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        This book is lovingly and gratefully dedicated to my two mothers,
Sergee Summer (1918–2015)
and the goddess Sekhmet
        —
        may she continue to nurture and protect us eternally,
and may I reciprocate in lifelong service as a true warrior of Ma’at
        .
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      “I’m truly impressed with this remarkable book. While Nicki shares the magic of Sekhmet’s power to create healing and transformation in your life, she gifts you with sacred stories and extraordinary photos to illustrate your journey. Nicki’s mastery is clear as she guides you through an alchemical process comprised of many initiations and exercises that will change your life.”

      SANDRA INGERMAN, M.A., AUTHOR OF SOUL RETRIEVAL

      “Just reading Nicki’s fierce and fearless book can begin the process of transformation. Ah, but if you actually do the work—if you let Sekhmet devour you, digest you, heal you, change you—that is when the magic happens. Let Nicki be your loving and wise guide on this transmutational journey. It will be scary. There will be fire. But oh, it will be worth it.”

      M. ISIDORA FORREST, AUTHOR OF ISIS MAGIC: CULTIVATING A 
RELATIONSHIP WITH THE GODDESS OF 10,000 NAMES

      “Sekhmet is a potent amalgamation of Nicki Scully’s Alchemical Healing and the wisdom of Sekhmet, the transformative goddess of the threshold who arrives when the Great Ages shift. As the most intense Aquarian shift comes—Sekhmet’s hour—Nicki Scully’s guidance for regenerating our brains and body systems is a lifesaver—an exquisite healing balm.”

      BARBARA HAND CLOW, AUTHOR OF AWAKENING THE PLANETARY MIND

      “Nicki Scully has decades of leading tours to the sacred sites of ancient Egypt, in two of which I participated many years ago. In the course of this book, while focused on Sekhmet, the reader will also encounter Thoth the god of wisdom; Ptah the inventor; Ma’at the cosmic truth, justice, and balance; Knum the potter who rebuilds the body; and Khepera, the protector. The reader learns not only about these mythic figures but learns how to access these deities in a ritualistic way for spiritual transformation. Lavishly illustrated with striking photographs, this book is a treasure chest of healing meditations!”

      RALPH METZNER, PH.D., AUTHOR OF ECOLOGY OF CONSCIOUSNESS

      “I have heard many accounts of Sekhmet and her powerful, ongoing manifestations through select individuals. This goddess refuses to be forgotten. She serves as a hierophant or bridge to a world of vast psychic potentialities. She beckons us to visit her small and obscure shrine located amid the magnificent Temple of Karnak. Nicki Scully takes us further into her mysteries as only a daughter of the goddess can do.”

      JEFFREY MISHLOVE, PH.D., HOST AND PRODUCER OF NEW THINKING 
ALLOWED VIDEO CHANNEL

      “This is an amazing book, beautiful in both images and words, empowering readers to deal with the profound issues and challenges of our time. Read it to gain knowledge, surrender to its wisdom to heal yourself, and work it to transform your ability to act for the good of all our relations!”

      BROOKE MEDICINE EAGLE, AUTHOR OF BUFFALO WOMAN COMES SINGING

      “Sekhmet enlivens the alchemical fire of transmutation within and offers a pathway to become one’s most refined and potent self. All who choose to partake in this primal alchemical process and embrace Sekhmet as ally and friend have an opportunity to self-initiate into an empowered state of grace. What a gift Nicki is giving to readers.”

      DANIELLE RAMA HOFFMAN AUTHOR OF THE TABLETS OF LIGHT

      “Are you ready for transformation? If so, this is the book for you. The belly of the goddess is a haven of peace, a cauldron of illumination and ultimate rebirth. Now, more than ever, we need Sekhmet in our lives and she is available at her finest in this book.”

      KATHRYN W. RAVENWOOD, AUTHOR OF HOW TO CREATE SACRED WATER

      “Nicki Scully’s latest book, Sekhmet, leads the reader to new depths of understanding and connection with the mighty Sekhmet. Sa Sekhem Sahu.”

      CANDACE ROSS, RESIDENT PRIESTESS AT THE TEMPLE OF GODDESS 
SPIRITUALITY, DEDICATED TO SEKHMET

    

  
    
      Acknowledgments

      Bern, Switzerland, January, 1997—Sekhmet spoke up. It was time, and her teachings would no longer wait. Dr. Christine Fehling, Jungian psychiatrist, lineage sister, and a teaching partner for many years, stepped comfortably in to her role for those first lessons, and the conversations began. In the years that followed, many others partook in the co-creation that has become this book, while a growing hunger for Sekhmet’s teachings has become a flood that empowers students and teachers alike.

      Another growth I’ve witnessed over the years is the number of Sekhmet priests and priestesses who have stepped in to the magic as the words and phrases waited for harvest. There are others, more than I can put a number to, who knew when to pick up the phone, fade into the dream, and flow through the mists with me. When the teachings came and the words were put into the manuscript that morphed into this book, they became available for generations to come.

      It is at this moment—when a list is emerging as some of the cocreators whom I have turned to so often are like a parade before my eyes while the cheers of the ancients fill my ears and Sekhmet’s banner flows over them—that I would like to present my gratitude to all of those without whom this book would never have been written.

      Over the years, and in response to what I perceived as a growing need for Sekhmet’s teachings to become more available, I continued to share the work, each time observing it expand and grow. Eventually I started keeping track of those with whom I worked to bring in new journeys to add to the alchemy. I apologize to anyone whom I may have forgotten, as all of her teachings are co-creations, delivered through trusted visionaries, fellow students, and Sekhmet priests and priestesses.

      Those without whom this book would not have come to fruition, and upon whom I shower deep and abiding gratitude, include:

      Debbie Clarkin, dear friend, colleague, lineage sister, and teacher of Alchemical Healing who spent countless hours on the phone with me from her home in Canada, three teleclasses, two retreats that were devoted to Sekhmet’s work, and three tours to Egypt (so far) supporting me and Sekhmet’s work. Debbie deepened the teachings with new journeys, including “Merging with Sekhmet,” “Fierce Compassion,” “The Land of False Hopes and Broken Dreams,” “In the Soup with Wadjet,” “The Oasis,” “First, There Was the Word,” as well as Nefertum’s bubbles, the meridian chapter, and more. She patiently answered my endless questions, researched many of the things that I didn’t fully understand, practiced Alchemical Healing on me when I hurt, and all the while kept me upbeat and on track. In addition, Debbie drew six of the illustrations and provided several photographs that are included in this book.

      Indigo Rønlov, soul sister friend, who showed up again and again, whenever needed. Her vision quest in the White Desert yielded the journey to retrieve and strengthen our skeletal systems, and she contributed the bundle at the Sphinx while coleading with me during an Egypt tour devoted to Sekhmet’s work. Indigo influenced Khnum’s journey and almost every other journey in the book. She generously gave constant support and friendship. She was always available to listen to my changes, take the journeys, and give me intelligent feedback. She also did many Alchemical Healings and even typed for me when my back wouldn’t allow me to do it myself. Indigo is also a great photographer who contributed a number of fine photographs to help illustrate this book.

      The beautiful foreword that Normandi Ellis wrote captures the essence of what this book is attempting to convey, and, as with everything she writes, she managed to pleasantly surprise me on many levels, especially with the story of her healing from Sekhmet that parallels this work. Normandi was always accessible to answer my many questions, translate hieroglyphics as needed, and offer opinions that greatly influenced the content of this book.

      Through a series of magical synchronicities and genuine surprises, Hank Wesselman’s foreword appeared at the very last moment, eloquently completing the articulation that describes Sekhmet in a way that bridges the gap between science and shamanism. The story of his encounter with Sekhmet offers readers a sensitive demonstration of our ability to commune with spirit in a way that can alter a lifetime of deeply felt beliefs in a momentary flash of comprehension.

      Mitch Bebel Stargrove, N.D., went over the manuscript with great care and helped me to understand the network of systems that work together to interconnect our bodies, minds, emotions, and spirits and make us human beings. Thank you for saving me from the embarrassment of my ignorance. Lori Stargrove, N.D., helped me to understand her husband and lent her unique perspective to the process throughout. The Stargroves also made many trips to Eugene from Portland with their healing magic to make sure that I was physically and mentally capable of completing the book, a project that took several years, even after Inner Traditions • Bear & Company agreed to publish it.

      Kathryn Ravenwood, Gloria Taylor Brown, Jeya Aeronson, Indigo Rønlov, Debbie Clarkin, and Lois Stopple spent many hours and many phone calls going over the manuscript and tweaking it in ways that only their clear eyes and strong relationship with Sekhmet could achieve as they meticulously read and contributed considerable improvements to the rough drafts. These longtime visionary sisters have always had my back, and they always show up either just before or when I need them.

      Amanda Starlight and Jacqueline Mullen, along with Indigo, added inspiration with their group visioning of the brain regeneration, as did my husband, Mark Hallert, and Debbie Clarkin. In Egypt, Debbie, Jacqueline, and Indigo helped to envision Khnum’s re-creation of the body and ka.

      A special shout of gratitude to those students who took the time to write about their experiences, helping to shed light for those who are reading and will read this book, especially Cristina Trujillo, who took extensive notes on her experiences during the teleclass journeys, and especially those areas that were confusing, so that I could repair them. (See their signatures at the end of the Shared Voices letters, which appear at the end of each chapter.)

      Safia Suboohi, Marjorie Bridges, Heidi Mason, Ellis Ganley, and Ashley Drowatzsky kept the office, garden, and home together to give me the time I needed to complete this project. For that I am forever grateful.

      Kat Lunoe’s oil painting, which graces the cover, is an exquisite portrait of Sekhmet portrayed in her aspect as the compassionate healer. Thank you for your beautifully rendered interpretation of the statue that lives in Sekhmet’s chapel, where it all began and where an endless stream of pilgrims discover why they were called to Egypt and to this book.

      I had not heard of nor understood iconography until I connected with Ptahmassu Nofra-Uaa, whose skill and commitment brought forth his magnificent icon of Sekhmet, the gift of which I am privileged to have as the first color plate in this book.

      Tarek Lotfy, Indigo Rønlov, Nicole Haworth, Hank Wesselman, Jacob Cohl, Debbie Clarkin, and Mickey Stelavatto contributed many of the photographs that allow readers to see where they are at any given time during certain journeys. Their generosity and skill are greatly appreciated, as are the illustrations of Debbie Clarkin, Erin Alaina Schroth, Lauren Raine, and Karen Klein, who permitted me to use their beautiful images, some of which came from The Union of Isis and Thoth.

      A huge thank you to Emil Shaker, my friend and Egyptologyst who is also our Anubis—our guardian and guide. Emil has accompanied me and my groups through countless pilgrimages to Egypt and has been a great support in the writing of this book. He tirelessly answers all my questions and, because he hails from Luxor, offers special tidbits of folklore and access to Sekhmet at Karnak, even when her chapel was closed to the public during restoration. When I was first sharing this work in Egypt some years ago, Emil recognized the ritual as authentic, and when he realized that it was becoming a book, he offered me access 24/7 so that he could contact the chief archaeologists at all the temples in Upper Egypt to answer my questions and make sure that I had all my historical facts correct. Blessings and gratitude, Emil; I love you too!

      Without the constant support from Mohamed Nazmy, this book could never have been written. Mohamed’s company, Quest Travel, makes magic happen and doors open for us as we sail the Nile on the Dahabeya Afandina, a magnificent luxury sailing yacht that was designed and built to our specifications. He also gives me and my cohorts spacious and comfortable apartments in which we can rest and write between tours. Mohamed provides for our needs above and beyond, and beyond the beyond . . . Thank you!

      From conception to birth of this book, the folks at Inner Traditions • Bear & Company have been there for me. Yet before Bear & Company was bought by Inner Traditions in 2000, it was owned by Gerry and Barbara Hand Clow. In 1989 I was magically guided to consult with Barbara as an astrologer regarding some unrelated issues in my life. Although she had retired from doing personal readings, she followed her inner guidance and agreed to do one for me, letting me know that in no way would she ever use a reading to choose an author for her company. Many months later I received a message: “Where will you be day after tomorrow? I want to send you a tape of your reading.” The tape arrived at exactly the same time as the great San Francisco earthquake of that year. I opened it with trepidation and discovered with joyous surprise that Barbara and I had a deeper connection than I could have imagined; if I could write the book that she was told I could, I would have the backing of Bear & Company and the book would be illustrated by Angela Werneke (Medicine Cards). Barbara has had my back ever since. She did the blessing for Mark and me during our wedding. She sat with me for days while I was flat on my back from chemotherapy, refusing to leave until we discovered how and why I’d gotten breast cancer. I was diagnosed just a few weeks after my first book, The Golden Caldron, now Power Animal Meditations, was published. She did a benefit for me to help us get by. We are soul sisters, separated only by time and distance and the weighty circumstances of our ridiculously busy lives. In truth, I could never have written this or any of my other books without Barbara Hand Clow. My love and gratitude also encompass her husband, Gerry, who believed so much in me that he personally edited that first book, going over it with me line by line on the telephone—hours and hours of long-distance phone calls. Barbara and Gerry also joined me on my company’s second tour to Egypt. It is safe to say that they were the first contributors to this book and for all the above reasons and more, I send my deepest gratitude to both of them.

      At Inner Traditions I send my gratitude first to Jon Graham and Ehud Sperling for recognizing its importance and for waiting patiently for me to get it together. More thanks to Jeanie Levitan and her fine editorial staff, especially her assistant, Patricia Rydle, who was consistent in her ongoing encouragement and help, and for my brilliant editors, Laura Schlivek (the best of the best) and Nancy Yeilding, who showed magical perception as they reworked the manuscript with remarkable skill and care and suggested and implemented editing changes that improved this book beyond my imagining. And ongoing gratitude for the rest of the ITI staff who always make me feel like I belong to a family of people who want the best for this book and for me, including Erica Robinson and Nicki Champion for their work on cover text and design, and Manzanita Carpenter, Shannon Walker, and others who continue to help me get the word out after it goes to print.

      It’s difficult to express all the ways in which my beloved husband, Mark Hallert, supported me and contributed to this book. Not only did he go over every word, and had the last word on the final manuscript, but he was always aware when it was crunch time and there were many mornings when I didn’t realize I’d forgotten to eat until he placed a plate of food in front of me, or the same with dinner and washing dishes and running errands. It probably would have taken another two years if Mark hadn’t stepped up! Besides, he’s put up with me for thirty-one years as of this writing . . .

      And then there is the spirit world, inclusive of all the beings, totems, ancestors, and spirit allies from all spaces and dimensions who showed up to support the writing of this book and who will be there for the people who read it. Thank you for enriching this work with your presence and support.

      I send my everlasting gratitude to Medicine Buddha—your magic catalyzed the vision that conceived this book. Your continued presence is appreciated more than words can tell.

      Thoth, Anubis, Ma’at, Ptah, Wadjet, Khnum, Mut, Sobek, Horus, and the many others from my Egyptian neteru family who called forth the energy and focus required to make this book happen, I thank you. Like Mark and so many of my friends, you continued to believe in me even when I didn’t believe in myself. Thank you for the privilege of writing this book for you, and for the world.

      And finally, and most importantly, to Sekhmet: Thank you for choosing me to create this book—it has been a joyful honor. Along with my immense and overflowing appreciation for your trust, as one of your most devoted cubs I pray that my efforts please you and that I and my cadre of accomplices bring joy to you and your pride, and bring healing to the world. Hail to you and to all the warriors and guardians of Ma’at. Sa Sekhem Sahu.

      WITH DEEPEST LOVE AND GRATITUDE, NICKI SCULLY, BLUE EAGLE

    

  
    
       

      
        Special Notice to the Reader
      

      Although this book suggests experiences that can result in healing, 
it is not meant to give specific recommendations for the treatment of particular illnesses, either physical or emotional. This book explores a variety of alternative possibilities that are meant to be used as adjunctive approaches to conventional modalities and are not intended to replace recognized therapies or medical diagnoses and treatments. It is suggested that the reader approach these journeys with caution, for they, as with any deep explorations of the psyche, can sometimes catalyze states of emotional intensity. This book is not recommended for those with fragile mental states or certain clinically diagnosed mental illnesses such as bipolar disorder or schizophrenia. Anyone who chooses to do this work must take responsibility for their own experience.

       

    

  
    
      FOREWORD

      It’s the Feeling You Get When You Are Sekhmetized

      Normandi Ellis

      Nicki Scully is an inspiration. When she breathes out, she breathes out the Egyptian mysteries. Over the years I’ve watched her work up close. When the gods and goddesses take hold, her eyes glitter, and she shines with a golden aura. She says humbly that she doesn’t see or channel, but I tell you this: she embodies. If you don’t believe me just watch her interview with Dr. Jeffrey Mishlove on the New Thinking Allowed series. You can’t tell me that’s not Thoth inside that body.

      Soon after its inception, The Anubis Oracle was well received, and many people have been inspired by it. It has earned its place among some of the best of Nicki’s oracular mysteries. The book you hold in your hands, Sekhmet: Transformation in the Belly of the Goddess, has been in Nicki’s repertoire of mystery school teachings for a while—at least in various incarnations. As you will see in the pages of this book, Sekhmet takes her time, and her work with you is thorough. I find this book among Nicki’s most powerful works in its initiations into self-healing and exploration of the mysteries.

      My own experience with Sekhmet in July 1989 came during my first pilgrimage to Egypt. Alone and fearful as my domestic life was beginning to unravel at the seams, I encountered Sekhmet and her fierce compassion. For three days the boat on which I sailed stopped at temples along the Nile, while I lay semi-comatose in my bed, ill beyond anything I’d ever experienced. In this delirious, hypnagogic state, the black granite lion/woman/goddess that I had recently seen at Karnak grew a tawny coat and found her way to me as I lay sweating and shivering in my bed. Her wild, golden eyes locked onto mine. I lifted my hand to her, and she put her warm, furry, and leather-padded paw above my hand. Not touching me, she simply merged her auric energy with mine.

      We lifted off the damp sheets and flew out of the portal window and over the Sahara hills. My astral body and Sekhmet’s floated inches above the golden sands. I could feel the heat of the sand dunes and the grit scouring across my belly. Sekhmet showed me how to breathe through my teeth as if I were birthing a child; I was in desperate need of a new life.

      When I came back from that desert journey, healed from my bodily distress, it took about two years to fully integrate that healing experience. I began a new life—the result of which has been my work with the pantheon of Egypt. Every subsequent trip to Egypt (and I took many of them with Nicki Scully), whenever I was able, I made my pilgrimage to the dark chamber of Sekhmet and Ptah’s temple at Karnak. Entering the darkened room, I am always eager to see my lion goddess mother, to express my gratitude, and to breathe her breath again.

      When you encounter Sekhmet in these pages, you will see that this vision quest is an authentic experience. My healing initiation with Sekhmet occurred years before Nicki and I ever met each other over a phone call—a hilarious story in itself. The experience I had on that boat, however, was never told to Nicki. Yet much of it is a replica of the journey she articulates in this book. All I can say is that, from my experience, “This the real deal.”

      I did encounter Sekhmet’s healing energy a few years after my illness through the work of Robert Masters and Jean Houston. Here I learned the specific mind-body connection with Sekhmet as healer, vision initiator, and the lion heart of the goddess herself. I say these things to make a point. Over the last three-thousand-plus years, Sekhmet has been one busy lady. To date there are numerous books of prayers dedicated to her, as well as a number of recently built shrines, temples, and chapels in the United States and around the world. She is making her presence known.

      She is making her presence known in fierce compassion for all of us in this world at this time in the midst of planetary and personal transformation of the highest order. Simply put, this is Sekhmet’s hour.

      Nicki says in her introduction, “It appears that the world is split, and many of us are being subjected to . . . the madness that is the result of our refusal to take our job as stewards of our precious planet seriously. . . . Many of us are being called and trained to awaken [Sekhmet’s] power within ourselves, so that each of us becomes a powerful guardian of Ma’at.”

      We can best do this healing of the planet by first healing ourselves. One of the most powerful medicines of Sekhmet is self-forgiveness. One needs that to become a healer of any kind. One needs to be loved, to be accepted, and to be one’s own true self—seeing from one’s heart rather than through one’s eyes. Sekhmet teaches us this fierce compassion. Like a lioness hunting, she asks us to be vigilant—to notice the changes occurring around us, to seek out and eliminate those self-defeating behaviors and patterns of thought that have held us bound in an inert and modified existence. This difficult and important work is designed to give us a new start, to take the remaining energy in the detritus of an old life and to regenerate it and ourselves at a cellular level.

      Not only must we be vigilant about our very human errors, we must recognize and accept our broken and abandoned dreams, for in them lies a great healing balm. In truth we have lost not just our hope, but we have lost the energy to transform when our dreams are shattered. Sekhmet’s work with us helps us to reclaim this energy.

      One of the most powerful experiences in this book is that of finding one’s consciousness able to negotiate time and space, moving from the ancient world to the future self and pulling these back into the present. The shifts into alternate realities prove to be not just any astral journey, but one that is visceral and sensual—made so through the writing of Nicki Scully. Inside and out she places us firmly in the belly of the goddess, feeling ourselves nourishing and nourished.

      Through this deep work each one of us is permitted to choose a new reality to carry us forward in life. And in so choosing we find a new joy, a new exuberance that is necessary to co-create a new self—in the new world. We have no more time for false humility and shyness, the sense of not being enough or knowing enough. Nicki tells us: We don’t have time for that anymore. Besides that, it is not ourselves alone who are working to co-create a new reality. We are working with the entire neteru.*1 We are working with the Divine.

      I ask you to step fully into this work, to allow it to deepen your vision of yourself and your reality. Sekhmet assures you that she is there to co-create with you and to empower you to do the sacred work. What are you waiting for? Go now.

      NORMANDI ELLIS is an award-winning writer, workshop facilitator, clairvoyant, and spiritualist minister. She is the author of thirteen books, including Awakening Osiris, Invoking the Scribes of Ancient Egypt, Imagining the World into Existence, Dreams of Isis, Feasts of Light, and The Union of Isis and Thoth (coauthored with Nicki Scully).

    

  
    
      FOREWORD

      My First Encounter with Sekhmet

      Hank Wesselman, Ph.D.

      By profession I am an anthropologist (Ph.D., UC Berkeley), a former college and university lecturer as well as a field researcher who has worked since 1971 with several international research expeditions to Ethiopia, searching the ancient, eroded landscapes of the Great Rift Valley in search of answers to the mystery of human origins. My discoveries have been published in my many scientific papers and monographs.*2

      Yet in addition, I have been a shamanic practitioner and teacher for more than thirty-five years, and in response to my continued focus on the inner worlds, certain unusual life experiences have become available to me. These have been recorded in my published metaphysical books and papers.

      In January of 2003, I led a travel group to Egypt, an extraordinary adventure guided by Emil Shaker, who is mentioned later in Nicki’s book. During this trip we visited the great sites of antiquity in response to which many of the travelers had strong dreams as well as vivid paranormal experiences. The account that follows records some experiences of my own, and although many of my esteemed academic colleagues might regard them as fanciful, even fictional, everything that follows was experienced as real.

      
        KARNAK

        January 9—Our guide and Eygptologist, Emil, picked us up at our hotel in Luxor at 6:00 a.m. It was still pitch dark as we boarded our bus and headed for the famous temple complex known as Karnak. When we arrived at our destination, I could just make out the guards smiling as they recognized our guide, and he suavely tipped them so we could enter the site at this early hour.

        The temple of Karnak was and is the heart of Egypt. It is one thing to view photographs of this incredible place in oversized books at our leisure. It is something quite different to actually stand among the silent, massive stone pillars of this site in the darkness before the dawn, surrounded by the soft, warm, earthy scent of the desert and the stones, with the soft whispering winds and the overarching stars as our companions.

        This immense temple complex is composed of many shrines and was constructed by its builders across hundreds of years on a monumental scale fit for the gods, the neteru themselves. How it was done continues to invoke a sense of mystery within us today, as it is doubtful that we could replicate it in our own time, even with all our high technology.

        For example, one side of the immense roof that stands many stories above the ground is built slightly higher than its opposing side, creating a natural form of air-conditioning in that warm air is drawn upward during the hot time of the day, allowing cooler breezes from the Nile to the west to flow inward and downward. And this was conceived and executed by Egyptian architects and engineers while the peoples of Europe were still living in their barbarian villages far to the north, a thousand years before the Greek civilization arose.

        We in the group stood humbled under the desert sky as we tried to take in the site’s full immensity and power. Karnak, and its complement, the Temple of Luxor, is one of the wonders of the ancient world.

        The light was just beginning to show in the east as our guide took us up the main avenue and into the small shrine that he told us was historically used by the pharaoh to await the rising sun. Having come so early, we were the only visitors in the vast complex on that day, and so this event carried a certain specialness . . . one could almost say “holiness.”

        As the rising sun cracked the horizon and suddenly shafted across the altar, we felt our connection with eternity affirmed across more than three-and-a-half-thousand years . . . and we felt our unity with the great mystery that spawned us.

        After witnessing the eastern light illuminate the altar, our guide led us quickly to the northeastern edge of the huge site, passing a small scrubby sycamore about eight or nine feet tall, which is more than 2,500 years old and is still alive. We then headed toward a small stone building housing the shrine of Ptah.

      

      
        THE SHRINE OF PTAH

        The word Egypt means “the land of Ptah.” This deity was (and forever will be) the archetypal force of creation, who came from the stars and who formed the world by thinking it and by speaking it into being with his words. In his blue aspect—his blue skin or blue cap—Ptah ruled Egypt for 8,000 years, according to myth. His consort (or complement) during this age was (and is) Sekhmet, the great transformational lion-headed goddess.

        After our guide greeted the guards and crossed their palms with a modest wad of Egyptian pounds, the iron grate across the unprepossessing shrine was unlocked and we stepped into the small stone building, entering a room in the center of which a raised dais bears a headless statue of Ptah. After taking in this desecrated sculpture, we gazed around at the reliefs on the walls that depict the great architect and healer Imhotep interacting with the deity Ptah, revealing this place to be a locality of initiation for healers.

        Our guide’s restless eyes darted toward a dark doorway to our right, and in a hoarse whisper, he told us that within this shrine is the only living statue of Sekhmet in Egypt—one that was placed in this crypt by the pharaoh Thutmoses the Third in roughly 1450 BCE. He then tipped the guards once again, and the gate across that door was opened, allowing us access to another small stone room.

        As the group filed in a small hole in the ceiling let in a dim shaft of early light from the sky. We stood blinking as our eyes adjusted to the darkness, and then there in the shadows before us emerged a standing black stone image of Sekhmet, a slender female human form with a lion’s head, on top of which was perched the sun disk, with the cobra uraeus in front. From her base to her apex, the goddess seemed to stand a good seven feet tall.

      

      
        SEKHMET

        This was a dramatic experience, to say the least, and our guide closed the door after us, effectively shutting us into the shrine with Sekhmet. There was only just enough light to barely make out the outlines of the powerful figure before us. But as our eyes continued to adjust to the dim light and the sky outside brightened with the dawn, the goddess seemed to magically take on form and density, manifesting herself in the small room and intimidating us into silent reverence for a good five minutes or more.

        I stood facing her, leaning against the back wall behind the group, taking it all in, and I watched as the group began to respond, their hands slowly coming up and their prayers softly being offered. I considered what our guide had said—that this was the only “living” statue of Sekhmet in Egypt. With that thought, I decided to try to access the shamanic state of consciousness—the same high-frequency brain-wave state described in the books of my Spiritwalker trilogy.

        There was no problem. As the first ecstatic surge of energy gripped me in its invisible fist and my breath caught in my chest, I reached for those sensations. In response, the power swept into me like a wave engulfing a beach. I stiffened physically, my mind abruptly expanding . . . and I suddenly felt the goddess’s awareness focused upon me.

        There was no doubt. “She” was there.

        I tried my best to remain still, controlling my tendency to shake by wedging myself against the back wall. The rest of the group was focused on the statue, and so we remained for another five minutes or more. When our guide finally opened the door, I remained propped against the back wall, while my fellow travelers slowly completed their rituals and quietly filed out the doorway.

        Finally only I remained.

        There I was, alone in an ancient stone room in Upper Egypt, standing in the presence of a goddess. I observed her feminine form closely . . . and it seemed that I could actually see her breathing. In those moments I suddenly remembered that I had my wife’s little camera in my pocket, so I asked in a stifled whisper through clenched teeth if I could take her picture.

        A brief snort of amusement jolted through my mind . . . and I felt her agreement. “Why not? Everyone else does and none of them ever asks permission.”

        My blood was hissing in my ears as I brought the little metal box to my face with extreme effort. No sooner had I snapped the shot than I realized that I had filled her sanctuary with a flash of shattering light. In the shocked darkness that followed, I wondered if this had been appropriate and, almost in response, two words appeared in my mind.

        “Come closer.”

        Astonished, I remained rooted to my spot, my back braced against the stone wall. I glanced to my right and to my left. I was alone with this leonine goddess. Then again, almost impatiently, the words came . . .

        “Come here . . .”

        There was no denying this summons. Slowly and reverently I managed to jump-start my legs and feet and slowly shuffle forward until we were only inches apart. I stared up into her lion face and I could feel her cool breath upon my skin.

        Then her words came again . . . “Kiss me!”

        Somewhat shocked, I looked around me in the darkness, but I was alone with her. The group was outside the shrine. So I slipped off my shoes and stepped up onto the statue’s base and slowly reached around and took her into my arms, suddenly aware that her breasts had become warm and soft against my chest and that I could feel her breathing.

        The New Yorker born “I,” who is very much a mainstream scientist, was stunned at this turn of events, and yet as my lips brushed across her’s, I felt her face stretch thinly into a smile. And in that timeless moment the room suddenly brightened, filling with a blue neon light. It was as if an aperture behind her or around her had opened—a doorway into the sky. Thoughts moved through my mind—hers and mine . . . thoughts that conveyed the awareness that there is an inter-dimensional portal here in this shrine.

        Without thinking, my hand came up and caressed her face and brow, scratching her as I know all cats like to be scratched. She felt organic, furry, with the bones of her skull and the cartilage of her ears very much alive, the vibrissae of her face stiff and rigid. In response, she bent and pushed her face against mine, butting me with her forehead in a distinctly feline greeting as the cobra on her brow watched me with a flat stare. Did her free hand grasping the ankh come around and clasp me to her chest? I don’t know but it seemed so, or perhaps she generated a force that created this illusion.

        In response, the feelings of power soared within me, virtually cutting off my breath. As I gasped for air, Sekhmet leaned down and breathed into my mouth, filling my lungs with her HA—her divine lion’s breath of life. The doorway shimmered around and behind her and once more her words appeared in my mind.

        “You will return to me in your dreaming . . . in your dreaming while asleep and in your dreaming while awake. And you may use this portal with my blessing, whenever you wish, now that you know that it is here. Perhaps you will call upon me from time to time . . . I can be of service to you. Until then, may you fare well . . .” And then almost as an afterthought, “It is nice to see you again.”

        I leaned my face against her breasts as a burst of sudden tears came, and then the softness of her breathing slowly stilled and once again she became a stone image. Simultaneously, the blue light ceased to exist and the crypt was once again in shadow.

        I hastily disengaged and stepped back, wiping my face and her chest, concerned that our guide or one of the guards would come in and find me embracing the statue. Yet I was still alone . . . so I bowed with reverence and, digging in my pocket, I pulled out a small blue-glass crow bead. I breathed my gratitude and my respect into the hole in the bead with a whispered prayer to her and tucked it into a crack in the wall where no one would see it, my ritual now complete, my offering made.

        As I emerged, blinking, into the light I saw that the group had drifted back to the sycamore and was taking pictures, and our guide was still joking with the guards. So I strolled slowly past the mute stone walls, alone with my thoughts, as I considered what had just taken place.

      

      
        RUMINATIONS

        Now . . . I am much aware that the existence of spirits is problematic for us Westerners. We do not live in a society in which connection with spirits is part of our experienced reality on a day-to-day basis. There are, as well, the mainstream philosophical theorists of our time like Ken Wilber, Jurgen Habermas, and Jean Gebser who sidestep the whole issue of spirits.

        Yet the fact that shamans claim that they are able to come into relationship with transpersonal forces, and accomplish various things through relationship with them, cannot be denied. There exists historical depth for this claim in the anthropological ethnography that stretches across several hundred years, like it or not . . . and then there are my own experiences described in my trilogy.

        If I were to categorize Sekhmet in a mythic sense, “she” appears to have two polarities. In Egyptian mythology, Sekhmet represents the warrior as slayer in the negative polarity, the goddess of plagues and pestilence and all sorts of nasty stuff (directed at the enemies of Egypt in days gone by, of course). Yet, in the positive polarity, this leonine female is the warrior as healer—an archetypal force that expresses fierce compassion—a quality that comes through Sekhmet’s willingness to stand with us while we embodied mortals are in the fires of transformation. She offers this so that we may become who and what our destiny holds out to us. And she has served me in this capacity many times during my shamanic healing rituals.

        Now—aside from these mythic beliefs (which can be greatly supportive and sustaining in the short term), it is my understanding as one who walks the shaman’s path that this archetypal force called Sekhmet does indeed exist in the subtle realm of things hidden. As such, “she” is one of those dense concentrations of energy plus awareness plus intelligence that possesses certain qualities and abilities that may be of use to us. Indeed, in reviewing her words to me in the shrine, this is what “the agreement” seems to be.

        In fact, it may very well be that these deities of ancient Egypt (and elsewhere) embody and express the myriad aspects of nature as archetypal forces that have “overseen” the human experiment from the very beginnings of our long journey across eternity.

        And in this sense, each of us has the potential to be partnered by many such benevolent forces that are hovering just offstage of the human drama, willing to constellate within us and through us in order to manifest effects that can be truly life transforming and very far-reaching.

        We’re not talking about religion here, in which our priesthoods and scriptures demand worship and deference to some monotheistic father figure in the sky. That’s a belief system, and an archaic one at that. We’re talking about authentic transpersonal experience of the subtle and causal worlds, in which we can come into relationship with forces that are real. But how those forces are experienced depends on how we, as individuals, are psychologically focused.

        When we consider the societal games that we all seem to be playing with each other, it could be observed that many if not most of us are anchored in the negative polarity. We may proclaim that we are not—we may say that we are compassionate beings devoted to the greater good, that we pray to God in church or synagogue or mosque—and yet if we achieve success at the expense of others’ failure, if we injure others with our words or deeds or thoughts, if we operate through competition, coercion, zeal, or deception, we are most definitely in the negative polarity.

        If, on the other hand, we deal with our family members, friends, and coworkers through cooperation, persuasion, with compassion and authenticity, our anchor is in the positive polarity. This “law of polarity” is most important because the archetypal forces do not judge us. They simply exist in the spiritual realms and express themselves through us, amplifying who and what we already are. This reveals that the archetypal forces essentially expand our experience of whatever polarity we inhabit.

        As I have said, over the years that have followed since that first contact, the transpersonal force called Sekhmet has come to me many times during the shamanic healing rituals that I facilitate in my training workshops. And when she arrives, she is always the black leonine woman who exudes qualities of fierce compassion and dark grace—the warrior as healer.

        When I visit the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York, I always walk through the Egyptian collections in that vast building. And there, in the huge room housing the temple of Dendur, brought stone by stone from Egypt, there sits a series of images of Sekhmet, all in black stone, facing the temple.*3 They were brought from the garden of Mut at Karnak.

        And although they are not “alive” as was the image in the shrine of Ptah, I sit in contemplation of them for a while and then I make my prayer to her while holding a small blue-glass bead in my hand . . . and when the guards are looking elsewhere, I breathe my love for her into the hole in the bead and tuck it into a crack in the image that attracts me. It’s one of my responsibilities . . . and it’s part of what it means to walk the shaman’s path.

        
          [image: image]
        

        
          Seated statue of Sekhmet at the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York (Photo by Hank Wesselman)
        

        HANK WESSELMAN, PH.D., is an anthropologist and author of nine books on shamanism including The Re-Enchantment: A Shamanic Path to a Life of Wonder, the award-winning Awakening to the Spirit World (with Sandra Ingerman), The Bowl of Light: Ancestral Wisdom from a Hawaiian Shaman, and the Spiritwalker trilogy. He lives with his family in Hawaii and has a website at 
www.sharedwisdom.com.

      

    

  
    
      PREFACE

      The Origins of This Alchemical Process

      I first heard the name of the goddess Sekhmet in about 1982. My teacher at the time, the late Nadia Eagles, showed me a small relic that she said came from the leonine goddess. She spoke of her in hushed, reverent tones and made it clear that this was a goddess of great power, one with whom she hoped to have a deep and lasting relationship. I learned from her that Sekhmet is a goddess in the Egyptian pantheon, the daughter of the sun god Ra. While Sekhmet is mostly known and feared as the goddess of war and destruction (see color plate 1), she is also the quintessential healing goddess of Egypt.

      Sekhmet’s name means “Power” or “Mighty One.” The word for the power she generates is sekhem, which is the ancient name for what we now call the universal life force, and is much like the kundalini*4 (life-force energy) expressed by the cobra she wears on her diadem. Sekhmet appears most often in a woman’s body with a lioness’s head, usually crowned with the sun disk. In her role as a desert goddess, she is often seen running wild as the lioness, her very breath creating the khamaseen, the hot winds in spring, the scorching of the land before the inundation, and the droughts and plagues that brought death and unspeakable misery to the people who lived in Egypt. The ancients both feared and revered her: she could cause plagues, yet if you were suffering from one, it was Sekhmet whom you beseeched to heal you.
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        Statue of Sekhmet at the Metropolitan Museum in New York showing the cobra on her diadem (Photo by Hank Wesselman)
      

      Sekhmet is called by many names, perhaps, as Robert Masters suggests, as many as four thousand.*5 These include: the Daughter of Ra, the Eye of Ra, the Lady of Flame, the Feared One, the Great One of Magic, Great One of Healing, Protectress of the Divine Order, and many other epithets that describe her audacious and various functions. To me Sekhmet has become protector, guide, healer, and staunch ally. But it was not until some years after Nadia introduced her to me that I really began to understand why Sekhmet was such an important goddess to her, and for all of us.
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