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Praise for Lynn V. Andrews


“Lynn is one of the most profound people of our time. Her work in the shamanistic traditions has provided effective guidance to me and to many others looking for answers. I love her!”

—Dannion Brinkley, author of Saved by the Light




Praise for Medicine Woman



“One wonders if Carlos Castaneda and Lynn Andrews have not initiated a new genre of contemporary literature: Visionary Autobiography.”

—San Francisco Review of Books

“First class…. A remarkable adventure into the world of the spirit.”

—San Francisco Examiner-Chronicle

“There is much wisdom here…. What sometimes appears as madness may contain its own wisdom; and what may sometimes sound like wisdom may be madness. It is precisely this intricate balance that the medicine woman must learn to keep.”

—Santa Fe Reporter

“Medicine Woman has to do with the meaning of life, the role of women, and the wrestling of power away from the forces of evil that hold it.”

—Los Angeles Times

“Medicine Woman is a well-written, powerful, and exciting tale of the author’s apprenticeship with a medicine woman…. As in the Castaneda books, it weaves teachings of shamanic philosophy into the telling of the story.”

—Circle

“Thought-provoking and absorbing.”

—New Woman’s Times

“The revealing story of how women from different cultures view each other and learn from each other.”

—Stan Steiner, author of The New Indians

“Lynn Andrews celebrates the power of female spirituality…. Her dramatic retelling of shamanistic wisdom and ancient Indian philosophy is rich in authentic detail.”

—The Victoria Advocate

“A fascinating story full of marvelous symbols.”

—Books of the Southwest

“A powerful and beautiful story.”

—The Guardian, London

“Her story tells and reminds us of ancient wisdoms that we can take with us on our own unique journeys through life no matter what heartfelt path we are on.”

—WomanSpirit

“An exciting and insightful story… about the interrelatedness of all things.”

—The Lammas Little Review

“A statement of what is called for and possible in all of us.”

—Sojourner






Praise for Jaguar Woman



“Amid primal landscapes, perilous and shimmering between the spirit world and reality, Andrews’ narrative opens a window onto an aspect of Native American cultures seldom explored.”

—Los Angeles Times

“She speaks of reclaiming her personal powers as a woman. Through a wealth of practical shamanistic lore interwoven with tales of sorcery, Andrews reveals both the challenges and the rewards of the sacred quest.”

—New Dimensions Radio Network






Praise for Star Woman



“A glimpse of other realities… we’re reminded once again of the power of our thoughts and the crippling effects of fear and self-limitation.”

—San Francisco Chronicle

“A wondrous spiritual and temporal progress as an apprentice medicine woman… one woman’s quest for spiritual unity and enlightenment.”

—Booklist







Praise for Crystal Woman



“Undulates with visual hallucinations and other-worldly experiences, but also contains some quite accessible truths about the drama of the human condition.”

—San Francisco Chronicle

“Full of magic and other-worldly mystery. It reads like fiction and makes you think about how many things there are that we don’t know.”

—Rona Jaffe, author of The Best of Everything






Praise for Windhorse Woman



“[Andrews’s] Himalayan jaunt is dotted with episodes of crystal power, tears of joy, wise women, rapt visions and talk of healing Mother Earth.”

—Publisher’s Weekly






Praise for The Woman of Wyrrd



“Reading like historical romance, this will be snapped up by Andrews’s large following.”

—Publisher’s Weekly

“As always, Andrews provides a good, strong story that balances the dramatic with the spiritual. Moreover, Andrews relates a great deal of philosophical thought without excessive commentary. The strength of the teaching forces the reader to greater awareness.”

—Library Journal






Praise for Shakkai



“This New Age narrative, slipping between present and future settings and heavy with symbolism, will please readers who share Andrews’s spiritual orientation.”

—Publisher’s Weekly






Praise for Woman at the Edge of Two Worlds



“This beautifully and sensitively written book should be a helpful guide to all women going through menopause. It describes the spiritual dimensions of one of the most important transitions in a woman’s life. I highly recommend it.”

—Susan M. Lark, MD, author of The Menopause Self-Help Book

“Lynn Andrews helps every woman find a sense of her own importance.”

—Marianne Williamson, author of A Return to Love and A Woman’s Worth

“With this book, Lynn Andrews heals women by reframing our old cultural definition of menopause, which is loss and worthlessness, into one of love, power, wisdom, and most important, self-esteem.”

—Alanna E. Tarkington, psychotherapist and author of Now It’s Our Turn






Praise for Tree of Dreams



“Once again Lynn Andrews looks to the Sisterhood of the Shields for guidance and illumination. She places in their hands her vulnerability, and ours, as she reveals the deeper fears and grief of every maturing woman. Her teachers heal her, and they heal us. Lynn Andrews has shared with us her magic once again.”

—Marianne Williamson, author of A Return to Love and A Woman’s Worth

“In Tree of Dreams, Lynn Andrews speaks candidly from the heart of her personal experience with facing elderhood and death, and in so doing gives us the courage to welcome the lessons of our own experience with these transitions.”

—Sarah Edwards, coauthor of The Practical Dreamer’s Handbook






Praise for Love and Power



“With exquisite clarity, Love and Power disarms the central complexities of the psyche that drain away (or abort) our access to personal freedom.”

—Barbara Hand Clow, author of The Pleiadian Agenda

“Lessons of the soul… love empowered. What wisdom this wonderful book offers! Lynn explores the secrets for balancing love with power, charting a path to integrate them into our lives. Never has her voice been truer, stronger, or more generous of spirit.”

—Hal Zina Bennett, PhD, author of Write Starts and The Lens of Perception






Praise for Walk in Balance



“Lynn Andrews deserves a permanent place of honor among the great teachers who have shared their ever-unfolding knowledge of the sacred mysteries through storytelling…. How grateful we should be for such teachers!”

—Hal Zina Bennett, PhD, author of Write Starts and The Lens of Perception
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Woman at the Edge of Two Worlds is about the fire within and the great mysteries around the passage of menopause. This book is dedicated to all my sisters who have entered this gateway and been transformed. I have dedicated each chapter to a different aspect of your sacred fire. Whether you felt the hot flash of transformation and the alchemy of fire or not, this book is dedicated to you, sacred women, the keepers of the eternal fire.

Some of the names and places in this book have been changed to protect the privacy of those involved.

The ceremonies portrayed in this book originate from the ancient history of the Sisterhood of the Shields and not from tribal customs and traditions of the Native American.






Letter from the Publisher


Dear Reader,

It is a pleasure and an honor to bring you this book from New York Times bestselling author Lynn V. Andrews. This book was first published by Lynn in the early 1990s as part of a series that has been enjoyed by millions over the years. Lynn was careful to change names and places and sacred ceremonies out of respect for the Indigenous cultures she studied with. For Beyond Words Publishing, it has been a blessing to have known and worked with Lynn over the years and we hope you find her writings as empowering as we do.

With gratitude,

Michele Ashtiani Cohn
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Prologue Power Animal: The Fire Is Born


Lashika, the she-wolf, her eyes glittering like amber flames in the darkness, curled up around her pups. They slept in a dark cave dug out of the side of a mountain by slow-moving glaciers centuries ago. Her belly was full and normally she would sleep through the long night and the day following, but carried on the high north wind was an unfamiliar sound. She raised her head, suddenly alert, listening for danger, anything that would harm the life of her small family. She was the female alpha wolf, strongest, blackest, most powerful of her kind. The rest of her pack and her mate were sleeping, curled and quiet in their dreams, but Lashika sensed something exciting in the air, something that stirred her heart and the life force of the Great Spirit that ran through every cell in her body.

Slowly, trying not to disturb her pups, she crept to the entrance of the cave. She looked up at the night sky. The waning moon was at its zenith. She sniffed the air and tasted the scent of cedar smoke. She listened. Now she was fully awake. There was singing. Every once in a while, the high north wind would bring the sounds to her of she-human voices, and then the wind would shift. She could sense a drumbeat far in the distance. Her curiosity got the best of her. She looked around in all of the four directions. Not a leaf was stirring. Occasionally, a west wind would move along the ground and ruffle the thick fur that was growing black and tinged with white around her neck, preparing her for the long winter months ahead. Stealthily, she reached out with her paws and stretched. Then she moved down the trail leading into an aspen forest where the voices seemed to be coming from. She moved in silence at a strong gallop down a deer trail leading directly into the center of the trees. The sound of music, drums beating, and the voices of women high in song came closer and closer as she galloped through the night under the protection of the towering trees. It was late fall and there was an unusual warmth in the air. She was excited and happy to be moving down a trail in darkness, her favorite time to hunt, to move into the unknown.

Soon the singing became quite loud and the earth pulsated with the beat of a great life drum. She moved off the deer track and into the underbrush, squatting down, still moving quickly and stealthily through the underbrush, her belly touching the ground as she moved, hardly creating a sound. She was fascinated. Her ears pricked forward, listening to every sound that came her way. She could smell the pungent scent of cedar smoke and sweetgrass. There was a light at the center of the forest, glowing like a giant sun in a midnight sky. Now she crept along underneath the brush and chokecherry bushes, the pads of her paws feeling the damp leaves beneath them, cushioning any sound that she could have made.

She pulled herself to the edge of a low ridge and looked down into the sacred circle of the Sisterhood of the Shields. She had known these women throughout her life. They had brought her great power in their ceremonies, and she had brought power to them. They had seen her occasionally on the edge of a canyon or standing atop a hill in the distance. Never had they been this close to one another, but they had honored each other in their respective rituals, each gaining respect and knowledge from the other’s existence. Lashika spread her paws in front of her. She stretched her toes and gripped the earth with her claws. Enjoying the ceremony before her, she rested her head on her paws, but she was ready to spring into flight if necessary. She understood that something sacred was happening and that she was in no real danger.

A woman wearing a white doeskin beaded dress with fringe, a red sash, and beautiful red beaded moccasins stood in the center of the circle. She was offering sacred ties, tiny medicine bundles, that represented different aspects of her life. She was giving these away to a sacred circle made out of stone before her. Within that circle were prayer sticks, four shields, and baskets. Lashika could not see the contents of the baskets; some appeared to be filled with food, human food of some kind. There were many women gathered. These women were elders. They were grandmothers. Occasionally, the fire would spit into the air, sending sparks in a spiraling action on a gust of wind. Then the faces of the women would be illuminated, their ancient brown skin tanned from the sun, the lines of time and life experience etched into their faces. Lashika was curious about their eyes. She always looked into the eyes of the beings that she met, and she read their age, their abilities, their power, their fear. She saw no fear in these eyes, but a power that she had not seen in other human faces that she had encountered in her life. She understood their vision. It was almost as if they could speak the same language. It was the language of the wilderness, the understanding of the primordial balance of nature and survival of the fittest in a world of untamed beauty. She sighed deeply, not fully understanding the depth of her perception.

The women did a slow dance in a circle for a long time. The one woman dressed in white in the center continued to pray at the altar in the sacred circle. She must be the alpha woman, Lashika thought to herself. She sniffed the air again in recognition of another powerful female in her midst. If she were to move into a position of combat, protection of her young, this would be the human she would have to fight. She knew inside herself that she would win. Lashika was born to be the leader of the pack and never once in her life had she wavered from the understanding of her own power. She looked at this woman performing a ritual here with her prayer sticks and the dancing fire as the song of the women’s voices and the drumming came somewhere from the shadows around the circle, and Lashika honored her. She felt compassion, if that were possible, like she felt for her pups. There was a heartfelt connection to this woman. Slowly, the woman turned from her ceremony and looked toward Lashika. She searched the darkness, feeling the predatory eyes of the she-wolf, her power animal in the spirit world. She felt the support and the acknowledgment; if not in the physical world, she felt it in spirit.

She turned again as two women raised an elk skin above their heads. The women had long gray braids that reached to their waists. They were dressed in beautiful bright colors from another land, red and pink embroidered huipiles and long yellow and blue woven skirts. The tiny threads shone like a parade of fireflies in the yellow light. They were women from nations south of the continent on which they stood. The woman in white doeskin bent low, dancing to the rhythms, and walked beneath the elk skin. She was crying now. She forgot the sense of the wolf and her presence. She forgot everything that was around her, and she grieved for the passing of life as she had known it. She grieved for the passing of her fertility, her ability to have children. She cried and wailed to the waning moon and knew, as Lashika sensed, that her life was changed forever. This was not a tragic passing or a passing of dishonor, but a passage into a new world on the other side of the elk skin. She was now a woman of wise-blood. The women gathered around her, dancing with a wild abandon. They threw something from their fingers that created sparks in the air, and they laughed and they cried and they held one another in the celebration of their birth into the new goddess life.

Lashika lifted her head and cocked it to one side. She recognized the energy coming from these women. It was not unlike the energy coming from her own wolf pack when they honored her as the leader. Like the woman, she was the one who went down the paths of life and returned to give the others strength and knowledge and wisdom. She was honored. She understood this woman somehow. She respected her from the depth of her being, and she lent her spirit to their dance.

Lashika knew that she had to return to her wolf den and her pups. She could feel a stirring in her belly; she knew that they were missing her. Very quietly she honored the circle that she had witnessed. She lifted her head to the sky, took a long, deep breath of the sacred smoke, and then she turned and stealthily moved through the undergrowth. The moon was now very low in the sky and an eerie light was on the horizon. It was the hour of the wolf, the time that Lashika knew best. She crept away from the ceremony, her feet touching the earth lightly with each beat of the drum. She raised up into a gallop, her powerful haunches striding through the darkness, leading her home. Her heart was full for her sister-being. She had witnessed the birth of a new kind of existence and life force. It was the birth of a teacher into the world of wisdom. It was the birth of a sister-being in spirit, who, not unlike herself, moved with courage into the world, gathering the knowledge that she found every day, bringing it home to her brothers and sisters so that they may live in harmony and sacred balance on Mother Earth.

Lashika paused at the top of a hill. Throwing her great head back, she closed her eyes to the shine of the moon and uttered a cry from the depths of her spirit. Her wolf song was for the beauty in life and called out for a sisterhood between all female beings. Lashika’s voice echoed through the mountains long after she was gone.






Introduction

This is a book about menopause and spirituality, about the uses of the energy that a woman possesses and how she can use this energy in relation to her universe and to the spiritual and sacred aspect of her being. The issue of menopause has always been salient, but today, as we women of the baby boom reach this momentous juncture in our lives, the subject’s significance reaches epic proportion.

I personally have had the good fortune of making this difficult passage under the guidance of my own teachers, the Native American elders, Agnes Whistling Elk and Ruby Plenty Chiefs. For those of you unfamiliar with my previous work with these women, I’ll take a moment to explain that many years ago I was led to Agnes and Ruby by a spiritual force too powerful to resist. Since our first prodigious meeting these women and their spiritual sisters, all members of an ancient circle called the Sisterhood of the Shields, have shared with me a great wisdom which they hold in their hearts and in their minds. In turn I have communicated, at their request, their wise teachings through my books, seminars, and private work with my apprentices.

Women the world over are struggling to understand the true meaning, the essence, of their lives. I have experienced with my teachers that menopause is the gateway into the most sacred time of a woman’s existence on Earth, a time when she can at last discover the deeper meanings she has sought. And yet, this rite of passage is usually silent, an unspoken of and mysterious journey. We joke about our hot flashes in an attempt to make them less frightening. We have no idea that these symptoms of shifting hormones are also the kindling of a fire within that prepares a woman for an incredibly powerful time of life. As we approach this new threshold, it has been shown to me that the alchemy of heat is present to clarify the body and spirit of negative debris. Hot flashes need to be welcomed instead of fought against. So when you take part in this experience, dance with the heat and ride it like a fractious horse, knowing that there is something going on that is far more important than the physical rebalancing of hormones and the transformations taking place in your body.

The change of life is a time of release when a woman begins to reap the benefits of all that she has learned and done. It is the time when her spiritual life at last truly begins. Menopause is a process of rebirth from which a woman emerges with new responsibilities, new mirrors, and new power. At its nucleus is the discovery by each woman of her own personal mystery, an illumination of her private relationship to the totality of her own life process. As she develops, she begins to choreograph the energies of the universe in a very new way.

Every woman experiences and expresses this new understanding of self and sacredness differently. In the old way, taught to me by Agnes and Ruby, this experience can be profoundly strengthening and full of joy. To ensure such a positive effect, this particular rite of passage in a woman’s life needs to be fully illuminated so that the actual event of menopause becomes, not the inevitable onset of aging and decline, but the access to the beginning of a new, beautiful way of life.

Women of today have earned positions of importance in politics and in the workplace. It is more commonly acknowledged that we are regularly required to be all things to all people. Nevertheless, though we are taking power in so many ways, there is still a residual feeling that with age women are no longer beautiful. The pernicious notion remains that as we age we become ugly. As a result women often believe they will lose their turf to younger, prettier women, that when their external beauty wanes, they will lose their power. If we don’t change the way we perceive the deeper meaning of life, this assumption will continue to be, at least partially, true. In the recesses of our minds, we hold an image of an old woman stirring a cauldron—the sorceress. In ancient times that being was considered beautiful. She was an enchantress, the purveyor of magic, the giver of new life in a spiritual and a sacred sense. With the evolution of society and time, however, we have lost that image of the beautiful sorceress. Now we see her as an ugly old witch, a crone with a wart on her nose, standing over a bubbling pot of darkness, totally devoid of beauty.

As you learn the old way taught by the Sisterhood of the Shields, you will be reintroduced to the deep, internal beauty that comes with age—the beauty that makes itself visible by virtue of its innate power. As you feel this beauty, you will express it, and all those with whom you come in contact will be touched by your newfound strength, your heightened awareness, and the loveliness that emanates from deep within you.

With the invention of the Gutenberg press, the purpose and position of the elder person in society changed forever. Since the advent of typesetting there has no longer been the need for stories told by firelight long into the night. There are no more tales wisely imparted by the grandmothers and grandfathers of the village who had lived through the history their descendants yearned to hear about. Once the grandparents were valuable; they held positions of respect. Now that has all been altered. There is little left of villages and the oral tradition of bards, elders, and twisted-hairs to teach the young through performance, shamanism, and wise tales. Today we go to the library and read about our history, or we switch on the television and watch events restaged before our eyes. So the position of “who holds the knowledge” has been lost for all time, except in certain unique societies in which the ancient ways of telling are retained. In a society of this kind, the one-who-knows-how, an old man or woman, is still the most powerful individual, the wisest and most respected of its members. And traditionally, the wisest of all are the ones—the women—who hold their power and their blood. They are the women of wise-blood, the women who have gone through menopause.

Shamanism and the ancient ways of woman are as applicable to twentieth-century life as they were to the lives of native tribes 6,000 years ago. Shamanism is a way of understanding energy. Since it is not a belief structure, it doesn’t interfere with an individual’s personal faith. It doesn’t matter, then, if you are Jewish, Christian, Buddhist, or whatever. Shamanism is a way of finding your own inner truth and light and developing the ability to manifest this power back into the world.

Woman at the Edge of Two Worlds is an archetype, a goddess figure who stands at the gateway between the first world—the first ring of power in a woman’s life—and the second world. The first world is dedicated to physical existence: the raising of a family, acts of power that have to do with career, choices in relationships, and dealings with conditioning of family and society. At the second ring of power—the second world into which a woman is initiated by Woman at the Edge of Two Worlds—the great goddess provides a bridge for a woman’s voyage to the enlightened, sacred life that marks the second half of her evolution.

This book is also about my own intimate experience with menopause. In it I will tell you how my teachers led me on a sacred and enlightening journey, and about how I in turn have been able to assist and guide others through this process.

It is important for the reader to understand that everyone I work with is dear to me; and further, that not everyone needs to be worked with in the same way. Each of us is unique. Every individual needs different mirrors to facilitate growth. One apprentice may need to be touched only fleetingly, as a butterfly touches a flower. In such cases the drama may even be addictive, and because of this, involved ceremony may be entirely inappropriate. Another person may require greater attention and continual support, while yet another may have variable needs.

In this book I work with four of my women apprentices in Los Angeles who are experiencing menopause in very diverse ways. Together we build new ways of empowering our lives and the lives of our families through new spiritual integration with our everyday world. Our energy fields often become polluted, and so it is my custom to join with the Sisterhood in cleansing the energy field of an apprentice whenever this is appropriate. Needless to say, I would never invade a person’s privacy by undertaking such a procedure without express consent; and because of the very personal nature of this cleansing, I have never before revealed exactly how it is done. But I think that now is the right time to do so.

Don’t be afraid of a new idea like shamanism. It really is only a word that describes a way to live in balance with one foot in the world of physical everyday existence, and a foot in a healthy spiritual life. Shamanism does not require you to believe in anything but yourself.

Many women never progress beyond the first lesson of power—that we are alone. I demonstrate through my own life process and interactions with my teachers and apprentices that we need not fear this circumstance because the last lesson of power is that we are truly all one. Menopause creates an innate feeling of isolation and separateness in many of us. It is a passage we experience all alone. It is my fervent hope that through these teachings I can give you a place to turn when you think you have none—a way through a seemingly impenetrable maze. I want you to be able to find answers to the questions you can’t verbalize.

This book will show how I chose another path and how you can do the same. I have learned that the moment the change of life begins is the point at which true sisterhood with other women is born.



It was the “hour of the wolf,” just before dawn. In my sleep I felt a cool breeze on my cheek, and I heard the call of the elk whistling, high-pitched and haunting, in the semidarkness of my dreaming. I recognized the summons from Agnes to join her in the spirit world—that shadowy realm of astral flight into which we fly with our energy forms, all white and blue mist surrounded by occasional flashes of yellow light. Guided by my intent, we traveled to the domain of my apprentice, Sara, who had sought our cleansing power. She was asleep below us, her astral form hovering above, her body shimmering in a lavender and gray shadow. As if swimming beneath a coral reef with odd shapes occasionally floating by and opaque, iridescent sheets of light moving in and out of view, Agnes and I went to work. She placed herself across from me, and with the strength of our wills, we cleaned dark spots out of Sara’s energy field by shooting a flow of power and light back and forth between us until the spots were gone. We only left when they were replaced by soft green light manifested from our hearts.

The next day Sara came to me. A beautiful woman, Sara sat across from me in my living room in Los Angeles. It was a cool November day and a warm fire cast flickering shadows of gold across her high cheekbones.

“I’m a lawyer, Lynn, and somehow the years got away from me. I’m in menopause and never had the child that I wanted,” Sara said, tears running down her cheeks.

“Perhaps, Sara, I can share with you another kind of birth—a sacred child that is waiting to be born.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, an interested glow lighting her eyes.

“That sacred child could be your own spirit reborn. This is the beginning of a new time for you—the spiritual time of your life.”

We did a drumming ceremony together. Then we went to work to prepare her for her initiation with Woman at the Edge of Two Worlds.






The Search for Knowledge: What’s Happening to Your Body? Gathering the Wood


Woman at the Edge of Two Worlds stood before me in my cave of initiation.

“I am the fire,” she said, her face glowing. “I can only move upward as I burn. You, my daughter, are apprenticed to the fire. Whether you dreamed of the vast possibility of transformation or not, your body is now your teacher. Feel the burn of the heat and welcome the fire, for the fire is I, the goddess woman who changes you and prepares you for your sacred life. Gather knowledge about yourself and your body. This knowledge is the wood for your central flame.”
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1 Denial of the Fire


I’ve always thought of sporting events like horse shows as being tiny microcosms of life, taking form and presenting an entire lifetime of struggle and experience in a single day or two. This particular horse show was no different.

“Pam, will you please give me a leg up?” I asked of my horse trainer.

“Look, girl, if you can’t get on, you can’t ride.”

Pam was tense and her Southern drawl irritated me. I was struggling to get on my horse. It had been raining, and I had my chaps rolled up halfway to the knee so that they wouldn’t get dirty in the muddy ring before my class. I teetered around, hopping backward and forward on one foot, trying to get my leg up high enough so that I could get my toe into the stirrup of my Western saddle.

“Lynn, what is the matter?” Pam grumbled again, impatiently, checking her watch.

“I don’t know what it is, Pam. The cleaners must have shrunk these pants. They’ve never been tight like this. I’m afraid that I’m going to rip them right down the middle.”

“Come on, Lynn,” Pam urged again, “you’ve got a class to ride. We don’t have all day, you know.”

Droplets of perspiration were beginning to bead on my upper lip. Sweat was getting into my eyes and stinging my eyelids. Finally, with a groan I got my foot into the stirrup and vaulted up onto the back of Magic Lady, my lovely mare, who stood spraddle-legged against my sudden movement. Her nostrils flared in expectation of the coming class. Her neck was arched like a swan as I adjusted the reins. She was groomed to perfection and her bay coat glistened in the artificial light from the arena beacons overhead.

Pam grabbed hold of my leg and shook my knee. “Come on now, Lynn, get your act together. For God’s sake, why are you sweating so? You’re going to float right off this horse.”

She threw me a towel and I began to dab at my face. Realizing that my makeup was coming off onto the towel, I threw it back to her.

“Look, Pam, I don’t know what’s the matter with me. Maybe I’m just nervous, but get off my back, will you.” Tears began to well up in my eyes.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake, don’t tell me you’re going to cry,” Pam said, scuffing her toe in the dirt. She was a tough cowgirl and tolerated no show of emotion. I took my horses very seriously and was usually totally under control. My behavior and weakness was throwing her as much as it was me. Taking a rag, she wiped off my boots and spurs and rolled down my chaps giving my legs a longer look.

“I could use a little support, you know,” I said, hoping that I wasn’t going to start blubbering before I had to ride into the ring.

“Come on, Lynn, I’m sorry. It’s just unusual to see you so unstrung. It makes me nervous,” Pam said.

“Likewise,” I answered. “I’m sorry, Pam,” I mumbled as we headed toward the gate.

Other riders thronged into the covered passageway leading into the arena, everyone nervous, wearing brightly colored Western outfits and tight little smiles. Suddenly I was struck by the fact that they were all so young. Most of the girls I was riding against were in their early twenties. I laughed to myself as I wiped the perspiration on my lip carefully with the back of my gloved hand, leaving a slight stain from the wetness. Damn, I thought, why am I so hot? I had been riding in horse shows for years and this had never happened to me.

We were quickly guided by the damp cement walls of the dark corridor into white blazing lights. I heard the cheers of a throng of onlookers in the large open space of the show arena, which was hung with multicolored flags. As I rode into the ring, my heart began to palpitate. I could see that my mare was concerned. I was not riding with my usual confidence. She flicked her ears back and forth, trying to get a reading on this rider who seemed to be behaving so differently than usual.

“Jog your horses,” the announcer blared in my ear. His voice seemed unnaturally loud over the organ music. Magic Lady moved ahead in perfect position as we wove in and out of traffic. I could tell that the judge was watching me. She was a tall, thin woman from Oklahoma. I could see that she had written my number down on her pad as I made a beautiful pass around her. Again, tears welled up in my eyes for no reason. I couldn’t imagine what was wrong with me. This time they were tears of extreme joy, as if I had just won the Olympics. My hand was trembling slightly, and again, my mare flicked her ears in obvious concern. When the announcer asked for a canter, we moved easily into the gait. We loped around the covered arena, and I thought for a moment about an old saying by Benjamin Disraeli that “a good canter is the cure for all evil.” I started to laugh to myself as I rode by Pam on the rail. She looked at me in shock, because I was actually laughing. I could hear Pam hissing between her teeth, “Lynn, for Christ’s sake, concentrate on what you’re doing.”

The next thing I knew, we were lining up in the center of the ring, all thirty-eight of us, one lovely nubile face after another, and then me, sitting astride my horse, sopping wet. Again and again I dabbed my lip, hoping that my lipstick wasn’t running down my neck and into my shirt. As I rode out of the ring with my third-place ribbon, Magic Lady, my young mare, sidestepped nervously as I reached the out gate. Pam met me, took my horse’s reins, and led me off to the side. By now, I was in tears again. Pam handed me a tissue.

“Blow your nose. For heaven’s sake, Lynn. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. I’m really sorry. I was just nervous.”

Now I was really crying. “I’m sorry, Pam. I don’t know what is the matter with me. I guess I just needed more sleep or something.”

My tears were mostly from confusion. My reactions were not familiar to me. Lurking in the back of my mind was the thought that maybe I was having some kind of nervous breakdown.

“I guess I have been under a lot of stress,” I remarked as I got off my horse. Magic Lady looked around at me as if to say, What’s the matter, Mom? She nudged my arm with her nose, looking for carrots. I followed her and Pam back to the barn, blotting at my eyes, tears running down my cheeks. Several arms reached out as I passed various other trainers. They patted me on the back, thinking that my tears were because I had gotten a third place. “Better luck next time, Lynn. Can’t win ’em all,” somebody yelled. I laughed tearfully, wanting just to get out of there and hide.

As I peeled off my clothes in the dressing room, I realized with amazement that they were soaked through. It was a cool day out. I shook my head and finally stood in front of the mirror and looked at myself in wonderment. I toweled off my body as if I’d been in a shower.

“Maybe I should call my doctor,” I said to myself. “I haven’t been in for a check-up in a long time.” I made a mental note to make arrangements to see him in the next few days.

The face looking back at me in the mirror was somebody I didn’t recognize. My eyes were red. My face had changed. It wasn’t so much that I had aged in the last few years, but that the actual shape of my face had changed. I didn’t look like the same person that I had been all these years. I sat down on a stool, still staring at my reflection, and I realized that I didn’t feel exactly the same either. My body, in some senses, was more acutely aware of the rhythms of nature around me than it had ever been. I felt things more deeply than I ever had, emotionally. I had a sense of people’s anger and emotions and tension more than I ever had, as well as their joy. When I felt those rhythms pervading my own body, it would bring tears to my eyes. I felt emotionally involved with the world, as if I were riding the moon through her phases from one end of my life to the other. My perceptions seemed different. Colors seemed brighter. Everything was accentuated. I laughed to myself, “Right, it’s called overly sensitive, Lynn.”
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