit offi  ce towers recede in the distance while I ate my Happy Meal. What 
a contradiction in terms!

 My transformation was complete. Princess had left the building!
Now my story could apply to so many people today, couldn’t it? 

Perhaps it might even apply to you right now.
If you’re curious about how I survived and fi nally found love, and 

myself, then you might like to know my ten practical steps on how to 
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survive the fall from the tower and fi nd balance and happiness in your 
wonderful new life.

Th ese ten steps will help you to pick yourself up and start again. 
Th ey put me back on the path to taking back my power, fi nding myself 
again and learning to fi nd confi dence and self-esteem—not from a fancy 
corporate title but from the joy of being alive.

Rule 1
Take a good long look at yourself and realise that your friends and 

family really do still love you—and they love you for you. You are still 
you. You are still the same vital, creative and successful person you were 
before the rug was pulled out from under your feet. You are the same 
person who put together all those exciting corporate reward programmes, 
closed the deals and won the business! Th e raw essence of you is still in 
there. Let go. Change is inevitable. Learn from it. Remember it is just 
another life experience.

Rule 2
Do something physical. You have to get out and walk, join a gym, go 

jogging, get the endorphins moving again.
I went back to Pilates and loved it. My body started to relax and stopped 

feeling as though it would shatter into a thousand pieces at any moment.

Rule 3
Compliment someone every day. Yes, every day. Give back to the 

Universe.
Notice when someone has a new hairstyle, a new outfi t, has lost 

weight, gives great customer service, holds the lift for you, makes your 
morning coff ee, etc. For example:

“Sharon, you look great.”
“Jack, you are doing a wonderful job.”
Pay it forward.
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Rule 4
Laugh. And laugh a lot!
Th ere is an old saying, “Laugh and the world laughs with you. Cry 

and you cry alone.”
Watch comedy shows, listen to comedy shows. Just laugh!
I have the complete works (yes, all 180 episodes) of Seinfeld, my 

favourite comedian. Who is yours? In theory, I could laugh for 104 hours!

Rule 5
Don’t rush into the fi rst job off ered. (Yes, of course I did, despite 

everybody telling me not to. You just knew I would do that, didn’t you?)
I was so grateful somebody still wanted me. Can you relate to that? 

Tragic when I think back.
Th ink your options through. Do you feel passionate about the role? 

Will you die if they don’t pick you? If your answer is “no,” then say 
no. Wait for the next opportunity. If you are not going to starve, keep 
looking a little longer.

I felt quite empowered when I declined a job prior to accepting my 
recruiting role!

Rule 6
Improve your chances of employment.
If you need to brush up on IT skills, hire a tutor to come to your 

home and spend time with you. Put a notice in the local newspaper.
I did, and I found a darling seventeen-year-old John, who was a total 

IT genius!
I never looked back.
Consider how you can up-skill in essential areas for your growth and 

development.
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Rule 7
Read inspirational and personal-development books. Consider tak-

ing a positive-thinking course.
I chose the Silva Mind Method, which teaches how to use the power 

of your mind to consciously create circumstances.

Rule 8
Get professional fi nance advice if things are tough.
If you have a large payout and you are thinking about investing, get 

more than one opinion.
Be very careful about whom you take advice from and where you 

choose to place your money.

Rule 9
Consider fi nding a personal life coach or mentor. Don’t be afraid to 

ask for help. Th is is very important.
It’s a good idea to consult with a reputable astrologer to get a feel for 

what is happening in your life, and to get a glimpse of your future. I did 
that too.

Remember, you are laying the foundations for the new you!

Rule 10
And fi nally, don’t look back!
Don’t dwell on what’s happened to you in the past.
It’s the present and your future that counts. Focus forward.
Today I live and work on the Sunshine Coast, Queensland, 

successfully managing my résumé writing company. I consider it a 
privilege to help my clients fi nd new employment and reach their 
full potential.

I wake every morning to bird songs, sunshine and a wonderful 
husband, Edgar, whom I love dearly. He makes me laugh every day! We 
have a lovely old cattle dog, Saxon, and a crazy cat, Candy. We travel as 
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much as possible, welcome friends into our home, and are part of our 
community.

I have never been so happy!
PS. You may smile, gentle reader, when I tell you that I purchased 

a beautiful Persian carpet to fi t under my heavy glass desk. Nobody is 
going to pull that rug out from under me!

And I still wear my pearls on very special occasions.
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Step Eighteen

Archetype:
The Star

Themes:

Link between Humanity and Spirit,

Relaxation, Tranquillity, Sensitivity,

Bright Prospects, Agility, 

Hope, Peace, Healing,

Navigating for Good,

The Return to Truth,

Wholeness, 

Guidance,

Free
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Th e Star signifi es the peace, tranquillity and healing that follows a major 
life upheaval as the dust settles. Emptiness soon gives way to a feeling of 
wholeness, bright new possibilities and airy openness.

You feel free, agile, and relaxed, as your emotional restoration and 
mental invigoration brings a refreshing inner and outer awareness.

Artistic and creative action can now draw inspiration from a well-
pool of stirred-up unconscious energy, waiting to be crafted through 
avenues of your eff ortless skills and technique.

It’s time for your inner self to benefi t from the pure pleasure of 
experiencing your passion, your sensitivity and the uniqueness of who 
you are. When you can revel in the essence of your individuality with 
strength and easy playfulness, your vivacity glows brightly.

Others notice your sparkle and to search for the secret to the radiance 
you emanate, so that they can reach for the Star within themselves.

When I think of stellar infl uencers, Rachel O’Connor immediately 
springs to mind.

Of the stars in our immediate orbit, one of the brightest lights I’ve 
had the privilege to mentor is Rachel. She shines as a woman, a mother, 
fi tness instructor, coach, mentor, trainer and leader. Her heart is fi rmly 
given to community matters, including Aboriginal health and education. 
Rachel creates her real diff erence as a ministerial advisor in the seat of 
government in Canberra, Australia.

In Chapter 18, “Th e Return to Truth,” Rachel captures the tender-
ness and strength of the warrior she had to become to care for herself, her 
parents and her family in the fi nal days of her mother’s life.

Rachel’s perceptive telling touches a universal chord as she identifi es 
the insights, gifts and legendary, lasting love that brought her family 
close together.

As you read Rachel’s inspirational words, you’ll appreciate how heal-
ing, wholeness and the loving alignment of your mind, body and spirit 
can facilitate your return to truth as the star in your own life.
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Chapter Eighteen

The Return to Truth
Rachel O’Connor

It is Your Time in Life

My mum gave me the greatest gift as she shared her last breaths. It was 
just before sunrise, the day after Mother’s Day, the 14th of May 2012.

I’d sat on that cold seat only two weeks earlier, saying good-bye to my 
father-in-law, Eddy. Eddy, who had called us to the Northern Territory, 
who had said to me so many times, “Rach, your experience here will 
be invaluable.” As I wept silently, the words of his favourite song swept 
through me. “Good night, sweetheart, it’s time to go ...” I cried inside, 
“How could they both be leaving us at this time?”

Carol was her name, a German name meaning “strong” and “wom-
anly.” She had always been that and so much more. I can see her face 
now—smiling, full of life, open and ready for a chat. Mum put up such 
a strong fi ght. “I’m not ready to go,” she’d told me. “I have so much to 
live for.”

How can you shift from loss to love? What does it mean to be happy 
and healthy? Why is it time to reconnect with your passion and purpose 
in life right now?

All of these questions I have asked myself on the rollercoaster ride 
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of my life. Maybe life wasn’t meant to be easy. To know love you need 
to know loneliness. Perhaps to appreciate the fullness and wonder of life 
you need to know what death is. To reignite your spark, it needs to have 
been extinguished.

Wake Up Your Warrior

When a loved one has cancer, it can change your life. Which way you go, 
the choice is yours. When I heard Mum’s news, we had just celebrated 
Jack’s fi rst birthday. Our two families united at our home in the heart 
of Australia in Alice Springs. I had not long returned to work and felt 
pulled in many diff erent directions. I wanted to go home to Mum, yet 
I had my own family to think about now, with a new baby on the way.

When the opportunity came up for us to move to Groote Eylandt, I 
could see that this was the next step I had been waiting for—the space to step 
away from my nine-to-fi ve job, to nurture my family and turn my dream 
into reality. To bring together and share with others the key to health and 
wellbeing by integrating movement, nutrition and mindset, uniting body, 
mind and spirit. Th e next step that would one day lead me back home.

Mum spurred me to live life to the fullest. She encouraged me to feed 
the fi re in my belly. Intuitively I knew that this was an essential piece in 
the jigsaw of our life that would ultimately carry us back to Canberra.

Dutch for “Big Island,” Groote Eylandt is nestled in the Gulf of 
Carpentaria, surrounded by croc-infested waters and some of the best 
fi shing in Australia. It is a beautiful community that I gave so much to 
and has given me so much in return.

I was preparing to share and energise my Active Symmetry Fitness 
group when I heard my phone ring and saw my sister Ali’s name fl ash 
across the screen. My heart skipped a beat. “Rach, the cancer’s back ... 
it’s time.”

I breathed out without hesitation, “I will be there.” It was time to say 
yes, and then work out the how.
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As the rain poured down, I let my fears be washed away. Th ere would 
be no exercising on the oval tonight; it was straight to school and the 
shelter to keep us dry. Fifteen women pounding the pavement as we ran 
up and down the stairs, boxing gloves on, warming up for the fi ght of my 
mum’s life. As I brought the session to a close, I broke my news.

“I will be leaving tomorrow to be with my mum. I don’t know when 
I will return.” As the tears streamed down my cheeks, they gathered 
around me—Deb, Patty, Tracey and so many more.

With gratitude for their care, understanding and wishes for our 
wellbeing, we embarked on our long journey with our beautiful 
children—Jack at three, and Zoe at one—unsure of what this trip was 
to hold for us all.

Th ree fl ights and thousands of kilometres later, I had arrived at 
Mum’s side.

As our eyes met, I could see it was time to step up and be the daughter 
Mum needed me to be. United, we held each other high—my brother 
James, Ali and Dad, putting our own lives on hold to be there for Mum. 
We each had our roles to play.

My role was clear, to be Mum’s warrior. To speak up when she was 
spent. To ensure she was given every chance to live. Until the very last 
operation, when she was ready to let go. Mum demonstrated such 
strength right to the end. “Give the blood to someone who can use it.”

Embrace the Nurturer within You

I cherished every moment of those minutes, hours and days with Mum. 
Massaging her hands, her skin so soft and smooth beneath my fi ngers, 
the wrinkles had gone. A newfound level of tenderness had swept over 
her as the smell of lavender fi lled the room.

I wanted to drink in every sensation, to remember her smile, the 
sound of her voice. To hold this time with her in my heart forever.

“Rach, I can’t believe I am here for another sunrise.” Mum opened 
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her eyes in disbelief that she had made it another day. It was Mother’s 
Day, 2012.

Mum sat so brightly, sharing such precious moments with the blessed 
friends and family who visited on this day.

As my dad got up, I broke down. “I can’t do this alone!” So he turned 
around, ready to stay.

“Judith ...” At around nine that evening, Mum called out her sister’s 
name. “Judith, are you there?”

Sisters, who’d grown up together, surrounded by their loving family 
in the streets of Cooperoo in Brisbane, separated in later years by dis-
tance alone.

Judith had stayed close to Nanna and Poppa and raised her own 
family in Brisbane. A loving mother, a soft and gentle nurturer through 
and through. Mum, on the other hand, chose a life of adventure as she 
embarked on her career and made the big move to Canberra.

My Aunty Judith’s home had always been a place we loved to go. 
Th e sweet smell of cooking pikelets, a tradition from Nanna that she had 
lovingly continued.

We had laid her to rest only months earlier. I could feel her presence, 
showering us with her love and support.

Judith’s strength and softness were with us, as I sounded the alarm, 
no longer able to withstand Mum’s struggles for breath. I was still fi ght-
ing the fi ght. It seemed such a contradiction as I heard the shrill ringing 
in my ears; we all knew Mum was dying.

Th is time I was fi ghting for Mum to pass in peace. Th e nurses did 
what they could, but we knew her time was near.

“How can I help her? What can I do? When will her breathing just 
stop?” As these questions fl oated through my mind, I heard my dear 
friend Kaz’s words: “What you need is within you. Her hearing will be 
the last to go.”
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I held Mum’s hand and I sang deep from my heart as the tears rolled 
down my cheeks. “Here I am, Lord, it is I, Lord. I have heard you calling 
in the night. I will go, Lord, if you lead me, I will hold your people in my 
heart ...” It was the song that Mum had sung only months earlier at Judith’s 
funeral. I held her hand and whispered into her ear, “Go into the light.”

Her chest rose one last time.
“Your mum’s gone.” Th e words were spoken with compassion, yet I 

already knew Mum would never be gone; she would live on in our hearts 
forever.

We returned her hospital room to what it had once been, empty and 
bare. We were ready to go.

As we made our journey home, I felt I had been reborn. It was as 
though my own fi re started to roar through Mum’s passing!

Mum’s greatest legacy, her gift to us all, was the re-birth of our 
family—the torch we hold high.

Reignite and Refl ect

By facing my greatest fear, I have learnt that the warrior and nurturer is 
within me. To reignite your spark, to be ready to overcome your greatest 
challenge, you need to prepare. You must learn how to ignite your passion, 
to nurture your body and mind and to sustain your strength and stamina.

As I move forward today, I am reminded that there is a time in life 
for everything.

A time to laugh, a time to cry.
A time to live and a time to die.

A time to end and a time to begin.
A time to prepare and a time to propel.

A time to remember and a time to forget.
A time for support and a time to be strong.
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Creating change in your life starts with one simple word—yes!
It’s time to say “yes” to you.
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Step Nineteen

Archetype: 
The Moon

Themes:

Moon Refl ects Inner Light of the Sun,

Dreams, Fears, Hallucinations,

Inner Ecstasy, Hopes, Ideals,

Intuition, Lunacy, Visioning,

Myths, Images, Solitary,

Tranquillity,

Calm
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Th e teachings of the Moon tend to be solitary, personal and private. You 
and you alone can reach the dreamy spaces in your unconscious mind 
and instigate the intuitive inner dance that will lead you through the 
labyrinth of your fears, ideals and hopes.

You might even sense the submerged terrors whose illusive nature 
add to the alarm they raise. Th at’s how they retain control of the murky 
moonlit swamps in the caverns of your mind. Yet, the alluring Moon 
invites you onward with shimmering refl ections to calm, to forgive, to 
add stillness and to bring peace.

As the Moon, you are increasingly intuitive, sensitive, fertile and psy-
chic. Your imagination will enrich your life, and your heightened instincts 
will serve—or complicate—your relationships and your business dealings.

In the same way as the moon refl ects the light of the sun, the imagi-
nation can be seen to distort and fi lter consciousness as it brings symbols, 
myths and metaphors from the inner experience and understanding to 
outer expression.

Th e Latin word for moon, “Luna,” is the root of “lunacy.” When the 
moon is full, heightened emotions are seen to be the cause of increased 
crime, suicides and extreme behaviours.

Th e outlandish, bizarre, primitive and mysterious parts of yourself 
must be explored so that you know your complex edges. Th is subtle 
awareness is the domain of the Moon.

Rather than lending yourself overly to her lunacy, let the calm of the 
Moon soothe you. You might need to withdraw, refl ect and give yourself 
room for introspection so that your fears, with the Moon’s merciful infl u-
ence, can become awesome springboards to your awakening.

If you’ve already read Chapter 15, “Blackfella Creek and the Cockatoo 
Tree,” then you’ll have already met the beautiful, talented, creative Xanthe 
Coward, who is the author of Chapter 19, “Darkness Becomes Light.”

Whist our precious daughters, Mira and Poppy, attended the same 
pre-school, it took six years for me to arrive at sunny intention to 
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connect with her more deeply, to fi nd it’s Moon-time moment to enable 
a mother-to-mother conversation to take place.

From my perspective, it’s absolutely perfect that Xanthe’s ethereal, 
wise voice in this collaborative anthology and her zone on the Luminaries 
Archetypal journey is the Moon.

Xanthe’s story will give you insights into what it is to be an uncon-
ventional parent who has learned to follow her woman wisdom. She’ll 
show you how to embrace imagination, fears and illusions with honesty. 
You’re welcome to refl ect joyfully on Xanthe’s celebration of her ancient 
connection with her little girl.

Above all, join together with us in supporting her well-worded hopes 
and dreams for the courageous, spirited evolution of the extraordinary 
children in our world.
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Darkness Becomes Light
Xanthe Coward

“Th e knowledge of the heart is in no book and not to be found in the 
mouth of any teacher, but grows out of you like the green seed from the 

dark earth.”
– Carl Jung, Th e Red Book

Moonlight is deceptive, don’t you think? We think our dreams are within 
reach, just there beyond the fear, but the illusion of fear is greater than 
the possibility of ever reaching the reality of what we want. What do you 
want? What do I want?

When people ask me, “How are you?” I tell them, “good!” and 
“great!” and “I’m fi ne.” Imagine what would happen if I told them how 
I’m really feeling. “I’m struggling, actually; thanks for asking.” Or, “I’m 
really tired and fl at and unmotivated.” Or ,“I’m not sure I’m being the 
best parent or partner I can be.” Or, “I need some time out just to think. 
Or not.” Or, “Stop the world! I want to get off .”

I’ve created it, this crazy, busy one-woman carousel. I set it in motion 
a long time ago, and I pride myself on staying on that white horse. Not 
lonely, alone.

People are amazed. “I don’t know how you do it,” they say. “I don’t 
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know how you keep going. You never stop!” No. I never stop. But lately 
I’ve been thinking about it.

When I thought about stopping once before, the thought didn’t last 
for long because there was somewhere to be, someone to see ... It was 
yoga or meditation because, you see, I am trying.

Suddenly, it’s a new moon and I’m setting new intentions again. 
Only, they’re not new; they’re the same intentions. Slow down, stop and 
stay grounded, be present, be kind, be open, connect ...

What wasn’t accomplished in a previous lifetime becomes the prior-
ity in the next. Meditate. See. Set the intention. Take action.

It can’t be about just responding, can it? It has to be about taking 
action and connecting with dreams and people along the way; following 
through on our intentions ...

Th e Universe has been whispering for a while now, and every so 
often, without stopping what I’m doing, I listen and I hear, “Open up. 
Open the heart. Let them in. Connect.” I’ve always thought there isn’t 
time to connect with everyone, and there isn’t room in my heart for 
them. My heart is cluttered, like my house. I know I need to de-clutter, 
discard, and leave only what sparks joy. Do I clear my heart the same 
way? Once I’ve kept only the people who spark joy, will I be open and 
fi nally—fi nally—able to connect with them?

Behind my good intentions (or buried somewhere beneath them) 
are my wishes, which I once asked of a fi sh before I threw it back into 
the sea. You never know. I believe wishes are our oldest desires, even 
stemming from another life. If they’d been realised, we wouldn’t wish for 
them again. Instead, we’d have the knowledge that the things we wished 
for were already true in this life. And I don’t mean masses of gold and 
jewels and the key to the kingdom. My wishes are simple. I just want to 
be a good parent, a good partner and a good friend. I want to travel, I 
want to write, I want to connect with people without an agenda, just for 
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fun, and to fi nd our common interests, you know?
In my dreamy, illusionary state (or is it delusionary?), usually at three 

o’clock in the morning, I am all of the things I desire to be: a good 
parent, a good partner and a good friend to everyone in the world! But 
moonlight is deceptive. I have vampire visions that can’t survive the light 
of day. Th e sunlight will kill them, so I let them stay, fl itting about the 
shadows, safe, undisturbed, and yet I feel intuitively that I’m right. I’m a 
good parent, a good partner, and a good friend. Aren’t I?

I knew my daughter, my best friend, before she was born. I saw 
her, with long fi ne blonde hair streaming behind her, tall and slender 
and almost a woman, smiling and laughing as she ran up the beach 
towards me. In my heart I knew she was my only child in this lifetime, 
and I named her Poppy Eponine. I wrote down the name and told my 
husband, Sam, we would meet Poppy soon.

She would not come to us, however, until she was ready, seven years 
later, at 6:50 p.m. on Wednesday, May 24, 2006, just as the moon was 
entering Gemini and the fi rst State of Origin game for the season was 
about to start. I don’t remember seeing any of the football. I watched the 
rise and fall of her tiny chest and gazed at her perfect face all night. She is 
my everything, and we have a connection that I never needed to wish for.

I remember a conversation with Sam about what all the other 
mothers were doing with their babies at night. During the pregnancy, 
he’d told me, fi nally, after listening to hours of my out-loud comparative 
studies, “Put the books down. You’re the mama. Do what you know is 
right.” And that’s how Poppy came to be in our room at night, in our 
bed, sleeping between us.

Co-sleeping with the child means coexisting with the partner. A rift 
forms between you, and if you wait until the moonlight to look for it, 
you’ll fi nd the gap in the folds of the fresh white linen ... only there’s 
a child there, sleeping peacefully in it, and all of a sudden you forget 
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what you were looking for. It doesn’t matter. Nothing else matters. It’s 
impossible to speak unkindly across the space, fi lled with warmth and 
tenderness and pure love, so nothing is said and the arrangement stands.

I’ve never known how to close that gap, and I’ve never wanted to lose 
the connection with my child—the warmth, the tenderness, the pure love. 
So despite some tricky times, when one of us goes through a phase of not 
getting enough restorative sleep, or when one of us craves the intimate 
touch of the other adult in the room, the arrangement still stands.

We work everything else out around it. It’s one of the best parenting 
decisions Sam and I have ever made.

Th ere’s a great divide between ordinary days and the desire to make 
them extraordinary. It’s a silence, like

waking beneath the moonlight at three in the morning. I want to 
spend more time there, in that silent place, not lonely, alone ...

Th ere’s a deep fear of the dreams coming true. I’m afraid of that 
brighter light. Give me the gentle moonlight and my dreams, and if they 
must come true, let my intuition tell me I was right to take action, seek 
connection, reach higher and create a new reality.

What’s your reality? What do you fear? What if you chose to become 
brighter than the fear and make your dreams come true?

What if ... ?
When I work with actors to develop a role, I always ask, “What if?” 

What if I were that person, in that situation, with that opportunity, with 
that level of success? What if those dreams were my dreams? What if? 
What then? What next?

And then we must ask, how can the real thing be as good as the 
feeling we get when we imagine it’s real? Actors are practised in making 
their dreams reality.

What if, as actors do, we started creating the reality we desire? I 
know, instinctively, it’s time to do that. It’s time to stop, listen to the 
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silence, refl ect, un-think. Take one step at a time. It’s time to focus and 
face the fear—it’s an illusion, after all, a trick of the moonlight—and 
recognise what I knew all along.

With the new moon, I remember my ancient wishes. I understand 
that my wishes are not for me. My wishes, my oldest desires, are for the 
world. My hopes and dreams and fears are for my daughter, and for 
every child here.

I wish that my child—our children—may have the insight, the 
instinct, the consciousness and the confi dence to go after whatever it is 
they want without fear in a way that has taken me almost four decades 
to discover.

At the age of nine, Poppy’s awareness is greater than mine ever was. 
Her knowledge is deeper, and she trusts her intuition implicitly because 
we have let her know that she can.

Guided by her own bright inner light, my daughter’s moonlit dreams 
are well within her reach, as are mine.
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Step Twenty

Archetype:
The Sun

Themes:

The Light of Your Unconscious in Your Life,

Spring, Vital Energy Generated from Earth,

Fortunate Union, Opportune Marriage,

Lucky Connection, Contentment,

Material Happiness, Prosperity, 

Warmth, Energetic, Activity,

Vitality, Lucidity, Wisdom,

New Hope, Openness,

Joy, Collaboration, 

Inspiring Others,

Fresh Growth
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Your exploration with the Moon was an internal journey where you might 
have had little control over the rising thoughts, images and symbols that 
marked your refl ective passage. Th e Sun trumpets your arrival in an 
energetic, vibrant place, where you can actively share your views, visions 
and wisdom outside of yourself. Your inner and outer self are united by 
the Sun, as your world now brims with light.

As sunshine replaces the contortions that darkness can catalyse, your 
life becomes clear, straightforward, happy and physical.

In springtime, the life-giving sun wakens the cold, sleeping earth to 
breathe life force into shoots, buds and the fresh green signs of a new 
season. And so the brilliance of the Sun initiates and inspires growth for 
your evolvement, supporting you towards your enlightenment.

Enlightenment has identical traits across all of the diff erent cultures, 
religions, mythologies, disciplines and psychological theories. Enlight-
enment is a sensate experience rather than a concept, thought or idea.

Th ese characteristics are present in the experience of Dr Mikao 
Usui,28 who after twenty-one days of fasting up Mount Koriyama in 
Japan, experienced being struck by a bolt of lightning, followed by 
visions of sacred symbols in rainbow colours. Th en his body fi lled with 
vital life force. Th e energy he received made him feel alive and plugged 
him into a source of universal healing we know today as Reiki.

Th e experience of being touched by light, seeing colours, feeling alive 
and fi lled with boundless joy provides a strong basis for knowing more 
widely, diff erently and, forever after, experiencing the whole of existence 
in new ways.

You’ll recognize the core experience common to people who have 
known the Sun fi rst-hand by virtue of their golden appreciation that all 
things, people, birds, fi sh, animals, trees, plants, rocks, water, the air, the 
earth. Th ey are alive and share light in common as the divine energy.

28  Dr Mikao Usui (1865–1926) was the founder of Reiki, the Usui System in the Art of Natural Healing. In 1986, 
I completed my training and initiation as a Reiki master. My lineage directly descends from Dr Usui.
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Th e Sun, for you, might be a fl urry of freedom, a keen cutting loose, a 
celebratory dash to your emancipation from the constriction of ordinary 
consciousness, as you revel in the boundless, yet unifying, expansiveness 
of joyful liberation.

As you access super-consciousness, you feel and know you are con-
tributing part of the whole.

Your bright radiance openly includes and infl uences others to grow 
in your warmth.

You’ve already been introduced to the amazing Alice Haemmerle, 
who brings to you Chapter 20, “Th e Dreams You’re Made Of.” Alice 
made an appearance in Chapter 8, “Live it as You Want It”.

Alice has the voice of an angel and a personality of light to match. 
She is a deeply loved friend, outstanding teacher and a colleague I respect 
immensely.

Widely known and loved for her exceptional, life-changing 
trainings—and her warmth—Alice’s story shows how the radiant 
infl uence of the Sun starts at home. You’ll meet her inspirational daughter, 
Rhianna, who sublimely demonstrates and gives back its bright lessons, 
having been nurtured by Alice’s beaming way of the Sun.

Alice will touch you with a message only for you in the way that she 
makes all of her conversations personal. And that’s why Alice is the Sun.

Alice has her place as the Sun because of her vibrant, infl uential and 
important work in the world. She contributes to raising education and 
collaborative, conscious leadership to serve the new whole that is being 
imagined—and manifested—by visionaries, futurists and trailblazers.
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Chapter Twenty

The Dreams You’re Made Of
Alice Haemmerle

 “Everyone has ideas. Everyone has messages. But none of that matters 
unless we come together. None of that matters unless we start to sing a song 

together in harmony.”

– Alice Haemmerle
Rhianna is perfect pitch.

“It’s never been done before,” they told her.
 “Watch me! Th at doesn’t mean anything,” Rhianna tells it as it is.
At eighteen, she’s been exposed to a lot. She’s honest, self-suffi  cient 

and she has an opinion. She’s not afraid. Rhianna is in tune with 
her world.

She’s really quite beautiful.
Our daughter has thick, long golden hair. She sports rosy cheeks, 

clear skin, bright eyes and a captivating smile. She loves playing Sudoku. 
Rhianna is good with math and sciences, writing and philosophy.

Rhianna has always been my refl ection. We’re always in harmony 
together.

Is this what life is really all about? Is this all there is? I wondered bleakly.
I couldn’t be bothered.
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I couldn’t be bothered to do anything extra. I couldn’t be bothered 
to take care of anything beyond just getting up, doing the minimum 
and going to bed. I was not doing more than I needed to do to survive. 
Maybe I was walking, but I wasn’t putting more energy into the exercise. 
Maybe I was cooking, but I wasn’t cooking anything new.

I was adding nothing into my life. Nothing was interesting to me. I 
was in pure sameness.

My family hadn’t seen me this way before.
Rhianna’s big blue eyes started to lose their shine, their light. She had 

become confused and was crying a lot.
“I’m really worried, Mom, are you okay?”
Rhianna’s concern jolted me out of my funk toward a fork-in-the-

road moment.
I could see Rhianna. I knew I was having a negative impact. I was 

aff ecting Th omas, my husband, and others around me.
When you disempower yourself, you disempower everyone around 

you. I knew that ...
I vividly remember the moment when everything changed.
I was in the city, on my own. It was awful weather. I walked into the 

David Jones department store to buy Christmas presents. I could hear a 
pianist playing “Gymnopédie” by Erik Satie on the grand piano.

I sat down in a chair and listened. I didn’t move.
He played the whole piece, and my tears fell. I was grateful.
Th ere I was, in David Jones, just being present to that song.
I laughed, I remembered and everything changed.
I shared my insight with Th omas and I shared it with Rhianna. “I’ve 

stopped singing and playing music! I’ve put that on the shelf. In putting 
my singing to the side to become a trainer, even though I had people 
singing in the room, it’s not the same thing. I have shut down my voice!”

 “What can I do? How can I move forward?”
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I got out a piece of paper. I found a notebook. I had started writing 
every morning, because I began to put my feelings and my thoughts into 
words.

If I wasn’t going to get my act together, what was I teaching Rhianna? 
I would have let her down. I would have let myself down. Th e positive 
messages of pursuing your dreams and your passion that I’d taught her 
throughout the years would have collapsed.

“We have an opportunity to hit the restart button!” Th omas 
encouraged.

We could shake the Etch-A-Sketch and start a new picture. We had 
a chance to clear the screen and press restart.

If she can do it, I can do it!
Rhianna became my model of what is possible by commitment, 

determination and absolute immersion into her dance.
Aged sixteen, Rhianna had never really danced before. We’d been to 

Paris for the holidays and when we returned she went to a ballet class 
with a girlfriend for fun.

“I love ballet, Mom. I want to do more classes.”
And so she did. She started doing ballet classes after school.
“I love ballet. I love it so much!” She became crazy about it.
She learned all the ballet terms within weeks. She watched ballet 

videos. Rhianna dreamed of ballet. When she got her fi rst pointe shoes, 
she cried. Her teachers hadn’t seen a student like her, because she was so 
committed and focused.

“Mom, I want to do full-time ballet.”
I resisted. “No, you’re a straight-A student. You’re going to fi nish 

school. You’re about to go into Year Twelve. You’re almost fi nished.”
“Your feet aren’t good for ballet,” they informed her.
Is a teacher’s responsibility to reinforce what is, or to encourage what 

might be?
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By the end of Year Eleven, she had gotten into full-time ballet school 
and did her fi nal year through distance education. Rhianna maintained 
her straight-A grade average, graduating at the end of November, in the 
same time frame as all of the Year Twelves, with full-time ballet.

And now Rhianna’s a dancer.
Never underestimate the power of a dream combined with deter-

mination to achieve an outcome. Your dream, your passion, your 
determination will take you where you want to go.

My children were growing up, I could feel time ticking, so I asked 
myself:

What is my dream?
Where do I want to go?
Who do I want to collaborate with?
As I wrote and sang and shared many meaningful conversations, 

what became clear to me was that my entire mission was an education 
evolution. I was a teacher.

In music school, my teacher said, “A person comes to you with their 
dream. Your goal is to believe in the dream. Your responsibility, your job 
as the teacher, is to do everything to ensure that their dream can happen 
for them. Never underestimate the power of someone’s dream.”

I believe each of us is a teacher. We were born to be teachers.
If we’re not teaching people how to learn and how to engage creativity 

then we’ve really failed human potential, because learning ignites creativity.
Th e strength of Rhianna’s triumph is not just about the examples I 

set for her, or the infl uence of other teachers, but it’s also about the way 
she took responsibility for her learning and found ways to be creative in 
how she could be a dancer.

Even more than that, Rhianna’s story demonstrates the accelerated 
educational impact of her openness to collective creative input from 
many sources.
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I spoke often to Rhianna of how true creativity and artistic movements 
evolved through history, when a group of scientists, artists, writers, musi-
cians and performers got together from many places. Fresh conversation 
would fi re up, new art forms emerged and new sciences were created.

Th e more we meet, converse and collaborate, the more we can inno-
vate and carve fresh trails.

Would you like to be part of a community that is awake where each 
person hears and listens to their voice? Th ey hear their song, their mes-
sage clearly. Together we can unite in harmony and become trailblazers, 
awakened into human consciousness and potential.

Holding our visions of what is possible and join together to actively 
benefi t the environment, the animals, the planet, future generations.

I see it so clearly now: Th e ultimate shift is in education changes.

Shine like the Stars You are Made Of ...

When you don’t fulfi l your dreams, your lights go out. Your life force 
fades. Your stars don’t shine. You are surrounded by coldness. What 
happens then is that people around you don’t believe in what’s possible.

You must keep your light strong. Th e sun provides our energy and 
brings life form. Your life form is fed by your dreams. We are here to do 
our light work, our creative work.

I got scared when I thought my light was going out.
I realised I had been giving voice to someone else’s words, and they 

were becoming mine. But it wasn’t my message nor my song.
“Th is is not your mission. Th is is not why you’re here,” my intuition 

whispered.
When I began to hear my voice again, and listened to it, that made 

all the diff erence.
Th e great thing was, my light had been shared with so many that I 

had hundreds of people making sure my light stayed bright. Six hundred 
people sent me light and love on one evening alone.
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It was as if the stars were shining, saying, “We’re all here!”
We must connect with warmth and with gratitude. We’re not meant 

to do this journey of transformation alone.
We’re all part of the source.
Be the source of your inspiration.
Rhianna stuck this message in my offi  ce the other day:
“Mom, have a great day. You shine like the stars you’re made of.”
Remember, you are here to shine! And in doing so, we allow others 

to do the same.



239

Step Twenty-One

Archetype: 
Judgment

Themes:

Following the Inner Call to Make a Big Change,

Coming to Terms with Past Experience,

Meeting of Opposites, Morality,

Gratitude and Spiritual Light,

Change of Position or State,

Decision, Outcome,

Inner Motivation,

Just Rewards, 

Renewal
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Th e song of Judgment, when you arrive at Step Twenty-One of your 
journey towards radiant consciousness, is to follow the call inside you so 
that you can be, do or inspire something diff erent.

Th e change that results from your active movement, motivated by 
your instinct, can be something small and instant that aff ects your life in 
a direct yet commonplace way, or it can instigate a major shift in the way 
you—or others—view life.

Judgment is taking special note of your inner call. Recognise the 
truth when your instinct rings out. Follow the messages emblazoned in 
neon signs on your unconscious mind.

Th at’s what I’ve taught Mira.
Th is is how she lives.
I was in the process of writing chapters, editing the contributions of 

authors, and considering whom of my heart-circle could off er congruent, 
thoroughly readable and valuable chapters for Luminaries on the Loose,  
when Mira asked excitedly:

“Mama, can I submit a chapter, too?”
Whilst I’d been conducting chapter conversations with contributors 

via Skype from our library, which is situated directly opposite Mira’s 
bedroom, she had been listening in, fi gured out what was required and 
began formulating her own contribution.

“I know you have very high standards, Mama, and the stories have to 
be relevant and interesting to our readers about the Archetypal themes. 
Can I do it, Mama? Can I? Please?”

One Th ursday evening, after her spelling and mathematics home-
work was complete, and her piano and violin practice done, Mira came 
into my offi  ce. Without being asked, she set up the white board, took 
out the thick coloured markers and said to me in a decisive, matter-of-
fact voice:

“I’m ready to work on my chapter now .”
Two hours fl ew by as we unpacked concepts and themes that related 
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to her Archetype of choice: Judgment. I was astounded by the stories 
from her life she had already considered. I was in awe of the eloquence, 
insight and wisdom of the author before me, blue marker brandished 
high, pink-cheeked with the excitement of creativity.

Th ere she was, twinkling with invention and vibrating with imagi-
nation, standing on the arm of my white leather chair (when she knew 
that was forbidden). Mira Moonbeam, slight in years and staggering in 
stature, as she soared on the wings of her genuine love of metaphors, 
words and fun, fantastic or furtive ways of expressing universal truths 
that animate practical solutions.

And then it was bedtime.
Could this person be only nine years old?
“I’m ready for you to sing to me, Mama.”
As I sang the song I made up for her whilst I was still carrying her 

in my womb, and have sung to her every single night of her life with the 
exception of only three evenings,29 I looked at her long lashes resting 
against the soft skin of her cheeks, and I knew that, of course, she was 
nine. But she was timeless, also.

I kissed her silky curls, grateful to be her mother-guide, and wondered 
whether she would want to carry through and complete her chapter. 
Mira knew I had fi rm deadlines.

As I closed her bedroom door behind me, I decided that if she 
wanted to complete her chapter, it was up to Mira to make the time and 
eff ort to do so.

Mira mentioned her chapter often over the following two weeks. She 
wrote stories and ideas based on the themes we’d discussed in her jour-
nal, and she referred happily, eagerly, even hungrily to the large sheets of 
paper on which she’d made notes in my offi  ce during what she referred 
to as “Our Chapter Chat.”

29  When Mira was away at school camp, we couldn’t connect by phone, so Mira sang her song to herself.



Step Twenty-One

242

One fortuitous Friday, the rain came down so torrentially that we could 
not cross Blackfella Creek to leave our property and get Mira to school.

I’d come down with a dose of the fl u and put my back out sneezing, 
and the weather seemed to conspire with me to take a very rare day in bed.

“Today’s the day!”
Th e statement seemed to come from a moving whiteboard that was 

tottering its way towards the foot of our king-sized bed. Even Missy, our 
loving Kelpie, who had ensconced herself by my side, raised her ear out 
of concern, as the whiteboard loomed a little too close for comfort and 
then swayed towards the rain-spattered window.

Mira raced from the room only to return with everything a writer 
could dream of. My Mac Book Air, paper, coloured pens, my Luminar-
ies on the Loose folder containing relevant notes, her journal and a glass 
of water for each of us.

She proceeded to stick the large Post-It notes she’d written up on 
any willing wall, window or surface in such a way that, from the bed, 
everything was visible.

With her warm-up done, I watched as she went into the zone that 
Mihaly Csikszentmihalyi terms “fl ow.”30

“You type, I’ll talk.”
I had my orders.
Mira moved. She stretched, swayed, swung and sang. She 

belly-laughed, cried tears of compassion, and “whooped” her delight as 
she threw her fi st in the air when she found the phrase she wanted.

And I typed.
I didn’t utter a syllable.
She sank into spells of thoughtful silence and then lit up again, like 

a fi rework display, taking pauses to set up the next spectacular blaze of 
colour and form.

30  In his fascinating book, Finding Flow: Th e Psychology of Engagement with Everyday Life (1998), Mihaly 
Csikszentmihalyi writes that people fi nd genuine satisfaction during a state of consciousness called “fl ow.” 
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Every now and again she looked at me, with eyes unseeing. “Did 
you get that?” And without waiting for a response, she was off  again 
like a fl are to light the otherwise gloomy bedroom with her vivacious, 
unfettered artistry.

On the way, the only minor divergences were a much-needed lunch 
break to nourish her hard-working physical body, and time to fi gure out 
appropriate names for the characters in her stories, as she well under-
stood that the actual identities of the people she referred to have to be 
protected.

Seven hours later, Mira lunged for the laptop. “I think I’ll write my 
bio now.”

Adults struggle with writing their biographies. I run a well-resourced 
course on how to help authors, coaches and other professionals craft 
their compelling bios. And here was Mira, having composed her chapter 
all day, confi dent as a seasoned prime minister, knocking out her “bio.”

And she did. For someone with nine years to cover accurately, she 
did an excellent job of it.

Bio in the bag, Mira was ready to read me her chapter with her 
biography to add to its fi nish.

“Look with a Heart of Love,” which is the title Mira came up with 
after her expressive chapter reading, required only small punctuation 
edits when it reached Marlene for editing.

You’ll see when you read Chapter 21, “Look with a Heart of Love,” 
that Mira is a born storyteller, and so much more. Mira’s chapter opens 
with her incisive awareness that Hugo, a young boy hurt, damaged and 
disadvantaged by his mother’s misdirected anger, would be a wonderful 
recipient of Luminaries On Th e Loose because of the help available 
from the varied voices in its pages. She artfully concludes with three tips 
she wrote for Hugo that Mira wants to give you, too.

Far be it for me to reveal any of the riveting read between Mira’s 
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caring beginning and her enlightened end. Discover for yourself and 
savour the exceptional consciousness, creativity and compassion of Mira 
Love’s story.
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Chapter Twenty-One

Look with a Heart of Love
Mira Love

If I could give Hugo anything, it would be Luminaries On Th e Loose
Hugo’s mother gave him a hard time.
Sometimes, Hugo took his hurt feelings out on the other children in 

our class. He would call Bella, Paul and Rose “meany,” “liar,” “silly” and 
“stupid.” He hit, pinched and punched them and many others.

It would seem that the back of the line was his headquarters. He 
would hang out at the end of the row, bullying Tiny Molly for being 
so small, and taunting Big Norm about his tummy, thinking that Mrs 
Clements wouldn’t spot him.

Hugo would be naughty and disturb the class by talking about things 
that didn’t go with the subject we were learning about.

 “I got a new pet yesterday. He’s a dog,” Hugo whispered loudly 
to Jenny, who sat next to him and desperately tried to ignore Hugo’s 
boastful statements—and his pokes and prods.

We didn’t get to choose whom we could sit next to at that age. We 
were placed at tables. We all knew that mums complained about Hugo 
sitting next to their kids.

Early one autumn morning, I was feeling proud as a peacock when 
my mum walked me to school. I was wearing my maroon blazer. I 
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noticed that Hugo was just wearing a school T-shirt. It looked worn. 
And so did he.

My mum and I were swinging our hands happily and singing. Just 
ahead of us, Hugo’s mum wasn’t singing; she was shouting. Loud, angry 
words were forming in her mouth and coming out like lightning and 
thunder. Th ey were directed at Hugo.

Hugo looked defeated. His shoulders slumped, as if he was used to it.
She shrieked, “You listen to me!”
“I am listening,” Hugo replied quietly. I imagined that he was fi ery 

on the inside, that he wanted to shout at her and tell her to stop.
Hugo stumbled through the metal-framed gate, propelled by his 

mother’s sharp shove. She strutted away as fast as she could on her sur-
prisingly expensive-looking black high heels.

Once Hugo regained his balance, he launched his right elbow hard 
into Big Norm’s many chins.

Big Norm staggered backwards and burst into tears.
Mrs Clements came running to the scene. She quickly grabbed 

Hugo’s arm and pulled him from Norm, concerned that he’d land his 
second right hook for the day.

“Hugo! Apologise to Norman. Now! Th at’s no way to treat your 
friend!” She glanced at Big Norm. “Hugo! Do you want to start your 
day in the time-out corner?”

Norm was okay. He was with my gentle mum, who was giving him 
Reiki and talking to him in soothing tones.

I took my chance. It was Hugo I was fending for.
“Mrs Clements,” my voice was calm and level, “the map is not the 

territory.”
Our teacher looked confused for a moment. “Good morning, Mira. 

What do you mean?”
“Th e map is not the territory,” I repeated. Clearly by the look on 
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her face, she hadn’t listened to the NLP CDs my mum had recorded. 
Teachers could be so dim when it came to metaphors.

“Hugo is sad and angry because his mum is mean to him, because 
she is unhappy. When he acts out, he wants to get rid of all her sadness 
that she blows onto him. Her troubles become his roughness.”

My intuition guided me to look at Hugo with a heart of love ...
In Th e Deathly Hallows, by JK Rowling, Harry Potter is having a 

conversation with Professor Dumbledore, who says words to the eff ect, 
“Th e reason why Lord Voldemort doesn’t succeed is because he doesn’t 
have love.”

If you look with a heart of love, you will become happy, honest, 
grateful and selfl ess so that you achieve your best intentions.

You might be wondering how to expand your heart of love.
I inherited my heart of love from my beautiful, wonderful, loving 

mama. She taught me how to use my heart of love even before I was born 
by talking to me with respect always, and by sharing her true feelings 
with me in a way that makes me know that I am loved forever.

Th is has helped me to understand diff erent people with the same 
love, and how to look at life in a connected way.

Special note to you, reader: If you’re giving something away, make 
sure it’s not something special to you that you don’t really want to give 
up; otherwise, you are not looking with a heart of love to yourself. Th at’s 
the most important tip about having a healthy heart of love.

Th e three stems that hold up your fl owering heart of love are trust in 
yourself, trust in your belief and faith, and trust your intuition.

Always follow your instincts; otherwise, it could lead to a very serious 
circumstance.

One day, with cheeks fl ushed in embarrassment, I said, “Dad, I did 
a very silly thing.”

He gave me a questioning look.
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“Do you have the key to the downstairs room?” I asked.
“Why?”
“I was playing a game with my handmade lock-pick. I told myself I 

wouldn’t lock the door from the inside, but I accidentally locked it and 
now I can’t get in!”

Dad threw me one of his warning looks. “I’ll check.”
He continued with his work for some time before he came downstairs
Dad didn’t need to
I’d gone around the side of the house and checked the window leading 

into the room. Th e window was locked from the inside. I couldn’t get in!
I was even more worried now
I kept trying to fi nd a solution.
Luckily, I found a window into the laundry and tried to climb in, 

but I wasn’t strong enough to pull myself up.
I was too small in height and I wasn’t strong enough.
I had a chair that I was playing with for my lock-pick game! Th at 

would give me some height! I told myself.
My brain was whizzing. I paced the tiles that led from the lower 

section of our home to the wooden steps that led upstairs to the main 
house. I asked myself, “Should I do this?”

My intuition told me that I should!
I set the chair beneath the window. It was unstable, but I could 

balance. I climbed through the window
On the other side, just beneath the sill, was the dryer. Next to it 

stood a narrow table. I knew the dryer wouldn’t support my weight. I 
would fall through the top of the dryer into the hollow space beneath

I stepped onto the table and quickly jumped to the fl oor.
I was in!
Th e laundry door was open. I walked through and unlocked the 

door. I felt so relieved I could have danced for joy.
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I raced upstairs to tell dad: “I did it!”

Build your trust in your instincts
by practising in the garden of your intuitive mind.

Feel your intuition— you can recognise it as something to take note 
of. Act on it.

If you feel the inner nudge and you don’t know what to do:

• Wait on it and see what happens;

• Look through the eyes of love to fi nd your heart of love;

• Close your eyes, look deep inside, and fi nd your treasure box. 
Open it. Find the message that is waiting for you.

At the close of last year, we chose our sporting preferences for 2015. I 
really wanted to play netball. Th e selections came about and I tried out.

Giselle came up to me. “I got in! I got in for netball!”
“What? Th e teams are up? Awesome! I hope I’m in netball.” I was 

excited.
Th ere was a crowd around the sports board.
I checked for my name under “Netball.” My face fell. My name 

wasn’t there.
I checked again. It had to be there.
I looked under Touch-ball. Soccer. T-ball.
It was there.
Not under netball. Under T-ball.
“Well?” asked my best friend, Tommy.
“I’m not in netball,” I muttered sulkily. “I’m in T-ball. I don’t know 

anything about T-ball.”
I went to Stella and Eloise, as I knew they had tried out for netball, 

too. I knew they didn’t get in either.



Chapter Twenty-One

250

“Hey, Stella! Hi, Eloise,” I tried to say cheerily. “What sport did you 
get into?”

Th ey both mumbled, “T-ball.”
“Same,” I said.
Th ey seemed to grow more confi dent when they realised I was in 

T-ball as well and wasn’t happy about it either.
“I’d rather be doing touch than T-ball,” Eloise grumbled.
“I’d rather be doing soccer than T-ball. I really don’t like soccer—

running around and kicking a ball,” I added to the general disgruntled 
atmosphere.

I left the girls and dragged my feet to Tommy.
“I’m in basketball,” he said darkly. I found an encouraging smile of 

understanding for my friend.
I walked away.
I sat on a hard bench. I was on the verge of tears. I told myself, 

“Mira, there’s no point in crying. Go and do something productive.”
I instructed myself to go to the library and look up any books 

on T-ball.
I was surprised to fi nd that there were no books on T-ball in the 

school library!
“Have you any laptops available?” I asked the sincere librarian.
“Sorry, we don’t. Our new ones haven’t come in yet,” she replied 

thoughtfully, pursing her pink lips.
I plopped down at a table, cupped my face in my hands and consid-

ered my next move.
An observant teacher came by. “Are you all right?”
“Yeah,” I replied casually, trying to hide the fact that I was unhappy.
“What’s up?” she probed softly.
“Today we got our sports allocations. I got into T-ball instead of 

netball, and I don’t know anything about T-ball. I’ve checked for books 
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in the library to research it, but there were none.”
“Let me explain T-ball to you,” she off ered. She took a piece of paper 

and pencil and started drawing it out for me.
I recognised the game!
“Th anks! I’ve played T-ball before, in Year 3!”
Th en I looked at T-ball with a heart of love and I found a fun team 

game.
I skipped back to class, feeling light-hearted.
It’s possible to feel relaxed, easy and laid-back about your future 

rather than anxious and fearful. Picture yourself as you want to be and 
make it happen.

Let your future come to you; don’t go to it.
Finally, there are three tips I wrote for Hugo that I’d like to share 

with you so that your heart of love is safe and strengthens every day.

1. Say something when you feel the need to speak out. If you’re 
feeling hurt by someone, say, “Stop it! I’m feeling hurt.”

2. Sing to feel free—make up a song or sing something you’ve heard 
that resonates with you. When I want to enter the kingdom of 
fl owers, in my mind, where I take care of the stems that support 
my heart of love, I sometimes sing “I Have Confi dence” from 
Th e Sound of Music.

3. Say “Wake up!” to the gifts you have.

When you fi nd yourself, you will realise you are on the top of your 
own universe, for the top of your universe is everywhere.
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Step Twenty-Two

Archetype:
The Universe

Themes:

Understanding, Self-Actualisation, Wisdom,

Reward, Passionate Detachment, 

Freedom, Rapture, Recompense,

Intuition, Humility, Hope,

Everything and Nothing,

Satisfaction, Fulfi lment, 

Assured Success, 

Contribution
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Th ere is no centre, no place we can say 
“Here it all began, here it all stops.”

Yet the centre exists, everywhere, for in a dance the dancer does not move 
around any arbitrary point in space, but rather the dance carries its own 

sense of unity focused around a constantly moving,
constantly peaceful centre.

Nothing and everything all at once.

– Rachel Pollack31

When the whole of your inner sense of being aligns perfectly with 
the outer expression of who you are in the world, in all ways, then you 
have found the Universe.

Th e fi nal step on your quest for happiness, purpose, health, success, 
satisfaction and love is characterised by everyday joy in the present, pro-
found freedom from the past, liberation from the future and an intimate 
knowledge of your unconscious self.

You achieve the ultimate freedom at the instant you are most 
deeply connected with life, and at that very same moment, you are at 
your most empty.

You have come to know a glorious peace. You’ve connected with 
pure serenity that is beyond bliss and sadness, and yet includes both of 
these emotions and every feeling on the spectrum in between. You also 
embrace the void.

Th is awareness provides you with the ability to compose and orches-
trate a symphony, take pleasure in the unique part each octave provides, 
whilst simultaneously ensuring every instrument, musician and note are 
fully expressed and appreciated.

And then, whether or not your masterpiece is heard, you are joyful as 
you release the entire piece to blow away on a salty sea breeze.

Like an intricate Tibetan sand painting, years in the forming, and 

31  Pollack, Rachel, Seventy Eight Degrees of Wisdom (London: Harper Collins Publishers, 1997) p 139
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brushed away on a prayer, the experience is everything and nothing.
How many amongst us are able to reach and sustain this aware, 

exalted and dignifi ed state of being?
I have known very few. Th ough many who would like to claim it.
Th ose who would aspire to the Universe often possess neither the 

innate command born of the expanse of experience, nor the true-blue 
humility that is the hallmark of this high-ranking and hard-earned posi-
tion on life’s defi nitive quest.

Th ere is one I know, for sure, who exemplifi es everything the Arche-
type, the Universe, represents.

With all my heart and soul, I appreciate the honour, great good 
fortune and privilege of living life by his side.

I rest in the joy that at any time of day or night, anywhere and 
with anyone who benefi ts from the opportunity to engage with him, the 
constancy of the Universe at its very best abides in John.

I wake to the thrill that the Universe smiles with me, holds me, loves me.
For you, dear reader, I’ve found the only person genuinely equipped 

to write Chapter 22 for Luminaries On Th e Loose. You’ve met him 
already through these pages.

Th e author is ... drum roll ... Th e king I married.
John titled his chapter, “Soaring to a Higher Place.”
A number of elements move me about John’s contribution this book.
Firstly, John opens his story by responding to an inner call, which 

sets the scene for you, as he shows his transition from Step Twenty-One 
(Judgment) to Step Twenty-Two (the Universe).

As “Soaring to a Higher Place” unfolds, John takes us on his candid, 
soulful, masculine journey to the Universe where his mind, body and 
spirit integrate.

John weaves his chapter through a sequence of relationships with his 
dying father, his valued friend Jim, his majestic horse, Skype, a cluster of 
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narcissistic women, and fi nally he describes how he had to face and free 
the “man in the mirror” himself.

Once John assimilated and liberated all of the hurdles posed by the 
physical plane, the intellectual arena, and the emotional landscapes of 
his life, he rode the spiritual terrain widely, wildly and wisely to a destiny 
that he’d created over lifetimes.

It’s high time you heard from Dr John Daniel Cronin himself, so that 
you can experience his eloquence, elegance and enlightened viewpoints 
for yourself.

You will want to return to Chapter 22 again and again to get how the 
Universe can be achieved, so that you can have daily peace, prosperity, 
fulfi lment, achievement, love and happiness, too!
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Chapter Twenty-Two

Soaring to a Higher Place
Dr John Cronin

He somehow called out to me in the dark. I drove through the night to 
his bedside.

In a few weeks, his brain tumour had robbed him of outwardly obvi-
ous consciousness; nonetheless, we shared those fi nal moments alone 
and exchanged our love.

Yes, I got to say “I love you, Dad,” and I know he heard.
Th en he passed away into the restful quiet where the shame of what 

should have been a guiltless love aff air could forever be swept away.
Th ere was a sadness in his passing ... a life unfulfi lled.
My dad, Donal, or Dan as he called himself later in life, was a tall 

wiry man, gentle and kind, but with a resilience born of hard work and 
shouldering his family’s responsibility at an early age. His own dad, John, 
after whom I got my name, was killed in a road accident, knocked off  his 
bicycle, somehow.

As the eldest and only son, Dad had to leave school and get a job 
to support his mum, Kitty, and two younger sisters, Kathleen and Bine. 
He did that with the tenacity, drive and persistence that I later began to 
know was part of the essence of what it is to be a man.
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Dad never expected any gratitude or recognition ... he simply did 
what a good son should do.

He was a quiet, humble man ... worked hard as a builder’s labourer 
and a factory hand.

Th ere was always something about him, though—a thirst to learn, a 
desire to better himself, always willing to off er gentle guiding advice to 
a workmate, or a friend, without a hint of superiority or hubris, despite 
his clearly ample intellect.

He took every opportunity he could fi nd to study and learn. On 
nightshifts working at the weighbridge of the local frozen food factory, 
he would study labour law and workers’ rights. He would, with his 
newfound knowledge, support and help his workmates to advance their 
rights.

Dad was always a moderate though, always mindful of the other 
side.

He became a well-respected offi  cial in the local union movement.
I’d wait for Dad’s late-night union meetings to fi nish, sitting in the 

cold, dark car, completing my homework by the glow of the courtesy 
light.

On the long drives home, the icy wet would dissolve into Dad’s 
passionate download of the detail of his night spent solving an unfair 
dismissal, an underpaid worker or other industrial relations problems. 
Th at’s how I got my fi rst love of the law.

“I’ve been awarded a place at a university outside London,” he 
announced in the kitchen one rainy afternoon.

At the age of fi fty, Dad traded the comforts of home and family for 
a student bunk in the freshman’s dormitory at Reading University. He 
returned a year later, having proudly achieved his graduate diploma.

Little did we know, that in only four short years, he would pass 
away—with so much promise and so much yet to give the world.
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I am grateful, for his thirst for knowledge was contagious. Sporting 
a few degrees and a newly emblazoned doctorate, I remember well that 
day I visited the ancient city of Narita.

With only a few hours to spare between fl ights, I hopped on the train 
for a quick visit to the wonderful, serene Naritasan Shinshoji temple. In 
the peaceful quiet of the orange-blossomed afternoon, I could feel the 
palpable presence of my dad in the grounds of the temple.

I was overpowered by the sense of completion. Not a completion 
of a journey on some quest for knowledge, but of a quest to a place of 
appreciation for the endless joy of discovery.

On that peaceful afternoon, in that beautiful place I was more aware 
than ever that the more we learn, the more we understand how much 
more there is know.

On that thoughtful day, I found peace with the understanding that 
the thirst for knowledge is a relentless pursuit, not borne of a sense of 
regret or remonstration, but in anticipation of all the things my mind 
has yet to know.

I, too, carry the legacy of Dad’s humble nature, his gentle strength 
and dogged tenacity.

Far away from the peaceful calm of a cherry-blossomed courtyard, 
you could feel the hot, blistering heat of the morning sun waking to serve 
up one of those blistering-hot Queensland days. It’s hard to describe that 
kind of heat. Blistering, all right; it feels like your skin is about peel off  
the fl esh. Not a day to be out mustering cattle unless you have to, or feel 
the urge to.

We started out early in the morning to try to catch the cool. We 
should have been back in the yard by ten, but the mob decided the shade 
by the creek was a better bet than dusty yards and a hot iron. We tried 
to gather the cattle em nice and calm, but all of a sudden the herd broke 
... we turned ’em. A man down, we rode hard—they broke again ... and 
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again. Finally, we lost ’em as they headed for the hills.
No point in running off  the beef.. Time to let the horses cool off  and 

let them bunch again. We’d have better luck next time.
We rounded them again, this time with more luck. Skype was a 

legend—a quarter horse, true to type—big and strong with a heart to 
match.

I was on an international teleconference the morning I spotted his 
long, spindly legs pop out from behind his resting mom, born some time 
during the night. He was just starting to fi nd his feet.

Skype seemed like a good name. Whether I’ve spent a hard day 
chasing cows, or sitting by my computer on international business, I 
can equally be heard to mutter over a good glass of evening red “ ’gees ... 
spent all bloody day on Skype”.

By the time we got the cows to the yard, the sun was high and the 
dust stirred up, as the mob grumbled restlessly apprehending the hot 
iron and the cutting knife. It was going to be a hard afternoon without 
a cradle. I grabbed another bull calf a few weeks older and stronger that 
you’d want, knee fi rmly implanted in his groin to try to stop him kicking 
out. Trying hard to quiet the angered wrestle, to protect my mate, Jim, 
as he stealthily wielded the scalpel, like a cosmetic surgeon about to tuck 
a rock-star’s chin.

A bit of an odd bloody pair we were at fi rst glance. Jim, a true-blue 
Aussie ringer, standing not much over fi ve-six, a bush poet and occasional 
philosopher. A bit of a contrast to the tall, dark Irishman born in a tiny, 
rented local authority house, in a small industrial town, some eighteen 
thousand kilometres away. Th e best summer temperature would scarcely 
make it to half of what it was that day in the hot, dusty yards, as we cut 
and branded the new additions to the herd.

Th e nearest I ever got to a horse as I was growing up was watching 
the local tinkers pony trot up and down the street, or ogling episodes of 
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Th e Virginian, never daring to think that one day I would ride out, with 
a black hat, dusty boots and ringing spurs, to round up a mob of steers 
before a sunset by the campfi re with good mates and a cold beer.

It feels good to ride out one of the horses I’d reared and educated 
myself; good to know I was respected as a horseman and workmate; 
good to feel the sweat run down my back, the ache in my arms; good to 
work on the land and be at one with nature.

We come from diff erent places, Jim and I, and our life’s journeys 
have taken diff erent paths, yet we share a bond. It’s a bond born of our 
feeble attempts at life-mastery. We share the legacies of those journeys 
that have seen the story of our lives unfold in so many diff erent yet 
similar ways.

It is a bond of two men who have taken responsibility for the story of 
their lives and moved to a place of wisdom, humbly tempered by a lin-
gering sense of innocence and emptiness. A place not defi ned by material 
desires and goals, but by the lessons wrought from life’s challenges and 
the freedom that can only be realised when, from the depths of anguish, 
we dare to step out once more and join in the dance of life.

We sat on the deck that night, tired and weary from the hot day’s 
work, and shared a beer or two ... or more. We talked of our quest for 
an inner peace and the satisfaction of a life well lived. We traded stories 
of life and love ...

Well ... love!
Yes, well ... While the mind and body may have reached a place of 

inner balance, understanding and security in the self, the heart was fi rmly 
entombed beneath the upturned ace. I’d somehow separated mind, body 
and heart. I could deal with one, then leave the others until later, or 
perhaps not at all.

I still wore the scars of the despair and self-recrimination assumed 
of a failure to harness happiness for more than one soul, for whom there 
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can be no happy place. Not once, but twice, and maybe more, if truth 
were known, just like the parodied frog submits to the rising heat, I 
willingly surrendered to the pursuit of the unattainable happiness of 
another. Trying, relentlessly, to forge connection with those who have 
blocked their very own hearts and cannot connect to themselves, let 
alone another, is a tireless and thankless task.

Each time I looked, the man in the mirror grew ever stranger. Th e 
image projected back at me through words, actions and admonitions 
became increasingly more attuned until the real me was lost and the 
effi  gy of a stranger took its place.

It was a gradual process that, in time, left only an empty shell where 
once resided the very essence of who and what I am. Th e weight of time 
and surrendering submission had hidden him so deep, that it was almost 
impossible to fi nd the true me inside.

Th e rules that once defi ned my very being were insidiously shattered 
and no longer operated to guide my life or defi ne the boundaries of my 
interactions.

As Jim and I sat and mused into the night, I somehow felt the poign-
ant perspicacity of that moment marking a time in life in which one 
cycle might just be over and the next beginning. And where, in that end, 
new beginnings might fl ourish.

Back home again, and it was Christmas.
I stood in the middle of the somewhat empty rooms. It was a boy’s 

place—drum kit in the bedroom, weight machine in the spare bedroom, 
offi  ce set out in what would be the living room.

I spent that Christmas day with Missy, Bagel, Marnie, Gypsy, Freck-
les and me good mate Skype. In my newfound tradition, I surrounded 
myself with some good food and good wine.

For once, on my own but not alone, like the dancing fi gure rejoic-
ing in the completion of the journey, I found myself celebrating not 
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only an ending but the new beginnings it promised.
Strong of mind and body, I was fi lled with enthusiasm, imbued with 

new aspirations to follow and overjoyed at the thought that there was so 
much still to do.

I had not given up on fi nding true love, although illusive. I never felt 
I was meant to spend my time alone.

Th en, on January 25, I got the email. “I have found the woman of 
your dreams,” the subject line read.

I had been to see Edgar, some two months previously. I had forgotten 
his fi nal words to me as I left.

After telling me what he saw of my future, “Oh, by the way,” the 
astrologer said, “there is a very special lady out there for you, not just a 
relationship, but a very special relationship—a rare one!” He emphasised, 
“You have been looking for one another for a long time.”

Ah yes, I thought, we’ll see ...
“I’m not looking right now,” I retorted, as I walked out the door.
I wasn’t sure what to make of his email.
“Can I give her your name and contact details?” Th e message read.
Ah well, what the heck?
I felt like a teenager passing notes about girlfriends under the desk 

away from the prying eyes of the teacher. I looked down at Missy, who 
seemed to nod approvingly, and so I pushed “send” on my reply that 
simply read, “Sure, no worries.”

Little did I know that it would be the start of one of the most amaz-
ing adventures of my life.

Over the following few months of endless emails, I began to know 
the soulmate who would become my lover and soul partner for eternity. 
After two hundred forty-fi ve years of searching, so Edgar reliably informs 
me, I have fi nally found the kindred spirit that lights every crevice of my 
mind, body and soul with her each breath and every caring word.
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She brings to me all at once a sense of ease and peace, excitement and 
enthusiasm, joy and exuberance ... the sense that I have spent my life, 
and all of the lives gone before, preparing for this time.

I wonder, sometimes, when I have a quiet moment how many lives 
before this, in those two hundred forty-fi ve years, I must have come 
so close and yet somehow missed the opportunity to play king to my 
beautiful queen.

I am once more reminded that the meanings of the world are to 
us unknowable. Th e life of a man is no doubt a circle from childhood 
to childhood, and when we alight upon this earth, we join a celestial 
songline, taking our place in the orchestra of life, picking up the tune 
from where it was paused by the passing of another.

Th at songline is not defi ned by the physical boundaries of a fi nite 
bodily frame, but by a cosmic state of consciousness that transcends 
birth and death, inviting us to join in the strain of its ethereal tune.

It is a songline that can guide us along the path to a perfect state of 
harmony from which we return, and can fi nd joy in giving back to the 
world, sharing what we have learned or gained during our time on the 
dance fl oor of life.

So many times in my life the world has given me the opportunity 
to step off  the edge of the cliff , as I knew it. On each occasion, when I 
have chosen to take the leap, I have somehow found myself soaring to a 
higher place from where, at one with the Universe, I can see the world 
from a new perspective.

From here, I resume the dance of life, ending where it began and 
beginning from this newfound ending. A journey all at once completes 
and with its ending comes the promise of a new and more enlightened 
beginning.
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Closing Thoughts

Leaping into Your Tomorrows
Nadine Love

Th ese closing thoughts are for your journey fully lived, well expressed 
and shared with those who elevate you and your purpose in life.

Th ese fi nal words are a “whoop” of delight to give you the extra nudge 
you need to muster your courage, again, as you take your next leap of faith. 
As the Fool, your soar to your new start excited, invigorated and innocent as 
a newborn, and yet carrying the sunlit consciousness in every cell of your 
being acquired through completing your full cycle of your Archetypal Trail.

When I fl ew off  the precipice into motherhood with Mira in my 
arms, the unexpected gift I received was self-love.

When I jumped again, this time strong, actualised and fi t for a fresh 
beginning, I found soul-pair love, and again I received an unforeseen 
reward, the love of life as it is.

Th at’s a big one! Love of life as it is!
Can waking up each day with a smile, words of love and pure joy to 

be alive be as colossal as fi nally fi nding the one who brings the ultimate 
depth, dimensions, magic, music and wisdom to fulfi lment, happiness 
and meaning?

Or perhaps love of life as it is and soul-pair love are purely, passion-
ately and deeply connected.
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Maybe one is because of the other, or is there more?
Th e missing piece completed my perfect puzzle. Life unfolds easily 

and eff ortlessly in harmonious synthesis. We live as the Universe.
Th e supported triangle transformed into the strongest shape in the 

world: a pyramid.

At the peak of the Sacred Love Pyramid is self-love.
Th e four angles at the base of the Sacred Love Pyramid are:

Soul-Pair Love
Love of Life as It is
Mother/Father Love
Love of Your Work in the World

Th e foundation of the Sacred Love Pyramid is made up of the endless 
interconnected fl ow of mother/father love, soul-pair love, love of life as it 
is, and love of your work in the world.

Th e pyramid works as a whole. Th e result you can build is a strong 
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contented foundation of happiness, meaning (purpose) and fulfi lment.
From this robust centre, you can go out in the world and contribute 

with the overfl owing holy grail of a full heart.
At the end of the day, it is all about love.

Take Care of the  Fragile Tip: Self-Love

Be aware! Th e life of your Sacred Love Pyramid depends completely, entirely 
and solely on you (and that includes health, happiness, and resilience). Your 
chief and most important principle of all is to take care of every single 
aspect that fi lls your inner source with what you need to be well and happy.

To describe exactly what I mean, take a second look at Mira’s words. 
“Look with a heart of love to yourself. Th at’s the most important tip 
about having a healthy heart of love.”

(Isn’t it just the coolest thing to be able to quote your daughter?)
When I cared enough to be acutely remorseful and embarrassed to 

have to be reminded of this fundamental life lesson, I told myself, “I’ll 
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do everything in my power to remedy my unresourceful choice and live 
with my baseline smarts in order.”

One blue-sky, sunny morning, I woke up in the arms of my love in 
our treetop, buttercup-yellow sanctuary, with the Poinciana trees putting 
on a splendid show of orange blossoms just for us. Tuneful bird song 
struck up the opening theme to yet another glorious day.

Th ese were my fi rst words uttered through tense teeth seated in a 
jaw that ached from clenching my back molars until they threatened to 
crack, if I didn’t break fi rst, “I’m so behind! How am I going to fi t it all 
in? It’s not possible to do all I need to do, and drive Moon to school and 
back, and do my client work, and complete the book on time and ...”

Luckily, I wasn’t quite comatose as far as receiving unspoken signals 
from my man, who, always kind, is masterful at directly calling it as it is.

In the quiet of the early morning softness that was utterly external to 
me, I perceived the following sequence.

1. I felt John’s energy sag and fold inwards.

2. I could hear his mind whirring with how to respond to me with 
love and yet honest feedback about how my communication was 
aff ecting him even though he had not verbalised a word.

3. I started to squirm inside because I felt uncomfortable in the 
silence that formed a cavern between us where there was usually 
fl uid, warm, golden light.

4. I thought I wish I could just take back everything I blurted out. 
And simultaneously I told myself, “Damn, I’m angry, stressed 
and overwhelmed and I have a right to feel pissed off .”

5. I gritted my teeth and chose to fume and wallow in my own 
pitiful annoyance with life that was widening the gap between 
us by the millisecond.
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6. John was quiet.

7. Missy jumped on the bed, and Mira came into our room without 
knocking at the same time.

You guessed it, didn’t you? I exploded like a she-banshee version of 
Mount Vesuvius.

Lucky, I give myself really enormous lessons to be uber shameful of 
so that I’m less likely to repeat the transgression.

Missy scarpered. Mira cried, and my man, in his calm, level and 
rightfully stern way, expressed his concern about my choice of behaviour.

Th ese words from John not only snapped me out of my wayward 
decision, but they have nourished me ever since.

Here they are, exactly as he spoke them:
“You’re hurting yourself, and because people around you care so 

much about you, you are advertently, or inadvertently, hurting the 
people who love you most. Is it worth it?

 “Why don’t we just stop and think about how we could fi gure this 
all out?

“We all get up every day and do the best that we can do. When we 
can go to bed at night and feel within ourselves that we have done our 
best to make our way through life as it presents itself to us, then we 
should rest in peace and recover to face another day to do the best with 
we can do with the uncertain world as it presents itself to us.

“Th e time to be angry is when we can look back and see for some 
reason that we have given in to weakness, indulgence or some other 
frailty and not done the best that we can do.

“You, my darling, get up every day and I know that you do the best 
that you can do and your best is better than most.”

I’ve treasured his reply. It reminded me that if I choose not to take 
care of myself (self-love) and as a result I get into a tense, irritated, upset 
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state, then those who are dearest to me suff er fi rst, and then everything 
bears the brunt of my wounding and rage.

From quantum physics, we know that like energy attracts more of 
the same, and that is the case whether you choose stress, sadness and 
worry, or calm, joy and love.

John also speaks so astutely, eloquently and prudently about doing 
your best.

At night, we go to bed knowing we have done our best, because 
that’s who we are.

Mira consistently does her best because she has been able to detect 
the contrast in her life between results she’s witnessed of slovenly, slap-
dash eff orts and the standards of excellence that we demonstrate at home.

John does his absolute best. And so do I. We share a deep and abid-
ing commitment to dedicated, full-throttle engagement every moment 
with every fi bre of our beings—mentally, intellectually, emotionally, 
practically and spiritually.

We’re acutely aware of the privilege and miracle of life made even more 
extraordinary by the dint of fate that brought us together to share it.

And that comes full circle to resting peacefully into our pillows at 
night as we answer the question:

“Have you done your best today?”

Unexpected Infi nite Rewards from Leaping For Love

I noticed something glaringly obvious about leaping for love cleanly, and 
when it counted.

Each time, I received something that surprised me, and was unthink-
ably huge in return for summoning the courage to jump. Th e fi rst skydive 
rewarded me with self-love, and the second gave me a love of life as it is.

I hadn’t realised how absolutely necessary both are to the fabric of 
living a fulfi lled life.
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At the end of the day, it is all about love.

I’ve thought a lot about this. And I believe the only questions we ask 
as enlightened souls when we’re ready to soar to the light at the end of 
our lives and vibrate as love in a the Universe of endless bliss are these:

Did I love?

Was I loved?

Did I inspire others to love?

I’m not waiting until I take that fi nal leap into the light to make sure 
those questions are answered Yes! Yes! Yes!

Th at’s my commitment to every breath, every heart book, and every 
moment:

To love and to inspire love.
Th e rest is taking care of itself.
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We love into the assurance of new and enlightened beginnings.
Are you courageous enough to do the same?
Th ere has been so much love poured into this book and bringing it 

to you. Can you feel it?
I have loved the opportunity to bring the Archetype Trail together 

for you.
I’ve loved gathering outstanding authors to bring you their perspec-

tives and personal experiences in their distinctive voices.
I have loved writing each chapter, every section opening, and I’ve 

loved crafting the author introductions so that you have a sense of the 
fl avour of each special relationship with truly remarkable people, all 
doing their great work as Luminaries in our world.

Luminaries On Th e Loose is work of love, created in an environ-
ment of love in the hope that you will fi nd more love for yourself, your 
loved ones, your work in the world and your life as it is.

With love,
Nadine Love
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Peter Barr

At the core of everything Pete holds true is to lovingly connect with 
and bravely challenge himself and others to explore, have fun and live 
truthfully. It is his “born genius.”

He has channelled this in his work for the last fi fteen years as a master 
coach, mentor, facilitator, muse and author of the book, Born Genius.

With over 500 clients, 15,000 hours of practical transformational 
experience challenging others to be and live their best, Pete is committed 
to “waking up” as many people as he can to their birthright—their born 
and unique genius.

Up for it?
http://www.peterbarr.com.au/
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Xanthe Coward

Xanthe is a mother, mentor, writer, performer and performance coach 
with a graduate degree in education and a bachelor of arts in drama. 
Xanthe works with artists and theatre companies on their creative pro-
cess and product, and coaches actors and writers.

She is co-artistic director of Sunshine Coast-based production 
company, XS Entertainment, a Matilda Award judge and Noosa Long 
Weekend Festival board member.

Read her thoughts about theatre and working with actors and writers 
at http://www.xsentertainment.com.au/

Dr John Cronin

Dr John Cronin is an engineer, lawyer and economic sociologist and 
an accomplished businessman, corporate advisor, company director and 
board chairman.

John holds a PhD in economic sociology based on his research into 
the economic and fi nancial eff ectiveness of investment strategies that 
attempt to balance fi nancial return with other non-fi nancial ethical, 
social, political or environmental objectives.

John’s academic achievements and extensive hands-on experience 
have aff orded him with sound, practical business judgment to help 
organisations, from multi-million-dollar corporations to not-for-profi ts, 
achieve sustainable economic, social and environmental objectives.

John, a seasoned horseman who loves helping his mates mustering, 
has ridden across Irish hillsides, snow-swept Pyrenees and the Australian 
outback. He is happily married and lives peacefully on a rural property 
where he cultivates his lifelong love of playing drums and the bass guitar.
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Alice Haemmerle

Alice Haemmerle is the founder and leader of the Instant Insight Acad-
emy, a global training and infl uential leadership organisation.

Alice has over 10,000 hours and fi fteen years of extensive coaching, 
presentation and training experience, and has personally trained and 
worked with hundreds of individuals and companies providing peak 
performance coaching, executive coaching, training and workshops 
throughout Australia.

Alice’s mission and abiding passion is to share with the world how 
improved human capabilities and infl uential leadership will shape our future.

Join Alice in engaging, enlightening and thought-provoking conver-
sations with Global Trailblazers who are shining their light brightly for 
us to learn and to follow:

On the Global Trailblazer’s Podcast Series: AliceHaemmerle.com/
Global-Trailblazers-Podcast

Susan Marie Hill

From the slap in the face of teenage pregnancy, Susan Marie conquered 
lack and loneliness. She achieved a successful career and the delight of a 
deep, loving connection with her husband, Wolfi e.

Susan Marie is passionately committed to showing smart, successful 
women like you how you can have it all. Discover the secrets to trans-
forming your evenings alone into romance-fi lled nights with your perfect 
man. Click on yourlovementors.com right now.
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Mira Love

Mira Love, age nine, was born on Waiheke Island, New Zealand, at 4:04 
p.m. on Valentine’s Day in a spa on an organic vineyard. She moved to 
the Sunshine Coast, Australia, when she was two years old. She now lives 
in Ridgewood on Blue Lily Farm with two AMAZING parents, as well 
as their beautiful dog, Missy, fi ve horses and wildlife.

Th is is the message she asked specifi cally to include here as part of 
her biography:

“I feel really proud of my clever mum, Nadine Love, and myself. I 
feel really proud of my mum because she is putting in a lot of work and 
eff ort to fi nd these unique individuals and help them to get published.”

Lana Mayes

New-Zealand-born Lana Mayes moved away from corporate fi nance 
after a challenging start to motherhood.

After experiencing a high-risk pregnancy, her eldest son being born 
with clubfoot and parenting two children with refl ux, she discovered a 
deep desire to support overwhelmed parents.

Passionate about helping to create harmony in homes, Lana off ers 
life coaching to enable you to live your dream life.

Visit http://www.lanamayes.com/’s inspiring, authentic blog, and to 
download the introduction to her book, Trust Your Melody, for free!
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Amelia McLarnon

Amelia McLarnon specializes in working with executives in senior man-
agement positions who are ready to reclaim the recognition they deserve.

Th irty years of experience in the health industry has provided Amelia 
with eclectic knowledge, which has been recognised with awards for 
productivity, service and contribution of quality care.

Amelia’s clients enjoy increased fl exibility and the satisfaction of 
achieving their goals by applying strategies to handle anxiety, stress and 
life’s challenges.

To claim your complimentary, confi dential “Change and Growth” 
consultation to maximize your full potential, email amelia@mclarnon-
assoc.com.au

Rachel O’Connor

Rachel O’Connor is a celebrated public health advocate, mind-body 
specialist, wellbeing coach and transformational trainer. Rachel power-
fully shares her four-step system to optimal health through her popular 
trainings, coaching and online programs—creating the spark for an 
evolution of wellbeing warriors.

If you are ready to Reignite Your Spark, to nurture your body and 
mind and to sustain your strength and stamina, become a wellbeing 
warrior today by joining Rachel and others like you at https://www.
facebook.com/ActiveSymmetry

It’s your time to say “yes” to you.
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Diane Steed

Diane Steed has over twenty years of front-line experience in the hospi-
tality, recruitment and travel industries. In her role as Manager Employee 
Engagement Express Japan, Asia and Pacifi c, she was responsible for 
recruiting, training and empowering employees to reach their full poten-
tial whilst inspiring them with a positive work ethic and commitment to 
achieve success in their lives.

Twice nominated for two diff erent American Express Chairman’s 
Award for Quality Projects, Diane was inducted into the prestigious 
American Express International Hall of Fame in 2002.

If you know it’s your time to:

• REGAIN your focus,

• REVIEW your present career history and discuss your own 
hopes and goals,

• REVISE and further improve your résumé: identifying your 
key achievements while putting into place your new individual 
strategic career development plan, and

• RE-EVALUATE and RE-ENERGISE your career expectations 
and career path and start to see your goals become your reality as 
you successfully move forward,

Email Diane now to book Your Review, Revise & Re-Energise con-
sultation at diane@successresumes.com
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Kim Taylor

Kim Taylor is a dynamic speaker, coach, trainer, emcee and founder of 
9 Steps to Ultimate Speaker.

With over thirty years of experience in professional and personal 
development, she is highly praised for her ability to help people unlock 
their voice and speak from their heart.

Kim’s passion for assisting others discover, understand and imple-
ment their own speaking style enables them to share their message and 
bring positive inspiration for change in the world.

Visit http://ultimatespeaker.com.au/connect-with-kim/ to contact 
Kim for your FREE 35-minute Ultimate Speaker Strategy Session and 
$100 Gift Certifi cate toward any Ultimate Speaker training (value $257).

Cindy Turner

Th e consummate entrepreneur, connector and enabler, Cindy’s passion is 
to help people fi nd themselves so they can lose themselves (to something 
greater than them). Her mission is to connect and align others with their 
passion and strengths.

Cindy loves to make a diff erence with people who are making a 
diff erence, and that is why she works with conscious coach entrepre-
neurs—people driven by a relentless passion to make their diff erence in 
the world with authenticity and a coaching heart.

Cindy has built a platform, www.coachcentral.com, that enables you 
to awaken to your potential and bring your message to the world so you 
can make your diff erence.
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If you’re here and looking to play a bigger game, she’d love to have a 
conversation with you.

If you’d like your copy of the Road to Reconnect workbook and other 
resources, visit https://www.coachcentral.com/free-stuff 

Edgar Winter

Edgar is happily married and works from his home offi  ce overlooking the 
countryside on the Sunshine Coast, Queensland. He writes for several 
magazines and newspapers, responds to emails from his website and is 
in demand as an accomplished astrocartographer, clairvoyant astrologer 
and public speaker.

Since 1984, he has facilitated over 20,000 readings, assisting and 
inspiring clients from all over the world to take a positive path through 
life’s many twists and turns. You’re welcome to join his astrological news-
letter to which there are over 1,500 subscribers.

For your star success and soul-inspired strategy session, email Edgar 
at: astroclairvoyant@gmail.com


