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Introduction
While trying to write a clear, sensible description of this project for you, this bit of blazing honesty fell out:

“This culture is epically fucked up and I'm done with living under and watching other womxn live under these 
conditions. I've bled fiftyfuckingseven years of my life into the sucking pit of patriarchal need that passes for society in 
this country, and I'm not giving one more drop of my blood, sweat, creative and emotional energy. Not. One. Drop. 
More. And, I'm going to do my damnedest to see that no other womxn does either.”

So now you’ve caught a glimpse of the fire in my belly that has me creating a project exploring the power of older 
womxn when they break free from the expectations and limitations enforced by society. And, calling myself - calling 
women like us - rebel crones starts to make a whole lot of sense. 

This community project is about sharing powerful stories from crone or soon-to-be crone womxn who are living and 
working outside the boxes ageists and the patriarchy want to put us in. It’s meant to inspire, encourage, and offer a 
feeling of solidarity to womxn approaching and in their crone years. To help us refuse the aching, confusing, enraging, 
socially imposed isolation and invisibility we experience as silvering, softening women of deepening years. 



Intro continued...
A bit about Ageism and Rebel Crones...

One of the first bits of information I uncovered while down an ageist-keyworded rabbit hole last year was this: we 
internalize the age stereotypes of our culture at a very young age - often as young as 4 years old.

So, before we’re even able to fully understand who we are as people, we’ve absorbed and internalized that when we 
reach a certain age we will become whatever the cultural myths tell us we must become. In this culture? That’s not 
something life-affirming.

Ageism is both insidious and pervasive. Disentangling from it takes walking each day - hell, each moment - with 
presence, self-kindness, and good people to lift us when we inevitably falter.

The more I think and write about this, the more womxn I talk with about it, the more I realize that circles of womxn 
moving in solidarity are key to instigating change for us all. Key to taking back our culture, making it a more 
life-affirming, nourishing, respect-filled place to live. 

Being a rebel crone is as much a feeling as an action or an attitude. 



Intro concluded.
It’s the bone-deep memory of council fires where wild and woman voices wove to create wellbeing for a community. It’s 
the echo in our cells of 13.8 billion years of growth and change and resilience. 

Being a rebel crone isn’t just about redefining how aging or eldering is viewed in this culture, it’s writing an entirely new 
story about what these years mean and how they can be lived. It’s about each womxn defining her cronedom for 
herself. The rhythm of it. The ease and joy of it. The service and responsibility of it. The sacred space of it.

It’s not accepting ANY of the current myths or stereotypes for 50-ish women like...
--- we must somehow stay eternally youthful
--- we must quietly fade to invisibility as spent, useless husks
--- we must be sweet, cooking-baking, there for everyone, no sense of self grannys
--- the changes in our bodies make us less innovative, creative, courageous…

Coming together. Witnessing each other. Sharing our stories. Defying the invisibility imperative. That’s the antidote. 

You and your story are the antidote. 



Rebel Crones Rising
the stories



Angel Sullivan I read a poem called Warning by Jenny Joseph, and I’m fairly certain 
that’s what lit the fire for me in my early 20’s. I’ve been waiting for 
crone-dom ever since. 

I’m hoping, because of the above… and because I’ve looked at this 
whole thing so differently for so long, to offer you a bit of an 
alternative perspective on growing into ourSelves (or… aging, if you 
prefer).

Ready?

In this poem, she’s outlining some of the ways in which she’ll throw 
off the shackles of polite society, and behave just as she damn well 
pleases… when she’s older. 

I got all starry-eyed reading it. Even in my early 20’s (and though I 
was a bit of a wild-child then) I still felt held down by society’s 
demands, and wanted desperately to rebel and just do 
whatever-the-hell I wanted to do. Instead, I gave birth to my 
daughter a month before turning 21 and knew I needed to get it 
together so that I could take care of the both of us. 



Angel Sullivan
From there, I took a more or less traditional path… getting a degree in Computer Networking and starting on my 
career in IT, then getting married and having another little one in my late 20’s. All the while I was working my way up 
the ladder, getting jobs with better titles, more money, and more experience. I never forgot that poem though.

In the meantime I’d occasionally read articles online about how elders (wisdom-keepers, crones) in other societies 
have been, and are, revered. How they’re looked up to by other members of the society or village… and how they 
actively step into that role and become someone to whom others can turn. 

Doesn’t that sound incredible?!

Not only that, doesn’t it sound like the way of things? The right and natural way of things?

We live through all of these wild experiences in our lives, and learn through each of them. The next, and most natural, 
step then is to turn around and share what we’ve learned with those coming up behind us. 

But we don’t often do it that way in Western society.

What we do, or what I did, was to lose myself so completely in my role of wife and mother that I forgot who I was for a 
time… There was no real space for me at all, let alone for me to consciously consider my life and experiences in terms of 
taking the long view of it all. 



Angel Sullivan
And then, at the end of April this year, my biological mother unexpectedly and quickly passed away.

There’s something about a parent dying that seems to wake something up within us, I think.

I, very quickly, became aware that I am now next in line. 

That… even though I’m “only 42”, I’m up to bat. 

What that means for me is that it’s about me again now. 

And… it also isn’t. 

What I mean by that is… now that my kids are older (21 and 13), it’s time for me to get back in touch with mySelf again. 
Get to know her, more deeply and intimately than I may have had the time or energy for up ’til now. It’s my 
responsibility now to do this. Not just for me, but also so that I can speak and work with others (including my kids, if 
they can hear me) in such a way that I can pass on the things I’ve learned through my life. So that I can be available to 
help out and support the younger human beans coming up now in a world that is so different from the one I came up 
in. 



Angel Sullivan
I feel like this is not only my responsibility… it’s my honor. We are needed right now, you guys. If I’m really honest, I 
believe that we (crones and crones-to-be) are needed literally more now than we have ever been needed before. We 
no longer have the luxury of staying silent, and fading into the background of societal or familial expectations (pssst - 
this is not a judgement on those of us who have done exactly this at times in our lives. Please don’t take it that way).

It is our responsibility now to be the fullness of Who We Are. 

If you are more motherly / grandmotherly (whether you’ve had children of your own or not), then be that. If you are 
more Iris Apfel, for the love of all that’s holy - be that! If you’re a little bit woo-woo, and a little bit rock-n-roll (ahem ;-)) 
then don’t hold either side of you back.. be all of that. 

Do you understand what I’m saying?

Every single one of us is needed. Right now. That means you, too. Do not let those voices in your head tell you 
otherwise. If you believe, like I do, that we all matter… and that we all have a purpose for being here - remember…. that 
includes YOU too. And you can only do it by accepting who you are, and rocking the hell out of that.

I’ll just be over here with the pom-pom’s, cheering you on like mad, but I know that whether I am or not… you’ve got 
this one. Yes you do.



Angel Sullivan
What I want you to know about me, more than anything else, is that I’m just 
like you (in many ways, most likely). 

I’m not perfect, and I’m not going to pretend I’m some kind of expert here to 
swoop in and take over, telling you all the steps to take and what to do. I - 
strongly - believe that you have all of your own answers (even when you feel 
like you don’t), and that I’m here to support your knowing by asking helpful 
questions, and to facilitate the process of you shining a light into the cave that 
you fear to enter (h/t J Campbell)… because that’s where those answers 
almost always seem to live.

I believe that you have your own brand of magick to bring to the world, and 
that the world desperately needs it. Right. Now.

The simplest way to find me is either on my Facebook page or on my Small 
Biz Organization website. I’d love to see you and continue the discussion!

https://www.facebook.com/pg/rootedmystic
https://www.smallbizorganization.com/
https://www.smallbizorganization.com/


Rahima Warren Rebel Crone? What would qualify me as one?  

I haven’t been thinking of myself that way. I’ve just been following a 
thread that pulls on me – a thread toward my deeper self, toward 
Spirit. It’s led me on quite a few adventures: getting into therapy in 
1972; starting to meditate. Because therapy had helped me so much, 
in 1978, I decided to go back to school to become a psychotherapist 
myself. At a certain point, that meant leaving my nice, safe, well-paid 
government job (which felt like jumping off a high diving board with 
no idea what was below!). Following that thread led me to becoming 
a dreamworker, an expressive arts therapist, and intuitive artist; 
pulled me down several spiritual paths; sent me on several vison 
quests and spiritual retreats. 

The biggest surprise for me was becoming an author.  Though I love 
to read good fantasy stories, I never thought of writing novels myself. 
What authors did – writing whole novels, creating unheard of worlds 
and realistic or alien characters! - seemed like magic. And I had an 
image of them as strange creatures in garrets in New York, very far 
from my life in California. But a character who had been inhabiting 
my dreams and fantasy life for many years kept bugging me. One 
day in 1999, when I was 53, I thought, ‘OK, I’ll write him a short story 
in my journal. Maybe he’ll leave me alone.’  That did it. 



Rahima Warren
Though I had no official training in creative writing, I couldn’t stop writing his story! I had no plot or plan, just ‘listened’ 
and wrote what arose. Carried away by a flood of wild, passionate creativity, I wrote every chance I could get, in 
amongst the challenges of life, such as seeing my psychotherapy clients, dealing with deaths in my family, and taking 
care of my aging mother. I’m afraid I somewhat neglected my ever-patient and supportive husband and friends.

Surrendering to the creative flow doesn’t always take you to a pretty place. This story took me down into the depths of 
human suffering and ultimately to the heights of divine love. I couldn’t understand where this dark, fierce, yet inspiring 
and healing story was coming from. It is not consciously based on my life nor the lives of my clients. Yet I felt 
compelled to write the story, and through my experience with therapy, dreamwork and expressive art, I had learned to 
trust the creative flow, so I kept on going even through the scenes of cruelty and suffering. 

After three years, I got to the end of the story, and realized two things: I’d written enough for three books! And I 
realized that it was a powerful story of suffering and healing, remorse and redemption, forgiveness and love, that it 
was fascinating story, and deserved to be published. 

Long story short, I hired an editor and book developer, and revised and edited the three books, going up the learning curve for writing 
fiction, book formatting, cover art, etc., etc. Finally, after many years of work, the three books, a trilogy called The Star Seer’s 
Prophecy, were published: Dark Innocence in 2012; Fierce Blessings in 2015; and Perilous Bliss in 2018.   (For more info, visit:   
www.starseersprophecy.com )  I hoped my books could inspire readers on their own healing journeys, and in fact, some readers have 
shared with me how reading my books has helped them heal. https://starseersprophecy.com/healing-through-books/

http://www.starseersprophecy.com
http://www.starseersprophecy.com
https://starseersprophecy.com/healing-through-books/


Rahima Warren
Back to the original question: Am I a Rebel Crone? Becoming a published author at age 66 (Book 1) or 72 (Book 3) is 
not in accordance with the cultural idea of the older woman fading into obscurity. So I guess I qualify as a Rebel Crone.  
And I am not done yet! 

Now that my trilogy is out in the world (on-line), I am shifting my focus to the climate crisis, and starting to do some 
volunteer work with Elders Climate Action. And I’m sharing some of my journalwork and expressive art in my blog and 
on Facebook. Long before I started writing my books, I had been writing dialogs with my dream or art characters to 
learn what messages they carried for me.  Some were messages for all humanity, and I just recently shared one: my 
painting and dialog with Pelè, the Hawaiian Volcano Goddess: https://starseersprophecy.com/pele-speaks   

For a free story, a short prequel to my trilogy entitled The Star Seer’s Story, go to my website  
www.starseersprophecy.com A pop-up box will appear at the bottom of the home page (and elsewhere). Click the 
Download Now button to get your free copy.

From one Rebel Crone to another, I hope my story is validating or inspiring for you!

https://starseersprophecy.com/pele-speaks
http://www.starseersprophecy.com
http://www.starseersprophecy.com


Rahima Warren
Hello! I’m Rahima Warren—an expressive artist, eclectic mystic, and 
a third-generation native of California.  I reside with my husband of 
35 years in Northern California, where I periodically chase squirrels 
off the wild bird feeders and deer away from my flowers.  My 
life-long love of fantasy is my Dad’s fault: he left sci-fi and fantasy 
magazines with fascinating cover art lying around the house. 
Naturally, they were the first things I picked up to read. 

I’m a retired psychotherapist with over 30 years’ professional training 
and experience. Through an unexpected alchemy, my love of fantasy 
combined with my experience as a psychotherapist and my own 
journey in the writing of The Star-Seer’s Prophecy trilogy, a deep, 
compelling fantasy of the healing journey. Intuitively, and with no 
plot or plan, I drew this story from my own healing journey and 
spiritual practice, as well as from my work guiding others toward 
wholeness. Through this work, I gained an intuitive understanding of 
the universal human experiences of wounding, healing, and 
transformation, which is the source and theme of my trilogy. 



Rahima Warren
Mission Statement: My metaphysical fantasy trilogy, The Star Seer’s 
Prophecy, as well as my own inner work and my career as a 
psychotherapist, are dedicated to ending the personal and societal 
culture of hatred, revenge, and punishment, and evoking an inner 
and outer culture of compassion, forgiveness, and healing. 

My website for my books is: www.starseersprophecy.com There, you 
can get a free short prequel to the trilogy, The Star Seer’s Story, as 
well as further information about and reviews of my three books: 
Dark Innocence, Fierce Blessings, and Perilous Bliss. 

I’m on Facebook as Rahima Warren, 
https://www.facebook.com/rahima.warren

 and as Rahima Warren, Author: 
https://www.facebook.com/StarSeersProphecy/ 

I share my transformative art, dreamwork, poetry, and journal 
excerpts on my artistic site, Soulplay.com.

http://www.starseersprophecy.com
https://www.facebook.com/rahima.warren
https://www.facebook.com/rahima.warren
https://www.facebook.com/StarSeersProphecy/
https://www.facebook.com/StarSeersProphecy/
http://www.soulplay.com


Sandy Reynolds Wear whatever damn colour you want. 

I have been consciously ageing for forty years (long before Gwyneth 
Paltrow made it popular to consciously do anything).  I was only 
twenty when I discovered the poem by Jenny Joseph, “When I Am 
An Old Woman I Shall Wear Purple.” I resonated with it so deeply I 
hired an artist to hand letter a poster with the poem on it. With pride 
I hung it, my first commissioned artwork, on the wall of my first 
apartment. I envisioned an older version of myself walking down a 
busy city street dragging my walking stick along the wrought iron 
fence. I was definitely wearing Doc Martens in my mind.
 
Years later ‘Red Hat Societies’ appeared everywhere. The popularity 
of the poem cheapened the meaning in my  mind. You could 
purchase gaudy red hats and purple feather boas in boutiques 
catering to women of a certain age.  It was common to see groups of 
women, all dressed the same, drinking ice tea on patios across the 
nation. What was once a positive message about finding liberation 
as an ageing woman became a message of conformity and 
commercialization - we’ll all age safely together in our matching 
outfits, dining together at the early dinner buffet table. I packed 
away the poster around the time Hallmark stores began carrying 
Red Hat Society cards and enamel lapel pins. 



Sandy Reynolds
I rejected my beloved red hat symbol of ageing and discovered a new hobby to support my desire to find an 
inspirational model of elderhood. I started an obituary scrapbook. Back in the day when we had the newspaper 
delivered early in the morning I would sit with my tea and scour obituaries for little gems. It was here I discovered 
stories of women who pushed the envelope and arrived on the threshold of the end of this life and the entry into the 
next, having lived their final chapter with passion and joy refusing to act their age. They became my role models.
 
I still love looking at the notebook. I still revel in the death notice of Edith Victoria Murphy. She lived from 1914 - 2007 
and passed away at the age of 93. Her obituary read, “Edith embraced life to the fullest, setting the record for the 
Oldest Female Water-skier at the age of 90.” The accompanying photo shows a 90 year old woman on water skis with 
a huge smile on her face. I hope Edith knows she is still inspiring women.

Eventually we stopped getting the paper and my hobby ended. I found myself in the middle of a decade of massive 
transition. At 50 I went back to school to do my MA, became an ‘empty nester’, faced my first terrifying health crisis 
(cancer), walked away from a lifetime of being actively involved in church, became a grandmother,  experienced 
financial insecurity when my husband lost his job and all the accompanying benefits we had depended on, and 
moved from our neighbourhood of 20 years and started over in a city in the throes of the chaos of gentrification. 



Sandy Reynolds
When I finally caught my breath I was turning 60 and ‘consciously ageing’ was no longer an abstract concept but a 
concrete reality. By then, I had collected a small library of books and memoirs about ageing.  What was once a passing  
interest, began to feel more like research.  My entire 59th year was an exploration of reading and confronting my 
hopes, dreams and fears of ageing.  What I discovered was a theme of resilience that ran all the way from the poem I’d 
read, through the obituary obsession, to the great upheaval of my fifties. Through them all, was a desire to uncover 
messages in our culture that showed women living vibrant lives, rocking the boat and kicking ass after 50. I 
committed to being that woman for other women. I decided to leave my own crumbs along the trail for others finding 
their way in this youth-obsessed culture. 
 
I narrowed my research and focused on books and articles about women who got started after 50. I let my hair go 
grey,  I reframed words like ‘crone’.  I started pushing back against ageist messages.. I created a program called 
“Sacred Rituals” to help women honour their entry into becoming an elder. I started talking to other women about 
ageing. I talk about my age publicly. I pay attention to my own self-imposed age related limitations. I’ve decided I am 
not retiring from anything and perhaps most importantly - I’ll wear whatever damn colour I choose. 



Sandy Reynolds
Sandy Reynolds works with women who have become entangled in 
people pleasing, religious systems and other situations that are 
keeping them from living authentic lives. As woman we have been 
socialized to put other people first, we struggle with living our values 
because we don’t want to let anyone down. We end up exhausted, 
worn down and frustrated with the lack of progress on the work that 
we want to do.

The credentials:

• Over 20 years experience in some of Canada’s top 
organizations

• MA in Leadership
• CTDP
• Certified MBTI practitioner (INFJ)
• Corporate and retreat speaker
• 10 years coaching experience
• Writer, blogger, speaker, podcaster (Reframe Your Life)



Sandy Reynolds
I currently offer two programs:

Soul-Centered Living is a group coaching program that runs for four 
weeks. We journey back to your centre so you can get clear on who 
you are, what you value and what you want in your life right now. 
And then we journey out through relationships, discernment, 
decision making and all the places we get stuck living aligned with 
our truth. The next group begins in October.

Sacred Rituals is a self-directed learning program that walks you 
through the steps and elements involved in creating a ritual to mark 
a milestone in your life. 

I’ve put together a PDF - a list of books and resources that will 
support you in your  Rebel Crone journey. It’s all available on my 
website - you don’t need to sign up for anything just visit this page 
https://www.sandyreynolds.com/rebel  and you can download the 
PDF and find out more details about my work.

https://www.sandyreynolds.com/rebel


Felicia Baucom

Caterpillar Blues

I hear the screeching alarm
mentally rehearsing affirmations
a cup of coffee
to provide artificial illumination
jamming myself into
pantyhose, pumps, and pretense
a doily over my longing
for creativity
eye instead on excellence
productivity
life on the surface
soaring the terrain
of illusory success
~~~~~~



Felicia Baucom
I knew in my 30s that success was illusory and elusive, and yet…

I kept trying to adapt to a society that had absolutely no interest in adapting to me.

It’s easy to beat myself up, until I remember I had few, if any, models held out to me to do or be anything else.

At one point I quit my job and moved to California to be part of the New Age scene. It didn’t take long before I noticed 
how much of it was cloaked in (capitalist) spirituality.

A form of spirituality that promoted productivity, effectiveness, results, perfection. It was Silicon Valley after all. Also 
rent was not cheap. Lots of structural and circumstantial issues got in the way of meeting those metrics, things I 
couldn’t will away with mindfulness. Things I wasn’t supposed to name in the first place.

One of the things I notice about growing older is how much these unnamed things are revealing themselves.
~~~~~

I was an outsider as a girl, a woman, a woman of color, a highly sensitive introvert, a former “military brat”. Although 
even as “brat,” I was an outsider.



Felicia Baucom
Now I’m a woman approaching a certain age - an age where it’s assumed that I don’t have the high energy or 
youthfulness that is required to keep up with our culture’s hyped-up pace.

Individually and collectively we’re pressured to stay on top of every damn thing. Corporations are pressured to 
constantly grow and expand.

We’re pressured to grow and expand along with them. Adapt. Be flexible, malleable, more marketable… while income 
and benefits shrink or disappear.

The pressure is exhausting.

How much of it is physical exhaustion? How much of it is calling bullshit on a system that benefits from our exhaustion 
(so we don’t question, rebel, protest) and ensuing oppression? How much of it is refusing to play a game that’s rigged?

I think I inherited my bullshit meter from ancestors who had to deal with centuries of bullshit. And yet I got the 
message that I was too critical, too sensitive, too stubborn. Not open enough, whatever that meant.



Felicia Baucom
Too much of one thing, not enough of something else.

They tell us when we’re younger to just be ourselves. I seem to recall a segment of a children’s show about that.

But did they really mean it?

Did they really mean “be yourself, as long as you operate within the confines of performance and productivity”? As 
long as you don’t rock the boat?

I have no problems with being productive. Sometimes I thrive on that. Sometimes. The problems arise when it’s 
presented as a path to salvation or conventional success.

The problems arise when it’s a mask, to cover up flaws that weren’t mine to begin with.

The problems arise when someone wants to share their gifts with the world but they’re told in subtle or maybe even 
overt ways that they don’t fit the mold. Or if they must produce anything, it should look a certain way.

Much of what I see on Instagram is cloaked in pretense.



Felicia Baucom
(sadly I’ve contributed my own flavor of that pretense)

If you don’t fit the mold, you’re an outsider, and as an outsider, you should just be there for those who were “chosen” to 
make their mark on the world.

Smile. Be grateful for the opportunity.

~~~~~

There’s a second half of the poem, where things are not tied up in a neat little bow. It’s not infused with the energy of 
“go now and conquer the world or something.”

There is an ethereal sense to it, reflecting that moment in time.

Since my 30s, years of observation and contemplation. Questioning - out loud and mostly to myself.

In our culture we like to assume that progress is made with one big jump from this thing to that, when really (in my 
experience so far) it’s lots of little greenhouse moments, being aware of my relationship with the systems in place, 
switching things up as needed, taking time to nurture the seeds that need to grow.



Felicia Baucom
Also, I’m not one who tries to constantly achieve a “high vibe” state. It feels like another to-do. Another thing to fail at.

Instead, choosing to feel, reflect, nourish. Sometimes dance. Occasionally do a cartwheel.

And every so often declaring “I’m not producing another damn thing unless I want to, and I will decide when and how 
I want. Dammit.”

Moving away from oppressive expectations, and towards experiencing pleasure simply for the sake of it.

Considering alternative ways to talk about burnout, in life and in the workplace. Challenging power relations. 
Challenging our age, race, gender, religious, able-bodied places in the world, the ones held out for us. Challenging the 
ways our culture makes individuals solely responsible for their responses to structural conditions.

Having these conversations, and opening things up so we can collectively explore other possibilities.
We don’t have to “be here now” and just accept things as they are.

I realize there’s a certain amount of hopefulness (when I tap into it). And I know this is not easy work. Especially as it 
goes against all that I learned out West, and since then. And before then.



Felicia Baucom
It’s a stance I need to embody as time goes on, even if that means I’m outside of the fishbowl looking in.

~~~~~

I am a butterfly
soaring through
a partly cloudy azure sky
green waves crash against
fertile landscapes of possibility
adventure, authenticity
scented flowers cover
tingling territories
of mercy and meaning
snow capped mountains of clarity
filled with wisdom and sensibility
I dance to the music
of expanse



Felicia Baucom
A resource that helped me

A number of off-the-beaten-path books helped me along my journey. One longtime favorite is Woman Who Run 
With the Wolves, by Clarissa Pinkola Estés.

http://www.clarissapinkolaestes.com/women_who_run_with_the_wolves__myths_and_stories_of_the_wild_woman_archetype_101250.htm
http://www.clarissapinkolaestes.com/women_who_run_with_the_wolves__myths_and_stories_of_the_wild_woman_archetype_101250.htm


Felicia Baucom
I’m Felicia Baucom, certified coach and mentor. I specialize in 
helping women get off the train that’s hurtling towards burnout. I 
help them redesign their lives so that they can protect themselves 
from the effects of stress and overwhelm, and have a life that is filled 
with joy and satisfaction on their own terms. And without having to 
burn their existing life to the ground… unless they want to.

Current Opt-In

5 Reasons Why Burnout is Not Your Fault - and 6 Things You Can Do 
About It - http://bit.ly/5reasonsrcr

This info-packed resource will help you understand why stress, 
overwhelm, and burnout is not your fault. You'll see how it's 
connected to cultural causes that don't take your needs for rest, play, 
spaciousness, and creative expression into account. I offer tips to 
begin to do things differently so you can break-free of the 
conditioning that normalizes burnout.

http://bit.ly/5reasonsrcr


Tracy Ann Brooks

I refuse to give in to the narratives our society still tries to tell us—
The thought that women must shrink themselves and grow old 
quietly. 

The other night I dreamt that I was fire. Literally, I turned into flames 
while moths and tiny dragons flew around me. 

Hot flashes mean power. Burning away the old, discarding what’s no 
longer needed. For as we women age we must find a way to honor 
ourselves first. No more people pleasing or pushing ourselves to fit in 
spaces we are not meant to be. This is a powerful time. Yes, it’s very 
challenging physically, emotionally and spiritually. But what birth 
isn’t? 



Tracy Ann Brooks
We are rebirthing ourselves. Shedding our precious youth skins can hurt. We may feel raw, exposed and crave solitude 
and renewal. Yet on the other side is our fully embodied and finally completely comfortable in our own skin selves.  I 
believe this. I hope other women can too.I hope we can rise through this together and teach our daughters a new 
narrative. 

Honor this as a call to take of yourself as much as you’ve always taken care of others. 

Don’t believe the fallacies of our youth obsessed culture. This is all a sly trick to keep women from their true power and 
full expression. 

Peri menopause isn’t the end. Menopause isn’t a curse. 
Life beyond our youth spaces is not dried up, boring or stagnant. 

Crones can be wise, wishful and wonderful. And rebellious. 
Yes, I am a Rebel Crone Rising! 

WELCOME TO ZENOPAUSE 



Tracy Ann Brooks
Tracy Brooks is the creator of Soul Beckons 
(https://www.facebook.com/soulbeckons/) and has been walking 
between worlds since she was little. 

Devoted to helping people reconnect with their soul’s callings, she 
believes words have the power to heal. As a shamanic practitioner, 
intuitive empath/medium and channeled writer she journeys for 
others, offers intuitive poems and leads workshops guiding people 
to connect with their Spirit and animal guides. 

A homeschooling mom and oma (grandma), she enjoys making 
messes and memories, as well as meditating with her dog.

Celebrating 25 years with her husband and living life to the fullest as 
a juicy rebel crone! 

https://www.facebook.com/soulbeckons/
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Innocence

I know when something I write is good when I feel like it’s being 
written through me. And while this is my experience as a writer, I 
think it holds true for all acts of creation; they require a degree of 
abandonment—letting yourself be swept up as in a dance, a 
moment of passion, a cresting wave.

It doesn’t surprise me, then, that so many traditions link spiritual and 
physical heights. Whether expressed in the rapturous whirling of a 
Sufi dervish, the ambrosia-lipped prophecies of a Delphic Oracle, or 
the bodily ecstasy of a Christian mystic, the medium of creative 
connection is the same. And be it prophecy, poem, or person, there’s 
a moment of conception when we stop trying to control the 
swelling current and just give ourselves over to it. 
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That’s when the divine takes hold. 

In that moment, there is no logic, no judgment, no illusion of separation—only possession.

We find ourselves afterwards carried to shore, sometimes gently, sometimes bruised and buffeted, always spent. 

The world teaches us that this exuberant power and flinging aside of power is the purview of youth, and I would not 
deny it to the young. But as I approach mid-life I’ve discovered something curious: When youth was mine so too was 
the self-conscious need to retain some measure of control over the experience, or to censor and redact the resultant 
creative expression for greater palatability. 

Now, I just don’t give a damn. 

I am no longer ashamed to come to my senses on some foreign shore, heavy-limbed with the languid afterglow of 
creative ecstasy, holding within me the beginning of a new idea or a new work of art.

For me the grace of this time lies in the unhesitating and unapologetic embrace of innocence. It surges now through 
my veins, heralding not the absence of experience but a friendly acquiescence to it as I luxuriate in sun-tinged 
satisfaction before throwing myself into the next wave.



Marissa Polselli
Marissa Polselli is a writer and speaker whose love of words began with her 
first library card at age six. The founder and CEO of Wordtree, LLC and 
creator of the HeartSmart™ Writing Method, Marissa draws on her 18 years 
of experience as a teacher, 10 years of work with student journalists, five 
years in the corporate world, and lifelong love affair with words to help her 
clients express themselves with joy and authenticity. She specializes in 
developing effective and beautiful copy for blogs and websites, empowering 
clients to pursue their dreams with optimized resumes and LinkedIn profiles, 
and inspiring people to connect with the power of words in workshops and 
speaking engagements. 

Links

Website: https://marissapolselli.com/

LinkedIn: https://www.linkedin.com/in/marissapolselli/

https://marissapolselli.com/
https://marissapolselli.com/
https://www.linkedin.com/in/marissapolselli/


Edie Weinstein
Can We Have It All? 
Looking at life and relationships from the other side of 60.

As is often the case, my writing ideas come to me in the wee hours 
when I am bleary-eyed and don’t always feel like grabbing a pen or 
laptop to document the brilliance. I assure myself, as I roll over to 
submerge back into sleep, that I will remember word for word….yeh, 
right. So I do what I have learned of necessity. I imagine typing what 
The Muse is dictating so that when the morning light streams in and 
my eyes and fingers can coordinate, the article sometimes emerges 
fully formed. Last night, this came through.

I turned 60 on October 13th, 2018. A milestone birthday. When my 
parents were 60, they were five years away from retirement and their 
move from NJ to FL where they would live until they passed in their 
middle 80s. My dad died on April 3rd, 2008 and my mom joined him 
on November 26th, 2010. Hard to imagine my own life more than 20 
years down the road. Hard to imagine my own life in five years when 
I will be 65.
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Twenty years ago, my trajectory was altered far beyond what I anticipated. I had married my husband in 1987 and was 
widowed in 1998. In between, I lived a roller coaster ride that included love and loss, adoption of our then nearly 
five-year-old (now 32-year-old) son, destruction of our home in Hurricane Andrew in Homestead, Florida, business 
successes and challenges, as well as facing the demons my husband had brought into the marriage from his past and 
my own struggle to help him conquer them. The illness that ravaged his body ultimately set him free from his 
emotional turmoil.

It also helped me to recognize my ‘savior behavior,’ that had me believing it was my responsibility to heal his wounds. 
The truth is, it never was within my power to do that. The magic wand had not been invented that could. I was able to 
companion him on the journey and at a point, our paths diverged as they had once converged. When life support was 
turned off in the ICU room where we both had lived for the last five and a half weeks of his life, I felt a sense of relief as 
well. “No more pain,” were among the first words I sobbed when he breathed his last. Mine and his. No more pain for 
his body. No more pain (at least not in the same way) for my heart and soul as I watched him deteriorate while he 
awaited a liver transplant due to Hepatitis C. No more pain as I had wondered whether I could remain in a marriage 
that was what I call paradoxical. Love and abuse lived side by side. The anger that had become a familiar companion 
throughout his life moved in with us and would rear its head unpredictably. Once his health deteriorated I knew I 
couldn’t leave. The ‘in sickness and in health’ vows I had taken took precedence. I somehow found the strength and 
resilience to work full time, supervise his care and raise our son. I’m no hero, nor was I a saint at that time. I had all the 
feelz that included gratitude and resentment, love and anger that simmered under the surface since I tend to be 
conflict avoidant.
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There are times when I walk into my house and shake my head in amazement that 20 years have passed and the 
40-year-old widow who had no clue what her life would look like beyond marriage and a shared business, has 
morphed professionally and personally. I am now the woman we both would have wanted me to be in my nebulous 
boundaries co-dependent days. The ’emotional contortionist’ who would bend over backward to please people,’ was 
giving way to someone who stood her ground and created a life that included career changes, single parenthood, 
health crises that she has overcome, new friends and lovers that she wouldn’t have met otherwise.

Throughout the past two decades, I have both longed for longterm loving companionship and have enjoyed being 
single. I have done all the things recommended by relationship coaches. I have availed myself of the services of some 
of the best in my circles. I have followed the rules and broken the rules. I have been what I call ‘incidentally 
polyamorous,’ rather than seeing it as a chosen lifestyle. I have (as a friend had asked me about back in 2004) ‘loved 
whoever God sent.’

I look at the home and life I have created. Both are colorful and eclectic. I ask myself why I should need to give up any 
of what/who I have become as some have suggested. Taking care of myself and my son solo (with the support of my 
family and friends) has given me stereotypically masculine skills. I have been advised to be ‘softer’ and more 
feminine/receptive rather than the go-to-get-it-done-at-the-speed-of-light overachiever. It has taken this long to birth 
the woman who is typing these words. I am proud of her and wonder if there is someone out there who is her match. 
A friend claims that there is a lid for every pot. Somewhere in the last five years, I had a session with a psychic who told 
me that The Muse will be my partner. I got the sense she meant that my creativity would take the place of a human
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partner. Not liking that a whole lot. Why not both? I sometimes immerse in embarrassment that this woman who 
teaches and preaches, writes and counsels about relationship is a solo act. I sometimes roil about in resentment that 
people who by all intents and purposes are not relationship material because of lifestyle choices have loving partners. I 
am blessed to have many of the qualities I desire in a partner in my friendship circles. I feel deeply cared about and 
loved by those I have called into my life since Michael died. I am grateful for opportunities that present themselves 
daily to connect with kindred spirits. My intention is that in the near future (maybe even today), the One for whom I 
have been preparing to meet will show up as they have been preparing for me as well. Together we can have it all.



Edie Weinstein Edie Weinstein, MSW, LSW is a colorfully creative journalist, inspiring 
transformational speaker, licensed social worker, interfaith minister, 
editor, radio host, BLISS coach, event producer, certified Laughter 
Yoga Leader, Cosmic Concierge, the author of The Bliss Mistress 
Guide To Transforming The Ordinary Into The Extraordinary and 
co-author of Embraced By the Divine: The Emerging Woman’s 
Gateway to Power, Passion and Purpose. She has also contributed to 
several anthologies and personal growth books. Edie has 
interviewed such notables as Ram Dass, Wayne Dyer, Debbie Ford, 
don Miguel Ruiz, don Miguel Ruiz, Jr. Marianne Williamson, Louise 
Hay, Grover Washington, Jr. Noah Levine, Shirley MacLaine, Dennis 
Weaver, Ben and Jerry and His Holiness the Dalai Lama. She calls 
herself an Opti-mystic who sees the world through the eyes of 
possibility. Edie writes for The Huffington Post, Psych Central, 
Beliefnet, Elephant Journal, The Good Men Project, Expanded 
Family, Meaningful Mom, Happenings Media, as well as a growing 
number of other venues. Edie is the founder of Hug Mobsters Armed 
With Love, which offers FREE HUGS events on a planned and 
spontaneous basis. You can find her at www.opti-mystical.com

http://www.opti-mystical.com


Robin Reichert

My dream is to bring sanctity back into our relationships: women 
with themselves and each other, women with men in general, and 
with our mates. 

Culture is at a pinnacle of out-of-control patriarchy AND I see 
incongruence and dysfunction within much of the population. After 
witnessing profound change in myself and 60 Rubenfeld Synergy 
classmates over the course of 4 years, I believe concentrated inner 
work is the long-term solution. 
https://www.rubenfeldsynergy.com/science/

The most challenging accessory to female oppression is not the 
opinions and actions of certain men alone. They are the unhealed 
emotional wounds of society as a whole as demonstrated by the 
number of women who support the oppressive treatment of women 
consciously or unconsciously. 

https://www.rubenfeldsynergy.com/science/
https://www.rubenfeldsynergy.com/science/
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Examples: 

1) A self-proclaimed former “friend” made moves on my partner 3 years ago. 

2) Another friend received news from her teenaged son that her husband and her “best friend” were caught in bed 
together while she was away. 

3) Another friend allowed her husband to leave and return multiple times while he cheated on her. 

4) A  friend of 17 years, who I supported through many life trials was not there for me when I went through a tough 
time 2 years ago. When I was too down to spend a day of shopping with her, she shut me out of her family holidays I 
had shared for over a decade and consequently shut me out of her life. 

Everyone says they want stable loving relationships yet, enter into them without understanding their own psyche or 
how to be in a healthy relationship of any kind. Humans complain when relationships never get off the ground or fail, 
LGBT included. I did this myself many times until I woke up to my own part in it. Female betrayal of self and other 
women fortifies a foundation for female oppression to continue. 

You may have heard: “If you want to destroy a culture, destroy its women.” My question is, how do we encourage each 
other (men and women both) to dive into discovery of old unhealed wounds and move past “us against them?”
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I grew up in an extremely dysfunctional home – prescription drug addicted mom with devastating side effects. With 
little healthy female guidance, I sought help to discover what it means to be a woman exercising both Divine 
Feminine and Masculine qualities, and move beyond Victorian era, 1950s, 60s, or 70s…the woman lost to fear and 
disconnection from the power we all have as humans. 

Traditional therapy methods failed. At 44 I entered the training in Rubenfeld Synergy with subsequent weekly sessions 
for 14 years. I learned to navigate life fairly well and feel empowered after peeling away layers to reveal a very different 
me. While still in therapy I had a dream where my rapist appeared as part of God/Universe and was able to forgive this 
obviously troubled person. Much of that period was spent sequestered away from men. Returning to dating made it 
glaringly clear how much baggage so many men and women drag along in life unconsciously. 

I’ve learned to love my empathy, sensitivity, and hard-earned wisdom as gifts and treat my body as a temple using 
natural means to maintain health. I empathize with women AND men still mired in repetitive acting out of childhood 
wounding and see the wounded child in their eyes. At the same time I grow weary of being at the projection end of 
wounds both genders have not recognized as old material and aim at me or others. I cringe at the meme “You create 
your own reality.” In truth we create each others reality by our everyday actions, whether responsibly or completely out 
of balance. Another meme that makes my skin crawl is “You get what you give.” That is not always true in societies 
current state of dysfunction.
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Referencing common views that believe women can rise by becoming like men in our interactions, I recall Einstein’s 
quote, “We can't solve problems by using the same kind of thinking that created them.” Rather than a “tough love” 
approach I live by the power of compassion, kindness, deep listening and love and speak to conflict from a grounded 
stance. 

History shows that movements directed at outer circumstances move slowly and do little to create lasting change. My 
experience demonstrates that we must each take up the scepter of personal inner-exploration and healing in order to 
affect lasting change. We have the power to raise children who no longer become confused men and women, but 
healthy adults operating out of their divine masculine and feminine selves instead of passing a torch through the 
filters of unconscious, unhealed wounding. From that place we can revive our crucial relationship with Mother Earth, 
the creatures, and each other as what I lovingly call “Evolving Elders of the Light.” 



Robin Reichert
Professional storyteller and speaker since 1995, onstage I share personal 
healing stories as well as folktales that nature and how to heal ourselves. I 
perform for all ages (adults preferred) and speak at and create services for 
churches and groups.

Retired in 2017 from a 20-year career as a massage therapist during which I 
attained numerous bodywork and movement certifications, highlighting 
Rubenfeld Synergy Method body-centered psychotherapy. 

My resume includes facilitating meditation, movement, and various spiritual 
classes, gatherings, and workshops, with background in Creative Response 
to Conflict, non-violent communication, and Interfaith ordination via James 
Twyman’s Beloved Community Seminary.

As an artist/entrepreneur my biggest hurdle is learning the ropes of 
self-promotion. Though tired at times something keeps me going!

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/robinheartstories

https://www.facebook.com/FeatherVoices/?ref=bookmarks  

Twitter: https://twitter.com/RobinHeartStory

https://www.facebook.com/robinheartstories
https://www.facebook.com/FeatherVoices/?ref=bookmarks
https://twitter.com/RobinHeartStory


Cynthia Greb

Birds in migration, a nation of women with wings!
 
These are the words to a Goddess chant.  
I am one of those women with wings!  And I'm not the only one!

In 1997 I made one of those "treasure map" collages.  The idea is to 
tear or cut from magazines anything that calls to your spirit.  When I 
was done and everything was glued to the poster board, I was 
surprised to notice I had three images of redwoods in my collage.  
(One was a seedling.)  Seven years later, without ever once having 
had this as a conscious goal, I moved across the country from my 
lifelong home in southeastern Pennsylvania to California.  I was off to 
get my master's degree, at the age of 46. 



Cynthia Greb
After I got my degree, following a powerful intuitive feeling I had the whole time I was in Oakland, I moved to New 
Mexico. I had barely enough money to make it there, but it felt important to go, and so I did. I lived there for two years 
until I returned to Pennsylvania to help take care of my parents. 

Mom had had a heart attack and I dove in to help "take care of her." I spent hours in the hospital with her everyday, 
and then again when she was in rehab, and then helping her in her recovery when she was at home.  I also took on the 
job of preparing all the meals because she had diabetes that was not being managed well.  Meanwhile Dad was in the 
early stages of Alzheimer's and was constantly losing his hearing aids or his wallet.  I immersed myself in their lives 
while pretty much ignoring my own.  I just didn't have the energy to pay attention to me. Then, two years later I had a 
wake-up call.  I was stunned to find myself with a diagnosis of early breast cancer.  I took a full year to reflect on why I 
contracted the disease and what I needed to learn from it. At the end of the year I came to the profound but rather 
simple conclusion that it was essential that I stopped doing whatever I didn't want to do and it was equally 
important that I did do whatever filled my heart with joy!

With that insight came the realization that I really missed the Southwest.  There is something about the land there 
that really calls to my spirit.  So I did an exploratory journey to Santa Fe and Colorado Springs, trying to decide where I 
should live. Two weeks later I got a call from a friend I had met on the journey.
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She told me about a former client of hers who was offering lodging in exchange for work.  I was interested, and when I 
heard it was in the little town of Crestone, I knew it was divinely orchestrated. You see, in the year 2000 or so, I went to 
visit my friend Pam at her store, Spirit Song.  There was a psychic there that day and, as business was slow, she gave 
me a free reading.  It was a fascinating one, to which I still occasionally refer.  One of the first things she told me was, 
"You don't belong on the east coast. You belong somewhere like Crestone, Colorado."   

These were just a few of the events which propelled me out of the life I had created in suburban Pennsylvania and into 
a rather nomadic and adventurous lifestyle which took me to California, New Mexico, Colorado, back to California near 
sacred Mt. Shasta; to Alaska, Maui, Wales and Brazil; on a pilgrimage up to Montana; and then, surprisingly, back to 
Santa Fe and Crestone.  

But here's the really interesting thing.  I'm not alone!  Everywhere I go, it seems, I meet other women about 60 years 
and older who are also traveling alone!  Many have vans or RVs, and some, like me, stuff everything in a car and still 
manage somehow to survive. Some are retired, some of us are traveling writers, artists or musicians, some take little 
vacations like the "Sisters on the Fly"(https://www.sistersonthefly.com/ ), and some, like me, settle in one place for a 
while and then move on as they are guided.

https://www.sistersonthefly.com/
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I've heard some women speak with envy saying they wish they could travel like I do, but either they "don't have the 
money" or they don't want to be too far away from their grandchildren.  I understand the latter.  The bond between 
children and their grandparents is a very important one.  But really, money doesn't have to be an issue.  People would 
be shocked if they knew how little I had. (And I have no credit cards either.)  For me, it's a matter of listening to Spirit's 
call.  When I feel a strong intuition, I assume I am being guided, and because my soul path is important to me, I feel it's 
my job to say yes.

One time, early on in the care of my parents, I had a powerful dream. There was no plot that I can recall, but three 
times I was told, quite directly, that I needed to go to Wales.  Finally I said, "I'd be more than happy to go. Just get me 
the money."  About six or seven months later I had a small car accident. There wasn't a lot of damage to my car (and 
none to me), but because the car was rather old, it was considered totalled. I decided right then that I would use the 
insurance money to get to Wales.  I'd figure out what to do about a car when I returned.

Where there's a will, there's a way!

In 2018, I had a good job but I kept getting the intuition I was supposed to travel. It was so persistant that I finally gave 
notice to my employers.  Eventually I realized that this was not to be a vacation, but a pilgrimage. I had hoped to 
somehow manifest a van, a motorhome, or a truck and a tiny home or camper. It would make the traveling so much 
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easier and more affordable. Unfortunately I wasn't able to manifest any of those vehicles in that short a time, so 
instead I bought a tent and some camping gear. A couple months later, with my car once again stuffed to the gills, I 
began a beautiful journey through native lands, through the redwoods (once and still home to native people), 
northward along the California and Oregon coast, and then over to beautiful Montana.  Traveling not as a tourist, but 
as a pilgrim, is very powerful. There is time to settle into what Magister Daire calls the sacred "temple of stillness."  
There is opportunity to commune with nature.  There is time to reflect. In this busy, busy, overscheduled yang culture 
we live in, it's so wonderful to enter into yin-ness.

Now, I know that not everyone is meant to be a nomad.  Some of us are beautiful homebodies. We are like Vesta; we 
are keepers of the hearth. Some of us are immersed in the joys of grandmotherhood.  Our purpose is to make a 
profound difference in the life of our grandchildren.  Others of us have really meaningful work—whether paid or 
volunteer.  And... some of us are called to be a bit of a wanderer, moving not necessarily as the wind blows, but as Spirit 
calls.  

I think one of the blessings of getting older is finally learning the importance of our intuition.  I have learned a few 
times the perils of not listening.  Now I try to really pay attention to those internal messages—whether they be the 
"still, quiet voice" or the big strong gut feelings.  
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When we are older, we have usually accomplished a bit of what society expects of us.  We have gotten an education or 
raised a family or had a career.  Now it's our turn.  It's time to "stop doing what we don't want to do, and start doing 
what brings us joy." It's time to listen to our soul and follow our heart.  I've stopped taking jobs I feel are no longer part 
of my soul purpose.  I'm focusing now on writing, speaking, art, and healing. It's time to step into my power and 
purpose.  No more playing small!!!

The world needs our hearts. It needs our compassion. It needs our wisdom. It needs our joy. It needs our fierceness and 
our power. It needs our gentleness.

Whether a bird on the wing or a bear in her den or a wolf with her pack, let's allow our animal self to guide our divine 
self in doing what feels right for ourselves and the world that we are blessed to live upon.

So be it.



Cynthia Greb
Cynthia Greb is a writer, speaker, artist, and photographer.  She is 
also a dreamer who holds the vision of a world transformed.
Author of the newly published Grief and Grace: Stories at the 
Intersection of Life and Death, she also has numerous blogs 
including: 
https://www.cynthiagreb.com/blog/ 
https://cindygreb.wordpress.com
https://dreamingsacreddreams.wordpress.com (she loves her 
dreams!)
https://thebreastblog.wordpress.com/   (about her experiences, 
insights, and research regarding early-stage breast cancer)
To find out more about her, see her website: www.cynthiagreb.com/

https://www.cynthiagreb.com/blog/
https://cindygreb.wordpress.com/
https://dreamingsacreddreams.wordpress.com/
https://thebreastblog.wordpress.com/
https://www.cynthiagreb.com/


Liz Applegate

When I think of women like us, I am instantly reminded of how 
lonely it can seem at times. For us to be this age and owning it, to be 
honoring our truths, to be using our voices to stand up to injustices, 
to be past ready to not take any more shit. 

It’s contradictory, right? 

Here is all this greatness! We are more confident and more willing to 
be honest with ourselves and others. We live during a fantastic time 
filled with technology which allows unlimited online connection. We 
can sign petitions, donate to causes, enroll in classes, listen to 
podcasts, learn and do just about anything via a computer (or our 
cell phones). 
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And yet, we may find that not everyone shares our enthusiasm for growth and change. Long-time friends maybe don’t 
share our political views, making it hard to remember what we once had in common. Or maybe friends have 
downsized their homes and have moved away. Our children are growing up and building their own lives. Our “familiar” 
places, like our jobs or even our places of worship, can begin to feel stale and outdated. Also, sometimes our partners 
aren’t growing and seeking newness and authenticity at the same rapid rate we are. And at some point in this stage of 
awakened adulthood, making new “in real life,” friends just seems so much harder. Why were we never warned about 
this?

Our lives can feel incredibly full of passion and purpose one minute and incredibly surface-level and lonely the next.

Somewhere in this 21st-century world with all of its amenities and shortcuts, we’ve forgotten that as women, we are 
meant to be in community. 

I remember stories from my mother-in-law of women pulling their ironing boards onto the driveways. With cobbled 
together extension cords, these women organized their time so the neighborhood could watch the children play and 
iron - together. When one finished, it was common for her to go take the remaining clothes off her neighbor’s 
clothesline and bring them to  help finish. They would chat and laugh, and if they were lucky, someone had a TV to pull 
outside where they could catch up on their soap operas together. These women in the mid-1960’s, even with luxuries 
such as irons and TVs still managed to remember that “taking a village” was also for their themselves. 
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If you are like me, you rarely iron, thank goodness, but truth be told, I don’t have that type of connection with my 
neighbors. Even back when my sons were small and less so now. 

I recognize for myself how modern conveniences have turned into distractions while my cell phone and Netflix can 
become a way of numbing out. And how I identify, as an introverted, multi-passionate, shy, HSP? I can see that these 
traits that I’ve come to appreciate as I’ve hit my 50’s, can quickly become a trap within themselves. 

All of this became especially true to me this summer when I returned from an 8-day personal development leadership 
workshop in California. I left that time filled with connection and knowing what it felt like to have REAL conversations 
and not just idle chit-chat. I knew more about the 24 other participants - their fears, their hurts, and their dreams - 
than I did people who I see regularly.

It was a shock to return to my home in a conservative neighborhood in Texas where I already have felt like a square 
peg trying to fit into a round hole. Instead of the post-workshop high that I wanted to hold onto, I instead began 
focusing on the “lack” that I was feeling. It was shining a light on how I’d been feeling before the workshop but hadn’t 
yet named. And the recognition that it’s not serving me to become the highest version of who I can and want to be. 

I’m a strong believer in taking our life’s experiences and using them to help others.  If you can relate to what I’ve 
shared, I want to invite you on the quest that I have now undertaken - to be a midwife for women’s communities. 
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I want to share some ideas that you can take with you to begin building your “village”. Think of them like butterfly 
gardens that we plant to attract the “beneficials” that we need to succeed (one another). Feel free to use the list below, 
share it, add to it. I’m challenging myself to try at least one of these a week

Community building ideas:

● Take a class: exercise, painting, hand lettering, anything that interests you. 

● Skip the self-serve grocery store line and strike up a conversation with someone waiting in line with you (and 
don’t forget to show genuine interest in the person ringing up your order).

● Join at local MeetUp group or start one.

● Join a book club or start one. 

● Host a game night and use a deck of “Table Topics” to deepen the conversations. Offer invitations for your 
guests to invite a friend of theirs whom you’ve never met.

● Reconnect with old friends - if it feels right.
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● Throw a block party.

● Find a local group that meets online with in-person events. I have found a group of “liberal women” all living in 
my county on Facebook. The group is secret and required an invitation, but I was brave enough to ask someone 
who I knew with similar ideals if they knew of any possibilities.

● Can’t find one? Start a local group that meets online and in-person events. You get the idea. ;-)

Many of these ideas may be outside of your comfort zone. And as an introverted HSP, I can understand the quick 
response of maybe being “Oh, hell no...” But this is where I want to invite you to really check in with yourself. Is there a 
way you can honor your desire for community while also honoring your boundaries? Could it possibly be that in some 
ways, personal attributes have played a role in loneliness?

If we are to fight patriarchy and stand up to ageism, sexism, racism, nationalism, homophobia, xenophobia and any 
other -ism or phobia that oppresses ourselves and others...then sister, we need to be doing this together. And we need 
to remember there are others just waiting for an invitation. 



Liz Applegate
Liz Applegate is a coach & mentor for women who want more out of life and 
are tired of effing feeling guilty about it. You may know Liz from her previous 
podcast Midlife Schmidlife where Tracey was a guest on episode 23 
(http://midlifeschmidlife.com/23-2/). Liz is also on a quest to build women’s 
communities through group coaching programs, workshops and retreats. Liz 
recently has been featured in the book Mokita: How to Navigate 
Perimenopause with Confidence & Ease where she wrote Chapter 9. 

Liz has been married for 13 years to a man who still makes her laugh and 
even laughs at her jokes. She is a mom to 3 sons and will be the first to admit 
that having an empty nest is harder than she ever imagined. She is stepmom 
to a bonus daughter, a bonus son and his family which also makes Liz a 
G-ma. 

http://midlifeschmidlife.com/23-2/
https://www.amazon.com/Mokita-Navigate-Perimenopause-Confidence-Ease/dp/1999470109
https://www.amazon.com/Mokita-Navigate-Perimenopause-Confidence-Ease/dp/1999470109


Liz Applegate
You can connect with Liz over at ElizabethApplegate.com. Sign up for the 
Good Girl Rule Breakers Handbook to find out how the good girl rules are 
keeping you playing small. Plus this will keep you in the loop of upcoming 
opportunities for community, encouragement and personal growth. (There are 
rumors of a new podcast in the works!)

As much as she hates to admit it, Facebook is still Liz’s preference for deeper 
connection. Her page is https://www.facebook.com/lizapplegate/ and a new 
group is being created. You can also find Liz on Instagram at 
https://www.instagram.com/lizapplegate/.  

https://elizabethapplegate.com/
http://elizabethapplegate.com/break-the-good-girl-rules/
http://elizabethapplegate.com/break-the-good-girl-rules/
https://www.facebook.com/lizapplegate/
https://www.instagram.com/lizapplegate/
https://www.instagram.com/lizapplegate/


Karen Arthur

I was the only black kid in my secondary school of 2000 strong until 
my younger brother arrived 18 months later. We lived in a market 
town in Oxfordshire. It was 1975. Black folks were scarce on the 
ground. One family was Jamaican and my dad decided they were 
too common for us to play with. The other was from Ghana and they 
looked down on us. Oh heeeey colonialism! My parents are from 
Barbados. Dad was an aspiring preacher making ends meet by 
working in the local factory. Mum was a housewife bringing up four 
young children whilst struggling to deal with the double whammy 
of hitting motherhood in Middle England and far (so far) away from 
home. 

I knew I was different. The kids at school never let me forget that. 
But I was resilient and my mum told me that their name-calling 
could never break me. Why wouldn’t I believe her?



Karen Arthur
I was always the one at the back of the class giggling and cracking jokes. We had a system of Green merits and Red 
demerits at secondary school. They’d be counted up at the end of the week. Prizes given to pupils for accumulating 
the most merits. I was a bright enough student. I excelled in many subjects, particularly Art, Athletics and Dance. But I 
was always getting demerits for talking in class. The reds cancelled out the greens almost every month.

Further study beckoned. Staying at the local vocational college did satisfy my itch to see more. So I moved to Leicester 
polytechnic (now De Montfort University). New to a multi-cultural city yet at odds amongst my ‘own’ I quickly found 
ways to survive. I studied Performing Arts as a Dance specialist but I was most at ease on the dance floor on the club 
scene where my ‘moves’ gained admiration from the local club goers. In my classes, especially Ballet and Arts admin, 
(too much sitting) I felt dumb. So I resorted to eleven year old Karen giggling and cracking jokes. 

I made new friends on and off campus. Often I didn’t understand what they were talking about. It wasn’t just the 
accents at times. I had no frame of reference from my upbringing. My parents were too busy trying their best to make 
ends meet and assimilate amongst our conservative, English neighbours to pause and consider what I might be 
missing. I don’t blame them. There was no manual. And I didn’t see anyone like me on tv or in the papers. By the time 
my mum wanted me to learn about her home it was too late. I didn’t want to be different.  



Karen Arthur
So I practised fitting in by masking my real feelings, suppressing my fears or joking around. Because I thought that 
fitting in was important. I didn’t know what I was trying to fit in TO exactly. Perhaps that was the problem. I carried this 
selfmade recipe into womanhood. I thought I was doing fine.

Don’t act too ‘white’.
Don’t act too ‘black’.
Don’t dress like a slut.
Don’t act like a prude.
Don’t let on.
Smile and wave.
Suck in your stomach.
Stand straight.
Giggle. Crack a joke.

After 28 years of secondary school teaching, it took a break THROUGH to help me see that being honest is the only 
way of fully living. 



Karen Arthur
“Are you ready to order ma’am...?”
“Yes please. I’ll have Anxiety for my starter, followed by Depression. Does that come with Menopause? A whole plate? 
Fab”. 

There I go trying to be clever again. 

Giggling and cracking jokes. 

Honesty is not easy. I mean being honest with yourself. Busting your own BS. Like, who’s going to know, right? You 
have to be sick of your constant crap to want to be honest. I wasn’t exactly that sick yet. I just wasn’t listening to me. So 
the menu above was the only way things could change. I was literally stopped in my tracks.

How did I do it? Mostly by slowing everything right down and getting comfortable with the silence. Yes that did mean 
quitting my relatively well-paid job (and everything I’d known for almost three decades). But I wanted to get better 
and to curate the next 50 odd years of my life doing what I wanted to do (despite not knowing exactly what that was). 
Drastic changes were necessary. It wasn’t easy and it was scary AF (it still is, four years on) but I wouldn’t change any 
part because it’s brought me here. Writing this. For you.



Karen Arthur
I’m not done yet. Life is a process, isn’t it? We’re all learning something even if it doesn’t feel that way at the time. In the past few 
years I’ve had experiences I’d never even have considered had I continued along my expected career path. But encountering 
Menopause and letting go of societies expectations of me has freed me in a way I didn’t anticipate. It lifted a fog I didn’t know I was 
wading aimlessly through. Yet I’m simply one of the millions of women whose wealth of experience and decades of knowledge is 
being ignored simply because we’re considered pass our sell by date. We’re supposedly surplus to requirements.  

“Not ‘young and sexy’? Can’t have kids anymore? Join that queue over there behind the big bins will ya? Yep. Just sit on the floor. 
Cheers love”.

I found my voice JUST when I’m expected to be quiet and wait for my grandkids. 

Holds up large card with ‘Uncontrollable laughter’ written in bright pink permanent ink.
…



Karen Arthur
So who am I?

I am a black woman. I am a talented creative. I am the mother of two grown ass women making their own way in the 
world. I am fully menopausal and I won’t shut up about it. Because you need to know that it is not the end. It’s the next 
part of your glorious life. I try to lead by example. And I believe that every time I am open, honest and truthful about 
my journey, somewhere on the planet another woman gathers enough courage to step out. 

Is it you? 

K x



Karen Arthur Karen Arthur is a Fashion designer and experienced sewing tutor. 
She has been sewing for over 40 years, now creating beautiful 
handmade clothing for women who appreciate handcrafted care 
and slow fashion.
Karen teaches people of all ages to fall in love with their sewing 
machine, privately and in workshops including Europe’s largest craft 
exhibition, The Knitting and Stitching Show.
Karen enables women to harness the power of fashion to enhance 
and support mental well-being using the hashtag #wearyourhappy 
on social media and penning e-book '8 Ways to Wear Your Happy' as 
a helpful guide. She has held two successful Wear Your Happy live 
events to date. She has recently launched Wear Your Happy Style, a 
personal styling offer for women who want to rediscover their 
wardrobes.
 
Karen is also a co-founder of Craftmoves, a new initiative ending 
loneliness amongst London’s commuters through craft. They are 
@Craftmoves on the socials.
 
Find Karen on her website www.reddskin.co.uk , on instagram as 
@TheKarenArthur and every other social as @ReddskinUK 

http://www.reddskin.co.uk/


Tammy Takahashi

I Am (A Crone’s Chant)

by Tammy Takahashi

I am she, the mountain
Under a thousand moons,
Each one a wise guardian
Of the lives I’ve lived till now

I am the rain in the sky
I am the rain feeding earth
I am the pearly dew at dawn,
I am the fathomless ocean deep



Tammy Takahashi

I am the clouds passing by,
I am the shadows I cast,
I am an arid desert at noon,
I am a sultry vine at dusk

I am the vast forest floor,
I am the web of gnarled roots
Connecting he and she, 
And you and I to all that is

I dance to the first sounds
To weave our consciousness,
I laugh with the ancients
Who finally reveal their secrets



Tammy Takahashi

 
I am everything I’ve lived,
I am nothing that hasn’t been,
I am a rose, fragile and knowing,
I am a raven; I soar, I stay

I wear my years like jewels,
I learn as I teach as I learn,
I am not old; I am forever,
I am not young; I am free.



Tammy Takahashi Tammy Takahashi (Tammy T. Stone) is a Canadian writer and poet. 
Her short stories have been published in orion headless, Broken City 
Magazine, Dairy River, Grace Notes Magazine and SNReview. She has 
been a featured writer and columnist for elephant journal and The 
Tattooed Buddha, writing about wellness and the arts. Her poetry (as 
Tammy Takahashi) has been widely published and anthologized, 
and her first poetry collection, Formation: Along the Ganges and 
Back Again, was published in 2015. Her second collection, Little 
Poems for Big Seasons, was released in in 2016, and a third, Land, 
was published in 2018. She has also served as co-editor on two 
anthologies of spiritual poetry by women writers, including Poetry 
as a Spiritual Practice: Illuminating the Awakened Woman (2017). 
When she's not writing, she loves embroidering and making textile 
art, seeing the world through the photographic lens, and being 
among the trees.

My website (still a work in progress!) tammytstone.weebly.com
Facebook author page: 
https://www.facebook.com/TammySTakahashi/

http://tammytstone.weebly.com/
https://www.facebook.com/TammySTakahashi/


Julia Barnickle
When I was a teenager I thought 30 was old. At 26, browsing in a 
trendy boutique, I asked myself: “What am I doing here? I should be 
wearing tweed by now!” - perhaps because my hair was already 
starting to turn grey. Since then, I’ve not thought much about age.

I’ve been very fortunate, as far as “natural” changes in my body are 
concerned. After a rocky start, I learned to accept change with grace. 
I never had to endure regular pain, and when the menopause was 
chemically induced - during the first round of treatment for breast 
cancer - it was winter, and I appreciated feeling a bit toasty. 

Now I’m 62, and for the past year I’ve been using a stick to help me 
walk, because my balance was affected by tumours in the brain. 
Most strangers I encounter are kind - holding doors open, or offering 
their arm as I struggle down an escalator - while only a handful try to 
take advantage. 



Julia Barnickle

One benefit of being older is that it feels almost like I’ve earned the right to be outspoken if someone steps out of line - 
if I don’t stand up for common decency, who will? So it helps that I’ve been quietly outspoken my entire life, and have 
never tolerated the nonsense that so many people feel they have to endure.

Last year, I wrote an article about career change in my 40s, 50s and 60s for a magazine which has a positive bias 
towards ageing and gender. Actually, I could have written a similar article about career change in my 20s and 30s, 
because I believe I had the same attitudes then as now.

When I was younger, I spent several years trying out different jobs. I wasn’t looking for myself - I wanted a career I 
would enjoy, and I wasn’t afraid to experiment and make mistakes. I still consider “failure” to be a success - 
experimenting and failing helps me to discover what I do and don’t like.

I don’t think I’ve ever felt restricted by gender expectations. Partly thanks to my Dad, who encouraged his daughters 
to be well-educated and self-sufficient, I grew up believing I could be and do whatever I wanted. 



Julia Barnickle

I’ve never been a “girly” girl, but I’m not a tomboy either - I can’t climb trees, for starters. As a child, I enjoyed playing 
with toy cars as well as dolls, and in Kindergarten, I shunned the toy cooker for a colourful and carefree rocking horse, 
which my teachers tried vainly to steer me away from.

During my corporate career, I worked in a male-dominated industry - Information Technology - but I felt that I was 
treated the same as my male counterparts, even if our roles were different. The men were often interested in more 
technical stuff - while I gravitated toward building bridges between the different departments, translating business 
needs into language the technical staff understood, and vice-versa. 

In the company where I spent the final eight years of my career, there was an equal number of women and men in the 
IT department - and it was only in the final two years that a new IT Director was hired, who was younger than me. Even 
when my job was made redundant, at the age of 47, I was still offered jobs in IT but chose to start a business instead. 

And although I didn’t reach the “pinnacle” of my IT profession, that was less to do with being a woman, and more to do 
with wanting a life outside of work. At one point, overseas colleagues even asked whether I was going to be the next IT 
Director, and I had to set them straight. 



Julia Barnickle
Some individuals have been condescending towards me, during my career - but I’m sure that happens to men as well 
as women. I found it most frustrating when people disregarded my opinion, simply because they didn’t consider me 
to be their equal - even though my argument made more sense, or I had superior knowledge. But I quickly learned to 
ignore people like that.

In one job, my manager enrolled me on an assertiveness training course, because he said I wasn’t assertive enough. I 
then had two-weeks before starting jury duty, and I told my manager I needed to focus on finishing the most 
important, time-sensitive project - rather than getting distracted by inane tasks he kept assigning to me, while he sat 
there doing nothing. Of course, I explained it a bit more politely. 

So we sat across the desk from each other and argued. For an hour. In an open plan office. 

“Let’s see what the IT Director has to say about this,” he retorted at last - which was fine with me. I had logic on my 
side, and I had already explained my grievance to the IT Director about. And he had told me to discuss it with my 
manager. Even the IT Director wasn’t assertive enough to stand up to my manager, because my manager was a bully. 

The next morning, my manager told me he had decided that I should just work on the most important project. I 
suspect he had mentioned the situation to his wife overnight, and she had told him not to be such an idiot.



Julia Barnickle
I’ve always been an outsider, rather than a joiner-in, because I’m not prepared to blindly go along with what the group 
wants to do. And I’m mostly happy with that. It’s important for me to be true to myself, even if it doesn’t initially win 
me any Brownie points. 

And although people might feel intimidated in the beginning, I believe that, eventually, they admire me for standing 
up for myself - because, deep down, they wish they could do the same.

The biggest mistake women can make is to believe we need to be more like men. We just need to accept and assert 
ourselves as we are. 



Julia Barnickle Julia Barnickle is a film maker, photographer, intuitive artist and 
writer. As a teenager, she decided that nothing in Life is worth 
worrying about, and that she wanted a career which would pay her 
to travel and make use of her language skills - her two main 
passions. 

After working for nearly 20 years in Information Technology, Julia 
started a business as a life / careers / business coach, while doing IT 
contract work on the side. She eventually decided to close the 
business and focus on doing the things that make her feel most 
alive.

Diagnosed with “incurable” breast cancer in 2014, Julia believes that 
illness and injury are the Soul’s way of trying to communicate with 
us, when we refuse to listen to our heart. She is currently writing her 
memoirs of Taking Life As It Comes, while figuring out what her Soul 
is trying to say.

Website: https://juliabarnickle.com
Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/juliabarnickle

https://juliabarnickle.com
https://www.facebook.com/juliabarnickle


Janet Roper
Hi there,

I’m Janet Roper and I’m a kaleidoscope of beings: she/her, musician, 
writer, animal communicator, ENFP, educator, performer, Aquarius, 
dragon lover, podcaster, activist, reader, Lord of the Rings admirer, 
plant devotee, animist and elder all fueled in some way by being a 
Rebel Crone that is now rising. 

I didn’t realize until Tracie introduced the term “Rebel Crone Rising” 
that was what I had been feeling. Once it was named, my rebel 
croneness grew exponentially, ignited by the daily witnessing of the 
injustice and evil that is rampant and ever-growing in our world. 

I’m a child of the 50s-60s. An only kid, parented by two older, strict, 
perfectionistic people who didn’t have the skills needed to parent; 
still they parented me better than they had been parented.



Janet Roper

I come from a long line of ancestors who believed ‘spare the rod and spoil the child’; ‘don’t say anything at all unless 
you have something nice to say’ (geez, I hate that word ‘nice’); ‘Uncle XYZ is drinking up his paycheck, don’t say 
anything’; ’Aunt ABC is in the hospital because she made Uncle RST hit her’ - we for sure didn’t talk about that; ‘it’s just 
a damned cat, kick it out of the way’. 

One of my earliest memories was standing against the kitchen wall, holding my stuffed bunny in front of me saying 
“See, I didn’t get mad today, aren’t you proud of me?”. A lamentable memory since I wasn’t allowed to express anger. 
However I was the receptacle for the anger of some of my elders, as they never owned their anger.

A litany of patriarchal, racist, divisive, —phobic ideologies were fed to me at the dinner table, right along with the meat 
and potatoes. This all was foisted under the innocuous topic of ‘how was your day, dear?’.

Since my first hour on this earth I’ve possessed a strong sense of honesty and justice. As a kid I expressed it as “But 
that’s not fair!” OK, I still do that. I learned early to keep that observance to myself and stay silent.

Fast forward to adulthood when I discovered that not all families were like mine. Once I realized that, I started doing 
my own inner work to unlearn, undo and change what I had accepted as ‘normal’. 



Janet Roper

Fast forward to 2016 when I started a two year intensive shamanic/animistic initiation program and began deliberately 
and intentionally working with the beyond-human world (animals, plants, nature, land spirits, the dead, the elements, 
etc). Here I recognized the agency of each being and how our human thoughts, words and deeds affect them. I also 
realized this work included working with humans.

Fast forward to November 9, 2016, the day after the 45th president of the United States was elected. As one of my local 
activist friends says “Janet, you just charged out of the gate, ready to go!”. Yes I did, because everything I had been 
working on coalesced and exploded forth. My rebel croneness was ready to show herself to the world, ready to serve it 
as well as the beyond-human and human beings. 

I just didn’t have a name for it at that time. Now I do - Rebel Crone Rising.

(Notice I did not mention the US president’s name. That is because there is power in a name spoken and I refuse to do 
anything to give that man power.)



Janet Roper
Wearing the mantle of *my* rightful Rebel Crone Rising cloak (this will be different for all folx) means:

● To regularly work with my ancestors, tending the boundary that ‘the buck stops here’ and we’re not passing on 
those lessons we learned as kids to future generations

● To not accept bypassing, tone policing, silence, apathy, fragility tactics as excuses or reasons for divisive and 
alienating behavior

● To remember the loudest and most pervasive voice in the room may not necessarily be the one that speaks for 
the agency and well being of all

● To constantly review the results of my intentions as they make their way into the world. Sometimes good 
intentions aren’t all they’re cracked up to be

● To be ready to draw that line in the sand when enough is enough. Once the line is drawn (and it’s not drawn 
lightly) I accept no deviation around it. One of my lines is you don’t split families and put kids in cages. Oops, 
that’s 2 lines! For me there’s no ‘try to work it out’, no compromise that is possible with those issues. I do all in 
my power to help the immigrant families who are experiencing that and to disempower the government 
agencies responsible for perpetuating those crimes against humanity.

● To know what is mine to do and what is not mine to do. This means I show up consistently for my work, and stay 
the hell away from what is not my work. I want to stay out of the way of people who are called to do something 
and can do it ever so much better than I could



Janet Roper

Is it easy? Nope. Everyday is a new experience - some days I can claim small successful steps, some days I fall on my 
knees blathering incoherently about the unfairness of it all. Some days it’s all I can do to keep up with my business, the 
laundry, my dog Max and my cat Raven. Then there are those days I need to hide under the magic covers because the 
day before took out all I had to give and more when I was protecting one of my lines in the sand.

What helps me when I’m blathering or hiding under the magic covers is the support system of people that I have 
surrounded myself with, and realizing that’s I’m not stopping, I’m just recharging for the next time. 

Because I will rise and do it again, as Rebel Crones do. 

I wish you well on your own Rebel Crone Rising journey, however and whenever that may come to you!



Janet Roper
Animist, elder and communicator Janet Roper focuses on 
strengthening and tending the bonds between humans and all 
sentient beings. Janet’s approach to her work combines humor 
along with common-sense pragmatism with skills and intuition 
honed by years of training and experience. Janet believes that 
connecting with all sentient creatures is a natural and vital part of 
sharing our world with them, and seeks to advance the well-being of 
all by deepening the loving and respectful bond between them, 
resulting in right relationship for all.

Janet is the host, creator and producer of the Reawaken Right 
Relationship podcast and co-host of the podcast Everyday Animism. 
You can read her many articles and learn more about Janet at 
janetroper.com and follow her on Facebook.

Janet currently lives in Montana and is cheerfully owned and 
managed by one cat, Raven, one dog, Max, numerous houseplants 
and a slew of Angel Animals.

https://podcasts.apple.com/us/podcast/reawaken-right-relationship/id1444232926
https://podcasts.apple.com/us/podcast/reawaken-right-relationship/id1444232926
http://janetroper.com
http://janetroper.com
https://www.facebook.com/Talk2theAnimals/?eid=ARCyrn3r1KyFiAw-vgumR6WMDeKvW5RMMJRiE5Al9e0t47IGIerT8Pt-FlvI2FcmC0-hGn_22cZfgETL


Jen Pavich

Age Appropriate

I ran out of fucks on my 40th birthday. Seriously. Unlike when I 
turned 30, I wasn’t thinking about how much I was supposed have 
accomplished or what I still “had time for.” It was more about what I 
didn’t feel like I had any more time for – most notably - bullshit of 
any kind.

At the time, I didn’t know if other women felt this around turning 40 
(I now know that many do) and I didn’t stop to consider that this 
might be a actual life stage thing because I’d given up expecting for 
anything in my life to occur at the “proper” age. The thing is, I’ve 
never been age appropriate.



Jen Pavich

Some examples:

As a young mom, I was often mistaken for my daughter’s nanny. I cannot count the number of times I was 
presumed to be a shitty parent for no other reason than my age.

I’ve felt like the oldest college student and the youngest parent in the world. On the same day.

I’ve simultaneously felt far behind my peers in my career and also ancient among people my own age because of 
my life experiences.

In recent years, I’ve been mistaken for both my daughter’s sister and my husband’s mother. More than once. For 
the record, he’s only three years younger than me – NOT that I should have to defend that (and we all know that 
if I was a man, this would count in my favor).

The point is, I’ve spent most of my life experiencing a sense of not ever belonging because I was so sure the world was 
judging me for being too old or too young at every minute. I know now that this sense came from the misguided idea 
that there is a proper, pre-agreed upon timeline that we’re supposed to live by. Like many things in our culture that 
suck, this comes from – you guessed it! – the patriarchy. 



Jen Pavich

The consequences for straying from this timeline are both real and not real. They include being labeled, by myself or 
others, as a failure at womanhood. I was so obsessed with trying to avoid those labels (slut, teen mom, nontraditional 
student, mommy-tracked, MILF, irrelevant, cougar, hag, etc.) that for a long time I missed the fact that I’d once again 
been duped by the system. 

I was busy working for that moment when I was old enough to be taken seriously and young enough to still be 
relevant. When my kids were grown enough that I had time to pursue my career goals. When I’d scored enough 
degrees and experience to be respected. Before I started actually aging, like for real. You know, that magic moment 
when I was valued enough to get shit done but still hot enough not to be ignored?

I think I missed it. I think we all miss it. Because this magical fucking sweet spot DOESN’T ACTUALLY EXIST. It’s a 
patriarchal myth that serves to keep women in line. We don’t want to blow our one chance to be heard, to accomplish 
something, so we just keep our heads down and keep working. Am I right, ladies?

Feeling like we have to choose between having the wisdom and gravitas of age or the freshness and creativity of youth 
is a bullshit choice. I think the reason that many women let go of so many things around the age of forty has a lot of 
facets but two of them are very relevant here. 



Jen Pavich

One, as we start to see our cronehood in the distance, we can feel the cultural invisibility cloak begin to drape around 
us. We can fly under the radar a bit more and there is a certain degree of freedom in that even as we also 
acknowledge the social justice problems it presents. Two, many of us realize around this time that no one is going to 
hand us the reins. If we want power, we have to reach out and grab it hard with both hands.

Ultimately, I’ve decided that age is bullshit. The fact is, some days I feel like a teenager and others I feel like a 
great-great grandmother. Sometimes the shitshow of recent global culture makes me feel like the one of the only 
sane adults left on the planet. Other times I just want to call a grownup to come deal with things. 

I have learned to embrace being wildly age inappropriate. As I approach my cronehood, I don’t expect that will 
change. And I certainly don’t plan on going gently into fucking obscurity.



Jen Pavich
Jen Pavich is a feminist life coach and creator of the Unquiet 
Sisterhood Podcast. Jen helps women overcome their internalized 
patriarchy so they can start addressing external barriers. She also 
not-so-secretly radicalizes women to become social justice warriors 
hellbent on the existing power structure.

Jen is accredited as a coach through the International Coach 
Federation (ICF) and has an MA in Human Development. She is also 
a certified facilitator (candidate) in The Daring Way™ method 
created by Dr. Brené Brown. 

Links:
https://www.jenpavich.com/
https://www.facebook.com/jenpavich/
https://www.instagram.com/jenpavich/
https://medium.com/@jenpavich/
https://podcasts.apple.com/us/podcast/unquiet-sisterhood-podcast/i
d1452122793?mt=2
https://open.spotify.com/show/3irEW4ljcmL7E0qP8FWqw5

https://www.jenpavich.com/podcast
https://www.facebook.com/jenpavich/
https://www.instagram.com/jenpavich/
https://medium.com/%40jenpavich/
https://podcasts.apple.com/us/podcast/unquiet-sisterhood-podcast/id1452122793?mt=2
https://podcasts.apple.com/us/podcast/unquiet-sisterhood-podcast/id1452122793?mt=2
https://open.spotify.com/show/3irEW4ljcmL7E0qP8FWqw5


Jo Hanlon-Moores

I sat outside with my morning coffee, and texted my partner (status: 
in a meeting) to say I was watching a family of six blackbirds feed in 
the rain. Not gonna lie, I was gloating a little and flexing my freedom. 
Later, bringing my focus in to write these words, I lit a candle - at 
11am, that's serious - and pulled a card from the oracle deck that sits 
on my desk. "Hope", it said, alongside a black bird in flight. I love that 
synchronicity. 

Hope is "the thing with feathers" and these days I have renewed 
hope amongst my feathers that I can still fly. I have a wonderful 
family, great friends and good health, but I’ve never felt fulfilled 
professionally. My work history is a patchwork of jobs well done, but 
no dreams realised. 



Jo Hanlon-Moores

Midlife can bring you face-to-face with all your demons, especially at 3AM when your bones are on fire. That can 
ground you, and not in a good way. 
All the “Who am I to..?” and “Why would anyone want me to..?” chains, holding you down, with an added dusting of 
wrinkles and silver hair. I’d always thought of myself as a late bloomer but what if I was too late?

Then, about two years post-menopause, the turbulence I'd grown accustomed to fell away. I was in calm waters with a 
great view of the beach. Sure, I don't feel 22, 33, or even 44 anymore but things are better. I've made a concerted effort 
to learn from what was changing in me, be open to new ways of caring for myself, and most of all, have compassion for 
this body that is my soul in deepest vibration.

I'm only halfway between 20 and 90 and when I start to panic that 90 isn't that far off, I remind myself that when I'm 
that age, my 13 year old daughter will be nearly 50, which brings a fresh perspective! I have possible decades to live this 
life and I have hope that they can be among my best (frankly, there's not much competition from my 20s and 30s). I 
am just stepping into my experienced self and it feels pretty damn good.

Without the distraction of mothering small children, building a corporate career from scratch, searching for The One, 
or needing to be a juicy, reproductive supermodel (and a lot of that drive came from those pesky hormones we claim 
to miss, so kthxbai to them), we get to actually think about ourselves. This is still a revolutionary act for many women, 
even us privileged white ones.



Jo Hanlon-Moores

At 50ish I saw how much The Change really is THE CHANGE. I witnessed myself evolve almost daily, uncovering 
aspects of myself that had been hidden under culture, habit and programming. Internal and external influences 
started to fall away as I excavated my conditioning in search of my emergent true self. I knew that this was the best 
kept secret of menopause. We have lost, or had erased, the memory of stepping into our power.

A woman with time for herself is Powerful Magic. It can be easy to sneer at the self-care movement but it holds 
treasures for the midlife woman as we alchemize our chosen elements to create the life we want next. I chose Reiki 
(I'm a practitioner of 21 years and am just starting to guide others in the practice) because it teaches me how to 
connect with the bright light of my true self. I connected with plants in as many forms as I could, from oils to flower 
remedies, plant-based eating to hands-in-dirt hard work. I’ve investigated all sorts of systems around self-discovery, 
finding enlightenment in Human Design. Underpinning it all I’ve developed a shameless honesty about what truly 
makes me feel good, and vigilance around my tendency to get wrapped up in that which I should release. And then 
there's the internet where kindred spirits and community lie, however and whenever you need them.

Women my age grew up before computers, before the web, before email and blogs, Facebook and the 'Gram. I'm not 
saying there aren't days when I wonder what life would be like without them but I wouldn't want to live there. We're 
the ones who can wax nostalgic about lo-tech but get to play with All The Toys. We understand the marvel of it all, and 
that awe has propelled us into a whole new world. One that we can blend with nature, spirituality, and face-to-face 
connection, for a beautiful life recipe.



Jo Hanlon-Moores

Personally I'm not yet ready for Crone-dom and I'm not convinced by the Maiden-Mother-Crone interpretation of the 
triple goddess. I live in seasons, and Crone feels like winter to me, with all the glory that brings. I'm just entering 
autumn. I want my moment as Queen, Maga, Priestess. Am I hopeful for what these years bring? Hell yes. I have the 
tools and the energy, the strength and the vision, the power and the self-belief to step up. At last.

Sometimes when I meditate, I have a sense of hands reaching out to help me make that step. Are they the hands of 
guides in the non-material realm? Sometimes. But just as often they're other women - sisters in the here and now. 
Standing strong, heads high, not ready for winter or retreat to their Wise Woman's dwelling on a far hill. That time will 
come and I hope to experience it, but this season of fruition, bringing in the harvest, and abundance comes first. I'm 
flying out to the fields. Join me?

Find out more:

Reiki: International House of Reiki and my own website.
Human Design: Goop published a good intro to the topic.
Essential oils: a basic look at the benefits.
Flower Remedies: The Bach Centre, Lotus Wei and Australian Bush Flower Essences.
Seasonal Living: The view from Chinese medicine by Gemma David.
The Maga: a study by Jane Hardwicke Collins

http://www.ihreiki.com
http://www.johanlon-moores.com
https://goop.com/wellness/mindfulness/human-design-were-we-coded-at-birth/
https://www.healthline.com/health/menopause/essential-oils-for-menopause
https://www.bachcentre.com/centre/firstpag.htm
https://www.lotuswei.com/
https://ausflowers.com.au/
http://quietheart.co.uk/category/seasonal-living/
http://goddessspiritrising.com/the-four-phase-feminine-way-by-jane-hardwicke-collings/


Jo Hanlon-Moores
I’m Jo.

It's 2019, I've somehow got to be 56, and I'm feeling strong. 
Post-menopause is a trip that keeps on rolling - but far kinder and 
more enjoyable than her peri little sister - and this stage of my 
evolution is powerful.
 
I'm an Earth person. An Earth woman. I'm typing this with dirt under 
my fingernails and bits of old leaf in my hair and I know how to tap 
into Source and Earth energies in order to thrive. I understand that 
we are all healers and that I can guide others in remembering their 
abilities. 

I believe we can all shine a light. We may never know who it guides 
for a while on their path home, what shadow it dissolves, or smile it 
inspires. Love, beauty, laughter and of course this incredible, 
life-giving planet are an inspiration for connection.

Johanlon-moores.com
@jo_hanlonmoores
Jo.hanlonmoores@gmail.com 

http://www.johanlon-moores.com
http://www.instagram.com/jo_hanlonmoores
mailto:Jo.hanlonmoores@gmail.com


Eli Trier

I am not yet a crone, in fact, at the tender age of 38 I’m only on the 
brink of middle-age, but I am getting older, and my age is slowly 
becoming more of a noticeable thing, both to myself and to the 
world at large.

It’s tricky to write this piece, because of course, ageism is only part of 
the picture. We also have to contend with sexism, racism, and a 
whole host of other prejudices. And as an autistic woman who has 
never really fitted in, and has always felt rejected and out of step 
with the rest of the world, I am often blithely unaware of why (or 
even when) I have been rejected, ignored, or undervalued.

So, as I don’t really know much about how the world views me as a 
woman in my late thirties, instead I want to talk about my personal 
experience of growing older: physically, mentally, and emotionally.



Eli Trier

Let’s start with the physical. In my opinion, my physical form is probably one of the least interesting things about me, 
but society tells me (and all of us) it is the most important. There are multi-billion dollar industries built around how we 
can look more youthful (which leads to women aging and hating themselves for it – total insanity) as if that’s some 
kind of prerequisite for being a person.

When I notice my body these days I can feel that my knees are creakier, my digestive system is more delicate, and I 
don’t bounce back so quickly from a bad night’s sleep or a night out. What’s more, I see the fine lines on my face, the 
skin which is drier and less elastic, the boobs that aren’t as perky. Evidence that I’m approaching the end of my 
‘fuckable’ years, as Amy Schumer puts it.

And I’m totally fine with that.

It is a blessing and a relief to be seen as less fuckable in the eyes of the world. I am certainly not mourning the decline 
of all that unwanted sexual attention and harassment! And interestingly, as the world loses interest in my physical 
form, I fall more deeply in love with it. I grow more and more in tune with the wisdom and power of my body every 
year, and my appreciation for it, even though it needs a lot more care and attention than it did ten years ago, is 
unending. For the first time in my life, my body feels like a safe place to be.



Eli Trier

However, the mental and emotional parts of growing older are where this stuff gets really exciting!

My absolute favourite aspect of my advancing years is that I care so much less about what other people think of me. I 
trust myself more. My confidence has increased and I am more firmly rooted in my understanding of who I am.

With every year that passes I learn new things about myself, and the bond I have with myself gets richer and deeper 
and more nourishing. I feel freer – like I have to worry less about fitting in with the conventions of society. I’m much 
more comfortable with striking out on my own and carving my own path through life. Obviously there are numerous 
other factors which have contributed to my ability to do things my own way (the advent of the internet – yay!), but age 
has played a huge role in giving me the confidence and grounded-ness I needed to really let loose.

There is a glorious freedom in growing older, but there is a dark side too. Personally, I kinda love the invisibility and 
anonymity afforded to me when I’m out and about in the world, but it gets a whole lot less wonderful when I see 
friends starting to navigate menopause and discovering that they can’t access the healthcare they need because 
nobody bothered to fund the necessary medical research. Or seeing brilliant, talented, older women struggling to find 
jobs, and having their experience ignored in favour of a younger candidate.



Eli Trier

Societally we have a long way to go, and we all suffer (regardless of our current age) from the paucity of strong, female 
role models over 50. Which is why projects like this one are so important. Accessing the power and wisdom of the 
Rebel Crones – the ones who refuse to sit down and shut up, who refuse to be invisible, who demand that their voices 
are heard and changes are made – this is how we dismantle prejudice and change the world. By standing together in 
community and raising our voices in unison.

I believe that rebellion (and a dollop of defiance) should be embraced at every age, but most of all in later years when 
we’re expected to just give up – to lie down and accept the status quo. 

I don’t know what will happen in the next phase of my life, or the phase after that (or how I will feel about any of it), but 
I’m looking forward to the adventure, and I know that I’m definitely going to be a Rebel Crone when I grow up – I’m 
practising right now.



Eli Trier

I’ll leave you with this from Warning, by Jenny Joseph:

“When I am an old woman I shall wear purple
With a red hat which doesn’t go, and doesn’t suit me.
And I shall spend my pension on brandy and summer gloves
And satin sandals, and say we’ve no money for butter.
I shall sit down on the pavement when I’m tired
And gobble up samples in shops and press alarm bells
And run my stick along the public railings
And make up for the sobriety of my youth.
I shall go out in my slippers in the rain
And pick flowers in other people’s gardens
And learn to spit.”

Full poem here: https://www.scottishpoetrylibrary.org.uk/poem/warning/

Amy Schumer’s Last Fuckable Day sketch: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vDz2kcjWpOs

https://www.scottishpoetrylibrary.org.uk/poem/warning/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vDz2kcjWpOs


Eli Trier
Eli Trier lives in the wonderful city of Copenhagen, Denmark and is a 
community builder for Quiet Revolutionaries. She helps introverts 
with big dreams to get connected and build thriving, engaged 
communities around their businesses, so that they can make a 
massive impact, find their dream clients, and make their corner of 
the world a better place. A long-time business owner, Eli knows 
first-hand the power of human connection to build a business, and 
her unique approach got her featured in The FT Guide to Business 
Networking. She specialises in creating powerful, strategic online 
community projects and loves every minute of her work (even the 
boring bits). When she's not working you can find her curled up with 
a book, painting, or hanging out with her husband Lars.

Website: http://elitriercommunities.com

Instagram: http://instagram.com/elitriercommunities 

http://elitriercommunities.com
http://instagram.com/elitriercommunities


Jen Perry
Check out these six minutes of Rebel 
Crone goodness from Jen...

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gKhussmjA-w


Jen Perry Jen Perry is a psychotherapist, mindfulness and self-compassion 
teacher and coach. Her practice, Heartfulness Consulting, is 
staunchly against using the medical model to explain human 
suffering and human difficulties. Instead, she is committed to a 
neuro-diverse, non-normative, contextually sensitive lens through 
which all human beings are celebrated as beautiful, intelligent, living 
creatures responding to modern society in all sorts of creative ways. 
Weaving self-love, authenticity, curiosity, and kindness she helps 
people create personal meaning and claim a sense of adventure in 
their lives. Using her client’s personal values as an orienting North 
Star she guides people to live their values no matter what obstacles 
or difficulties life has in store. Espousing the principles of “life is 
figure-out-able” and “precious-not-perfect” she is committed to 
ameliorating human suffering. More information about Jen and her 
work can be found at www.heartfulnessconsulting.com or by 
reaching out by phone at 215-292-5056 or email at 
jen@heartfulnessconsulting.com. You can also follow her on 
Facebook at https://www.facebook.com/Heartfulnessconsulting/ or 
Instagram @heartfulnessconsulting. 

http://www.heartfulnessconsulting.com/
https://www.facebook.com/Heartfulnessconsulting/


Santina Kerslake
The Rise of the Cosmic Dancer

In the beginning…

I grew up with a sense of curiosity, a love of learning and a belief that 
I could do anything I wanted. I found myself getting the positions I 
desired and never worried I wouldn’t find another to replace it. My 
attitude helped but so too was how I presented. That … allowed me 
in the door. Once in, they were thrilled to see I had brains to match + 
a work ethic which went beyond those around me. Over decades I 
worked mostly surrounded by men. My compulsiveness to over 
analyze meant I could bring forth unbeatable arguments. It 
worked…sort of. My addiction to excellence, my persistent 
overachievement didn’t mean I was getting paid more, treated any 
better or given an easy ride. But I could only be myself so I 
continued…



Santina Kerslake

Over the course of decades…

Years got lost to the world of ‘busy’, chasing, being hyper active, being the best, producing more….
                              till…I no longer could. 
Burnout was like a divine tap on the shoulder trying to tell me the way I was approaching my daily life was killing me. 
My body could not keep up with the demands I was placing on it. 

The comeback has been a difficult journey…

All those years were filled with loss: Loss of identity, financial loss, loss of community, loss of health & wellbeing which 
resulted in chronic pain, deep depression, anxiety, body issues and no desire to do anything. It took nearly a decade of 
diving deeply into my very being, uncovering my insecurities to finally get to the point of embodying my power. That is 
when I knew I had found liberation/freedom. 

It became a time of exploration. A time to dig deeply, a time to delve into my own mystical essence, allowing the 
rebellion that was happening lead me toward my own sabbatical….my radical sabbatical!



Santina Kerslake

I realized I didn’t have to do things the way others did. I started to think about how it was when I first started playing 
Squash. As a novice I was running all over the place. As I got better and better, I started to control the T. This meant I 
used my knowledge and experience to strategize where I wanted the ball to go and how I wanted to play the game. 
This is also true in life. So… I started to engross myself in everything ‘slow living’ had to offer.

This allowed me to reclaim my true nature so I could be of service by sharing my unique skills which come once we 
locate our own source of guidance within. My life looked completely different. It was filled with creative and meditative 
practice, having time to ponder and rise back to the land of the living.

The Rise…

Sometimes we get stuck on speed. While we are speeding through life, it feels good. Once we wean ourselves off it, we 
can engage with our subtle body. At this stage, after an extended health sabbatical, a diverse, interesting work life, 
most people would have settled into their new found life of meditation, creativity, wisdom talks and building 
community. 

Most would think…this is time to hang back. 



Santina Kerslake

However, rather than hold back, I feel it is important that the wisdom earned through slogging through so many 
decades be shared with others. As crones/elders, we need to be role models for those coming after us. I want to help 
others find that missing piece in their lives without giving up their wellbeing while doing so. Most importantly I'm a 
loving being wanting to facilitate your journey as you dig deeply, delving into your own mystical, allowing your 
rebellion to lead you toward your own rise of the cosmic dancer! 



Santina Kerslake
Santina Kerslake is an Artist+Writer+Whole Person Coach 
supporting people in their evolution to align with their limitless 
potential & finding fulfillment in ‘slow living’.

Get in Touch: 
https://www.facebook.com/santina.kerslake

You are invited to ask to join this closed group on FaceBook: Rise of 
the Cosmic Dancer
https://www.facebook.com/groups/208434400006556/

https://twitter.com/coachsantina

https://www.instagram.com/coachsantina/

https://www.facebook.com/santina.kerslake
https://www.facebook.com/groups/208434400006556/
https://twitter.com/coachsantina
https://www.instagram.com/coachsantina/


Jenny Mahan
“After I grow up to be a mommy, will I grow back down to be a Jenny 
again?”
—Four Year Old Me

Midlife has felt heavy for awhile now— serious, responsible, dutiful, 
other centered to the point of self-neglect. I talk a lot with my 
nursing and coaching clients about the importance and power of 
starting with delight. So I’m swallowing some of my own medicine 
and trying to recenter my life on delight, play, creativity, nature 
connection, intuition, and self-care. 

I am in the process, as a 40 something Mom and Wife— of growing 
“back down to be a Jenny again.” 

Two of my favorite songs keep resurfacing as I ponder what I want to 
say to you about being a rising rebel crone.  They helped shape me, 
and the crone I will become, as the best music has a tendency to do.  



Jenny Mahan
“When the Big Trees are Down,” by Douglas Wood:

The wind sends old trees crashing
A bare sky greets the dawn
I think of friends who’ve fought my fight
They’ve tumbled, now they’re gone

“Now who will love the land, 
who will help us understand? 
Who will hold the sky up 
Now the big trees are down?

Now the big trees are down
We will hold the sky up
Now the big trees are down”

Listen to “Big Trees are Down”: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QOQqP1iF5Fk

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QOQqP1iF5Fk


Jenny Mahan

“Creation is Laughing,” by singer-songwriter (and rebel crone) Carol Johnson:

Creation is laughing, it’s laughing it’s having a wonderful time
Creation is singing it’s thinking of new things that it’s never tried
Each little atom each cell doing well with a life of its own
There is no chaos, creation has made us, and life is a sing along

Neutrons and protons, ions, electrons, there’s time and there's space
Morning and evening, lasar and quasar, and burlap and lace
God must be laughing [her] hands must be clapping to see what [she’s] done
And I am a part of this work of art
And life is a sing along

Life with a reason life with a song
Lifting each voice in the big sing along

Listen to “Creation is Laughing”: https://soundcloud.com/carol-johnson-music/creation-is-laughing

https://soundcloud.com/carol-johnson-music/creation-is-laughing


Jenny Mahan

My rising cronedom is a bittersweet mix of knowing that so much is at stake in our world, and celebrating that we are 
indispensable, intricate stitches and love-worn patchwork pieces in a cosmic quilt.

I am sculpting my coming cronedom to be about re-combining that sense of advocacy and conservation with my 
younger self’s sense of magic, timelessness, and soul-level living.  I will protect what needs protecting. Nurture what 
needs nurturing.  Even in the face of systemic greed, fear, and all the isms.  And I will rest, when I am tired.

I am becoming a big tree to help hold up the sky, while also lifting my voice in the big sing along—linked arm in arm 
with other wise women and good hearted, grounded beings standing up for what’s good and true.  

I’m starting by living questions like:

● What if I took myself seriously? (Instead of waiting for that magical age when others supposedly will.)

● What if I could set aside the negative connotations our culture attaches to aging?  



Jenny Mahan

● What if, rather than a bleak landscape of withering away, my rising cronedom is a climax of life lived, a richness 
from having lived all the seasons?  

● What if I could shift from a stance of “this is happening to me,” (aging, perimenopause, etc.), to a posture of 
choosing the kind of crone I want to become and focusing on the experience I want to have? 

We are not decline and decrepitude in our later years.  We are winter, spring, summer, and fall all rolled into one 
immense, deep-rooted being.  We are old and young and everything in between.  We’ve seen cultural movements rise 
and fall and shift.  We are ongoing, starting to taste the perspective of trees and landscapes.  And when we come 
together in community as deepening wise women, we become like big ole white pines with our roots intertwined— 
supporting each other in storms when the wind would surely topple us if we stood alone. 

I am midwifing my own rising crone— specifically a rebel crone— one who will not wait around to be taken seriously, 
to be heard, respected, approved of, to have fun. Who will not keep quiet while the world burns.

Instead, I will strive to embody respect, justice, creativity, resilience, regenerative healing, delight, play, wisdom, 
reverence. I will finally give myself the unconditional love and care we all crave, but only sometimes get, from others.



Jenny Mahan

At times this will be loud and awkward and messy; wild and rowdy; fast and flowing.  At others it will be quiet and 
hermity; elegant and wise; slow and sleepy. 

I truly believe we can do this and have a good time— savoring the sweet simple things in life (delicious food, uplifting 
relationships, quiet moments, campfires at sunset, art, play, music, craft, natural beauty, the slow turning of the 
seasons…). While being badass forces of nature.  And taking naps.

For me, this means owning all of me.  Owning my magic. Which is intensely uncomfortable for me thanks to a lifetime 
of conditioning that teaches us to be meek and mild, humble, not too loud, not too big, not too much. We’re not to 
toot our own horns. 

It means sending imposter syndrome, fear, not-enoughness, and worry off to play on their own while I get busy pulling 
all I’ve been and am into one powerful presence and unleashing it on the world.  



Jenny Mahan

I am becoming... 

the thunderhead, 

the mama bear,

the everflowing stream that sculpts stone, 

the loon song echoing over still water, 
the gnarly-barked white pine.

Roots intertwined with my wise sisters.  

I am bard, healer, artist, witch, naturalist, nurse, mother, daughter, sister, wife, auntie, plant-tender.  I am a microcosm 
of worlds within worlds.  

I am becoming a joyful force of nature. 



Jenny Mahan
I'm Jenny Mahan—a Registered Nurse, certified Health and Wellness 
Coach, and owner of Pine Creek Wellness. I help folks to reclaim their 
health, so they can feel better and do what matters most to them. I 
believe in adding in holistic nourishment, starting with delight, and 
ditching diet culture and food and health extremism. No diets. No 
shaming. No "shoulds."  Mine is a Health at Every Size, body positive, 
Lifestyle Medicine approach to reaching health goals—emphasizing 
healthy behaviors, habits, and mindsets that go far beyond the 
conventional (and damaging) focus on weight loss at any cost.

I live in far northern Wisconsin near the shores of Lake Superior with 
my husband and son on a tiny spring-fed,  Northwoods-shaded 
tributary of Pine Creek where we garden, raise chickens, make 
maple syrup, and live in our self-built small, passive solar, energy 
efficient home.  



Jenny Mahan
I am an author, gardener, singer-songwriter, and master soap 
artisan.  I am passionate about promoting local sustainable 
agriculture and food justice, and enjoy hiking, canoeing, 
hammocking, preserving the harvest from the garden, and a zillion 
other crafty, DIY, and outdoorsy things.  When I’m not working you 
can find me curled up with a book in the hammock, unless it’s 
snowing (which it does 7 or 8 months out of the year on Pine Creek), 
in which case I’m likely sitting by the fire knitting.

Free NOURISH program: https://www.jennymahan.com/5daynourish

Join me on Facebook: 
https://www.facebook.com/pinecreekwellnesscoachjenny
Or Instagram: https://www.instagram.com/pinecreekwellness

https://jenny-mahan-n5y7.squarespace.com/homegrown-music
https://jenny-mahan-n5y7.squarespace.com/soapofthemonth
https://www.jennymahan.com/5daynourish
https://www.facebook.com/pinecreekwellnesscoachjenny
https://www.instagram.com/pinecreekwellness


Sharon Zink
So what if age is ‘performative’?

I mean, in the way gender is a kind of drag act, as Judith Butler 
argues in Gender Trouble, something which is played out on top of 
biological sex. 

Hence girls just ‘drag’ up in pink – or are forced to get into tutus – 
from a young age, so we start to believe this is a result of their born 
bodies, rather than simply a cultural narrative we’re made to enact 
as those given the title of female. 

I understand that biology will and does have its way and that the 
body decays and that’s a fact – but what if ageing is a performative 
element laid on top of that? 

What if it’s just a script that capitalism – which has no more use for 
us as workers – or patriarchy – which sees us as used up as older 
women as we’re no longer capable of reproducing, particularly sons, 
or being the ideal sex object – makes us execute as the final leg of 
our prescribed journey as women? 



Sharon Zink

What if age is really superficial and something layered upon us, rather than something which is true and essential?

What if age doesn’t really mean anything to the self and this narrative we’ve been given as women to become greyer, 
knit and spit on the pavement is just a story and one we can change?

I ask all these questions because of the experience I had being mostly raised by and being incredibly close to my 
grandmother, Grace.

When she turned 80, she told me, ‘I feel twenty inside, but everything’s just collapsed around me.’

We laughed as we did a lot, but there’s a serious point she hit on here in terms of it only being the body which was 
ageing.

NOT HER. 

Ageism is one of the primary ways capitalism and patriarchy take the identities of those they’ve used and abused and 
then discards them aside like a narcissistic lover.



Sharon Zink

I can no longer make you serve my purposes, so we’re done here.

Go sit in a corner.

Go take care of the next generation of men children.

Go help your husband navigate losing the worker role we molded him into.

You’re washed up.

In the literary world I work in, that often means women writers over a certain age find it difficult to get agents and 
book deals and certainly aren’t up for the many awards which focus on being 35 and younger.

Except we’re NOT done at 35 or 55 or 95.

We’re not out of ideas, inspiration, life experience, wisdom, courage, sexuality, intellect and all the other ingredients 
which make good writing.

In fact, we’ve got them up the wazoo.

Our hands are more full each year.



Sharon Zink

Hence I work as a feminist editor and writing coach to get more women’s books published, written and out there 
changing the world – including getting older women’s voices of all backgrounds heard. 

Because we don’t have to accept the narrative handed to us that our time is up at a certain point in our life. 

Indeed, as much as the publishing industry still makes it tougher for women in general to get their work out there and 
to get reviewed by the big press and win prizes, often women writers only come into their own at mid-life or beyond 
when they’re no longer caught up in doing the extra domestic work women do daily, raising kids and so on. 

When patriarchal demands on them have dropped.

This is the point where patriarchy tells us we’re irrelevant as we cannot serve it anymore or its capitalist buddies, but 
it’s this very space where patriarchal capitalism looks away from women, renders them invisible and silent, that they so 
often start to find their voices.

Then the books come, the blogs come, the poems, the films, the plays. 

Then the talents which have been derailed throughout their lives into meeting others’ needs come home.

And women begin to kick ass.



Sharon Zink

Hence I tell my feminist writing coaching clients about the amazing Annie Proulx whose literary career took off in her 
fifties.

I remind them that the sense of it ‘being too late to create’ is a lie.

I show them that, though we may face challenges in terms of the Literary Boys’ Club, we CAN speak up and succeed.

Age is a drag act which for women, usually involves performing a quietening, an edging out, a greying into oblivion.

But if you listen carefully, you can hear my gran’s laughter at knowing NOTHING had really changed inside.

And the sound of the keys tapping late into the night.



Sharon Zink
SHARON ZINK, PH.D. – A FEMINIST WRITING COACH FOR WOMEN 
WITH BIG THINGS TO SAY.

I’m on a mission to get more women’s books written, published and 
out there changing the world.

I’ve been working as a writer my entire life (I was named as Young 
Poet of the Year and Writers Inc. Writer of the Year and my first 
novel, Welcome to Sharonville, was longlisted for The Guardian First 
Book Award and is currently being pitched as a TV series), so I know 
a thing or two about how to get this word shiz done.

On top of that, I’ve got a Ph.D. in English (I studied at London and 
Cambridge and my doctorate was supervised by the famed feminist, 
Professor Lisa Jardine) and, since leaving academia, I’ve worked as 
an editor with literally hundreds of writers, some of which are 
now bestselling authors (complete with billboards at train stations!) 
and others have got multi-book deals with major houses. A few have 
even gone on to successfully self-publish their work and become big 
hits on Amazon. 



Sharon Zink
You can find out more about my work at www.sharonzink.com and 
get my bimonthly Love Letter from the Literary Revolution and 
Inspiration Library here.

Please come connect with me on social media at:

https://www.instagram.com/sharonlzink/

https://www.facebook.com/SharonZinkAuthor/

https://www.facebook.com/sharon.zink.3

https://www.linkedin.com/in/sharon-zink-14bb4897/?originalSubdo
main=uk

http://www.sharonzink.com
http://sharonzink.com/inspiration-library/
https://www.instagram.com/sharonlzink/
https://www.facebook.com/SharonZinkAuthor/
https://www.facebook.com/sharon.zink.3
https://www.linkedin.com/in/sharon-zink-14bb4897/?originalSubdomain=uk
https://www.linkedin.com/in/sharon-zink-14bb4897/?originalSubdomain=uk


Nicola Humber

As I stood in front of my bedroom mirror, I didn’t recognise the 
woman looking back at me.

Gone was the bright, shiny face of youthful Nicola, a face that I’d 
unconsciously clung on to for the first 40+ years of my life, with her 
dyed, straightened hair and a girlish need to fit in and be approved 
of.

The woman who looked back at me now was different. Silver hairs 
brushed against her face, wrinkles appeared around her eyes and 
her skin was somehow looser. The year before I’d made the decision 
to stop the six-weekly trial of dyeing my hair and now I was growing 
into a woman who was quite obviously ageing.



Nicola Humber

So, was I really growing into someone different? No.

In truth, I was ageing more deeply into myself.

You see, for me, becoming a rebel crone is about allowing all of the false identities I’ve masked myself with throughout 
my life to finally fall away.

The good girl.

The sensible older sister.

The quiet one.

The ‘professional’ woman.

The girlish facilitator of the child-like men I’d attracted for much of my life.



Nicola Humber

All of these ways I’d squeezed myself tightly into the ‘acceptable’ box were now being released. And although I’d 
craved this sense of freedom, I was surprised to realise it felt distinctly uncomfortable.

Because who was I without these masks?

Was there anything left underneath?

The truth is I didn’t really know. I’d spent so long playing a version of myself that was carefully crafted to receive 
approval from others, I had no real idea.

I’d already made some huge changes - leaving my ‘proper’ job in finance to retrain as a hypnotherapist and coach and 
growing a global online business as a transformational mentor.

But now I was being called to go deeper.

So I wrote. My first book, Heal Your Inner Good Girl, was an exploration of the many ways we are conditioned to hold 
back, fit in and not ‘make a fuss’. And this cleared the way for UNBOUND - a journey deeper into my fullest, freest self 
and an invitation for other women to do the same.



Nicola Humber

When I first connected with my Unbound Self, she was royally pissed off. I had expected her to be full of light and joy, 
but after decades of being held down, unacknoweldged, denied, she was raging. She felt wild, out-of-control and to be 
honest, she scared me.

And so began a new stage of the journey, building trust with my Unbound Self and letting her know there was space 
for her, space for ALL of her.

This evolving relationship with the fullest, freest expression of myself, has led me to not only writing two 
transformational books, but founding The Unbound Press, a soul-led publishing imprint for other women writers. As I 
enter the last two years of my forties, I feel like I’m finally doing the work my soul has been calling me to do for all this 
time.

Far from fading into the invisibility that a patriarchal society demands of older women, I am choosing to shine my light 
ever brighter and hold space for other women to do the same.

I intend to be outrageously visible as I move into my crone-dom.

Believe me, I’m only just getting started.



Nicola Humber
Nicola Humber is the author of two transformational books, Heal 
Your Inner Good Girl and UNBOUND. She's also the founder of The 
Unbound Press, a soul-led publishing imprint for unbound women.

After playing the archetypal good girl up until her mid-thirties, 
Nicola left her 'proper' job in finance to retrain as a coach and 
hypnotherapist and this leap of faith led her to what she does now: 
activating recovering good girls to embrace their so-called 
imperfections and shake off the tyranny of 'shoulds', so they can be 
their fullest, freest, most magnificent selves.

Nicola helps women to write the book their Unbound Self is calling 
them to write, whilst growing a community of soul-family readers 
and clients. She's originally from Southampton in the UK, but is now 
based in upstate New York.



Nicola Humber
Find out more about Nicola and her work at: 
http://nicolahumber.com

Access a Meeting Your Unbound Self Visualisation over in her free 
online community for unbound women. The Unbound Collective: 
http://nicolahumber.com/unbound-collective 

http://nicolahumber.com/
http://nicolahumber.com/unbound-collective/


Susie Stonefield Miller

MY REBEL CRONE STORY

**********************************

It’s impossible to grow up as 
a woman in this world and 
not be self-conscious about 
your body. I remember 
distinctly the day I looked 
down at my belly rolls and 
realized I was never going to 
wear a bikini again (I was 13).

old self young self by Susie Stonefield Miller



Susie Stonefield Miller

But as I got older, I began to let go of those cultural and patriarchal expectations. At some point I embraced my naked 
skin, my curves and my graying hair. I wasn’t concerned with aging or being seen as old. I valued the wisdom that 
settled in me as I reached each new chapter of my life. 

As I approached my 50th birthday, I felt that there was something extra significant in that milestone. I welcomed it to 
me with awe and respect. I was crossing a threshold into cronedom and I liked what that signified.

As I turned 50 I was called to…

● Tell my story, a story of mothering a child with severe medical challenges.
● Bring my spiritual self to a higher place, to lead spiritually through music, and to own my own intuitive wisdom 

around my Jewish tradition.
● Serve womxn in circles of possibility, connection and support. 
● Be a lighthouse of creativity for womxn seeking to transform their lives through the artistic process, not to 

become artists but to become more whole, more healed.



Susie Stonefield Miller

Since that time I’ve…

● Started my business, Unfold Your Creative Spirit, an in-person 
and online art studio in which I teach the heart-centered and 
transformative practice of art journaling. I have navigated the 
world of social media, grown my business, done it all DIY, and 
mastered technology. 

● Become the lead singer for my synagogue, bringing my own 
and other new music to the heart of our congregation, helping 
grow our spiritual community and expand our presence as “the 
musical synagogue” in our area.

● Come out of the closet (at age 56) after 29 years in a strong and 
beautiful straight marriage, finally living my truth, and bringing 
that marriage to a close with peace, integrity, honesty, and deep, 
unconditional love.

● Shared my own art and story with the world on social media and 
in galleries and print, including my late-in-life-lesbian story. 

Body Portrait 1 by Susie Stonefield Miller



Susie Stonefield Miller

To me, the crones are the wisdom-keepers of our society. The Wise Womxn. The Sages. The High Priestesses. I felt the 
power of this legacy as I crossed into my 50’s. I called it in with opportunities to speak my truth, share my story, and 
own my age.

As painful as the current political climate is for us, I can only feel that there is something brewing, something that is 
being prepared for us crones. It’s terrifying and exhilarating to think that the patriarchy must be torn down in order for 
the Divine Feminine to rise. But, alas, that is what I think is true. And so, I hope to be a lighthouse for womxn. By 
sharing my gifts and my authentic truth, I hope to give others the energy to step into their own empowerment. To 
speak their truth (and damn the consequences). To be their beautiful, wild, and natural selves. To use creativity as a 
healing force in the world. And to lead with love.

triptych by Susie Stonefield Miller



Susie Stonefield Miller
Some of the programs I’ve created for my clients at Unfold (in person and online) are:

● The Body Passion Project: Transforming Our Love/Hate Relationship with Our Bodies 
● The Way of Transition: Navigating the Uncharted Territory of Life Change
● The Geography of Grief: Take a Journey with the Roadmap of Your Life and Sorrows
● Seeking the Light: Finding the Light Within Yourself with Creativity
● Power Surge: Sex, Art, Menopause and You
● Motherland: Healing Our Mother Stories 
● Soul Journey: New Year’s Eve Creativity and Transformation Retreat
● Come Back to Center: New Year’s Intention Setting Workbook
● Come Back to Center New Year’s Creativity Days

If any of these programs speak to you, I hope you’ll check out my website and sign up for my email list. Then, you’ll find 
out first when these open for registration!  https://www.susiestonefieldmiller.com/

And follow me on social media:

https://www.facebook.com/susiestonefieldmiller

https://www.instagram.com/creativity_midwife/

https://www.susiestonefieldmiller.com/
https://www.susiestonefieldmiller.com/
https://www.facebook.com/susiestonefieldmiller
https://www.instagram.com/creativity_midwife/


Susie Stonefield Miller

we all gotta go sometime by Susie Stonefield Miller



Susie Stonefield Miller
I’m Susie Stonefield Miller, artist, expressive arts guide, and 
creativepreneur.

Think of me as the midwife to your creative spirit!

In both my online and in-person programs I hold space for 
transformation through creativity. I accompany you on the deep 
dives of life. The focus is on your process, not on the product. The 
rich soil we dig into is your relationship with your soul and your 
shadow because, that’s exactly where the silver linings of life hide. 
The roots of your truth. 

I’m all about the messy middle of transformation. The goo inside 
the chrysalis. No longer caterpillar, but not yet butterfly.



Susie Stonefield Miller
I want you to spread your gorgeous wings, but I know how hard the 
journey to that moment is. And before you get there, you have to do 
the work. 

The work of the goo.

Working with me is like having a guide for that journey of 
transmutation. Someone to hang out with you in the chrysalis. I 
mean, we all want to be transformed, but do we want to do that 
alone? No, of course not. 

I know the path well. I have transformed my life and learned to tell 
my truth through the power of creativity. 

I am a certified person-centered expressive arts facilitator and a 
lifelong artist. (I’m also a 4 on the Enneagram—no surprise there!) I 
live and work in Northern California, and have a real life art haven in 
Cotati where I teach art journaling and hold my retreats.



Jo Casey

The joy (and radical idea) of being an older, visible 
woman. 

I work a lot with the concept of cultural conditioning - 
specifically feminine conditioning as it applies to women in 
Europe and North America. 

Our culture has certain expectations and rules for women
(yes, there are some for men too – but here I’m focusing on 
women)
Time and time again, bright, self-aware, grown up women 
business owners struggle with issues like visibility, sharing 
their opinions, setting boundaries, asking for the sale, 
putting themselves forwards for the bigger, brighter 
opportunities, the imposter complex, and perfectionism.



Jo Casey
Be small, thin, softly spoken, pretty and sexy – but not sexual and definitely not slutty, giving (to the point of 
putting themselves last), compliant, agreeable, non-confrontational, private, polite, nurturing, perfect 
(although this is obviously the biggest head Fuck because it’s impossible to achieve – but still we try) and 
certainly not the most brilliant one in the room.

And for older women: You have no little to no value other than to provide bland, compliant nurturing. Please go 
sit in the corner and knit until some baking needs doing. You are no longer sexy. Your opinion doesn’t really 
matter. Any experience you’ve accumulated over your life is of minimal use (unless it’s about mothering).

Thankfully I do see cracks in this narrative. In the relatively short time since women have been able to gain 
degrees (fun fact: Cambridge university didn’t allow women to graduate with a degree until 1947) and enter the 
workforce in significant numbers, we’ve seen an increasing number of women becoming high profile leaders in 
their fields. And as it take a lifetime to amass a body of work and a body of experience, more and more women in 
their 50s, 60s and beyond are deciding to be tone deaf to the gongs telling them their time is up, and instead are 
carrying on regardless, blazing trails and modelling for the rest of us the scope and range available to us if we 
allow ourselves to reject the call to go sit in that corner and be quiet. 



Jo Casey
This does not mean it’s easy. It just shows us it’s possible. Feminine conditioning is powerful and pernicious. 
Maybe you didn’t get these messages explicitly from your family of origin OR you did but you’ve done the work 
to overcome this conditioning, our culture is giving you (and others) these messages ALL THE TIME.

Sometimes it’s so subtle we only notice it when we violate those rules – that’s when our own internal protective 
system kicks in and creates resistance around the ‘dangerous’ action. 
So this conditioning can add an extra layer of internal resistance as our system tries to protect us from the 
violation. Perhaps we find ourselves procrastinating or withdrawing, not applying for the promotion or taking 
the opportunity to speak up. Maybe we tell ourselves we’ll do the thing when we’ve lost some weight, or had a 
haircut or makeover. 
 
To be a visible woman who has full knowledge of her magnificence is to be a unicorn, a trailblazer and a shining 
light for others. It’s also a radical act that can feel dangerous and isolating. 
 
The balm that helps us to stay the course and stay strong is community. Having a circle of women to aid, 
comfort, cheer and encourage as we continue to step out and up. 



Jo Casey
We need daily practice to nourish and fortify ourselves (and in a culture that tells us that we are at the bottom of 
the priority list, this too is a radical act of non-conformity) - whether this be meditation, time in nature, lavish hot 
baths, reading, great food, a devotional practice or whatever soothes your soul and promotes your strength and 
wellbeing. 
 
The culture is shifting and we get to shape it. By being more visible in our crone identities we change the 
narrative of what’s possible as older women. We become beacons of possibility to others. And we get to gently 
shake the world to its foundations. 



Jo Casey
Jo Casey helps coaches and healers get more clients without 
sacrificing soul or sanity. She is a certified coach, speaker, trainer and 
host of The Meaningful Business Podcast.  In addition to being 
British, Jo is slightly nerdy and determined to help women 
overcome our feminine conditioning so we can step out, be seen, 
and thrive.

Jo specializes in helping service-based business owners do the 
self-development work needed to flourish in the online world, get 
more clients and build meaningful businesses - all without resorting 
to the dark arts or sleazy marketing tactics.

Founder of jocasey.com and The Meaningful Business Academy, 
creator and presenter of The Meaningful Business Podcast, speaker, 
and writer for Coaching Blueprint, Mind Body Green and Tiny 
Buddha (among others).

http://www.jocasey.com/
https://meaningfulbizacademy.com/
https://itunes.apple.com/gb/podcast/work-happy-coaching/id778357407?mt=2


Tracie Nichols
For you with deep appreciation…
a video reflection on aging and role 
models and what being a rebel really looks 
like (hint: look in the mirror!) The video is 
just 10-ish easy to watch while you finish 
your cuppa minutes long.

(just click the image -------->)

Also a poem that rose from my marrow 
about six months ago when I was thinking 
about womxn like us…

https://www.loom.com/share/6e69a8ff650641228acf3606aef8cc9d


Tracie Nichols
you stand
surging with power
ready for
creative movement
the rich broth of
a half century of
pain and laughter and
life-shifting realizations
singing in your blood

and they look through you

startled you shift
your stance and
meet their eyes
all hope and disbelief and
determination
and again 

they look through you



Tracie Nichols
you, magnificent one
you know what you bring
(or if not know - you can feel
her indelible stirring)

they, magnificent one,
they have bought the
myths patriarchy sells

the ones that write you off
as spent, withered, creationless

the ones that silence your voice
phase out your presence
divide you from
sister crones
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the truth is
magnificent one,
your voice and surging
power and creative juice
nourish you yet
terrify them

the truth is
you are already outside
their confines,

you with
your silvering hair
and softening skin

you who are
moving life at the
oh-so-sane pace
of a body that knows
pushing only means
missing the best parts



Tracie Nichols
the truth is
you are accompanied
by waves of womxn
softening and silvering
and sane-moving with you

the truth is
patriarchy’s fear
is your freedom

stand in your surging power
gather with the ones like you
stay outside their confines
and build something
real and fierce with the truth
only your bones can sing

rebel crone rising © 2019 Tracie Nichols



Tracie Nichols
I’m Tracie Nichols, and I’m a bit of a village wise womxn helping 
quiet, sensitive, curious, thoughtful womxn of deepening years 
through the wild and unpredictable terrain of deep changes.

A Rebel Crone, Poet, Aromatherapist and Mentor, I’m especially 
good at helping you

● find the thread that connects seemingly unrelated ideas 
(you’re creative, not flaky!)

● heartstorm an ephemeral urge into a viable project
● find focus and groundedness when what’s in your head looks 

like Dorothy’s tornado (tame the swirl!)

I love creating spaces where 50-ish+ sensitive, introverted womxn 
can unfurl their voices, be who they choose to be and do what they 
choose to do. Because, ohmygoddess if there ever was a time when 
our perspective is needed, it’s now.



Tracie Nichols
You can subscribe to my new moon/full moon newsletter here:  

http://eepurl.com/duPwhP

Here are some blog posts people tell me they love... 

Ground Truthing Myself

The Strength in our Differentness

In the Borderlands Among Aging and Body Wisdom

Driving By the Ache 

And, hey! Let's connect on Instagram (@tracietnichols), or Facebook.

http://eepurl.com/duPwhP
https://www.tracienichols.com/blog/2019/9/24/ground-truthing-myself
https://www.tracienichols.com/blog/2019/9/4/the-strength-in-our-differentness
https://www.tracienichols.com/blog/2019/3/17/in-the-borderlands-among-aging-and-body-wisdom
https://www.tracienichols.com/blog/2019/8/8/driven-by-the-ache
https://www.instagram.com/tracietnichols/
https://www.facebook.com/EcoAudientTracieNichols


A few final thoughts...

First, a giant thank you to all of the womxn who shared 
thoughts and stories throughout this project. Both those 
whose contributions appear in this ebook and those who 
shared in emails, instant messages, on Instagram and in 
the Facebook group. As I’ve said multiple times - and will 
continue saying - Coming together. Witnessing each 
other. Sharing our stories. Defying the invisibility 
imperative. That’s the antidote. You and your story are 
the antidote.

The project ebook will remain available to anyone at 
https://www.tracienichols.com/rebel-crones-rising so share it 
with some rebel crone friends!

May you all keep gathering in circles of solidarity, 
exploring your uniqueness and raising your voices. 
So much love and appreciation,
Tracie

https://www.tracienichols.com/rebel-crones-rising
https://www.tracienichols.com/


The Rebel Crones Rising project 
was organized and edited 

by Tracie Nichols.

For more about Tracie’s 
mentoring work and womxn’s 

circles, please visit her website at 
https://www.tracienichols.com/

https://www.tracienichols.com/

