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HONI SOIT QUI MAL Y PENSE
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This book is dedicated to Mary Magdalene,

Mother Mary,

And to Mnemosine,

The Goddess of Memory,

Mother of the Nine Muses.

And to all the Mothers,

Including our own,

Margaret and Jean.

And to our beloved daughter,

Orphea Rose.

Naked I came from my mother’s womb,

And naked I shall return.

JOB 1:21



MAGDALENE MYSTERIES
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“Please do yourself the great favor of exploring this wisdom-filled and transformative book—full and alive as a pregnant mother’s womb! It will answer so many questions, fill in so many blanks, and offer much more than one could have imagined about the awakening of our sacred wombs. Grounded in a vital feminine spiritual lineage that extends back through all human time, Magdalene Mysteries opens wide the door not only to essential lineages of the past but also to the present and future of our own personal lives and empowerment. Much more than your mind is engaged here: your body and soul and connection to the womb of Gaia and the Great Mother, birther of all. Stepping into our loving, vital feminine power is profoundly important to reclaim our embodied place on our Mother, Lady Gaia.”

BROOKE MEDICINE EAGLE, EARTHKEEPER, WISDOM TEACHER, AND AUTHOR OF BUFFALO WOMAN COMES SINGING AND THE LAST GHOST DANCE

“Beautifully written and illustrated, this extensively researched book restores Mary Magdalene to her rightful place as a spiritual leader from the lineage of womb shamans. Offering sacred rituals, the teachings in this book guide us effortlessly to follow the left-hand path of Christ.”

CHRISTINE PAGE, M.D., 
AUTHOR OF THE HEALING POWER OF THE SACRED WOMAN AND THE HEART OF THE GREAT MOTHER

“Magdalene Mysteries is a remarkable book that awakens the deep spiritual knowing that Mary Magdalene was a sacred priestess who has so much to teach us and that also sheds new light on the wild feminine. This exceptional book is a deep and rich immersion into the sacred feminine mysteries of Mary Magdalene and reveals a lost knowledge that needs to be reclaimed today. Seren and Azra wrote a truly exquisite book.”

SANDRA INGERMAN, M.A., 
SHAMANIC TEACHER AND AWARD-WINNING AUTHOR OF THE BOOK OF CEREMONY

“Seren and Azra are two brilliant souls dedicated to diving deeply into the wisdom hidden within the ancient mystery schools to retrieve the sacred keys that will restore and give new life to the sacred womb initiation mysteries. In their new book, Magdalene Mysteries, the teachings they have discovered and returned to us may well be a profound step toward co-creation of an archetypal soul return for the sacred feminine and sacred masculine on Earth during these times that have been predicted throughout millennia. The information in this book is profound and tantalizing, brimming with life-force energies and preparing humanity for a time of rebirth.”

LINDA STAR WOLF, PH.D, 
VISIONARY TEACHER, SHAMANIC GUIDE, 
COAUTHOR OF VISIONARY SHAMANISM, AND AUTHOR OF SHAMANIC BREATHWORK

“Controversial and intriguing! This well-researched, passionately written book is a journey into a time in human history where women were treated as an expression of the Goddess of All Life. This is not only the aspect of the Great Mother but also the sexual goddess whose tantric arts affirmed humanity in the divine dance of sacred love. A powerful and enlightening take on the celebration of the Divine Feminine.”

TRICIA MCCANNON, AUTHOR OF RETURN OF THE DIVINE SOPHIA AND THE ANGELIC ORIGINS OF THE SOUL
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PROLOGUE

MIRYAI AND YESHU

A Love Story

When the rose is gone and the rose garden fallen to ruin, Where will you seek the scent of the rose?

RUMI

DEAR ROSE PILGRIMS,

We open the prayer circle of this book and invite you to take your seat. Red rose petals are scattered at your feet, and the harpist strikes a note. We have a tale to tell.

Before we turn to the world of facts and suppositions, let us first immerse ourselves in the imaginal world of storytelling, allowing a weaving of words to lure us in. This story is a magical key to unlock the secrets held within this book and the vision it unfolds for you:

Two thousand years ago there existed a man whom we will call Yeshu and a woman named Miryai who lived together near a curiously shaped “lyre lake”—the Sea of Galilee—where the ancient goddess was once a mermaid. Their native language was Aramaic, the language of provincial Samaria and Galilee, which had, by their time, become an extraordinary cultural melting pot.

For thousands of years the region had been the tribal homeland of the moonrevering Canaanites, who worshipped Asherah and her consort Ba’al. But over time, Asherah, Ashtoreth, and other native goddesses would slowly be degraded, sidelined, and pushed underground by the increasingly patristic sentiments in Roman, Greek, and Judaic cultures.

However, the goddess was not forgotten by the Syrian-Phoenician people, who still flourished intact at the dawn of the first millennium CE, just a few dozen miles north of the Sea of Galilee. The Syrian-Phoenicians drew from far-ranging spiritual influences—from the Canaanite Asherah, the Assyrian-Babylonian Ishtar (Astarte), the Syrian Atar-Gatis, the Anatolian Kybele, the Hellenic pantheon that had by this time adopted Artemis, Aphrodite, and other west Asian deities, and the most widespread ecstatic religious cults of the day—the Mystery religions—in their various forms that included Isis/Osiris, Kybele/Attis, Astarte/Tamuz, and Demeter/Dionysus. During Yeshu and Miryai’s time, the Great Mothers Kybele and Atar-Gatis—the Star-Fish goddess—still sat prominently on their lion thrones, representing the ancient wisdom of the goddess, the power and mystery of the Great Womb, whose unmistakable and alluring mana still resided in the female priestesses who had not abandoned the old ways.

Miryai and Yeshu’s homelands were also closely connected to the Egyptian port city of Alexandria, the foremost center of Hellenic culture in the Roman empire, home to mystical and gnostic Jews, the temples of Isis, the ascetic Therapeutae, all manner of mystery religion cults, as well as the Mayagi
(Magi) magical traditions of Persia. The scholars of Alexandria also maintained connections with Indian tantric, Buddhist, and Vedic masters, linked by the vast web of Eastern trade routes created by Alexander the Great, setting the stage for a mystical education.

YESHU’S STORY

Yeshu was born into a high-ranking family. His adoptive father, Yosef, was politically connected to the rabbis, priests, and sages as well as the Hellenized leaders and businessmen of the time; he was well educated and heavily involved in Jewish-gnostic mysticism and the Jewish nationalist cause. The open secret was that Yeshu’s mother was a priestess, educated and trained in the goddess temples from a very young age, as the sacred feminine tradition had not disappeared completely in northern Israel and Syria.

The wisest of the zealot mystics knew that it was the priestesses who held the power of magical conception. Only they knew how to birth a messiah—an anointed king—as did Bath-Sheba, the pagan priestess-wife of King David and mother of King Solomon. She, like Yeshu’s mother, Miriam, was recruited to birth an heir to the royal line of the lion and dragon.

By the first century BCE, the people of Israel desperately needed a messiah. For generations they had suffered terrible oppression at the hands of various self-serving parties: the Roman armies and tax collectors, the tyrannical vassal-governor Herod and his family, and the wealthy Sanhedrin collaborators. Though the zealot leaders found the goddess traditions distasteful, this was the time to set aside the law in the name of the greater good.

The young priestess Miriam was selected by the 
mystic-spiritual political movement to be the vessel. She was sought after for her maternal bloodline, woven into the millennia-old magical tapestry of the sacred goddess traditions. Miriam was trained in the esoteric rites of 
hieros gamos—the sacred marriage—so that she might conceive and give birth to the messiah-king who would lead Israel out of Roman bondage. She was the chosen “harlot,” the
qedesha, who at the age of sixteen was arranged to mate with a panthera, a “panther” or “lion” priest—an initiated adept of the Mysteries, who himself was charged with magical mana. Though the secret rites were considered terribly taboo by the greater Jewish community of the day, it had been arranged beforehand that Yosef, who was already the father of four children, including Ya’cov (later called “James the Just”), and who was recently a widower, would take Miriam and her child into his family for the good of the nation, even though he still had mixed feelings about her pagan roots.

Shortly after the birth, Miriam and Yeshu were sent to Alexandria, Egypt, along with several other family members, so that Yeshu could study with the best teachers and scholars in the known world. Tremendous resources were passed to him, so that he did not have to take common work, in order to study, train, and prepare for his mission. His curriculum included intensive tutoring with the most well-respected rabbis and sages of the day, in both the Therapeutae community native to Alexandria as well as with a very prominent rabbi and high priest of the Jerusalem Temple who was brought in specifically to mentor Yeshu.

He also studied the magical arts of the Egyptian and Persian masters, including in the temples of Isis and Osiris, as well as Greek and Vedic-tantric philosophy. His practices included fasting, ritual cleansing, and meditation. He took the initiations of the Mystery Schools of Isis and Osiris. When he came of age he was sent to India to learn the philosophies of the Brahmins, Buddhists, and tantrics of Odisha. From both the mystical Kabbalist practice and the Eastern ways he learned the arts of sacred sexuality necessary for a mystical king-priest.

But the path was not always easy or clear. In time, Yeshu’s rabbinic mentor excommunicated him from the temple community. Yeshu felt the rabbis were too narrow-minded and patriarchal in their perspectives—they could not tolerate the magic of the left-hand path and ancient goddess mysteries. At the age of twenty-nine, after completing his studies, he returned to his family in Palestine with a new vision.

Even though he was so clearly accomplished, Yeshu was still a mystery to his family. Though he was a brilliant scholar of the pagan Greek philosophies and Mosaic law, a bold leader, an anatomist and healer, a charismatic speaker who knew how to hold power and work with crowds, he was also extremely sensitive and introspective at times. He liked spending time alone in nature, so that he could hear himself think, away from the politically intense environs of his family. Everyone but himself was convinced of his destiny as a king and political leader who would save the Jewish nation. Yet, in his heart, he knew he did not fit in with his father and eldest brother Ya’cov’s world.

Yeshu needed a spiritual renewal, and announced to his family, to their great concern, that he would retreat for a time to the wilderness camp of his cousin on his mother’s side, John the Nasoraean (the Baptizer), to fast, pray, and have some time away from politics. John was considered radical, heretical, and terribly fringe even to the mystic zealots, but he was impeccably disciplined, bursting with righteous fire and fiercely ascetic—commanding all people to repent and revoke their materialistic ways so they could be prepared for the end of days, the coming of the Kingdom of God-Goddess. John, known by his people as Yochanan, attracted a massive following that came to hear his impassioned preaching, as he denounced the wicked Romans, the incest-ridden Herods, and the corrupt Sanhedrin.

MIRYAI’S STORY

The priestess Miryai was named the Magdalene to honor her calling to the sacred work of the Divine Mother. Miryai was, like Miriam the mother of Jesus, a highborn priestess of the goddess traditions. Her father, Cyrus Eleazer, was of Syrian-Phoenician kingly blood. He converted to Judaism in name only, to wed her mother who hailed from a wealthy Hellenized family in Tiberias, closely related to the Herodian family. Miryai was trained in the both the Canaanite-Phoenician religions of Tyre as well as the mystical feminine aspects of the Torah.

Miryai was a stunning young woman—brilliant in her studies, big-hearted and devoted, but bold, fiery, and unwilling to fulfill the role of a submissive Jewish wife, even within the wealthy and Hellenized world she lived in. She was mystically inclined, a trained temple dancer, a musician and poet, and a prized potential bride. Her father received marriage proposals beginning when Miryai first came upon her moontime as a thirteen-year-old girl, but he held her in reserve, waiting for the perfect match for his beloved daughter. She, however, had other plans for her life.

The most exciting man of that day was Yochanan the Baptist, considered by all to be a prophet. The rumor was that he was starting a revolution and that he may have been the Messiah foretold by scripture. John was filled with wisdom and spiritual power. He promised entry for all people into the queendom of heaven through prayer, sacred ritual immersions, self-discipline, and renouncing worldly corruptions; it was said that he even taught the secrets of the greater mysteries, reserved for his inner circle of disciples.

Most important, in his camp, women held equal status to men. They could be priestesses and oracles and live a life of spiritual mystery unavailable in the repressive world of temple and palace. Ignoring the warnings of her parents, the bold and fiery Miryai scandalously fled to John’s desert camp. Her family never forgave her, calling her a harlot and prostitute, deeply ashamed that Miryai, as an unwed woman, took company with a mixed-sex community of wild mystics—led by a man who dared to openly criticize her relative and the governor of Galilee, Herod Antipas. Her father, in his anger, began to drum up support for his campaign to eradicate John the Baptist. John was an embarrassment to Herod and a shame to his family. Herod, in his cunning, knew that the people of Galilee would be angered to the point of violence if anything happened to their beloved prophet. He needed to move slowly, carefully.

Cyrus Eleazer went with a gang of men to John’s camp, threatening to stone Miryai for her supposedly sinful behavior. Miryai denied all wrongdoing—her intents were pure, her mission spiritual. She could not believe that her father would turn on her in this way, and she shouted at him to leave. John mobilized his followers to drive them away from the camp, and he took Miryai under his wing.

John’s central practice was a daily purifying baptism in the Jordan’s waters of life—fully naked, whole-body immersions for all men and women of the community, in the mother river of the Yardana—along with a prayer of rebirth to the Mother-Father deity, called Abwoon in Aramaic. His camp included both male and female disciples, a controversial position in the eyes of the greater Judaic community but a precedent that had already been set by the respected mystical sects of the Therapeutae and Essenes. John taught the old secrets of the moon and Eastern Mysteries. He had grown up in the greater Essene community, which tolerated dissidents and sects of many varieties, but he himself had been profoundly influenced by the goddess religions, and the Kabbalist-gnostic philosophies that taught the secrets of solar-lunar alchemy at a spiritual, and also sexual, level.

Miryai immediately fell in love with the wild and ecstatic practices and preaching of John; it felt that with him she had found her place. John for his part recognized her brilliance and spiritual power and knew that he had found his queen and goddess. He called her many beautiful names: Ama’gadala, “Great Mother Goddess” 
in Aramaic; Migdal, “the Tower” in Hebrew, the one to whom the Messiah would first be revealed, as foretold by prophecy. He called her Ella, 
the Hebrew name meaning “goddess,” and Elena (Helen), the Greek name for “spiritual light.” He lifted her up, enthroned her as the goddess incarnate, and made her his wife, opening her to the esoteric practices of sacred union and the Mysteries of the Moon.

Miryai shortly became pregnant and gave birth to a boy, also named John, her little “beloved.” But life in the desert camp was not easy—John the Baptist was harsh and terribly difficult to live with. His infamous temper scorched the land. No flower or feminine softness could bloom in his rigid field of discipline and asceticism. John felt Miryai’s growing distance, but he would not bend from his rigid and righteous position. The Queendom of God was at hand—all must be sacrificed to prepare for this. Nothing else mattered.

THEIR LOVE STORY

Yet, as the mysteries taught, the moon must be balanced with the sun. A male prophet, in order to be in the fullness of his power, must work together with a female prophetess and soulmate. This was the greatest secret. A prophetess in her years of fertility also held the power of the sacred menstrual blood, the sacred-taboo flow—a living mystery that across so many cultures of the world was understood to be so powerful as to be potentially dangerous. These rites were kept secret to all but the most trusted inner circle.

Yeshu now returns to the story—arriving at John’s camp, weary of the politicking of his family, and quickly weaving into the lives of John the Baptist, Miryai, and several other members of the community who would become key disciples and friends: Andrew, Philip, Thomas.

John the Baptist instantly recognized Yeshu’s bright spirit from his dreams. For many years he had dreamed a man would come who would help take his message out to the world. He baptized Yeshu and saw the descent of the Holy Spirit, the dove of the Divine Goddess into Yeshu—and was humbled at the signs. Yochanan was a renunciate prophet, not a worldly man, but Yeshu was of both Spirit world and the world of men. At the same time Yeshu, more than any other, shared John’s brilliance, discipline, and commitment. Quickly Yeshu became his lead teacher and cohead of the community—second in command of the wilderness camp.

But in this paradise, a terrible problem arose. Over time, Yeshu fell in love with John’s beautiful wife and prophetess Miryai, the Magdalene, and she with him. They kept their distance from each other, painfully, and never violated John’s trust, but John felt their hearts and was driven mad with jealousy and anger. He became reckless. His tirades against Herod, the Sanhedrin, and the Saducees grew more and more vicious, to the point of treason. Yeshu felt that he was the cause of this disturbance—and that John’s Mystery School, and his life, were at risk—so he left for Alexandria to try to give John and Miryai peace.

But things only grew worse. Herod sent his men to arrest John, and they brought him to prison in the hilltop palace at Machaerus. John, in a letter from prison, announced his divorce of Miryai. He ordered her out of his camp. She did not need any further prompting. Her time with him was over. She was older, wiser now—she could not be with a man she no longer loved.

THEIR ROSE TEACHINGS

So Yeshu and Magdalene consummated their sacred union, in love and trust. Magdalene’s womb opened and merged with her heart and the entire world shook and warped around them. A magical power and wisdom was at play, flowing through them in a way they had never experienced. Nothing would ever be the same. They had, without their full advance knowledge, embodied the true teachings of the  syzygy. 
The mythical and ancient rites of the bridal chamber, the inheritance of Solomon and the Queen of Sheba, were truly real. Miryai and Yeshu were soulmates, born to be together, separated at birth somehow but now reunited. This was the Great Revelation. Together they were the Unified Pillar; the Standing One, the Tree of Life that emerged from the earth and sheltered and fed all, and from those deep roots reached up into the heavens like a miracle, transcending the bounds of nature. In Hebrew, the name for such a miracle and sign is SIMN.

Some in the wilderness community of Nasoraean Baptists blamed Yeshu and Magdalene for the demise of their leader, while others remained loyal to Yeshu and Magdalene and followed them as they set off to create a new school, to leave the desert for the small cities and towns of Galilee and Samaria, to form a new brother- and sisterhood that dived even deeper into the practices of feminine magic of the left-hand mysteries.

Yeshu also lost the support of his Jewish, patristic family, as he abandoned his political role as messiah, but he found companionship in the group of people that gathered around him and Magdalene, including many female disciples. These women were often refugees from the goddess temples and hidden moon mysteries, whose incredible wisdom could find no place in conventional society. Together, as a circle of initiates, they founded a ministry of love, traveling, teaching, and practicing the mysteries. Their legacy was intended to bring together many wisdom traditions and to restore the true union of heaven and earth.

But eventually, the Church of Rome would raise up one of Jesus’s more conservative disciples, whom they called Simon Peter, to become a “puppet pillar.” Peter represented the consolidation of worldly power. He set about to spread his own version of the story and to undo and discredit Yeshu and Magdalene’s true left-hand teachings of magic. There were other divisions within Yeshu and Magdalene’s disciples—between the mystical gnostics (such as Philip and Thomas) and the more literal disciples, and between those who wanted to include women and those who didn’t (such as Simon Peter). Few could ever truly understand the mysteries of the left-hand path and accept Mary Magdalene for who she truly was.

Yeshu and Magdalene wrote a great book, divided into 
four quartets, one for each direction of the world, called The Great 
Revelation. The church, uncomfortable with Mary Magdalene’s elevated position as a founder, would fabricate their own, upside down and inverted version of the Revelation—Apocalypsis, 
added as the final book of the New Testament—creating a divided ideal of the Virgin Mother, pure and controllable, as the goddess, while obscuring and defaming the “Great Whore” Magdalene; the great light-bearer who “knew the all.” And so the oracle priestess and her magical lineage were sidelined and lost, along with her sacred teachings.

This is the story whispered by tale-weavers since time out of mind, told around fires, passed through caravans of travelers, encrypted in illuminated manuscripts and secret alchemical works, along with the prophecy that the true Revelation would awaken once more.
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INTRODUCTION

VISIONS OF THE ROSE

Left-Hand Path of the Feminine Christ

Footfalls echo in the memory

Down the passage which we did not take

Towards the door we never opened

Into the rose-garden.

T. S. ELIOT, GRAIL POET, “BURNT NORTON,” FOUR QUARTETS

OUR JOURNEY INTO THE Magdalene Mysteries is first and foremost a Vision Quest—a descent into the unknown, placing ourselves at the mercy of Spirit to be humbled, opened, astounded, and initiated by something greater than our minds could imagine. By approaching the presence of Magdalene with this grounded, sacred curiosity, with a genuine thirst from within our hearts, we honor her true spirit, and open the doorway to the hidden truths about her teachings.

Like any riddle of the mysteries, Magdalene can never be fully known or contained by the “facts”; as she impudently wriggles free of any solid definition of who she once was, who she now is, and who she might become, with a wink and a forbidden smile. Because of the scant evidence of her life, lived over two thousand years ago, we will never be restricted to one version of her life—instead it is constantly expanding into new dimensions. We have the biblical Magdalene of religion, the historical Magdalene of scholars and academics, and the mystical Magdalene of visionaries and oracles. And even these understandings are constantly revised and rebirthed in this living tradition.

Maybe she always intended it this way? Or maybe the sheer voluptuous radiance of her presence had to be forbidden, hidden, and written away by a patriarchal world that could not handle her power, until—like a treasure text—she emerged for a new age, a new era, that could bear the enlightened presence of an embodied feminine.

As we gather together in the circle of this book, we are going to explore a radical, forbidden version of Mary Magdalene (MM) as a priestess of the Womb Mysteries who holds within her memory an entire lineage of women, lacing right down into the prehistoric realms of the Neanderthal womb shamans of lunar consciousness, and weaving upward through the red thread of the Cathar priestesses of the Holy Spirit, and into your hands, as you rediscover the wisdom thread that you are now holding.

We will learn how MM holds the secrets of the original Eve, and how she became heralded as the New Eve—who, in her sacred union with Jesus, rebirthed the world. This mysterious and long-forbidden story of the sacred union of Jesus and MM, with the alchemy of their deep love bond, has called out to humanity through the ages—a cry that still resounds deep within the secret chambers of our innermost heart. Within this union MM is a Christed Grail Priestess of the feminine mysteries—an anointed and awakened teacher of the Way of Love, the feminine counterpart of Jesus and the fulfillment of the prophecy. She is also a wild woman, a bride, a lover, and a mother, and the lineage-holder of a sect of ancient dragon priestesses.

During our journey together, we will remember the Holy Womb mysteries of the feminine medicine path of Sophia, which became rewritten as whoredom and sin. In this remembrance, we will discover the old priestess wisdom and how it was overturned, degraded, and then shunned. This wisdom is now rising and calling out to be reclaimed.


Magdalene the Christ

Many apocryphal and gnostic gospels portray Magdalene as the leading disciple, the true inheritor of Jesus’s teachings, and the one whom Jesus loves most. Of course the canonical gospels give Magdalene the most important roles aside from Jesus—she is present at the crucifixion, anoints him for burial, and is the first witness to his resurrection. She was such a key figure in the movement that the anti-Christian historian Celsus felt compelled to denounce her in his book The True Word—an honor he gave to no other woman in Christianity. Celsus also mentioned that at the time of his writings, around 170 CE, there were sects of Christians devoted to the teachings of “Mariamne,” referring to Mary Magdalene.1 By the fourth century, devotees had already begun making pilgrimage to Magdalene sites, and soon after, Christian churches would begin battling over claims to her relics.

There has been an underground stream of worship of Mary Magdalene for almost two thousand years spread across the Near East, Egypt, and Europe, supported by secret orders of initiates. These occult left-hand path traditions often explicitly name Mary Magdalene as a priestess-shaman and revere her as the Holy Womb—recognizing her as the wisdom keeper for a lineage of female magicians and oracles, and the birth portal of Christ Consciousness.

Rather than just modern “wishful thinking,” these secret teachings were clearly encoded in the Middle Ages by famous artists, philosophers, and alchemists, often in plain sight for those who could “see”—and we can still peer through this magical mandorla, this doorway of wisdom, kept open by the alchemists, even today.

There is a revelation underway, as something lost and veiled is returning to us. Can you sense the fragrance of the lost rose garden, calling out once again?




Magdalene the Great Womb Goddess

Mary Magdalene is a talismanic name—it has magic within it. Before we start our quest, we should pause a few moments at the temple gates and really drink in the essence of this name. How much can fit within two simple words? Entire worlds it seems; a new dreaming, a renewed holy matrimony of the universe. A forbidden
herstory of such magnitude it could melt entire worldly structures. This name is a deep, spiraling, serpentine power portal; play with it on your lips, feel its thrilling, enchanting, alluring, disturbing call. 
Mary Magdalene, Marie Madeleine, Miriam of Magdala, Miryai e Mara. The Magdalene, Maria, Our Mary, Mari, Maryam. This name is truly a secret and dangerous invocation; it belongs on hidden manuscripts of lost incantations and alchemical formulas. It is a lost promise, now remembered.

Jesus gave his disciples and cohorts spiritual names that reflected their essence. He called Peter “the Rock,” he called Judas “the Knife”—and he called his beloved spiritual partner Mary, “the Portal”—meaning mystic yoni*1 gateway. Magdalene is a word of great feminine power: it derives from the Hebrew name of the ancient mother goddess ’ma-gadala (אםא גדלא), meaning “Great Mother,” as well as the Aramaic magdala and Hebrew migdal, both meaning “elevated, magnificent, or tower.”2 In the Semitic languages, mag and dal are among the oldest primitive roots, signifying “great, powerful, magical” and “portal, doorway,” respectively.3 They are shared across other language families: the Latin maga is a female magician—the feminine version of magus or mage. The biblical Greek amygdale derives from the same roots and means “almond” or “almond tree.” The primary mother goddess of the gnostic sacred serpent sects was called Amygdalus—representing the almond tree, the feminine Tree of Life, the first tree to flower in the spring: “[the almond tree] is the wakeful tree (Hebrew shaqed), that is, the early blooming, the first to wake from the winter’s sleep, sprang from the blood of the mother of the gods.”4 It is also the vulva-shaped mandorla†2 or “magic doorway,” portal of the goddess. In ancient Sumerian, the language of Inanna, who we will meet later in our story, the phrase mug-dalla means “shining vulva gateway.”5 The name Magdalene at its origin means magic doorway of the Great Mother, the primordial goddess, the Tree and Source of Life. It held the secrets of a primeval “cunt theology” that became encoded as the “Mandorla of Mary.”

Even to this day, iconography of Mother Mary is often held within an almond mandorla, a coded wink for those who know that there is a secret “Mary Mystery” waiting to be revealed. This symbolism of the Magdala encompasses both the sacred doorway of the woman’s womb, and the mystical womb of consciousness sought out by all the great alchemists, shamans, and initiates. This divine gateway was also symbolized by the rose; and those who followed the Magdalene Mysteries were known as initiates of the Rose Line.

This mandorla, or Mystic Rose, also suggests the amygdala region of the brain, the intuitive, feminine “feeling” center in all human beings, which is a portal to the cerebellar cosmic mother consciousness and can initiate profound awakenings. Using this lunar wisdom, priestesses initiated others into the intuitive, visionary, divine love of the Christ Mysteries.




The Grail Witch

Across heretical and alchemical art Magdalene is depicted bearing her magical alabastron (the holy vessel of anointing oil), held suggestively open like the mandorla of her sacred womb, to bestow the initiatory blessings of her anointing elixirs. The priestess tradition of the alabaster jar, flowing with its sacred unguents and perfumes, was passed down to Mary Magdalene through the lineages of the Sumerian love goddess Inanna, as well as the Egyptian Bast—cat goddess of sacred sexuality, and the erotic soul of Isis—who both used the talismanic alabastron in their ritual craft. Magdalene is imbued with the fragrance of these, and even more ancient priestess lineages dating back in a continuous tradition to the female shamans of prehistory.

The earliest shamans in the archaeo-anthropologic record were shamankas; they were women. They were adorned in the color red, with mineral paints. Their figures were carved on cave walls with hands raised up in the orans and ka prayer positions of magico-spiritual invocation. Their vulvas featured prominently in paleolithic art, with V and M vulvic symbols engraved on stone and bone, later called “witch marks” in medieval times. Their womb-vulvas were considered the greatest source of their mana, their spirit power. Over time, this ancient lineage of womb shamans would gradually shapeshift into priestesses of Mary, worshippers of the goddess, woven into the garland of her red thread of sexual and menstrual womb wisdom.

[image: image]

The omega womb/priestess symbol as it has evolved over time, eventually merging with the Christian M symbol of Mary.

Mary is a title that means “sea, beloved or awakened,” and the first symbolic art created by humans was an M, along with wavy waterlines, engraved on a sea shell on the islands of Indonesia 500,000 years ago, showing us the ancient spirit of the Mermaids of Magdalene.6 The mysterious letter M is a doorway of primeval sea magic, our original mother matrix.
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Medieval Magdalene engraving, drawing emphasis to her sacred womb. Hendrick Goltzius, 1585.




Magic of the Left-Hand Path

A crown of olive over her white veil,

A woman appeared to me; beneath her green

Mantle she wore a robe of flaming red. . . .

I turned round to the left with the blind trust

Of a small child who races toward his mother.

DANTE ALIGHIERI, DIVINE COMEDY, PURGATORIO, 
CANTO 30

A key to our journey into the Magdalene Mysteries is to understand the true left-hand path of the goddess; and that Mary Magdalene, in her priestess robes of red and green (see color plates), was the lineage holder for this sacred tradition. Red was the symbolic color of a womb priestess, a witch-shaman of the feminine. Green was the color of the wild fertility of the forest and the Earth Mother’s body. These alchemical “color codes” reveal Mary Magdalene as an elemental witch, sexual maga, and herbal adept in the left-hand medicine path of Sophia.

The left-hand path is the feminine mysteries. Left equals feminine, moon, lunar, yin, night. Right equals masculine, sun, solar, yang, day. Together they form the perfect balance of the universe. Achieving this alchemical union is the heart of the Magdalene Mysteries.

This can also be described as the ascending Christ (of the right hand) and the descending Christ (of the left hand), the Feminine Christ, embodied in Magdalene. Jesus descended through the path of the left-hand Feminine Christ for resurrection. We have to first descend before we can ascend. Darkness comes before the light. Then, in the Christ Mysteries the two become one, and heaven and earth entwine.

Records reveal that Jesus was an adept of these mysteries. According to a gnostic text found at Nag Hammadi: “The Lord did everything in a mystery, a baptism and a chrism and a eucharist and a redemption and a bridal chamber” (Gospel of Philip 67:27–30).

Of all these rites, the chrism (anointing) is one of the most important, as it creates the Christ: “The chrism is superior to baptism. . . . He who has been anointed possesses everything” (Gospel of Philip 74:12–20). And if Jesus is the Christ, then Magdalene is the chrism that makes him so. She is the source of Christ, she is the light-force that brings illumination. She is the anointer, the illuminatrix, the redemptrix, the Feminine Christ of our supernal origins, “of the left.” In her chrism, her elixirs of love, comes a light that dispels our fallen consciousness.

This is the ancient left-hand path of the Feminine Christ—rebirth through the Mother, and resurrection through the Bride. One gives birth to the man, and one to the “Son of God/dess”—a term for an alchemist, magician, and awakened avatar. The alchemical means for this transfiguration is the left-hand path—to lunarize our soul and subtle body with the magical essence of the feminine sinistrum. Carl Jung says that in gnostic writings Sophia Prounikos—Sophia the Whore—is known as Sinistra, the left.7 The twentieth-century gnostic scholar and translator G. R. S. Mead affirms the Mother is “She of the Left Hand,” the Sinistra.8

Sinister literally means “left” in Latin—and refers to the lunar feminine Womb Mysteries.

Sinister is beautiful, luscious, dark, and mysterious—rich with fertility and possibility. It revolves with the “round dance” of the moon in dark-light rites. By reclaiming the Moon Mysteries and the Womb of Christos, we remember the original primordial wisdom teachings.

As the left hand and right hand of god/dess merge, the heart-womb enters an infinity sigil of matrimony, catalyzing an etheric supernova of primordial Shakti that emits out as dazzling spiritual radiance, known as tiphareth in Kabbalah, the beauty of the descent of God. This is the Magdalene door, the ancient daleth, where the virgin mother and sexual initiatrix merge into wholeness. Never truly separate or dual, these qualities come from the mysterious circle of the Divine Mother, and are united within her divine pleroma,*3 in the sacred flow of life.

Mary Magdalene, as a sacred priestess of the Womb Rites, knew how to embody the wisdom of light and dark (known as the “dark bright” or “black light”) and how to dissolve, cleanse, and resurrect the soul. Over the past two thousand years many initiates—with various levels of understanding and integrity—knew of the left-hand path of Christ, led by the figurehead of Mary Magdalene and the lineage of womb shamans she hailed from.

By revealing the lost word of the Magdalene Mysteries, we allow MM and the priestesses of Mary to once more take their seat in the wisdom circle of the Ancient Mothers, who hold a womb-web of mitochondrial DNA linking us back to the Garden of Eden of human consciousness, and hold the keys to our returning home.

This original matrilineal bloodline is more accurately described as the menstrual bloodline—as it is only the womb blood that can grow and nurture a baby, and each mother down the ages is created from the menstrual blood of the mother who came before her. This generates an unbroken magical “red thread” of primordial wisdom; the Holy Sophia. Messianic blood is matrilineal womb blood. A Eucharist of Sophianic blood links communities in an unbroken red thread to the Holy Family, and beyond to the Ancient Mothers: “Thy mother is like a vine in thy blood, planted by the waters; she was fruitful and full of branches” (Ezekiel 19:10).




Magic Doorway of Love

I thought of the soul as resembling a castle, formed of a single diamond or a very transparent crystal, and containing many rooms, just as in Heaven there are many mansions.

SAINT TERESA OF AVILA

Mary Magdalene herself has become a “mansion of possibility” for the rebirth of the world soul and the remembrance of our sacred roots in the primal Motherworld of creation. Ultimately, through communion with Mary Magdalene, we connect to a magic door within ourselves where we activate, initiate, and awaken our own Magdalene essence. With this we step through a gateway of the feminine Holy Spirit—called Sophia, Tara, Isis, Yemoja,*4 Kali, Kwan Yin, Changing Woman, Brighid—or many other names of the Divine Mother throughout time.

This creative Spirit lives at the foundation of our universe, as the eternal Birthing Womb of God, and embraces both the male and female, every spectrum in between, and all expressions of life. Magdalene is a title, meaning the “Initiator,” and Christ is a title for the Anointed One. We all have the potential to be a Magdalene and a Christ, as this story is archetypal. Through the love story of one woman, we discover a universal story for humanity. We can all invoke and embody this essence of love and deep heart-womb wisdom.

In this book, we sometimes speak of Mary Magdalene in her personal incarnation as a woman from an order of priestesses that she trained within and also initiated others into. Other times we refer to her essence as an embodiment of Sophia, the mystical Aeon who emanated from the galactic womb to become the World Mother. Allow yourself to weave between the personal and the eternal to receive inspiration.

This book is our vision birthed from the Magdalene path that has called us, and the research we have undertaken. It is by no means the only story, nor should it be. Allow it to be a space to birth your own vision of the Magdalene Mysteries, from your unique experience and perspective, weaving in your own knowings of the path.

This work is created as a mystical mansion with many chambers and rooms. It is not linear, reasonable, or logical. Its aim is to mystify, evoke, and provoke. Please explore any chamber of this book as you feel called, in whatever order you choose. You do not have to take a linear path through its many rooms. Follow your own way toward the Rose.

Together, we light a candle and begin a pilgrimage into the spiral or labyrinth path—we send out our prayers to bring forth the perfect ensouled questions, not the perfect answers. At the center of this spiral path, you will find wisdom we have not written but that has lain dormant, coiled as a serpent, in the womb of your soul.

Always remember: you are an incredibly important thread in this visionary weaving.

The book is divided into three portals to help you navigate this pilgrimage. The first portal is called the “Magdalene Chronicles,” and is a journey into herstory to discover MM’s lost priestess lineage, her lifetime, and her legacy, which is rich in historical detail and background.

The second portal explores how the secrets of this lost lineage of the Magdalene Mysteries were encoded in art and symbol by the medieval alchemists in one of the greatest paintings of all time—the Ghent Altarpiece—a living manuscript that you can see in color plates 14 and 15 and view online in detail (see the Closer to Van Eyck website).

The third and last portal is the “Magdalene Vision Quest,” where personal stories and oracles are included alongside a comprehensive initiatory map and set of rituals called the Magdalene Mandala, where you can undertake your own journey into these mysteries. These rituals are designed to evoke the living path of the Magdalene Mysteries within you. They can be practiced alone in your own home, with your beloved, or in your circles, connecting you directly to the Holy Spirit. Feel free to weave with them in your own practice in whatever way feels good. Everyone, no matter what their gender identification, is held within the red thread of the Magdalene and the Ancient Mothers, and everyone has a spiritual womb within.

This visioning focuses mainly on the male-female sacred union of Mary Magdalene and Jesus, and the specific teachings and pathway of practice birthed from this. But the sacred union of all sexual orientations and love-pod configurations are holy and bring unique wisdom. The alchemical union of the cosmic yin and yang at the heart of the journey is within everyone.

Mary Magdalene is calling out to us, like a divine torchbearer, emerging from a dark tunnel of almost two thousand years of fundamentalist religion, to light up The Way again.

This is an audacious soul retrieval for the world, a renewal of our cosmic destiny. With her holy anointing cup, she pours out the secrets of the Holy Grail.

As prophesized, the Feminine Christ awakens.

The Rose Path unfolds its mystic petals.

The Order of the Magdalene returns.

Shall we unlock the Magic Doorway?

It is time.
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OUR LOVE LETTER

ROSE PILGRIMS
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Meeting Mary Magdalene

By Seren Bertrand

AM I LOOKING FOR MARY MAGDALENE, or is she searching for me?

My soul senses that it is the latter. For how could I search for this icon, this “Saint,” this presence, this magical doorway, when I do not truly know who or what she is?

Yet there is the uncanny feeling that she knows exactly who I am. And more than that—who I am meant to become. This Magdalene essence knows the parts of me that are lost and need to be rediscovered, that I unknowingly have so veiled that I do not even know to search for them. So together we embark on this quest, this inner journey to reassemble the parts of my feminine soul, like a cosmic jigsaw of redemption. The great unveiling of the lost feminine.

For me, Mary Magdalene is an instinctive force as well as spiritual essence. The more I read about her with my logical mind, the less tangible she becomes. Yet, as twilight falls, a sudden sweep of a thick, red velvet cape appears to the left of my eye, moving quickly out of sight, around a corner, and I must follow and find her there in the darkness.

In this magic world of MM, her true gospel is written on soft skin and in the stars. Her parables are shared by lover’s eyes, and in the in-between spaces of silence. Her true gospel breathes down the back of my neck, hot, subtle, mysterious, and laughing.

I cannot find her within scrolls and scholar’s arguments, remote and historical, or in dualistic theologies of bodily hatred, held in the inquisitorial records of her legacy. She does not sing to me of crucifixions, or of Catholic, gnostic, or Cathar priesthoods.

Instead, I find her seated by the fire in the desert, laughing, her body warm against that of her lover, as they melt into the mystery of the two in flesh becoming one. Or I meet her in a wild old woodland at the foot of the Pyrenees, with the Cathar priestesses of the Holy Spirit, preparing herbs, as red moon blood seeps into wild green moss.

In moments, I see her like a rare crystal jewel, shining light across all dimensions, sitting on a golden throne at the very heart of the earth, illuminating the soul of matter. I glimpse beyond the doorway of life, into the great mystery of the Womb of God.

Yet I must also be in this body, in this life, in this world.

She comes to meet me here.

I must also find her in the small details of my own childhood, my own struggles, my own heartbreaks. When I am weeping, I discover her weeping right by my side.

When I am shining, celebrating, loving, ecstatic, she is born again within me.

Her life, like my life, is full of contradictions and it is important to include it all.

So I search for her, as she is searching for me—as she is searching for all of us.


Birthing a New Way

Although I was baptized into the Christian Church, and my grandfather considered the priesthood, the nature of my birth meant I never felt an affinity with mainstream religion. When my mother labored in agony, surrounded by “sisters of mercy,” who had never known motherhood, the nuns told her that her pain was God-mandated, and that women were destined to toil in pain to create life. My heartbeat stopped at those cursed words, and I was torn from my mother’s body by surgical forceps.

My mother was a quietly stubborn rebel, and she subtly and determinedly set about deauthorizing the religion she inherited from her father, and living by the feminine folklore of her mother, and her mother’s mother, that celebrated Life’s holy power. She sprinkled my childhood with the magic of the dreamtime, educating me with percolations, questions, and spiritual explorations such as “where is the edge of the universe”—and what then lives beyond this infinity? She asked me to imagine our world as a dream within a dream, and our universe as a living, breathing, dreaming being (a dreaming-womb) who holds and births other infinite dreaming universes. Often we would have to stop our visioning and make a cup of tea, in order to reassemble our atoms, which were in danger of floating away into that vast, unknowable, dark ocean of infinity; a witches cauldron of wild quantum soup.

One day a local vicar paid a visit to our house to meet my family. A decision he would soon regret. On a dark, foreboding, rainy Yorkshire night, my mother barred his entrance, looming over him as he stood on the doorstep, making him account for the death of thousands of wise women during the Inquisition. The vicar looked embarrassed and flustered, standing in the rain, politely apologizing for his religion. After ten minutes she relented and let him in for the supreme unction of a cup of tea.

Like a chastised schoolboy, rather than give his intended religious proselytizing, he listened politely to my mother’s folk wisdom. Whilst pouring the sacramental tea, she let him know that hell was what people (and religions) did to each other through hate—and that heaven was the beauty of love and the wisdom of nature.

So I did not grow up in a religious household, and I rarely got to read much Christian scripture, or hear the stories of this mysterious “sinner” and saint, Mary Magdalene. Yet her Feminine Christ path, full of deep mystery, called me like a siren.




Visions of Saint Marie

My first emissary of Mary was the land herself, with its witchy feminine ways. The wild moors and peaks of Yorkshire wore their conversion to Christianity lightly, carrying on its ancient pagan goddess-worshipping rituals and ceremonies as usual, with past vicars leading labyrinth dances, and right up to the modern day where iPhones capture the May Queen in all her glory. The new religion of Jesus was neatly tucked, like a suckling babe, into the old religious traditions dating back at least three thousand years, with sermons etched in the stones.

Within the craggy contours of Yorkshire and the nearby Pennine Way, ruined castles, darkened caves, fallen abbeys, and old churches, all flowed with the same essence, forming a magical landscape. I loved visiting churches, just like I loved visiting castles; in fact, I liked churches more. Often set upon old pagan power sites, with old mossy stones, rugged graveyards, and fantastical beasts carved as guardians, inside it was like entering a mysterium.

Stained-glass windows cast light beams of vivid jewel colors, the silence throbbed with peace, and old wood groaned under its memories, sometimes carved with mermaids or other relics of a forgotten faith. The altar was adorned by rich red velvet drapes, crisp white satin cloth, scented flowers from local meadows, tall candles in thick brass holdings, and in the center, a dramatic, sturdy gold cross. In this world, Christianity took on the hue of old-time fairy tales, encoding the memory of a hidden spiritual feminine DNA, waiting to share its forgotten wisdom.

Then, one day, shortly after my coming of age—around age thirteen, the traditional time of rites of passage into young adulthood, often menarche in women—this spiritual DNA transmitted into me: I had a rapturous vision of an unknown woman, whose name had never been spoken to me, and who I knew nothing about. I was walking through my hometown, when a presence called out to me. Literally, this force of energy turned my feet and walked them into a cathedral. I had no idea what was happening and I had never before entered this gothic building.

It was as if some deeper part of my feminine soul was impelling me to search for it. I was instantly guided to a small white pamphlet on an unknown saint called Mary Magdalene. I knew I had to have this booklet on her—that it was calling out to me. As I turned the first page open, the sharp edge of the paper cut my finger, and a flow of crimson-red blood infused into the crisp white paper, awakening a mystical infusion of Red and White magic. My consciousness was melting into waves of energy, and my entire perceptual range was focused on the book. As if an ancient incantation had been made, I was ushered into a timeless, oracular sphere.

Over three days, I received a vision of Mary Magdalene, representing a lineage of divine feminine beings, who had embarked on an audacious journey of initiation, to awaken a cosmic love consciousness and embody it here on earth. I later discovered it paralleled the gnostic story of the Goddess Sophia. This cosmic resurrection would restore a spiritual-sexual wholeness to the world and bring back balance, ushering in a new cycle of divine feminine love and magic.

Shortly after the vision, I began creating striking paintings and artwork of women with “divinized wombs” glowing with light, or magical trees bearing fetuses within them—which many years later I discovered was the symbol of Mesoamerican womb shamans. Of course, at the time I had no idea what it all meant, and my mom humored me by creating a gallery of this artwork pinned to the entryway of our home, no doubt causing a scandal among the neighbors!

Many years later, on returning to the St. Marie Cathedral, the original site that had initiated my visionary journey with Magdalene, I was stunned to find that the entire church appears as a temple to the feminine principle—with images of Mary Magdalene and the Black Madonna, and a specific chapel dedicated to female saints.

Most incredulous of all, in the center of a magnificent stained-glass window that occupies an entire face of the cathedral is a powerful—and unusual—image of Mary. She is holding her hands in the traditional “womb shaman” mudra of the ancient yogini and dakini lineages, placed in a heart shape over her sacred womb space, revealing the seat of her power (see color plate 1).

She is the awakened Womb of Christ.




The Cave of the Feminine Christ

Tehom el-tehom qore.

Deep calls unto the deep.

PSALM 42:7

Over the years, the mystery deepened. As the labyrinth of my path unfolded, it became populated with the fertile mysteries of the Divine Mother, encrypted spiritually in the womb of earth, and also the wisdom of the Black Madonna, the universal womb of the Cosmic Mother.

I made a pilgrimage to Marseilles to sit with the Black Madonna there, perched regally, deep within her underground crypt, near the sea. Walking through cobbled streets, I peered through the windows of bakeries selling “navette” breadcakes, shaped like the vulva cakes once used in ancient goddess worship, and used as body sacraments to the Virgin Mary by heretical priestesses. Winding up the hill to the great cathedral, dedicated to ships, I entered a forgotten temple of Isis, the Queen of Heaven, savior of all those who sailed upon the seas.

What was this long-forgotten religious faith calling out to me since childhood?

Every step I took, a secret revealed itself with a wink and a new rabbit hole. Expectantly, I made the sacred journey taken by pilgrims for over a thousand years, including Anne Boleyn, to the mystical sacred cave of Saint Baume—the “balm.” My driver, who escorted me up the steep hill through the aromatic scents of the countryside, was named Delphine—meaning “of the Womb,” like the oracle of Delphi.

I stayed in the convent, in a simple pilgrim’s room, facing out onto the cave. At night I dreamed of an old sage, and I sat with him as he was dying, crying out to him—Issa! Later on, I discovered that Issa is the Islamic and Indian name for Jesus, which I did not know. Inside the cave, dripping with the tears of earth, I melted into Magdalene.

Legends say that Mary Magdalene meditated alone in this holy cave for thirty years, like a tantric yogini. The cave had originally been dedicated to Diana Lucifera, the goddess of the witches, light-bearer of the Moon Mysteries. It was likely sacred to our Neanderthal ancestors.

After hours sequestered in the primordial consciousness of the cave, I received the impulse to keep climbing higher, to find the spot high on the cliffs where Mary Magdalene supposedly ascended and was lifted bodily by angels into the heavens.

It was a steep climb over the white chalk cliffs, and at the top I was alone—circled only by beautiful white and orange butterflies, who followed me along the rocky path. There was a shimmering stillness, as if time had stopped to rest. It was as if an energy was dancing through me in subtle yet exotic waves. I found the small chapel, perched high on the cliff with a dramatic view outward across the valley of Provence. Inside it was cool with white marble, small bench seats, and a beautiful white statue of Mary Magdalene with the skull of the initiate at her feet.

The energy was palpable, an undulating softness, a soul kiss of the deep and high. I sat in the silence and the softness, as if it were the center of the universe. After a while I reached for my notebook and pen, and a message wrote itself out: Write my lost love story. MM.

It was as if Magdalene and the divine wisdom of Sophia were placing magical rose petals at my feet, like dimensional stepping-stones of awareness, calling me to their story.

I would soon discover that my visionary communion with Mary Magdalene had told, in a magical, holographic form, the story of the Fall of the Sophia and her return to the throne.

It was a “feminine apocalypse”—a revelation of the fall and restoration of the goddess. Apocalypse is derived from the womb root word cal/kal, related to the word chalice, or the Holy Grail. It means “unveiling or revealing.”

It has begun.

You have seen my descent, now watch my rising.

RUMI
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Sacred Masculine Vision

By Azra Bertrand

IF YOU ARE READING THIS BOOK, you likely already know in your body, heart, and soul that we live in extraordinary times, at a mythic edge where an old story meets a new one. A five-thousand-year-old, male-oriented worldview is now receding. In its place a deeply interconnected feminine cosmology, with ancient roots, is birthing.

Like the Celtic myth of Taliesin, it is from the great feminine cauldron of inspiration where all the new myths, poetry, beauty, and cycles of transformation originally emerge. A feminine worldview is naturally ecological. A guiding principle of permaculture is that life flourishes at these edges—on the cusps, at the wild margins, at the boundaries of all that is familiar. Diversity and creativity naturally bloom where two different realities touch, their intimate roots connecting and interweaving as they move, dance, take shape.

My story and humble place in the co-creation of this book begins here, as I find myself in the great shifting of the worlds, as a supporter of the return of the Divine Feminine. Like many of you, much of my life has been dedicated to asking questions about the great religions we have inherited, and seeking to understand the deeper meanings, lost histories, and secrets they contain. In the living of these questions, I have long been aware of the compelling tide that, in the midst of a solar world, has always drawn me toward the “moon” of feminine wisdom.

My background is the “logic” of science. I was born to a family of doctors, scientists, and healers stretching back many generations—some of them include physicians to the late Renaissance German royal courts, as well as André Michaux, explorer and botanist to King Louis XVI of France. Many others quietly worked in the fields of medicine, cellular biology, theoretical physics, and the like, dedicating themselves to incrementally advancing the understanding of the body and laws of nature.

These are the deep roots of the ancestral tree that birthed me. As I have come to understand more and more, a family lineage is like a living entity—it has a mind of its own, with its own proper agendas, its own plans for us, and its own very strong pull. I, as a young apple, fell not far from the tree, but then rolled down the hillside a considerable way it seems, beyond the other apples on my tree, into the lush and misty valley of the feminine where I would lay new roots.

In the professional world I trained in—in research biochemistry, in medical school and residency, in a neuroendocrinology research group at the National Institutes of Health—I longed for the marriage of science and spirit, a world that understood that physical health was deeply interconnected with relationships and was inseparable from the health of our natural world. In my personal spiritual path, I craved direct experience of the sublime and mystical beauty inherent in matter, in relationships, in sexuality, here on the earth, in the world of form. These longings were at odds with the cultures around me, who were dancing to a different tune. Something was missing in the worlds of science and medicine, and that piece was the sacred feminine. Without it, our story and our cosmology could not be whole.

So I looked deeper for inspiration, to the scientist-mystic-philosophers of old, like Pythagoras who apprenticed with the Pythia, the high priestess and Oracle of Delphi. He soaked in the underground wisdom streams of the feminine cosmologies for a decade before beginning to share his work. Isaac Newton, Carl Jung, and so many others modeled a blend of science and mysticism, of inner knowledge and alchemy. These men drew from a deep well of knowledge that originated in the feminine spiritual traditions and had been encoded in ancient mystery schools.

The ancient priestesses, who are rarely mentioned, were the keepers of a vital knowledge that somehow the world has forgotten, to our great peril. How often, in school, do we hear that the men who brought us mathematics were taught by great women?

Or that Paracelsus, considered the father of modern medicine, said on the subject of pharmaceuticals that he had “learned from the sorceresses all he knew.”1 These are the stories that need to be told now, to bring back balance.


The Grail—A Way of Love

In old traditions, wisdom had been envisioned as a garden—and as feminine. And over time I began remembering this “gardener” archetype, which is obliquely mentioned in the story of Jesus’s resurrection, and dates all the way back to ancient Sumeria. If the modern world we live in is a wasteland, it is because we have not been successful as gardeners—of the earth, of the feminine, of the body, of spirit.

Just as the culture of science ignored feminine qualities such as intuition, vision, and interconnectivity, so the popular spiritual paths I found my way to cut out relationship and romantic love. Despite the fact that almost every modern model of spirituality champions the individual’s journey to God, or solitary enlightenment, the carefully guarded secret is that the romantic, sexual, spiritual relationship between two individuals is the hidden heart of Christianity and Tibetan Buddhism. And, if you looked further, you could trace this path of sacred union back to many other traditions.

My understanding of this came through a striking meeting with a respected philosopher and author, who gave me a new blueprint as to how I might see the world. As a twenty-three-year-old medical student, I was a member of a small circle that would meet up weekly to discuss different spiritual traditions, meditating on the pearls of wisdom from each path, and how we might actually live these truths. At the time, back in 1997, the spiritual climate was distinctly masculine. My own personal practice involved meditating for hours and seeking to free myself from the illusions of the world. Feelings, romance, and sexual desire were never mentioned by any of the mentors that I studied with, or were classed as obstacles to flight.

One day, the leaders of our spiritual circle—two Zen Buddhist teachers—invited the renowned mystic and philosopher Joseph Chilton Pearce to come and speak to our group. Joseph had experienced an intense spiritual awakening in the 1960s, and was the author of several books, including The Crack in the Cosmic Egg, The Magical Child, and The Biology of Transcendence. Beyond that, he was a man who exuded a contagious energy of open-hearted love.

Around fifteen of us gathered together one winter evening, in a small, uninspiring college meeting room at Duke University, to meet this famous author. The atmosphere was electric. At the time Joseph was the voice merging science, spirituality, and a vision of our true human potential, and we felt honored to have an intimate and frank spiritual dialogue with him. A young couple in love were sitting together, holding hands. They asked how their relationship could fit into a spiritual path. Before Joseph could reply, the Zen teachers stepped in to say that romantic relationship was an illusion and a distraction to deep spiritual realization—advising that it was better to let the relationship go and “seek first God.”

A look of heartache and despair passed between the young lovers, who for a moment doubted the truth of their own hearts. I glanced over at Joseph Chilton Pearce, wondering if he would agree. What I saw was riveting—Joseph was listening incredulously, his increasingly red face betraying his outrage. Finally, he could hold his tongue no longer. He proceeded to pour forth the most incredible teaching on the Path of Love. He lit up the room with a scintillating and passionate impromptu dissertation on the supernova of spiritual and psychic energy that accompanies romantic love—the meeting of the eyes; the soul kiss; the dissolution of the state of separation into fields of unified consciousness; the remembering of our shared past lives, future lives, and our destiny; and the undeniable and astounding impact of the well-known spiritually pioneering lovers and troubadours who have come before us. He looked round the room, meeting all our eyes, and reminded us how precious this seed of love is, and how human biology is wired for the bonding, connection, and intimacy of deep soul love. He addressed the couple, saying they should stay true to Great Love at all costs.

The transmission that came through Joseph Chilton Pearce was extraordinary. He was radiant. His heart was on fire. The room shook. All else seemed dim in comparison to the light streaming forth from him. It was an unforgettable moment. And it came from his own devotion to the spiritual path of romantic love. The Zen teachers were shocked, stuttering that love was just an illusion generated by base, hormonally driven instinct. Joseph roared back that this young couple was touching a thread of a Great Love that—if fully committed to—would lead them down the path all the great lovers have walked, and to a new evolutionary cycle.

I was also shocked, but ecstatically so. This remarkable man had opened a precious doorway to the Path of Love for me. I had met a shower of the Way, and Love was calling.

Romantic relationship as an authentic spiritual path has always been known as a fast track for those prepared to enter the crucible. Sacred lovers such as Yeshua and Magdalene remind us of the enormous spiritual potency of those who alchemize themselves in love’s fire. The “peace that passeth all understanding” is the divine child of the “passion that passeth all understanding.” It is an initiatory journey full of wildness, joy, pain, ecstasy, fear, and the commitment and devotion to keep opening through any and all obstacles. This is the beauty of the dance of love. It is full of vulnerability, humility, and chaos that become the fuel for rapid growth. As the philosopher Nietzsche says, “One must still have chaos in oneself to be able to give birth to a dancing star” (from Thus Spoke Zarathustra).




The Mother Calls

At the age of twenty-eight, Mary Magdalene appeared to me in a vision. She let me know I needed to begin a period of deep service to the sacred feminine. Through this I would bloom in a new way, but it would take courage, it would take hard work and dedication. I would need to let go of some long-held beliefs and identifications I had with the patriarchal structures I had clung to for safety.

It was once common knowledge that men could only be truly reborn through a profound integration with the feminine, through a process of unification, apprenticeship, and descent through the womb. All of us are born through the womb of a human mother, our bodies are made in hers. At a greater level it is the “womb” of the earth that holds us, feeds, nurtures us. These nested mothers, this realm of womb consciousness, is our true spiritual home, though many have forgotten.

Some time later, I was called to visit the Black Madonna of Le Puy-en-Velay, France, one of the oldest Black Madonna pilgrimage sites in Europe. The cathedral there is built on an ancient puy—a rocky hill outcropping sacred to the feminine and earth-worshipping religions indigenous to Europe for many thousands of years before the coming of Christianity. An old megalithic dolmen once stood on the hill, and its solid stone roof piece was preserved and built into a sanctuary within the cathedral, because of the magic it held, an extremely unusual event in Catholic churches.

Le Puy-en-Velay is also a starting point of the Way of Compostela pilgrimage, and in the neighboring monastery I stayed in, I was surrounded by many pilgrims. Although I wasn’t walking the Compostela way, I was on my own pilgrimage.

For a week I made daily visits to the Dark Mother, sitting on a simple wooden pew in front of her, crying and crying and crying. I couldn’t have explained why. Something within me softened, something let go and opened. I was initiated by her in that time. A doorway in my heart opened, clearing the way for the next level of my “apprenticeship,” seven years of study, research, mystical experiences, and openings of love as an ally, supporter, husband, and “gardener” of my beloved wife, Seren, as she channeled and expressed her vision of the Sophia. Together we remembered, through the portal of her womb, a lost feminine cosmology, and grew in it and with each other. I committed to opening, learning, trusting, and of course putting in the long hours of research and writing along with her, so the many details of this lost history could be shared in a grounded and practical way in this book, with its story of Mary Magdalene, and in our previous book, Womb Awakening: Initiatory Wisdom from the Creatrix of All Life.

The feminine is rising again, with a new voice, and a new vision, to restore balance to our world. The story of Mary Magdalene and the Goddess Sophia is a key part of this restoration.
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MARY MAGDALENE

Holy Whore of Sophia

And behold, a woman in the city, which was a sinner, when she knew that Jesus sat at meat in the Pharisee’s house, brought an alabaster box ointment, And stood at his feet behind him weeping, and began to wash his feet with tears, and did wipe them with the hairs of her head, and kissed his feet, and anointed them with the ointment. . . .

And he said unto her, “Thy sins are forgiven.”

LUKE 7:37–48

OUR CURRENT ER A IS PERCOLATING on this: Is Mary Magdalene 
really a whore and sinner?

Before you rush to answer, be warned: it is a trick question. We invite you to reserve your answer until we have unfolded the petals of our Rose Quest.

Likely, if you are reading this book your immediate response might be no.

You might already know that in 1969 the Catholic Pope Paul VI quietly declared that MM was not a prostitute, and that the liturgy read out on MM’s feast day was also changed from the passage quoted above to the resurrection scene where she becomes the first to see the risen Christ, and hence the first female pope. You might be fully aware that nowhere in the Bible does it ever say MM was a prostitute, and that this doctrine was first established in 594 by Pope Gregory the Great, who first preached about Magdalene’s “sexual sins”; you may have rejoiced when the church officially declared her Apostle of the Apostles in 2016 on July twenty-second, MM’s feast day.

In the past fifty years there has been a great movement, both within the Catholic Church and the “heresies” of new age spirituality, to redeem Magdalene of her whoredom. In the Catholic decree to upgrade Mary Magdalene’s feast day, the missive says that Mary can be seen as “the paradigm of the ministry of women in the Church.” It is beautiful and heartening to see MM acknowledged and celebrated at last. But is this truly Magdalene’s ministry? One where her forbidden wild erotic power has been “cleansed”? Truth be told, we cannot tolerate the sin of a whorish woman. We must purify her; we must take her to the light; we cannot meet her wildish darkness.

True, there was a sense that unfairly burdening MM with the sexual sins of the world, and then making her “repent,” was done to deliberately obscure the truth of her spiritual power. But have we not diminished her yet again? In the recent reevaluation of MM, she is no longer a whore or sinner; instead she emerges as a “good girl” of the Bible, an “Apostle of the Apostles,” a spiritual leader, the brightest and shiniest disciple, the “model for all women in the church.”

Of course, MM is a great spiritual leader and luminary. But this is not all she is. There is wild magic in her sacred sexual power, waiting to be reclaimed.

On one hand we decry the split of the feminine into the “Virgin” (the light) and the “Whore” (the dark), yet on the other we avoid and judge the wildish, erotic aspect of the feminine nature. In recoiling from the fertile darkness, we cannot find union.

The secrets of the Holy Grail live on the dark, left-hand side of the Magdalene.


Secret Religion of the Magdalene

For two thousand years Mary Magdalene has carried the sexual sins of the world, while at the same time bearing the hidden seeds of possibility for our sexual salvation. As we enter this next cycle, her magic seeds of truth are spilling out into the fertile soil of an emerging womb consciousness, ready to birth a new feminine awakening.

First though, we have to face the Grail Wound that has imprisoned our Rose Lady.

The intriguing, disturbing, and perplexing nature of this split was never more present than in the grand theater and intense environs of the medieval ages, where Mary worship reached an all-time peak, while human women were persecuted as evil witches. The feminine was both revered and annihilated. Male priests, bishops, and mystics looked more than ever to their visions of the Marys for wisdom, while heretic priestesshoods of women lived in caves and woodlands in France, hunted by a church who threatened to burn them at the stake for their magical womb wisdom.

Within a five-hundred-year span, from the time of the Cathars in the 1100s to the late Renaissance of the 1500s and beyond, fantastical legends and teachings arose around MM. While the hierarchies of men who produced theology clearly decried her, the public, the mystics, and the lay clergy embraced her in the wantonness of her sin.

Hippolytus of Rome recorded that astrologers, magicians, pagan priests and priestesses, and prostitutes were forbidden from entering the church. However, prostitutes who repented could enter the church—and were known as “Magdalens” or “Maddelonettes.” Also in France, a prostitute’s race was run on Mary Magdalene’s feast day, July 22, in the late fifteenth century as part of an annual fair at Beaucaire in Languedoc. Monasteries were set in up Magdalene’s name to house former prostitutes. Author Susan Haskins describes the Italian female mystic Catherine of Siena’s ravishing vision of Magdalene, saying: “The sorrowing Magdalene, repenting of her sins, red-cloaked, and with long loose hair, clasping the cross . . . as the weeping lover.”1

In 1515, Leonardo da Vinci, or perhaps his student Giampietrino, paints a bare-breasted, Venuslike image of Mary Magdalene, which is described as conveying the spirit of the “Red feminine”: “She is entirely frank about her sensuality; her smile is a promise, and soon her fingers will let her robe fall away entirely. There is not an ounce of repentance in this MM.”2

Secret orders, including the Knights Templar and Rosicrucians, worship her and make her the centerpiece of a forbidden religion concurrent with Catholicism. Immense womb cathedrals, such as Chartres, based on the feminine womb and vulva are crafted with breathtaking audacity as barely hidden Sophia Temples.

Fabulous stained-glass windows reveal MM wearing the red robes of the witch-shaman and womb priestess, also adorned with the greening power of Gaia, and surrounded by symbols of the goddess—fleur-de-lys, dragons, elemental crosses. Black Madonnas are enthroned in crypts reigning over the hearts of the public and become the sites of great wealth because of the devotion they evoke. Pilgrims of the Camino Way wear vulva-shaped badges to bring them good luck as they walk the ancient sacred ley lines of the land, under the emblem of the scallop—symbolic for thousands of years of the sacred Yoni of the Great Mother of creation.

Mystery plays are enacted in towns and villages throughout Europe, where the rapturous MM is clearly billed as the vivacious leading lady, with Jesus her consort and costar; revealing a deep archetypal need for the priestess of the mysteries.

Paradoxically, MM’s reputation as a redeemed sinner and the patroness of prostitutes allows her to be an incredible channel for the forbidden feminine mysteries. The Magdalene that emerges in the medieval folklore and heresies is a wild, flamboyant chalice of sexual potency and enraptured earthly and divine love. Her weepings and lamentations over Christ lend themselves the taste of a lover. Their reunion in the garden of Gethsemane, illuminated with the birth light of resurrection, becomes the ecstatic merging of a new Adam and Eve—with the subtle hint of a sexuality that brings the serpent of wisdom’s alchemical union, not “the fall.”

The picture of Magdalene that emerges is vivid and compelling, with her scarlet hair, green eyes, alabaster or ebony skin, and rich wine-red hooded cloak. This is a woman who has become a “low priestess”—who is on her knees, weeping with the world, yet infused with the rich, abundant fertility of the soil; she can be ecstatic and enraptured with love, the one who loves “too much,” or she can be found walking among the fallen and forgotten, in the taverns and inns of ill repute, suffering alongside the wounded, sobbing and lamenting for the losses of humanity.

She is wildish, instinctive, irrepressible, and truly hamartolos—an outsider, one who exists beyond the conventional bounds of society, who is forbidden, and “other.” In this otherness she belongs completely to the world; she is One with everything.

Please, do not let us not banish this Vision of Magdalene.

Let us not prematurely “sanctify” our radiant Saint of Sin.

Let her be utterly unrepentant in her wild female power.

Let us celebrate her forbidden sacred feminine essence.




Mary, Priestess of the Mysteries

The great Queen of Heaven is at hand; the Lord’s power is Hers. . . .

Before two full moons shall have shone in the month of flowers, the rainbow of peace shall appear on the earth. The great Minister shall see the Bride of his King clothed in glory. Throughout the world a sun so bright shall shine as was never seen since the flames of the Cenacle until today, nor shall it be seen again until the end of time.

NOSTRADAMUS (MESSENGER OF 
“OUR LADY”)

As we progress along our Rose Path, a fascinating realization dawns: the same qualities that emerged in medieval times as the hallmark of Magdalene place her directly in an ancient tradition and lineage of sacred women, including the priestesses of Isis and Inanna.

These female spiritual orders were known for their oracular nature, their redemptive sexuality, their ability to anoint and initiate a man into his spiritual kingship, and their power to grieve and lament so deeply that the world reconfigured into a more blessed shape.

The priestesses held holy titles such as Whore, Harlot, Harine, Hathor, Horae, and Houri, meaning “the pure and immaculate ones”—the wisdom keepers.

What if Mary Magdalene was a whore and sinner—and the only thing that needs to be changed or redeemed is our perspective of what those two words really mean? In modern times the word whore is used as an insult. But in ancient times, the word whore referred to a priestess of the mysteries. We can begin to see how the esteemed and ancient traditions of the sacred feminine were demeaned and insulted, their languages stolen and reversed.

The Great Mother—birther of Creation—was once known as the Great Whore. In the Semitic languages of the Middle East hor meant “cave” and “womb.” The titular word harlot also meant “womb of Light,” suggesting an awakened womb. Interestingly, the word most commonly used for MM in medieval times is the ancient priestess title of harlot.

Feminist researcher Barbara Walker writes of ancient Babylon: “As Mother of Harlots, Ishtar was called the Great Goddess HAR. Her high priestess the Harine was spiritual ruler of ‘the city of Ishtar.’”3 In both Sumeria and Babylon, Inanna and Ishtar were called the Harlots of Heaven. The earliest appearance of this sacred title is in the writings of ancient Sumeria. In the Sumerian language, hur*5 is a word of the primordial and sacred womb (as in whore, har, or hor). The hur is holographic, fractal, multidimensional. Its spirit resides in the womb of every living woman, as well as the underworld womb of the earth, and in the primordial energies that birth and shape creation, which across culture and time have been envisioned as dragons. The hur dragon stirs, shapes, rumbles, and moves the great tectonic plates from within the womb of our planet. She is a birthing dragon, a womb of creation.

When we see the root word hor/har/whore we descend into the feminine cave, and know we are in the presence of an honorary title of a divine feminine priestess. The title of Holy Whore celebrates a woman’s embodiment of an “awakened womb”—the magical, creative, cosmic kundalini power. Emma Restall Orr, druidic priestess, author, and poet, writes:

[Whore’s] etymology could be sourced in the horae, divine maidens who danced the turning of time in Greek mythology, mellowing the souls of men with their beauty and their touch. The word is linked to the Babylonian harine, the Semitic harlot, the Persian houri, temple prostitutes who brought pleasures of life to humankind. Yet far from a bringer of delight, the word now describes a woman who deals in sexuality. Used as an insult, the whore is definitively a woman who degrades herself. Yet does she? Each one of us are whores.4

Here are the cultural homes of some of the ancient priestess titles in the Near East:

Hathors (Egypt)

Harine (Babylon)

Horae (Greece)

Houri (Islamic Near East)

Harlot (Babylon/Canaan)

In Hebrew the word horaa also meant “instruction” and the word hor meant “light.” In fact, it was from related holy hor word roots that the Torah (the whorah), the Hebrew Bible (Old Testament), took its name. The Great Mother, and her Womb of Light, was always known as the light bearer. Horasis—another “whore” word—was the ancient Greek word for womb enlightenment, often bestowed through the sexual union of man and woman. In the Bible, horasis was used to describe an oracular, ecstatic vision.

Often it was priestesses and prophetesses who were famous for their sexual oracular vision, with their womb-centric, erotic religion of sensual salvation. And the expression whoring is used in the Bible to chastise those people who return to worshipping the ancient goddesses and consulting her “Holy Whore” oracles.

HOLY WHORE

I was sent forth from the power,

and I have come to those who reflect upon me.

and I have been found among those who seek after me.

Look upon me, you who reflect upon me,

and you hearers, hear me.

You who are waiting for me, take me to yourselves

And do not banish me from your sight. . .

.

For I am the first and the last,

I am the honored one and the scorned one,

I am the whore and the holy one. . . .

I am the silence that is incomprehensible

and the idea whose remembrance is frequent.

I am the voice whose sound is manifold

and the word whose appearance is multiple.

I am the utterance of my name.

EXCERPTS FROM “THE THUNDER, 
PERFECT MIND,” NAG 
HAMMADI CODEX
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Medieval engraving of Magdalene boldly displaying her feminine power. Master of the Die, ca. 1530–1560.

Originally, the priestesses of the goddess were sexually liberated and sovereign women, considered to be living embodiments of the Womb of God. They were also spiritual leaders and secular rulers at times, and held in the highest societal esteem. So, to be clear, by the honorary term Whore we do not refer to a prostitute, either a secular or sacred one (who exchanges sex for money that is donated to a temple). Whore is a title of spiritual sexual power, whispering back to a time when the feminine was revered as the Creatrix.

“As free agents commanding respect for their sexuality, the priestesses of Sophia, the Whore of Wisdom, were beyond approbation and condemnation alike. They modeled woman’s autonomy in the gylanic (sexually and spiritually balanced) social systems they helped to establish,” writes gnostic researcher John L. Lash, author of Not in His Image.5

So we don’t need to divest MM of her whoredom—we need to help reclaim it, and to remember its true meaning, so the Holy Whore of the feminine can be rebirthed.

This is the remembrance of our true whorethority.




Mary of the Moon, Priestess of Sin

Similarly, within the Magdalene Mysteries we renegotiate the meaning of Sin.

The etymology of this psychologically loaded word is by no means clear, and the word evokes the terrifying vibration of “sinners burning in hell.” No wonder most nonreligious folk shy away and wish to bury it underground. It also brings to mind the “original sin” of Eve—who fundamentalist religions say was seduced by the serpent, effectively dropping humanity on its head and breaking it. Within this concept of the original sin of Eve, every woman is also culpable, also a “sinner.” Even the miraculous event of birth is tainted by this word, as birthing mothers are no longer the divine emissaries of the Great Mother, but rather the agents of sin.

In recent times, with the attempted cleanup of some of the more unpalatable aspects of religion, the word sin has been dropped in favor of the Greek word hamartia, used in the New Testament, which is said to mean “to miss the mark.”

Yet . . . let us not let go of the word sin too soon, because it holds a secret mystery.

Sin was the ancient Akkadian name for the moon and the moon god/dess.*6 In the days of old the moon goddess was the center of the feminine mysteries of menstruation, renewal, and rebirth. She had many honorary names, and the name Sin specifically refers to her aspect as the new moon: the time of menstruation for women.

The concept of Shabbat, a “holy rest day,” comes from the menstrual rites of the goddess Ishtar. The word derives from the Sumerian Sha-bat, “womb rest,” where the entire community rested every full moon, to honor the menstrual lunar rhythms, which waxed and created then waned and released. In the old lore, when God rested after birthing creation, it was for her menstruation.

Sin refers to the lunar cycles, and to the process of death, rebirth, and purification through menstruation, which not only clears away the old, but renews our creativity and fertility. Sin is the left-hand path of the feminine Moon Mysteries. It is the women’s womb wisdom of the ancient prehistoric shamankas—female womb shamans and moon magicians.

A “sinner” was a moon priestess who practiced the menstrual mysteries of rebirth. It was believed that every moon cycle a woman’s womb had the ability to cleanse any sins/burdens/negative imprints, not only from her own body and soul but also from her beloved and community. This monthly cycle of renewal and rebirth was considered a holy gift of the feminine. In the same way it was believed that the body of Mother Earth received and cleansed the burdens and negative emotions of her human children.

In a sad case of mistaken transmission down the ages, the true meaning of sin and its origins in the feminine menstrual arts has been inverted—or deliberately demonized—to suggest an unforgivable crime against god. In fact, sin was the goddess’s gift of healing, forgiveness, and renewal.

Many religious ideas, such as “going to hell” and “cleansing sin,” originally come from the old feminine womb religion and menstrual rites. For instance, “going to hell” once described the ancient path of shamanic descent into the Earth Womb for rebirth. From there the shaman could travel out into the vulva of the Milky Way (the Great Rift) and into the galactic womb (the galactic center). “Cleansing sin” referred to the sacred menstrual rites of purification of the womb and soul. For thousands of years, sin was celebrated as a mystical, feminine shamanic journey. A “Sin Woman”—a sinner—was once holy.

The idea of sin as a sacred cleansing extended to the Aztec tradition. Ritual confessions were made to the earth goddess Tlazolteotl, who in her Christlike redemptive role would “eat the filth” of the soul to cleanse it before its onward soul journey. Similar practices of confession were practiced throughout Mesoamerica—in the Zapotecs, Maya, and other groups. This later transformed into the idea of “sin-eaters” and “eating the humble pie” of earth.6

Sin-eaters might also eat a ritual meal to magically take on and cleanse the sins of another person—a form of spiritual community service, rooted in the Old Magic. In nineteenth-century England, Shropshire legends held that a sin-eater would sit by the graveside to eat a simple meal of bread and ale, saying the phrase “I give easement and rest now to thee . . . and for thy peace I pawn my own soul. Amen.”*7 After the ritual meal was eaten, the bowl would be burnt. In those times, a sin-eater was often feared and lived a solitary life of exclusion.

Jesus is an archetype of a collective sin-eater, offering his body to atone for the sins of everyone—in the form of a cosmic and shamanic world-soul menstruation of all sin.

Yet the original sin-eaters were menstruating women in their Red Temples.

 

Sin-Ishtu: Moon Woman, Moon Mother

In the Akkadian language, the word for woman, Sin-ishtu, literally means “Sin Woman,” “Moon Woman,” or “Moon Mother,” paying reverence to the cyclical womb nature of woman, who through her resonance with the moon’s cycles can conceive, birth, and rebirth life.

Some four thousand years ago in ancient Sumeria and Akkad, midwives would sing an incantation called “The Cow of Sin” to pregnant women to ease their childbirth. In the hymn, the moon god Sin impregnates his beloved consort, a divine cow named Sin Woman. During her birth pains, the Moon hears her cries and sends celestial spirits down to earth who perform a ritual to help her give birth. Part of ancient midwifery lore, the metaphor is that all pregnant women are also Sin Women or Moon Women, passing through the same initiatory journey of birth undertaken by the goddess herself, the Cow of Sin. The Moon, the Sin Mother, blesses them on this incredible journey of giving life.

A “sinner” is literally a sacred woman who cycles with the moon. To be “born in sin” is to be created in the light of the moon, born from the inner light of the womb goddess, as all humanity is. The creative luminosity of Sin is the great feminine generative principle that births us, yet it has been shamed and defamed in the patriarchal era. In ancient times the concept of the sacredness of Sin was central to the feminine mysteries of the lunar goddess. Sin-ishtu not only meant “woman,” it was an epithet of Ishtar, the Lady of the Left, and is the probable origin of the Latin word sinister.

Honorific titles of the Moon, Moon Women, and Womb Mysteries:


	
Shag-munus—“womb woman,” womb shaman (Sumerian)

	
Shag-zu—“womb doctor,” midwife, also “house of god,” “womb of god” (Sumerian)

	
Noor sin—moonlight, luminosity, inner light (Aramaic)

	
Sin, Sinu—woman, goddess, moon, crescent moon (Akkadian)

	
Sin-ishtu, Sinnishtu—woman, “moon woman,” origin of Latin word sinister (Akkadian/Assyrian)

	
Malkatu shemaya—“Queen of Heaven,” Ishtar, goddess (Akkadian, similar in Aramaic)

	
Inbu—new moon, fruit, flower, menstrual blood offerings, sex appeal (Akkadian)



 




Blood of Salvation—Passion of Christ

In the new religion, a male god—Jesus Christ—was given the menstrual powers to redeem us of sin, replacing the sacred renewing womb power of the priestess. Now it is his life, his passion, his sacrifice of blood that heals and renews the world. This switch-around where the feminine power of his consort, Mary, as a “Magdalene of the Moon,” is attributed to him, tears apart their role as a Divine Christ couple, with deep spiritual consequences.

For as a man, without a womb, the magical, life-generating, life-healing blood had to be replaced with the blood of sacrifice and death—either human or animal. In Christianity this was symbolized as a Mystic Lamb, bleeding into a sacred chalice—which we will investigate later on our Rose Path, as we explore the secrets of the Holy Grail.

The knowing that menstruation was the “blood of salvation” was passed down through secret teachings, or was understood intuitively by mystics. Originally, the menstrual blood of the goddess was a salvic substance that was physical and spiritual, to cleanse body and soul, and was administered as a sacrament of Sophia, through the wombs of all women, until it was eventually called the “blood of Christ.”

Christian mystic Julian of Norwich, who wrote Revelations of Divine Love in the fourteenth century, instinctively (or heretically) describes this blood magic. She uses masculine form to describe her vision, but if read from a feminine perspective a deeper meaning opens. In her fourth revelation, she describes how “it pleases God better to wash us from sin in [her] blood rather than in water, for [her] blood is most precious.”7
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