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Advance Praise for Rewrite the Mother Code



“What a tremendous gift this book is to mothers, and to all humanity! Rewrite the Mother Code lays out how to shed the old, damaging stories of motherhood and actively step into mothering from our values, vision, and joy. This is a book to read before you become a mother, if you have young or grown children, or if you are in any role with kids. May this book become a companion and champion especially for all new mothers. It is a pathway for deep family, and global, healing.”

—HeatherAsh Amara, author of Warrior Goddess Training and Wild, Willing, and Wise

“Rewrite the Mother Code is an essential guide for any woman on a journey to and through mothering.”

—Dr. Katie Bodendorfer Garner, Executive director of IAMAS (International Association of Maternal Action and Scholarship)

“Rewrite The Mother Code speaks to the head and heart and helps awaken the nurturing abilities in all of us - including men. Gertrude has explored all aspects of the mothering journey and has brought to the surface many more ways for us to value all it takes conceive, create and give birth to our children. She emphasizes a return to the spiritual gifts of the natural birth process versus a less empowered reliance on modern medicine. You will understand and heal many aspects of your life reading this book and you will want to share many copies with your family and friends!”

—David Elliott, author of Healing and The Reluctant Healer

“This revelatory book was the guide I most needed as a young mother—and which I will be pressing into the hands of every expectant parent I know. Gertrude Lyons gifts us life-changing wisdom as she helps us de-condition from our unconscious myths around mothering and give birth to a healing vision for ourselves, our children and the world. This is an essential, urgent book I hope everyone, everyone, reads and shares.”

—Perdita Finn, author of Way of the Rose, Take Back the Magic and Mothers of Magic

“Rewrite the Mother Code is a catalyst for reimagining motherhood as a journey of transformation and self-discovery. Through powerful stories and timeless wisdom, it inspires readers to break free from limiting beliefs, trust their intuition, and embrace their full potential. This book is a profound invitation to redefine what it means to mother and create a new story for yourself and the world.”

—Avanti Kumar-Singh, MD, Ayurveda Expert, Author of The Longevity Formula & The Health Catalyst, Host of The Healing Catalyst podcast

“Becoming a mother was one of the hardest things I ever did. I was completely unprepared for the eruption of the mother code in my psyche, telling me what kind of mother I had to be, nor was I ready for what the culture told me a good mother was—and wasn’t. Dr. Lyons has written a profoundly important book to help you write a story of motherhood that serves you and your child so that you can have a whole-hearted whole-self motherhood. I wish I had this book all those years ago and I’m so happy my daughter will.”

—Jennifer Louden, best-selling author of The Woman’s Comfort Book and Why Bother?

“Rewrite the Mother Code by Dr. Gertrude Lyons is an essential, transformative guide that challenges and redefines our understanding of motherhood, humanity, and the act of nurturing. Lyons masterfully weaves poetry, guided meditation, history, storytelling, and reflective prose into a compelling journey of self-discovery. Through each page, readers are invited to explore the depths of their own psyche and awaken to new ways of thinking and being that are sorely needed in today’s world. This book is not just a read; it’s an immersive experience—one that calls for a shift in how we see ourselves and embrace the power of nurturing ourselves, others, all children and the world, moving far beyond traditional views of motherhood. Lyons’ work feels timely, necessary, and nothing short of groundbreaking.

—Dr. Dominica McBride, founder and director of Become, author of Becoming Change Makers: The Exquisite Path to Leadership and Liberation for Women of Color

“A necessary and vital re-imagining of motherhood through Dr. Lyons radical and innovative theory and practice of Rewriting the Mother Code. The book opens up narrow conceptions of what mothering is to redefine and reinvent motherhood as site of empowerment for all who engage in mothering however it may be determined and experienced. The book rightly and persuasively argues that this reimagining and rewriting must first and foremost begin with all of us, including mothers themselves, honouring, valuing, and supporting every mother. A splendidly insightful and hopeful book that envisions a more just and caring world for mothers and their families.”

—Dr. Andrea O’Reilly, Founder of motherhood studies, maternal theory, and matricentric feminism and author of In (M)otherwords: Writings on Mothering and Motherhood, 2009-2024 and Matricentric Feminism: Theory, Activism, Practice

“As a gay transgender father who has walked my own path of reimagining family, fertility, and selfhood, I was deeply moved by Dr. Gertrude Lyons’ Rewrite the Mother Code…a must-read for anyone longing to connect with the sacred, healing power of mothering in all its forms.”

—Trystan Reese, Author of How We Do Family

“Dr. Gertrude Lyons has written the book I wish I’d had at the start of my journey as a mother. Wise, worldly, and brimming with transformative teachings, it offers a wellspring of inspiration at the intersection of the mystical and the practical. Lyons guides us to connect with the divine wisdom within so we can transform life’s hardships into healing and self-trust. More than a book, Rewrite the Mother Code is a revolutionary call to re-envision how we mother in all areas of our lives.”

—Alexia Vernon, Speaking and Thought Leadership Expert, author of Step into Your Moxie: Amplify Your Voice, Visibility, and Influence in the World

“I wish I’d had this book to read when I was pregnant, in fact I wish I’d had it long before. And it isn’t just for mothers. All of us have or had a mother, and live with the imprint not only of who and how she was but with how society sees motherhood in general. Reading the book really does rewrite a code, a code we weren’t even conscious of having received but which definitely needed a modern — and a mystical — rewrite. Bravo to Gertrude Lyons for doing it. Many destinies will unfold differently because you did.”

—Marianne Willamson, Marianne Williamson, New York Times bestselling author of A Return to Love and A Woman’s Worth

“Dr. Gertrude Lyons has written a cosmic reclamation for the everywoman. Rewrite the Mother Code is more than a book about mothering. It’s even more than a guide for women seeking deeper connection to their children and themselves. This book is a transcendent transmission, channeled from the author’s personal motherhood journey as much as her deep spiritual wisdom, as she takes us on a profound inner voyage to heal, awaken and activate our collective feminine power at this time in humanity. As you read these pages, Dr. Lyons is here to help you remember—children or no children—that we are all on the same sisterhood team, and that within every woman exists every woman.

—Jessica Zweig, best-selling author of The Light Work, and Be.
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To all the mothers and daughters in my mother line—whose wisdom is our legacy.






Introduction

Your first human home is a womb. You live inside another human’s body. Cells multiply. Out of nowhere, in a dark, slippery, wet container, you become matter. You chose this human. You chose this womb.

You are spirit made manifest in the darkness. You hear the heartbeat. You become the sensations of your host. “Oh, this is what it is like to be human!” You are making yourself. She is making you. Everyone around you is forming you.

Light is masculine. Dark is feminine. Two forces that work together in harmony to bring forth life. The heat and warmth united within the darkness. No external light enters the sacred space of the womb. Only the spark of creation exists, putting form around the wisdom of the universe.

There are no mistakes, only learning. You know this as truth when you are in the womb, and then as you join humankind, it is yours to rekindle that flame repeatedly and ultimately connect back to the wisdom of your beginning.

Around the time my daughters reached high school, the fog began to lift. It was as if I stepped out of the land of the Faery Folk—the ancient and otherworldly place of enchantment. That parallel realm of motherhood was filled with allure and wonder, a place where time flowed differently and the rules of reality were altered. In legends, the land of the Faery folk is often described as a mystical journey where ordinary perceptions are heightened, and the boundaries between the physical and spiritual worlds blur. I found motherhood to feel much the same way.

The last thing I remembered before slipping into this parallel reality was that I was on a path of personal development, one which also included my husband and our newly growing family. It led us into unfamiliar internal territory—raw honesty, deep emotional expression, and spiritual exploration. It was risky stuff and out of the ordinary for the times.

We were making conscious, discerned choices around how we conceived and gave birth to our daughters. Our choices were making my family and friends uncomfortable, but they felt congruent with our values and my intuitive wisdom. When our daughters were babies, I was telling truths to my husband about how he was competing with me to be the better parent. I was uncovering painful wounds about beliefs I had that I’m not enough and could not nourish my infant sufficiently so she would thrive.

Then, in what felt like an instant (even though I know it happened over months and even years after our second daughter was born), the fog rolled in and got thicker and thicker. Now I was careful not to rock the boat with my husband. I started avoiding anything that sniffed of deeper inquiry into my past trauma and tried to maintain security in the messy disruptiveness of mothering. I was embarrassed to expose my crushing self-doubt and the not “enoughness” that motherhood brought up for me, so I started coasting. I didn’t want to risk losing the financial security my husband was providing for me and our children.

I wanted things to be easy, safe, and comfortable—like in Faery Land. This identity as mother I thought would provide me with a sense of wholeness and purpose was kicking me in the ass. On the outside, I was doing all the right things, and I thought I was superior to the status quo. I was making self-aware and conscious choices. But my healing and transformation journey was fading to the background and I was losing myself in my children. My husband and I were parenting well together but after the first couple years it wasn’t something that was bringing us closer or deepening our intimacy. It was a project, and that project was about the kids, not us. We were still doing couples coaching, but sessions were often conveniently focused on working through parenting issues.

As the fog thickened, my fresh, and hard-earned, belief in my value as a woman was getting less and less accessible. Instead of growing with my children, I was living through them and perpetuating an unhealthy cycle of instilling the belief that love and acceptance must be earned through performance. I grew up being the emotional caretaker of my parents and felt responsible for their happiness. And I was unknowingly putting that same burden onto my children.

The full truth of how far I had regressed into old patterns and behaviors did not reveal itself overnight. My first wake-up call was like a foghorn piercing the mist. It happened while my husband and I were participating in a yearly spiritual pilgrimage, a tradition we kept alive during our marriage.

You will hear about several such trips as my story unfolds on these pages. I am acutely aware that traveling the world as part of my spiritual seeking is a profound privilege. While I acknowledge gratitude for this privilege, I wasn’t engaging in these trips as a vacation or for my benefit alone. I believed it was my responsibility to bring back and share the teachings, insights, blessings, and experiences I was granted—not as a travel log, but as a transmission that I hoped would inspire, guide, or help people meaningfully. A collective energy aimed at healing, spiritual self-awareness, and personal transformation had ripple effects in and around the communities we were learning from.

It was in Katmandu, Nepal, that the pathway to my next level of growth was illuminated. With the Himalayan Mountains in the background, we met with several healers and visited sacred sites. Just what you might imagine in this place—fire healing, cosmic snake temple symbolizing the “All-in-All,” the totality of existence, infinity, and the cyclic nature of the cosmos.

The pinnacle of this trip came when I was receiving a blessing from a Nepalese shaman who healed through her loving touch and hugs. It was profound. I melted in her arms and sobbed for what felt like an eternity but was probably only a few minutes. While I was held in the security of her embrace, I felt a calling. The invitation was to step out of my current, isolated comfort zone and into using my voice to speak from my head and heart as a critical thinker and intuitive healer. I was directed to do this first with myself then in my work and relationships.

Out of this, I did the unthinkable and said to everyone on the trip that I would engage in the study of motherhood as a vehicle for transformation and start the journey of earning my doctoral degree.

What the heck was I thinking? After nine years to complete two master’s degrees, I had decided I was done with school! But this directive came from a transcended place inside of me, and while I almost pulled out several times before the quarter started, I ultimately decided to begin this new journey.

Over the next four years, I turned myself inside out and confronted false but ingrained beliefs around what I was capable of intellectually and creatively. In the process of “studying” the developmental opportunity in mothering, my defensive layers began to shed, and I came face-to-face with the truth that while I had started on the path of self-growth, I didn’t commit to the process.

My doctoral journey transformed me, and I felt my dissertation was my third child. In this process, I birthed the Rewrite the Mother Code framework (although it would not be named for two more years). A few months before my doctoral defense, I was gifted with another mystical experience on the Mekong River in Laos. Our barge carried us to the Pak Ou Caves.

Originally an ancient temple space of the Khmu peoples dedicated to river spirits and nature deities, it has since become a resting place for broken Buddha statues—or as it was described to us, beautifully imperfect Buddha statues. There I was flooded, first with regret and remorse, and eventually with compassion for myself as a mother on her journey. As a force of four thousand statues strong, their collective energy created a sacred and healing place. Suddenly, I understood that the pain I experienced, the mistakes I made, and the regret I felt were beautiful, just as each individual statue was as or more beautiful broken than when it was whole.

The pain we experience as mothers is beautiful. It is an essential part of our journey. And while this pain is felt in unique ways by each woman, when bravely shared, it has the power to heal collectively. I hold we each carry a piece of universal pain and the expression of this pain has ripple effects, touching not only those closest to us but all of humanity.

Motherhood is a natural evolutionary and biological process, but not one I believe is intended to be carried out alone. In community with other women, we have space to learn and develop and fine-tune our innate capacity to love and care for our children and all children. Consider what it would be like if it was a commonly held tradition for the wise women in our Western culture to support women through the mothering process. What if children were raised by the community and not the isolated responsibility of one or two caregivers? What if all women were united as mothers and gave their full support to each other’s mothering choices?

Welcome to Rewrite the Mother Code! A movement toward fulfilling these ideals can open the doors for women to take part in the abundance of the world and make sure everyone else experiences it. Mothers would feel valued and intrinsically aware that fostering their well-being is the keystone for conscious and harmonious living on Earth—a world where there are enough resources for everyone, all life is valued, and decisions are made with everyone’s best interests in mind, not just a few.

You may be resonating with these ideas, or you may be saying to yourself, “Whoa! What the heck is happening! I thought this book was about how I could create a personally meaningful mothering experience. What’s all this ‘change the world’ stuff?”

Well, it is about all of it! The personal and global go hand-in-hand, and I want you to know from the start that your personal journey matters in an even broader sense. Your desire to have a more nourishing, healing, and self-actualized experience in mothering is not only beneficial for you; the ripple effects and potential for a major shift in the collective consciousness around mothering is a bonus result of your efforts. By the simple fact that you have this book in your hands, you are already contributing to that shift inside and around you. It means you are anywhere from curious to adamant that things need to change—personally and/or collectively.

This book is not only for and about women mothering children, it is for and about all women and people who identify as women. As we will explore more deeply through these pages, I want to blur the lines that pigeonhole women into limited roles that ultimately disempower them. Rather than operating with a narrow conception of what mothering is, we will open ourselves up to what is possible when we realize that all women mother, and that mother energy is accessible to all of us—including men.

Speaking of men, I want to be clear that I am neither excluding them from the conversation nor diminishing their role. While I will address women predominantly, I not only want men to be included personally in ways that support them as fathers, but I also hope to provide an opening for them to use the creative power of mothering in their lives. In full transparency, I selfishly want to pull up the curtain and show what it takes for fathers to support and empower the women in their lives so they can embody the mothering experience.

I respect all personal pronouns and the choice to identify with the ones most resonant for each individual. For ease of reading, meaning no disrespect, I will mainly use she/her/hers. Similarly, my use of the terms masculine and feminine is not intended to denote gender, rather to represent qualities and values that coincide closely with the principles found in the Yin (feminine) Yang (masculine) symbol.

All people mother. We conceive. We create. We give birth to ideas, dreams, careers, children, and so much more. Whether you have kids or not, you are already a mother. You mother your career, your relationships, your dreams—and most importantly, you mother yourself.

In each chapter, I have included a ritual and a reflection. These are meant to give you space to pause and connect with yourself. After the introduction of the chapter, I offer a ritual or brief meditation that is loosely tied to the upcoming content, designed for you to drop in and experience the potency and clarity that rituals and meditations can bring to your day.

Then at the end of the chapter is a reflection to allow you to consider the material personally. These are suggestions, and there is no right or wrong way to engage with them. You always have full choice to play at whatever level you desire. And that desire may ebb and flow.

Sometimes, you may be drawn to do a deep dive with certain material or a particular ritual or reflection; other times, you may skip them entirely. And there may be times the book sits on your nightstand for days, weeks, and even months. Just having a book with inspirational content near you brings the energy into your space.

At the same time, I am an advocate for adding coaching and other supports to deepen your experience. Research shows that roughly 5-10% of readers experience change or transformation by reading alone. When you add a coaching and behavior-changing application, the impact increases to 30-50%. The most effective combination for transformational impact is education, practical application, and community support. Mostly I want you to have all the support you need to get the most out of this experience.

I suggest keeping a journal of your thoughts and feelings that emerge as you go through this book. Who knows what will get stirred for you. I hope a lot does! I hope these structures offer a safe space for you to liberate your mind and open your heart.

Let’s dance around the fire and envision our dreams. Let’s tell stories. Let’s share wisdom. Let’s impart knowledge. Let’s light the inner spark of creation. Together, let us all—sisters, mothers, aunties, grandmother, daughters—gather by the fire and share stories of our births, of our lessons of mothering for everyone around us, including ourselves. Infants at our breasts. Children dance with the freedom only unburdened spirits know, untouched by the world’s weight. Their movements flicker like wild flames—sacred, healing, and creative—until the overculture, as Clarissa Pinkola Estés describes, settles over them. This overculture, the dominant narrative of what is acceptable, teaches conformity over authenticity, dimming their brilliance. The vibrant flame fades, replaced by an artificial glow—a light that never shuts off, reflecting society’s endless demands. Always on, but never warm, it offers no comfort—only expectation, leaving the soul restless, striving, and yet never truly fulfilled.

Dance with me in ceremony around the fire, casting off the overculture. We will alchemize together. Through the ring of fire, we will collectively birth a new revolution of empowered living, of embodied living. Solid in our form. Grounded in the earth. Sensitive to the air. Immersed in the water of our being. We come alive again. The blanket is removed, and we see the organic, natural light of the flame. Of our beating heart pulsing. Of our throat singing our own song.

Let’s go to the river. Let’s merge with the flow of the water. We are born out of the water and earth and the sun. Look at the resemblance! Look into the river, the fields, the desert, the mountains, the ocean, and see your reflection.

“Gosh you look so much like your Mother. The resemblance is uncanny!”

Let’s jump in…
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PART ONE FIRST TRIMESTER



The Primordial Waters wash me to and fro.

Until I anchor and

fill the space

of your Eternity.

Where does Matter come from?

Building from within your being

I can’t see you, but I know you.

We speak the language of the

Water

Air

Earth

Fire

Sky

Moon.

We know each other

from times past.

The waters,

fluid

pools from your tears and

your sweat.

Your liquid self becomes

liquid for my home.

Forming in your image

I become you, and

You become me

A reflection in

the water of my womb.

No light, only dark

deep Primordial Waters.








Chapter 1 What to Expect


“Our invitation was accepted,” my husband said, beaming with delight.

“Yes, it was,” I whispered as my wide and tear-filled eyes looked at the tiny piece of plastic with the red line on it.

That moment of confirmation I was pregnant was an inflection point of a journey that started long before the pregnancy and one that would continue long after. Little did I know this soul that chose us as stewards of their development—and my womb as its gateway to life on Earth—would be as much my guide and teacher as I was to them.

We named this little spirit “Beamer” while in utero because it reflected our sense that we were blessed with a beam from the heavens. And for over three months her growing presence was our secret that we shared with only a few.

Everything about this experience was new. Out of fear that I would do something wrong and programming that dictated the expected steps to take, I waited until a medical professional confirmed the pregnancy before I let it be real. Through the years I would have a lot to learn about trusting my body and intuition.

From the beginning, though, I held stubbornly to the sense this was a magical event, that the experience of being pregnant was aligned with a cosmic source of life and worked in harmony with it. I yearned for a community and a culture where ideas and conversation around the unspoken treasures of the unknown were normalized. Where pregnancy and motherhood were explored in that vein. I intuited that what I was seeking was out there, waiting to be found.

My intuition was affirmed, and it led me to some books that provided what I was craving. On my conception journey I found a wonderful book, called The Conception Mandala: Creative Techniques for Inviting a Child Into Your Life, by Mark Olsen and Samual Avital.

It is a small book that is loaded with thoughtful questions about what it means to bring a child into your family constellation. It was confronting and stirring to sit with questions about why we wanted a child and what we thought a child would bring us we didn’t already have. We wrote an invitation for the soul we wanted to join us. We created a mandala that held our hopes and dreams. This was a far cry from books and experts with a scarcity and fear-based mentality.

Through my pregnancies, a few favorites included The Pregnant Woman’s Comfort Book, by Jennifer Louden, and Spiritual Midwifery, by Ina May Gaskin. I also read books to keep me inspired and in a positive, affirming, and enlightened space. A book that stands out for me, one I have picked up a number of times throughout my life, is A Woman’s Worth, by Marianne Williamson. Over the years, truly there have been lovely books and online resources created that are thoughtful and holistic.

Once I had medical confirmation of my pregnancy, the one book I could not wait to read was the famous and now infamous encyclopedia on pregnancy, What to Expect When You’re Expecting.1 I had given this book to many friends as a shower gift, and now it was finally my turn. I didn’t want to wait for someone to give it to me, so I ventured out to Barnes & Noble to acquire my own. Given we had not shared the news of our conception, I remember a sort of stealthy feeling as I perused the pregnancy section of the store. This book, while new at the time of my pregnancy, is in its 5th edition and is self-proclaimed as America’s pregnancy bible. For me it was an initiation. I became a member of an elite club. Whatever magic was on the pages of that book had meaning and significance to me because I had achieved the “pinnacle of womanhood”—getting pregnant.

When I cracked it open, I found page after page of everything negative I could expect during each month of my pregnancy. I was crushed. Was this something I was supposed to read and be supported by during my pregnancy? In my mind I quickly renamed it What Terrible Things to Expect When You’re Expecting and tossed it on the shelf of our home office. Because my pregnancy experience was BG (before Google), it was handy to have as a reference manual. But even then, I knew it would give me the worst-case scenario surrounding my questions, so it got little use.

To be clear, I am not driving this point home to bash this book. It is the one I had experience with, and it reflects what I want to bring to light about motherhood in our current culture. This book and others like it are part of a system that, at its worst, supports a reductionist mentality and belief that women are reproductive machines that make babies, and at its best, provides up-to-date information on the physiological event of being pregnant. A machine needs an owner’s manual. Masculine values and thinking lead us to believe there must be one “boss book” and that you only talk to the “experts” for the truth, and you don’t look anywhere else.

What to Expect is a tribute to rescue culture. With so many things that can go wrong and so much need for expertise, the overall subtext of the book is that you will be overwhelmed, you will need rescuing, and you absolutely must follow the doctor’s orders. This mindset doesn’t live in a vacuum. To many people, this is the best thinking on this subject. It is the medicalization of motherhood, and it is the prevailing construct for moms.

It is also an excellent stand-in for the entire Mother Code because it is one very clear, concrete representation of the values one is meant to internalize. It would be more useful in an empowering context, and that’s how we need to engage with a lot of the mainstream medical information that comes our way as the whole truth about mothering. No, it is not the whole truth, but it can have its place. But first you must find your place to know when and how you want to use it.

I took my dissatisfaction, as well as my hurt and anger, and I sought out books that were having a broader conversation. I wasn’t seeking a watered-down or fanciful narrative; rather, one that would cause me to encounter myself, one that would invite me to go inside and see what is resonating and what isn’t. I wanted to be fed, and I wanted nourishment that didn’t stop at knowledge but ventured into the territory of wisdom and intuition. I yearned for a community of culture where ideas and conversation around the unspoken treasures of the unknown were normalized.

The years have passed, and now I find myself in the position of writing about motherhood in addition to reading about it. Yes, motherhood has been an amazing journey and continues to be so, but I want to make sure I don’t fall into the point of view taken by many authors claiming to be the authority on motherhood. What to Expect fills a space in my own library, but I want to honor the many people who, through their own experience, research, and expansive thinking, have written about mothering in a capacious way.
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GROUNDING RITUAL

Use the earth’s energy to support you and help you stay grounded as you navigate the myriad choices and decisions on the path of motherhood.

Plant your feet, sit on the earth, or imagine doing so in your mind’s eye. Bring your awareness to the soles of your feet (or the base of your spine if sitting). Envision roots extending from these points, reaching down into the earth. With each breath, feel these roots growing deeper, anchoring you securely to the earth. Imagine the earth’s energy, warm and nurturing, rising up through these roots, filling your body with a sense of stability and strength as you grow toward the light of the sun.

As you stand or sit, fully rooted, place your hands on your heart and silently affirm:

“I am grounded, steady, and supported by the earth beneath me.”

Feel the energy of the earth flowing through you, giving you a deep sense of connection and support.




What Our Collective Future Can Look Like—And Yours

The experience of motherhood is driven by prevailing cultural beliefs and norms—many of which upend our footing and cause us to question our embodied reality. Challenges have always existed for mothers, but those challenges have been different depending on the period. Western culture is almost completely subsumed by the hero myth, in which the masculine model of controlling, compartmentalizing, and mechanizing a natural process is a pretext to “save” women from the pain of childbirth. We need to topple the disempowering idea of pregnancy and birth as only a medical event and return it to a sacred event where a woman reconnects with her innate wisdom and is celebrated beyond her function to produce a baby. We have been trained to avoid discomfort and to fear pain. The good life is easy and pain-free. We crave comfort and ease. The medical system offers practices to rid us of our pain. It is synonymous with illness and death.

The center of our learning about our circumstance as a pregnant woman should be its sacrality, not worst-case scenarios. None of the process should be desiccated, hidden, or made to be shameful. We are trapped in a model where the wisdom encoded in a woman’s discomfort during pregnancy and pain during childbirth are obscured by norms and practices that go unchecked. It is ironic that during pregnancy we may wallow in suffering and victimhood, yet in birth we are shamed and ridiculed for uttering our cries, when these cries call upon the intelligence that signals the progressing stages of birth.


Mothering as a Synonym for Nurture

Mothering is nurturing. It is caring. It is all about the creative and destructive forces we see in nature all around us all the time. We are evolved beings, and for roughly the past 300,000 years as Homo sapiens, we have been carrying out this experience. And it is ever evolving and in our current day significantly more complex and nuanced. At the same time, it is unchanging. Does the weight of current complexities bear down on our predisposed ability to nurture? Are women slotted into a role that says that we are only here to nurture? Are we blocked by a masculine values paradigm that undervalues and takes for granted a powerful quality that is essential for our species to persist? It is so confusing really. We are damned if we do (nurture) and damned if we don’t (nurture)!

What does it mean to nurture? Why are women so wired for it? Is it natural, or is it something I am supposed to learn? It is natural, and we can feel cut off from this natural, innate part of us when it isn’t valued. So, if you wonder why you aren’t automatically plopped into nurture mode when your baby pops out, you are not broken, you need to reconnect and open up the pathways.

I remember being at dinner with one of my daughters and some friends of hers—all in their mid to late twenties. One of them mentioned that she and her husband were talking about starting a family. She expressed her fear that if she had a baby, she wouldn’t love it as much as her mom had loved her when she was born. She said her mother often reveled in sharing how the minute she held her in her arms it was the best feeling in the world, and she just fell head over heels in love with her. My daughter turned to me and asked me if I felt the same way the minute she was born. My heart skipped a beat. I wanted to give her a different answer, but I told her the truth. I said that no, I did not experience the immediate “baby bliss” her friend’s mom was describing. I felt guilty in that moment, as it had never hit me before that while I did feel like a goddess the moment she was born, it was more about me. I didn’t want her to think I didn’t love her, and while I didn’t have it instantly, it came. That feeling built over time, but it took intention and work for me to open up to that shared experience.

I may have had the example of my loving grandparents, but my primary caregivers modeled a different, very transactional version of a relationship. Accessing deep feelings of love and affection for my children took time. For women who have had the experience of instantaneous love and connection, that is something to cherish. Those of us who did not, however, have nothing to be ashamed of. Just as I want you to understand that you have a deep reservoir of expertise and intelligence—in all meanings of that word—to draw on, I also want you to hear me when I say there is no right way to mother. If something does not come easily to you, that is not a sign of failure.

I spend my professional life working with moms, helping people grow into the parents they want to be. If I had not had the challenges in my own childhood and as a young mom I had, I would not be driven to do this work today. When we talk about nurturing our families, we must remember to nurture ourselves as well. That’s how we grow into the people we yearn to be.




Motherhood Across Cultures

From a young age, we are made to believe that our culture’s system of managing pregnancy, birth, and motherhood reflects steady improvement in humanity’s understanding, our science, and our technology. As one begins to realize that the perspective of mothers is not prioritized or even respected during these vulnerable phases but instead managed and contained, this myth of progress begins to tatter around the edges. Is the best system one in which, once you learn about other cultures and how the ways we treat mothers has changed over time, the whole premise scatters like ashes in the wind?

We have—all of us—been programmed with a Mother Code that carries within it a whole set of assumptions and biases that turn being a mother into a profit center, one that gives mothers no more voice or choice than a consumer at a fast-food restaurant. But every society has its own version of the Mother Code. Understanding some differences can be important in learning how to rewrite our own Mother Code.

If we hopped in a time machine and set it for the Neolithic Era, roughly from 10,000 to 2,200 BCE, we would marvel at women and mothers occupying a central position in spiritual and social life. It seems that, of everything early humanity saw in the world, pregnancy and birth were holy and miraculous events. Reverence and honor were also held for women postmenopausal. Venus of Willendorf, the 29,500-year-old figurine found in Austria, is often portrayed as a fertility symbol, when in actuality her features reflect a woman past her childbearing years.

Plenty of other evidence reinforces the idea that mothers were the beating heart of the communities in which they lived. Where later societies would use phallic symbols as a representation of strength, early society used vaginal symbols.2 Psychologist and scholar Dr. Shari Thurer devoted years of her life to understanding the warp and woof of culture and its relationship to matriarchy across the millennia, and she has adroitly described the ins and outs of how that relationship has changed. As Thurer explains it, “…in many civilizations where the Goddess held sway, women did too, to a certain extent.”3 I am skeptical that our time machine could pinpoint a day and time in which everything shifted from an egalitarian culture to a patriarchal one, but the inquiry is valuable. All the theories have holes but Leonard Shlain put forth one that struck a chord with me in his book, The Alphabet Versus the Goddess: The Conflict Between Word and Image, where he lays out how the shifts in values coincided with the movement from oral storytelling and visual imagery to linear written language.

Patriarchy is not connected to a light switch; it doesn’t turn on and off based on your understanding of it. We live in a society with deeply rooted, male-centered structures all around us. Moving toward a more balanced way of living will always be a work in progress. My husband and I agreed all along that we wanted to parent differently, in a way that was truer to who we are, and which focused on every family member’s development. But that is the north star: You aim for it, it helps you navigate, but you don’t judge your success on whether you have landed on the star.

In full transparency, despite a level of awareness that exceeded our parents, Rich and I still fell into traditional masculine and feminine roles. It would be years before I challenged these roles as my early zeal in mothering mindfully waned over time, and I began to recommit to a new path as a teacher and storyteller myself. Sometimes, it takes years of life experience before clouds lift and we see dysfunctional patterns and behaviors with more clarity.

Your journey in rewriting your own Mother Code will have these same fits and starts and transitions and seasons. What matters above all is the practice, the daily ritual of working to embrace your vision of your best self, and the best outcomes for your family in whatever season you are in.




The Mother and the Midwife

“Push!” my midwife directed me with a soft but firm tone. Seeing the look of terror on my face as I gripped the footboard of our bed, she grabbed my hands.

“Push into the pain,” she said as she locked eyes with me.

“Is she nuts?” I thought. This was about the last thing I wanted to do. My brain was rejecting the invitation to intentionally move into the burning pain. But my trust in Mary overrode the desire to hold back and attempt retreating from the searing ring of fire I was experiencing as my baby was about to crown. And I did it!

“You have a daughter!” Kate and Mary said in unison.

What I remember most is those first moments was the energy that rippled through my body with the crystal-clear truth: “I AM A GODDESS!”

I love my midwives! There are not enough words for the gratitude I hold for them, not only for being there for the home births of both of our daughters, but also for being champions of keeping midwifery an option for all women. I watched as Mary fought tirelessly against a system that continues to layer challenge upon challenge, walling midwives off from providing services in general, and making it next to impossible for women who choose a birth outside of a hospital setting.

Mary poured herself into realizing one of her dreams when in 2014 she opened the first free-standing birth center in Illinois. Then in 2022, she started a fully accredited midwifery program for women from underrepresented communities in midwifery working toward birth equity and options for their communities. We have stayed closely connected and I work with her in her programs as adjunct faculty, where I have the privilege to support women striving for certification as doulas and midwives to mother themselves as they mother the mothers.

It infuriates me that the choice to birth with a midwife has become so difficult. We need not go back thousands of years to see the changing perceptions of birthing practices and how the Mother Code would have changed in kind. In the United States, women ruled over birth until relatively recent developments. Midwives delivered almost all babies in colonial times and continued to do so for many years. In the mid-1800s, male doctors took notice of these women-run medical events—as they perceived birth to be. They formed a lobby and documented marketing campaign to convince lawmakers and the public to curtail the use of midwives for deliveries so they could profit from what was suddenly viewed as a business.

Obstetricians in the U.S. were famously incompetent from the point of view of doctors in other countries. In 1910, Dr. Abraham Flexner published a long report4 that extensively criticized American obstetricians and the schools where they were being trained. Flexner found the whole system so riddled with problems he recommended sending doctors to the U.K. for proper training and then returning them to the U.S.

Rather than seeing this as a wake-up call, American obstetricians reached that most self-centered of conclusions: To increase their reputation, and make more money, they would eliminate their competition: midwives. In 1912, shortly after Dr. Flexner’s book was published, Professor J.W. Williams published a paper titled “Medical education and the midwife problem in the United States.” In it, he argued for eliminating midwives, calling them dirty, untrained witches, and blaming them for maternal deaths.

Ironically, the data from this period indicates the exact opposite. Increased births in hospitals were leading to increases in mortality rates due to birth injuries by as much as 40-50% between 1915 and 1929, according to one study. Another examined home births and hospital births between 1930 and 1932 and found that infant mortality in hospital births numbered 1.67 per 1,000, while home births had .90 infant deaths per 1,000 during that same period.5 I am left feeling heartbroken and angry that the actual data was ignored and replaced with fraudulent and damaging propaganda.

Replacing the wisdom and woman-to-woman connection of a midwife was one of the so-called “advances” that included the development of the “twilight sleep.” This was a method which employed a combination of the drugs scopolamine and morphine to make the delivering mother oblivious to what was happening. She would awaken after the birth with no memory of the event. This approach was combined with the crusade against midwives by prominent doctors of the period such as Dr. Joseph DeLee, who declared births dangerous and midwives incompetent.6 Despite methods of pain relief having evolved in positive ways over the years, doctors remain at the highest elevation of esteem with midwives operating on the fringes of birth in America.

The forces of this ardent intention of the male-dominated medical establishment to rule over conception, pregnancy, and birth have woven their way so completely into our mainstream culture most women are blind to its malintent. Even as a white, cis woman with a great deal of privilege, I could feel the constraint the nurse midwives were under to provide a home birth. I was surprised to discover that a home birth was significantly less expensive than a hospital birth. Yes, that hospital cost would mostly be covered by insurance, but let’s not ignore the obvious benefit of the hospital-insurance business relationship that would have a lot to lose if they started including home birth.

It made sense that our midwives were required to partner with a MD in a hospital as a backup if I needed to transfer to a hospital. But what doesn’t make sense is how difficult it is to find doctors who will do it—in part because of both the perceived risk and making less money, but mostly because of the stigma of being part of what is now considered a rogue practice.

We had one meeting with our backup doc, aptly named Dr. Angela, and she was lovely. It was comforting to know that the woman who would receive us in the hospital if needed was an advocate of home birth and that she concluded by saying she hoped to not see us again! Looking back on it now, what stands out for me was the sense of aloneness on Dr. Angela’s part. She may not have said it directly, but I was left with a foreboding feeling like an animal on the brink of extinction.

What women of all backgrounds had been accomplishing without medical apparatus for millennia is now viewed as beyond the grasp of most women once men had control over what became and remains the business of birth.




Mothering the Mother

Across the globe, rest for mother is deeply embedded in tradition. In Mexico, it is known as cuarentena. The Chinese phrase for it is translated into “doing the month.” The Japanese call it satogaeri bunben, and women traditionally return home to their parents for this period. In Eastern Europe, there is typically a one-month period of seclusion following birth. In Latin America, a period of seclusion is accompanied with body massage to aid recovery.7 If we examine contemporary practices across cultures spanning the globe, we see a pattern of support for mothers after birth that isn’t reflected here in the United States.

Generally, the consensus in other countries seems to be that, for at least 40 days after birth, mothers must rest and be given special consideration. That can be support from others (especially other women), a particular diet, isolation, and lots of rest.8 The specifics vary, but this practice of support is so common that its absence in American culture is notable.

Northern European nations’ respect for mothers after birth is codified into law. In the Netherlands, every mother receives a kraamzorg, or maternity carer, following birth, usually for eight days.9 Finland sends every mother a “maternity package” with 63 essentials for the newborn in a box that can be a bed for the baby. Antenatal care is standard and free for mothers in these countries. The U.S. follows no such tradition and has no federal provisions for family medical leave.10 Our go-it-alone society has engineered a family structure which for decades encouraged the idea of a family including two parents and their children and then left mom to fend for herself following births.11 I don’t know about you, but this is mind-boggling and heartbreaking that a country that proclaims to be one of the most advanced in the world is the only developed country on the planet to neglect to provide for its children and families.

Cultural context matters. What seems fixed and certain in our society can be a relatively new innovation. Mothers should define and design the Mother Code through which we all see this essential identity. Michelle Walks and Naomi McPherson’s ambitious An Anthropology of Mothering provides tremendous cultural and historical context and brings the topic back to the core of its importance. They write, “mothering is about behavior, practices, and engagement…mothering is about biology and culture, bodies and being…mothering is practiced by more than just mothers.”12 By articulating mothering in this holistic way, a vision emerges that expands beyond a singular role or narrow identity.






We Are All Mothers

Mothering others is a beautiful offering from which many women derive pleasure, satisfaction, and meaning. The imperative of valuing our service to others as a gift rather than an expectation falls on us. The more we claim the value of our caring labor, the more it will be reflected back to us and the disparity that exists will come into balance.

We ALL mother, with or without children. We conceive, create, and give birth to children, relationships, careers, pets, dreams, and frankly anything we put our caring, nurturing, protective energy into. You will hear this expressed as a drumbeat throughout the book. We must hear paradigm-shifting concepts many times before we take notice. Claiming the mother identity as an inherent part of your existence only empowers you. Giving birth is not the golden ticket that gets you into an elite club. Rather, it is a choice you make on how you want to use your creative power and spend your precious energy. A child is one of many paths a mother can take.

In my workshops, I invite people to introduce themselves like this: “My name is (fill in name), and I am a mother.” Because of our programming, this simple act of naming what is true evokes a full range of emotions and reactions for people without a child under their care. I have seen on their faces and heard in their voices everything from joy to pain to anger. I have seen relief, discomfort, and outright refusal to utter these words. I understand how it feels sacrilegious and scandalous to make what some would consider a false claim on an identity that we have been programmed to believe we must earn or can only achieve by giving birth or raising a child. I have even had stepmothers tell me they were shamed or criticized for calling themselves a mother if they didn’t give birth to the child that they are now responsible for raising.

It is essential that we find common ground among each other and foster genuine sisterhood. If we want to connect with divine mother energy and our creative power and put it to good use in the world, we must adopt an inclusive mindset that inspires us to see the myriad ways we all mother. And, that we acknowledge all the ways in which we have been a mother. If you have set your path on motherhood, you may feel fear and trepidation about this new endeavor; and that is expected. But I also invite you to consider all the ways you have been a mother in so many other areas of your life.

If you have cared about someone or something, you have mothered. If you have put time and energy and passion into creating something, you have mothered. If you have experienced heartache at the loss of someone meaningful, you have mothered.

As you nurture this new neural wiring, it will let you build on your experiences with the wisdom and knowledge you have accumulated on your journey. Then consider the ways you will learn, grow, and develop during motherhood, all the while building the next layer of your becoming. This cycle ultimately leads you back to mothering in other ways than children again. You come full circle!


Mothering Careers

I consider it a privilege to have so many women in my universe that have chosen to put their mother energy into their careers—both with and without children. Some I have coached directly and others I am close to as friends, so I have intimate knowledge of their journey.

It was during my original doctoral workshop, which only included women without children in their care, when I first shared the idea that all women mother. I thought this was an important but tangential piece I was including. The main intention of the workshop was to raise their awareness and open the door for them to critically discern all the choices they would face to prepare for motherhood—and throughout motherhood. But after I dropped in the piece that they were already mothers, and that they have been mothering in many ways in their lives, it hit me. I realized just how harsh and limiting the programming that dictates nothing you achieve or accomplish in your life is as important or meaningful than having a child.

It broke my heart to hear one of the participants share that despite having created a highly successful interior design and build agency, she felt none of it ultimately mattered and she was a failure if she didn’t also get married and have a child.

When I was in the beginning stages of my desire to take my doctoral work out to the world, I engaged a woman-owned personal branding agency to help me put words to what I was doing. To my delight, Jessica, the founder of the agency, had a dream in which she was given the words I use today—the Mother Code. I owe her my sincere gratitude for this. As I worked with her, I also did some private coaching for her personally. Jessica still questioned whether she wanted to be a mother of children in her life, yet she did the beautiful work owning and celebrating the mother energy she was already putting into creating her business. Everyone around her, including her husband and employees, could feel the shift.

When she shared her excitement about this new revelation on her social media platform, a friend reached out very upset. She told Jessica she had no right to claim being a mother if she didn’t have children. She chose to hold her ground and share with her friend what this meant to her. Jessica said while she was not claiming they were the same experiences, owning her mother energy and identifying as a mother was real and very much alive and present for her. She mothered herself powerfully both by claiming her identity on the mother continuum and guarding it when it was questioned.

Whether you are an entrepreneur, an employee, part of a team, a CEO, or anywhere you must take care of people or a project, you are mothering.

It is so beautiful and empowering when we recognize the mother energy we provide in these endeavors. When we do, we see the parallel cycle of conceiving, creating, and birthing that most endeavors require.




Mothering Relationships

Relationships also require mothering. No matter what the pairing looks like from a gender perspective, healthy relationships thrive when mother energy is present. (They need father energy also, but that is a topic of another book!) The parallel I want to shine the light on is that like children are our mirrors that stir up the “unfinished business” from our formative years, our partners and closest relationships do the same thing. How we were mothered in our upbringing shows up in every relationship. It is not if you will be triggered it’s when, and how will you deal with it.

Elsa, a woman who exudes a fierce mother love endowed from her Icelandic heritage, and her husband Corrado, a feisty and strong-willed Italian, make a powerful couple. But what makes them a thriving couple is their dedication to continuously learning and growing, working on their relationship, and supporting others to do the same. What inspires me about them is that while my husband and I focused our collective energy into parenting our children and stopped vibrantly growing, this couple turned up the volume. Yes, they parented their twins thoughtfully, but they didn’t lose themselves in the chaos to do it.

So even if children do not put demands on a long-term relationship, without a powerful vision and consciousness toward activating it and keeping alive the values you mutually share, the chances of its failing increase exponentially. Relationships need care and feeding and vigilance to keep growing and evolving. Sounds like mothering!




Mothering the Unexpected

Sometimes, children or people come in and out of our lives in very unexpected ways. Sometimes, the child we expected or dreamed of is not the child we receive into our care. From my perspective, these circumstances surrounding the unexpected have what would generally be considered a tragedy or loss attached to them. You give birth to a beautiful baby only to discover they have an incurable disease. Or, because of the death of their mother and father, a child enters your life as you were named their chosen guardian. Life throws us so many twists and turns, and the life we envisioned, or more accurately the life we are programmed to envision, as the “good” life can go off the rails when it doesn’t fit our picture.

I want to honor all the women who have experienced the loss of a child at any stage. Whether it was through a terminated pregnancy, a miscarriage, or a stillbirth, the loss is acute and intense. Our culture has little to no support or tolerance for this loss and you are expected to bounce back and get back on your feet without enough time and space to grieve. You mothered a little soul even if it was for a few weeks or months. Whatever the circumstances for their short life—and death—cycle, it affected you; and there is much to mine from it as an experience of mothering yourself and another.

I also want to acknowledge those whose mothering experience was outside normal parameters.

When my brother and sister-in-law had their second child, a son, they soon noticed delays and behavioral issues. But it would take years and incredible determination on their part to accurately diagnose Phelan-McDermid syndrome (pronounced FAY-luhn mick-DUR-mid). PDS is a rare genetic disorder involving chromosome 22 that can affect many critical functions in a person’s body—from learning and communicating to eating and sleeping.

Their son is now 18, and I was recently with them to celebrate his sister’s college graduation. During the weekend, I experienced so many emotions, and my realizations were unexpected. On the first night together, all I could think about was how glad I was that we were not dealt this hand. Imagine for a moment the time and energy required to care for a toddler, the vigilance of attention and sleep deprivation, as your forever parenting reality. How did they do it? How are they not just a jumble of nerves and puddles of resentment pooling on the floor? In all honesty, what I was harboring was pity for them—“Oh my poor brother, sister-in-law, and niece—they sure got the short end of the stick” was what kept running through my mind.

By the end of the next day my judgment of this being a “hard” situation started to melt. Yes, it is full of challenges above and beyond what a typical family navigates during their children’s lives, but here they were, rolling with it. They were having distance and humor and going about their lives as we all do. I can’t tell you how they have done what is heroic, but I can say what I felt and what I saw them orient to was nothing other than L-O-V-E, love!

What I witnessed was not just any kind of love, but pure unconditional love in action. I didn’t feel victimhood or sacrifice or hardship because to them it’s simply loving their special-needs son as they do their daughter. People talk about love all the time but little of what we give, or experience, is unconditional. That is a part of mother love. When there is no reciprocation, no affirmation, or gratitude for what you are doing for someone, it must be something as powerful as love that sustains you.

Women mother under any circumstances. Grieving the loss of what you had imagined or assumed would be your motherhood reality is part of your journey and should be honored. Our capacity for love and caring is infinite in its forms and endurance.




Mothering the Aged

Many of us face or will encounter the reality of aging parents, other family members, or friends who need mothering. The global pandemic highlighting this as the care gap was put in high relief. Women are the default caregivers. We cannot help ourselves! I don’t have a problem with this as I honor how it is second nature for us to jump in and fill the holes. I take issue when this laboring is undervalued and underappreciated. We will continue to do it anyway, but the cost to ourselves and the world needs to be recognized because were it to be given adequate acknowledgment through tangible (an abundant wage) and intangible (a heartfelt thank you) ways, there would only be more of it available, as we would be sustained. And truly, our world needs more mother energy. The need for our care is ever-present and shows up in many ways, another of which is caring for the aging.

In 2019, a writer published an anonymous piece on Lesley Jane Seymour’s Covery Club website, which is geared toward topics of interest to middle-aged women. The piece was titled “When A Good Daughter Hates Caring for Her Aging Mother.”13 The daughter in the title was the writer. She complained about caring for her 92-year-old mother and about the shame she felt for resenting her. It was a relatively short but very honest essay.

Hundreds of comments thanked her profusely for saying what many were feeling. “This is me,” one comment began. “Your article was ‘spot on,’ ” another said. The commentators were, overwhelmingly, the middle-aged women for whom the site was developed, and they were describing the heartbreaking struggle so many women face and, often, the anger they felt because they had to face it alone.

I can definitely relate.

Because of both ageism and the fears (reminders that death is close by) that surround aging, our Western American culture often chooses to shut elderly parents away. This can occur by putting them in a home, turning the care over to others, walking away, or shutting them out emotionally. I had done them all and was content with the feeling that my obligation ended with my financial contribution to my mother’s care and occasional visits and excursions. I am not admonishing myself or putting myself in bad daughter prison. But I am acknowledging that it took making a conscious choice to step out of the boundaries I’d put between us while I was individuating and breaking our pattern of enmeshment.

These parameters were the best way I knew at the time to take care of myself around her borderline personality and narcissistic tendencies. Once I made this choice and decided to shine light on how I was past needing the same boundaries, beautiful gifts were revealed.

The first gift was laying down the resentment and belief that my mother’s words or behavior still held the same power they did when I was a child. I chose to experience her as a quirky old lady who says mean and judgmental things sometimes, but also has a huge caring heart and resilience like no one I know. It was that easy. I was no longer a victim to my mother, and the self-protective measures I once needed to give me space to develop a core sense of myself were no longer required. I didn’t tell her I was doing this, but it didn’t take her long to pick up on it and let me know how much she appreciated me letting her in. She didn’t punish me or criticize my past behavior; rather, she acknowledged the necessity of it and was so glad for this new chapter of our relationship.

The second gift centers on my expanding compassion for and acceptance of the aging process. Our culture has an unhealthy relationship with the natural process of aging. Women are held to completely impractical and impossible goals of looking like you do in your 20s when you are 80. It is absurd and physically and emotionally violent to us to be pushed into this trap. I go there despite my best efforts to be above it and not care about the wrinkles and sagging everything. Part of the care for my mother involves seeing her naked 94-year-old body; and to be honest, it used to make me feel frightened and disgusted.

As I have worked to become more compassionate toward my own aging body, I view her body as natural and beautiful the way the Grand Canyon is magnificent. It is the reflection of time spent on this planet and the wounds of nature scaring the landscape that evoke awe in its beholders. Our bodies mirror this miracle, and even when I struggle to love my postmenopausal body, I can start by accepting it. If I had not chosen to drop my guard and tune into my caring and unconditional positive regard for my mother, I would have missed out on these precious gifts.

I hope these examples of mothering in its innumerable manifestations show the ways you are bringing your creative and caring energy to bear. And whether it affirms you, inspires you, or enlightens you, there is no question that you are a mother. You are a woman on her journey, amassing mothering experiences and sharing her gifts in gorgeous ways.





Crafting New Expectations

The ability of women to access our emotional intelligence and intuition is so powerful that it has been spun as a liability by people who seek to control us. “Overly emotional woman” has become such a central myth in our marginalization that it appears everywhere in our culture. Although the great intellects and artists across centuries—women and men—have affirmed the value of emotions and intuition in their pursuits of knowledge and art, the rest of us are left feeling a little disadvantaged when we recognize strong feelings in a room or react with emotion to a stirring sight or sound.

Once and for all: The intelligence of women is the intelligence of a loving universe! They are the same. Not using one’s emotional awareness or intuitive sense when trying to sort out a problem is like tying one hand behind your back. If we’re trying to solve the world’s problems, if we’re trying to make the planet more livable for everyone (and everything), then why wouldn’t we use the full range of our intelligence to do these things? The answer may be in the question. If your goal is to make money or dominate others, those with a more holistic view can be threatening to your agenda.

The mainstream cultural perspective of modern society, its zeitgeist, is obviously blinkered, and we are setting the planet afire and subjecting billions to misery because of it. So, let’s talk for a minute about full women’s intelligence—in particular, emotions—and what unlocking it can do for you. Always remember: As you heal yourself, as your grow yourself, you grow, heal, and nurture the planet, and simply by diving into these topics, you are transforming the whole world.
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This revelatory book was the guide I most needed as a
young mother—and which I will be pressing into the
hands of every expectant parent I know.

-Perdita Finn, Author of The Way of the Rose
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