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esigned and written with care and respect for the
ancient alchemists and for today’s readers seeking
positive change, this book reconstructs an age-old
system of transformation dating back to Alexandria, Egypt,
200 A.D.
The Alchemical Woman translates the ancient metaphorical
tradition of Alchemy—practiced by diverse cultures for
millennia—into a meaningful and practical tool for selfdiscovery. Elaborate concepts, such as the coniunctio, dressed
in mysterious images are edited into workable compositions
that enable women to readily adopt these ancient and
mystical concepts as their own. This interactive handbook
gently guides the reader through the five alchemical stages—
from Nigredo to Rubedo—that are the foundation for THE
GREAT WORK, the Philosopher’s Stone, the elixir of life.
It reveals potent formulas for dealing with all the aspects of
the psyche—the shadow and the light.
The Alchemical Woman appeals to women who seek personal
empowerment, spiritual fulfillment, and a methodology that
is practical, powerful, and that provides specific steps for
evaluating and transforming one’s life.
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DEDICATION

e celebrate and give gratitude to all the Alchemists
from time immemorial whose knowledge, wisdom,
and passion ignite our souls, vision, and imagination.

The three armed still of Mary the Jewess.
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VENUS

Venus—bid me loving welcome
as I descend into The Great Work.
Give me the strength, tenacity
and insight
To overcome the challenges
cast before me on
This soul journey of discovery.
-R. Rubio 2007
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PROLOGUE

F

or centuries, the World of Alchemy has captured the
imagination of curious women and men from ancient to
current cultures. Secretive and mysterious, sulfuric and
pungent, alchemy promises the seeker amazing results—changing base metal into gold.
The early alchemists sought and discovered a new way to communicate their inner stirrings, their soul’s calling, onto visible
images that were steeped in esoteric symbols. Adam McLean, a
contemporary alchemist, says that “Alchemy can be seen as keys
to unlock the mysteries of the soul’s architecture. If we choose
to use it this way, it can lead us deep into the mysteries of our
inner world.”
Alchemy, as psychologist Carl Jung envisioned it, can be used
as a transformative tool to help people reach the highest degree
of wholeness.
He saw this ancient tradition as a hidden psychic treasure that
needed to be uncovered, layer by layer, in order to discover how
we could gain new insights and understanding to expand and
deepen our soulwork in modern times. The timeless alchemical
stages are metaphors, or symbols for guidelines to realize our life
path to reach our potential as human beings.
Our intent in writing The Alchemical Woman is to offer our readers this ancient code of change that is translated into a meaningful and practical tool for self-discovery. We all need a trustworthy
guide that directs us through the darkest and most difficult times
of our lives. The journey of transformation is riddled with hearttugging regrets, golden opportunities, elation, delusion, twists,
turns and relentless confusion. We believe that underneath these
life-events lies the hope for living a purpose-filled life.
We invite strong-willed women who desire a dynamic yet benevolent technique for dealing with life’s limitations to participate in this transformative journey of the Alchemical Woman.
In the book you will find mythic tales, real-life narratives, reflective commentaries, and exercises to enhance your journey toward alchemical wholeness. Colorful illustrations and personal
insight pages are included as daily references.
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INTRODUCTION
Maria Hebraea and Associates

I

magine yourself in Alexandria, Egypt around 200 A.D. You
are walking on an uneven cobblestone corridor that meanders past a series of thick-stoned houses. It’s nighttime, but
you’re assisted by the moonlight. The path abruptly ends in front
of a pair of ancient wooden doors. An odd but familiar odor, sulfuric in nature, is coming from inside the dwelling. One of the
doors is cracked open just enough for you to peek inside. Something compels you to push the massive door open and walk in.
The room is dimly lit and furnished with solid teak tables and
shelves that are jam-packed with odd shaped glass receptacles
filled with pungent smelling substances. It resembles a chemistry
lab. Volumes of encyclopedic-type books, some with smears or
liquid spills on them, are stacked in uneven piles. You notice
that the only source of light is from the fiery white candles that
are scattered throughout the room. The large, cold room with its
high vaulted ceilings feels cluttered and in disarray.
Suddenly, a woman appears at the top of the circular stairway.
She wears a crimson cloak that drags several inches behind her.
Her long black curls cascade loosely past her shoulders. Several
people follow her down the stairs. You hide behind the nearest
bookshelf.
In a strong, somber voice, she talks passionately about the
Great Work and the secrets that it contains. The others, perhaps
her students or helpers, eagerly cling to her every word. You
manage to slip out of the room by the time they reach the bottom of the stairs. Your heart is pounding, but you yearn to go
back in. What strange world have you entered?
This is the world of Maria Hebraea or the Divine Maria, the
first woman to practice alchemy in Alexandria. The Prophetess,
as she was also called, was a great teacher and practitioner of
the Royal Art. In fact, throughout the centuries, her doctrines
about the wholeness of nature are interwoven into the study of
8

alchemy. Great scholars engaged in the philosopher’s quest used
the alchemical instruments she designed or perfected. They imitated her distilling methods and quoted her doctrines.
By the time Michael Maier, the post-medieval alchemist,
painted her portrait, Maria Hebraea had become a legend and
is said to be one of four women to produce the Philosopher’s
Stone, the elixir of life. The others were Cleopatra, Taphnutia,
and Medera At one point, she was called Moses’ sister, and even
Jesus’ helper. Regardless of her legendary transformations, this
intelligent woman changed forever the way alchemy is perceived.
Today, the authors of The Alchemical Woman respectfully acknowledge Maria Hebraea’s contributions to this book and impart her ancient teachings as an inspiration for you, the reader,
to find the “wholeness of your nature.”

Maria Hebraea
—R. Rubio 2002
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THE ALCHEMICAL PASSIONS

I

n the study of Alchemy, there are five stages and seven operations that create the foundation for the Great Work. Our
intent is to translate these ancient ideas into a meaningful
and practical resource book for women to use. Though the original thesis of the alchemist was to change base matter (the prima
materia) into gold, the illusive Philosopher’s Stone, we believe
that hidden within the literal interpretations of this timeless
tradition lie the secret symbolic formulas available to woman.
What are the benefits of exploring and adopting such an ageold tradition that has been cloaked in mystery, seasoned with
magic, and practiced (as the legends say) by borderline mavericks
who wanted union with nature? If the commitment to complete
this voyage is genuine, then the rewards are far-reaching. The
results can range from excellent health, increased wealth, vitality, and most importantly spiritual wholeness. Ultimately, each
woman who takes on this exciting challenge will be alchemically
changed forever.
Before we begin this journey, we need to pay respect to the
ancient practitioners, especially Maria Hebraea, who dedicated
their lives to the Royal Art and poured their wisdom into the
encoded formulas and cryptic illustrations. We also need to acknowledge that the archaic codes are rooted in hermetic trickery
and shrouded in puzzling terminology (Hermes was the trickster
god of the Greek pantheon and later appears as Hermes Trismegistus, patriarch of Alchemy).
The alchemical voyage is not linear. It meanders, at random,
between alchemy’s five stages and seven operations. This exciting metamorphic process guarantees the student a dynamic way
to live: endlessly changing and challenging. Each stage has a special message and a “sense” specific attribute to impart to us.
So, we will want to focus on it. Dedicated students will achieve
10

positive results as they go through the five stages, Nigredo to Rubedo, with the right tools and a sincere intention to develop inner wisdom.
We invite you to enter the portal of alchemical transformation and begin your Five-Stage journey toward Whoeleness.

Divinity is in its omniscience and omnipotence
like a wheel, a circle, a whole, that can neither be
understood, nor divided, nor begun nor ended.
—Hildegard of Bingen

Caution: It is important to seek professional psychological evaluation
and assistance if you feel detached from reality and/or are experiencing
signs of deep withdrawal, hopelessness, or other anti-social symptoms
directed at yourself or others.
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NIGREDO Passage into Night
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NIGREDO (BLACKNESS)

Metal: Lead
Element: Earth
Sense: Touch
Operation: Mortificatio
Jewel: Onyx

T

he first stage of the alchemical process is the darkest
and most disturbing because it advocates change, a word
abhorred by those who fear transformation. This is the
place where personal challenges emerge on our life journey that
are amplified by death, loss and life choices that occur when
you’re part of a sinking ship, and you’re not even the captain.
As we mature, we experience restlessness, boredom, and perhaps depression. We look for meaning in our lives and answers
to our deepest questions. What is happening to our youthfulness and vitality? Will our creativity, our imagination, and our
dreams vanish? Will we sink below the surface into the quicksand of the Underworld? And what is happening to our boundless energy? Where do these feelings of inertia and lethargy come
from?
When the answers don’t come quickly, we start to look for
solutions outside of ourselves. The youth-oriented consumer
culture beckons us to explore quick-fixes. Facelifts, shopping
sprees, or romantic flings become superficial tonics that fizzle
like day-old champagne. Granted, these impetuous solutions do
appease our insecurities, but how far reaching are they? How
long will it be before we are tempted by the next quick fix adventure?
Nigredo is the place where we meet the hidden sides of our
personality, those parts that reflect our flaws, shortcomings,
and the stale habits that bind our inner weaknesses. If we dare
to look, we see ourselves in the Mirror of Truth. Sometimes, we
experience mortificatio (toxic shame) and feel shocked by what
we discover. This blackness entangles us in its gnarly vines and
forces us to examine our life choices. We begin to dig around in
our prima materia, which means, “base matter.”
14

From this place many questions arise: What really “matters”?
Do we really “matter”? What’s the “matter”? We start to encounter the leaden material in our lives that presses on us and shuts
out the oxygen. We have an inner desire to loosen and reshape
our lives, to wash the mud from our minds! This is not the time
to be distracted away from this uncomfortable state through denial, but rather, to plunge into our depths to find out what is
calling us.
Commenting on this condition, Maureen Murdock says:
“Women find their way back to themselves, not by moving
up into the light...but by moving down into the depths of the
ground of their being…digging the earth to find her way back to
herself expresses woman’s initiation process.” We shouldn’t be
hasty or foolhardy, but we should use the time to examine our
inner workings with an unsoiled lens. We need to delve into the
operation of mortificatio and investigate the tainted, shameful,
and hardened places inside us that have resisted the light of day.
The questions that may arise here are: What do we want that
wants us? Do we dare to uncover the source of painful memories? Can this darkening be a time of celebration and spiritual
renewal? When initiatory sojourns present themselves to us, it
may be a signal that we are ready for deep ceremonial cleansing
and rewarding spiritual insight.
Actually, this darkened state is the perfect time for incredible opportunities to appear. Clear thinking sparked with an occasional epiphany starts to appear in
our lives. At this crucial point, Maria
Hebraea would say to take the white,
clear, precious herb that grows inside
of us and work with it until it nourishes us. She would add, “Burn our
copper with sulphur and after having
recovered it will be without shadow.”
In other words, if we work with our
imperfections, then we will transition
out of the shadow and into the light.
15

MYTH
OF

INITIATIONS

T

he temperature, brought on
by a freak storm, has dropped below two figures and there
is no break in site. The constant noise of the furnace irritates your nerves. You stare out of the window and begin to
reexamine your life choices. Old memories filled with dark and
dirty impressions swirl in your head evoking anxiety and fear
like a black onyx. The reflection in the windowpane exposes a
confused woman caught in the throes of change. But it is a paradoxical situation, because you are simultaneously experiencing
stagnation, a sense of dried-up creativity.
It seems that everything you do, or want to do, meets with
negative results. You feel trapped by your commitments and see
no way out. A sense of urgency comes over you. You decide to
go for a walk to “readjust” your thoughts and gain insight into
your current predicament. As you step outside, the searing cold
slaps you in the face, each breath you take sucks the moisture
from your body. Soon you’re shivering uncontrollably and crave
a warm place to rest.
The desert-like outcroppings that surround your home afford
just the right “hideaway.” There’s an underground spring that
feeds into a bubbling pond inside a nearby grotto. You enter
and recline near the hot spring. Perhaps this place filled with
condensation can ease your pain. Suddenly you hear a noise
coming from deep inside the cave.
The silhouette of a woman dressed in a long cloak walks toward
you. She stops and sits down next to you. Without asking, she begins to tell you a story that resonates with your state of being:
It was a time when Gods and Goddess inhabited the earth and worked
their magic on each other. Early one day, a tragic event occurred in the
16

fields of Eleusis that disrupted the Mistress of Earth, Demeter. What
was it? Ah yes, Demeter is reliving that fateful day when her daughter
Persephone, the love of her life, was lost to her. The recollections, like
deadly skulls chained together, bombard her consciousness—the realization that Persephone is gone. Demeter herself searches, laments, calls,
for help. No one comes to her aid, her demands for help go unanswered.
Then comes the horrendous revelation from Hecate, the Queen of Crossroads. The contemptible Hades, Lord of hell, dragged Persephone down
to the Underworld in his saturnian chariot driven by seven frothing,
seething stallions. He abducted her to coerce her into being his consort in the domain of the Underworld. In her mother-fury and anguish,
Demeter unleashes all her powers to pull back her daughter from the
ghastly fate of living for eternity in the lifeless Underworld. Then it
comes to light that Zeus, the all-powerful Lord of All has permitted his
brother Hades to commit this unspeakably evil act.
Demeter, Mother Goddess of the Sacred Earth, is paralyzed. From
her swollen eyes, she regards her listless and exhausted body. Even though
she is a divine personage in the pantheon of gods, she often chooses to
roam the Earth in human form. She finds herself trapped and helpless
in her fleshly garb, unable to move or navigate out of the icy debris surrounding her. The fallen deity observes her feet stuck in frozen sludge,
her leaden thighs are immobilized, and her slumped-down torso is unable to move her defenseless arms.
In this place that she inhabits, all is dark, void of life and sound—a
deep darkness, not the darkness of night where your eyes finally adjust
enough to make out some semblance of form. This is a place of formless
matter, of thick and heavy obscurity where nothing moves. As Demeter
reaches out her arms to test this space that encompasses her, all she
encounters is a profound gravitational pull that sucks her back down
into the cold ground. She feels like she is buried alive in a bloodless tomb
where shadows do not exist.
How did she, the Goddess of the living Earth, end up in this lifeless, mournful abyss? Her slow-moving mentality begins to conjure up
glimpses of other times, other intervals in her life. But this formless
domain is even absent of memory, so the only impression that Demeter
can discern is a perception of loss—a huge, thundering loss of profound
magnitude.
17

Everything that happens to you is your teacher.
The secret is to learn to sit at the feet of your
own life and be taught by it.
-Polly B. Berends

Your arm falls asleep and you readjust your bodily position.
The storyteller pauses to allow your movements to subside. She
is intent on telling you her story. She continues:
Demeter finds herself in this wasteland of immobility where her agony
is so deep that emotion is dried up, her consciousness anesthetized, her
will destroyed. But wait—there is a dim realization that she chooses to
be in this state. That it is necessary to be here, to engage in profound
soulwork. In fact, there is a knowingness that she must go even deeper to
find her way out. It’s as if she’ll have to go to the bottom of the world,
through the concrete depths, to dig her way out to the other side.
She realizes that it is necessary to become familiar with this landscape of nothing and nowhere, in order to live again. Dying to herself
to bring life back to her world is oddly comforting. This place can be
her domain for awhile. She can hang out in this locus of no action, and
delve deeper and deeper like a miner—and in time perhaps discover a
precious jewel buried beneath the shards of ice..
As Demeter’s soul dries up, so does the fecundity of the earth. The
vacuum of life-giving energy which she, the Great Mother, projects on
to the world causes the landscape to become withered and frozen. Soon
Zeus, the Lord of all, notices the diminishing abundance of the earth
and offers a compromise to Demeter—he will allow mother and daughter
to reunite, but only for part of the year. Persephone must return yearly
back to the Underworld as queen and consort to Hades. Demeter rises
up out of the cold, dark place and embraces her daughter. She glances
back at her cocoon-like cave where she was stuck in devastation, all the
while giving thanks for the gift of solitude and timelessness that helped
her find her soul and a way out, back to her daughter.
The crimson cloaked woman ends her story. She gently extends her closed hand toward you. She opens it and reveals a
18

dazzling jewel the size of an acorn. It’s blue lapiz the ancient
stone used by the alchemists! She puts the stone in your hand
and closes your fingers around it. Without hesitation, the enchantress stands up and readjusts her cloak. Her long black hair
touches your face as she glides past you. It feels like a mantle
of silk. Quietly, the storyteller retraces her steps back into the
dark, dank cave and disappears from view. You feel energized,
filled with hope. The blue stone feels warm inside your hand.
You step outside of the grotto to go home. Delicate snowflakes
descend from the sky and gently caress your face.

Here wholly
the dragon is cleansed
from blackness and is made
white as milk.

Findinglovenbedded
in the wound
19

Wherever thou art, all is brought to perfection;
may the realm of thy Knowledge
become subject unto thee.
-Karl von Eckartshausen
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NIGREDO NARRATIVES
Allison’s Story
At one point I looked at my life and all I could see was missed opportunity and lost potential. I felt nothing could change in me and that things
were irrevocable … It was an energy shift that brought on real grieving.
These poignant words are spoken by Allison when she comments on the defining moments of one phase of her life. She
evokes the melancholy of regret and sadness that accompanies
us when we are in that dark, deep cavern of the Nigredo.
Allison’s revelations about her encounter with the Nigredo
stage were precipitated by outside forces. Long ago memories
of horrific child abuse inflicted by a caretaker resurfaced when
she was assaulted by her boyfriend. Her mother passed away a
month later. Bitterly, Allison challenged her higher power and
screamed, “You’re not supposed to give a person more than they
can handle—well, I can’t handle all this —-What are you doing to
me? In a despondent voice, she describes her inner hopelessness
when she was in the pit of Nigredo:
I just thought I had no purpose. I thought—if this is all there is I
don’t want to be here. I asked myself really hard questions and the
stress of that sent me into early menopause. I finally put all this
out to the universe and I just said—whatever’s for the highest good,
please let it happen. If I’m not supposed to be here, just get it over
with. That was a defining moment for me.
Courageously facing what she perceived as an inner vacuum
brought Allison to the depths of despair. When she allowed herself to occupy the dead space inside, the right questions emerged
and she could start the climb out of darkness.
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All these conditions shook Allison’s confidence in her outer
self. Every time she passed by a mirror, her idea of what she
ought to be and how society wanted her to look, became an
ongoing confrontation with dissonance at the sight of herself in
the mirror.
I haven’t had this many changes in my body since adolescence. My
skin is changing and it bothers me. I never thought I’d buy into
what society says about physical beauty this much. I look into the
mirror and give myself glances of animosity—I don’t like what I’m
seeing. Sometimes I wonder who’s walking around in me. I experience confusion, loss of concentration, and can’t think clearly.
Allison’s emergence out of Nigredo occurred slowly and subtly as she began to accept solace and understanding from those
who truly cared for her and when she listened to the voice of
her inner self. When she realized that she was worthy of respect,
the woman shining back at her from the mirror affirmed: “I am
a survivor, not a victim; I am a woman, not a child; I am powerful, not weak. I have a right to be here. AND I AM ENOUGH!”
As she did so, a flood of emotion engulfed her and she felt like
she was coming home after a long arduous journey. She began
to connect with others and to see herself from a much less judgmental point of view. Her obstacles became stepping stones to a
new stage in her life.

Pure Form, Mother of the most perfect Being,
lift thyself up to the Light for us,
now as we toil and in the hour
when we complete the Work!
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REFLECTIONS

A

llison’s negative perception of her mirror image reflects
the mind-set of many women who are stuck in the world
of Nigredo. The dominant society’s attitude toward woman is a force that propels us on a downward spiral of self-loathing as we experience natural changes in ourselves. The characteristics that define the Nigredo stage, such as static and stuck,
turn out to be the gift that forces us to look into the Mirror of
Truth.
It’s a place where the buck stops, smack dab on our doorstep.
Confrontation with what is going on inwardly and outwardly
has to be reckoned with. The profound grief that comes out of
life circumstances, such as catastrophic child abuse experiences,
untimely illness and death, or simply the despair of seeing the
door close on life opportunities, has to be experienced head
on.
There is a psychological need to delve deeply into the depths
of despair in order to find the hidden jewel. Oftentimes, the
gift of the spirit is found imbedded in the wound. It’s important to
remember that the Nigredo is just a stage of life not a life-sentence. We can dig our way out of the prima materia and disentangle ourselves from the gnarly vines of grief, pain and intense
suffering.
When we go upward to another level after our descent to hell,
we will never be the same—we change in significant ways. As
Maureen Murdock says, “breakdown becomes breakthrough.”
This is the lesson of the Nigredo stage—the darkest place in ourselves offers the possibility for the most potent enlightenment.
We need to exist intensely in the Nigredo stage in order to get
to the other side. This is the commonality that underlies the
secret of each of the alchemical stages. It seems like a paradox
that you have to hang out in a place that is not necessarily comfortable in order to move out of it. Especially in the Nigredo stage
23

which is formless, timeless, and static, you may have a huge craving to deny that you are there, and just desire to hitchhike out of
this stationary existence by whatever means possible.
You may have been forced there by life circumstances that
plunge you into depression or trauma. There may be no apparent or ostensible reason that you feel pulled down to the depths.
You may be experiencing a time of inactivity, enouie, boredom,
restlessness, and staleness that is uncomfortable for you, as well
as your loved ones who have to live within your sphere of influence. You may even feel armor-plated, shielded from interacting
with people on any, but the most superficial level.
Maureen Murdock explains how this descent into the Nigredo is a necessary requirement for every woman to experience
sometime in her life: “A woman moves down into the depths to
reclaim parts of herself that split off…and acquaints herself, perhaps for the first time, with her body, her emotions, her sexuality,
her intuition, her images, her values, and her mind. This is what
she finds in the depths.”

We know or somehow are mature enough to tell the truth of how
miserable it is to shrink the heart down and then to try to keep out all
threats. At a certain mysterious moment you are willing to say, “Okay,
I surrender. I give up. Let it all come in.” In that moment, what a revelation of the capacity of your heart to include everything. Everything.
All the pain of the world, all the pain of the past, all the pain to come,
the necessary pain that is a part of life, the unnecessary pain that is part of avoiding pain. All
of it. All of it. Then your heart is not just your
heart and it’s not the beautiful muscle of your
body, or even your emotional heart. It is the
core of the world. It is the universe itself. It is
life itself, knowing itself as the capacity to hold
all of life. That’s the possibility. -Gangaji
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KEYSTONES
Practical formulas for digging into the Nigredo Stage
!

Touch the mirror of recognition by acknowledging that in this present moment you are right here,
stuck in the Nigredo. Be courageous and name
the thing that has you in its clutches. Recognize
the dark place that you reside in by granting honor
and sacredness to what you are experiencing.

!

Ask for indulgence from your friends and family during this time when you are quiet and living
more inwardly. They, in turn, may try to persuade
you to move up and out of that stuck place with the
famous phrase, “You need to move on.” However,
what may be needed is an even deeper plunge
into the darkness.

!

Invent a ritual that honors this moment in time
that you are in the Nigredo. Enacting a ritual can
combine powerful elements that allow your energy to shift to a different level of consciousness. By
actually celebrating and naming the dark, shadowy domain of the Nigredo where you are existing
in this space in time, you set the stage for a loosening of the leaden bonds that rigidly entrap you
in their grasp. Place an onyx stone on your altar to
represent your movement away from toxic lead.

!

Participate in a vision quest in order to focus on
the meaning of your soulwork in a group setting
with facilitators who can support you in this part
of your journey through the alchemical stages. A
trusted therapist, coach, or friend who will enable
you to reflect on your experience in a nonjudgmental way can be very helpful to you in your process at this time.
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KEYSTONES
Practical formulas for digging into the Nigredo Stage
!

One of the devastating ways that we are plunged
beneath the roots of Nigredo is through the deaths
of loved ones (divorce or loss of home, career, or
direction in life). Too often, we are urged to get
over it and get on with our lives. However, these
places in life plunge us to the nadir of our depths,
so we must give ourselves time to express what
is necessary for our healing. One way to do this is
to set up a special area where you place not just
photos of your loved one, but also mementoes,
candles, poems, and meaningful objects that
show the significance of the life lived. Then, after a time (a month, two months, several months)
choose a couple of items and put them away in
a lovely box. After that, from time to time, let go
of some other things, things that seem to tell you
that it’s time to surrender to the present.

Death is always fo lowed
by rebirth
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The mystical heart diagrams of Paul Kaym
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THE JOURNEY
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XLISRP]XLMRK]SYGSYPHHS²
HIXIVQMRIHXSWEZI
XLISRP]PMJI]SYGSYPHWEZI
—Mary Oliver

PERSONAL INSIGHTS

Contemplate the stage of the Nigredo, take
time to reflect on what you are experiencing. Write down your feelings, ideas, and
insights that touch you during your decent
into the dark cavern of the Nigredo.

29

30

31

LAPIZ Passage into Dawn
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Blue Horizon
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LAPIZ (BLUENESS)

Metal: Silver
Element: Water
Sense: Taste
Operation: Solutio
Jewel: Lapiz Lazuli, Sapphire

T

he blue transition between Nigredo (blackness) and Albedo (whiteness) brings some light into the darkness. The
silver lining that dwells in the Albedo stage first appears
in the Lapiz stage. This is where we start to move out of the
numbness, paralysis and stuckness of the Nigredo, and navigate
toward narrow openings that take us out of the obscurity of our
confusion. The Tin Man of the Wizard of Oz is our mentor here.
When the Tin Man notices the rust on his metal armor, he realizes that his tears of heartfelt emotion caused it. In the same
manner, the injection of Blue into our Nigredo state propels us
out of our metallic, numbed existence, into a place of feeling, of
watery emotion.
With our entrance into the landscape of blueness, barely perceptible images of hope begin to appear. It is akin to the bodily
process of healing when we experience the prickly, itchy sensations of the closure of the wound. In the same manner, our
psychic wounds begin to heal when we rise up from numbness
and are able to articulate and express our sad feelings—when we
can begin to lick the salt on our wounds.
When we enter blue consciousness, the Nigredo stage loosens
its hold on us. As our palates pucker from the taste of sour
grapes, we begin to glimpse a taste of freedom. We gnaw through
the entangled vines that have held us captive in their twisted
shadows, while it compels us through the process of solutio, to
seek a resolution to our personal struggles. The thick, dense
earth of the Nigredo begins to crumble as the blueness of water
dissolves the giant clots of the mud in our minds. Our emotions
start to flow like a river of mercury. Because of the way we are
extending our boundaries upward in this new dawn, we start to
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gain confidence in using our imagination to test new possibilities for the upward trajectory of life.
Again, we must use caution and not rush into the blueness
until we have mapped the areas in our lives that need to be
changed. We need to devise a “cleansing” regimen that will result in our desired goals. If not, then like Ulysses (who struggled
to get home to Ithaca, but was daunted by faulty maps and unexpected shipwrecks) we will be hurled about the uncharted oceans
without our internal compass and wash ashore onto a place not
to our liking. Fortunately, the Lapiz stage prepares us to accept
the Albedo where the solution to our predicaments lies.

Ephesian Diana; alchemical furnace

Some medieval alchemists claimed that their opus every material
must be turned to water first. In order for us to be more perceptive to the imaginal we can pretend that a part of us must become
more like water. —Mary Watkins
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MYTH
OF

BAPTISMS

T

he sun rises and the
snow has melted. The
blueness of the sky is
covered in a dense layer of
clouds. Rain is imminent. As you open your eyes to the new day,
you feel something smooth in your hand. You loosen your hold
on the object and find a brilliantly blue lapiz stone. You weren’t
dreaming! Your encounter with the cloaked woman inside the
grotto was real!
It begins to rain. You are compelled to step outside to feel
the soothing wetness on your body—to be baptized anew with
a feeling of hope. Memories of the night before linger in your
thoughts. Is this the day that you’ll be completely released from
the shadow world of the Nigredo?
Your heart starts pounding as you contemplate your freedom
from the hell that has held you captive for far too long. Yet,
you sense that your steps toward the light are still laden with
pessimism and doubt. The silver lining of hope is only a faint
possibility.
You dress and descend the stairway into the gray blue den.
You sit on your comfort chair and with eyes closed, you breath
in and pray for a sign that will guide you
out of this funk. The door bell rings. It’s the
delivery service.
A package has arrived for you. You examine it closely, there’s no return address.
Who sent it? Inside the carefully wrapped
box, you discover an oversized book wrapped
in shades of shimmering blue. It’s an old
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manuscript covered in esoteric symbols. Something falls out
from the discolored pages. You bend and pick up the object. It’s
a letter addressed to you.
This manuscript is a gift from the Muses. Find
within these pages the ancient call to create
the life you seek. It will be given to you.
Believe....
Sweet Woman,
We have been by your side observing your journey. Your sadness
enfolds us. The dark, dank recesses of your inner thoughts are infused with such heaviness. You have found relief from the clutches
of the Nigredo and now the blueness of life envelops you. Honor
this moment in your life. Though it brings you many challenges,
you will overcome them. You have the creative impulse within you,
follow its urging. Caress your Lapiz stone and allow its magic to
penetrate your defenses. We ask that you gently surrender to the
inevitable peace that awaits you. Trust in your divinity. Celebrate
the birth of a new order in your life.
The Nine Daughters of Mnemosyne
You clutch the letter and recite the actions you are being asked
to take. Can you surrender to the inevitable? Are the Muses
real or are you being taunted by an overactive imagination? As
a child you were told over and over again to trust only in what
you could see. You look at the manuscript. It’s solid. The musty
pages are real. You’re not imagining it!
The rain is relentless. A chill finds its way into your body.
You shiver uncontrollably. You’re compelled to cuddle up in
your chair and search the pages of the manuscript for insights or
answers that can restore passion back into your life. You begin
to gently rub the lapiz stone. Your breathing slows down.
You open the book to a strange passage, “We choose the experiences that will help us move toward the light.” Your cynical side
smirks at such a thought. Why would anyone create hellish
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experiences that taunt and torture them? How can these dark
moments lead anyone to the light? As you contemplate these
thoughts, you notice that the rain has ceased. A gentle breeze
rocks the branches of the trees. A ray of light cuts through the
cloud-filled sky. Stirring within you is an urge to turn on some
music. You reach for the knob and turn the radio on. Question
from the Moody Blues fills the silence.
I’m looking for someone to change my life,
looking for miracles in my life...
You shiver from a deep knowing that you’re being guided to an
exit sign that will direct you toward your destiny. Yes, you are looking for miracles in your life and questioning why you’re caught
in this illusion. You sense that asking why wastes time. Movement toward your desired outcome is what you crave. It’s what
the Muses are asking of you. You are who you’ve been looking
for—The Miracle Worker. The way out of your blueness is within
you. You glance outside your window and observe that the clouds
have thinned out. You smile as you see a silvery edge around the
clouds that still linger. With conviction, you stand up, arrange
your clothes, and step forward toward a new beginning.
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LAPIZ

NARRATIVES

Jessica’s Story

J

essica loved her home and
land that bordered a nature
preserve—in fact, she had
chosen her house based on her
connection to the land. Even
though her husband seemed like a stranger because he was rarely
home, she wanted him and her children to experience the same
thrill that made her feel like a part of creation. The situation
that catapulted her into depression involved collusion between
real estate developers and civic leaders who decided to sidestep
laws and develop the wilderness acreage into a subdivision.
When Jessica learned of plans to corrupt the area, she experienced an intense emotional crisis and was thrown into psychological distress. She became extremely depressed, as if she
had been attacked at the level of deep soul. But then, as Jessica
rose up from the deep nothingness of Nigredo to the silver-blue
of Lapiz, new questions arose from the depth of her being. She
describes her experience as a deep sadness, but also as a space
to examine her deepest values, the meaning of her life, and the
possibility of hope:
It made me feel very small and broken down. I’d sit outside at
night and cry for hours and watch the stars and coyotes. It was the
worst thing and the best thing that ever happened to me because it
made me ask the really deep questions. I said to myself—this isn’t
working. All that I’ve known and all that I’ve been up to this
point—what does it mean? I wondered, why am I here? What do
I really want?
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REFLECTIONS

T

hese questions based in the “blueness” of despondency,
moving toward the hopefulness of curiosity, stimulated
Jessica to focus on an expanded awareness of her life
situation where depression was the indicator of her struggles.
It brought her to the realization that she had been sidestepping
the deep problems in her primary relationship with her husband. As long as she channeled her passion and activity into
exterior concerns, she could remain in denial of the loneliness,
heartbreak, and anger that resulted from her husband’s constant rejection. As she hung out in the Lapiz stage and stayed
with her questions, a real clarity and resolve formed and she
began to change her life.
Contemplating blueness brings to mind the Blue Stage of famous artist Pablo Picasso. He depicted figures of sadness and despair paradoxically clothed in the garb of harlequins and comic
jesters—a visual indication of how the Lapiz stage reflects the
transition into hope.
James Hillman states that, “The blue transit between black
and white is like that sadness which emerges from despair as
it proceeds towards reflection.
Reflection here comes from or
takes one into a blue distance,
less a concentrated act that we
do than something insinuating
itself upon us as a cold, isolating
inhibition. This vertical withdrawal is also like an emptying
out, the creation of a negative
capability, or a profound listening—already an intimation of
Illumination-Hildegard
silver.”
of Bingen
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Hope Is The Thing With Feathers
,STIMWXLIXLMRK[MXLJIEXLIVW
8LEXTIVGLIWMRXLIWSYP
%RHWMRKWXLIXYRI[MXLSYXXLI[SVHW
%RHRIZIVWXSTWEXEPP
%RHW[IIXIWXMRXLIKEPIMWLIEVH
%RHWSVIQYWXFIXLIWXSVQ
8LEXGSYPHEFEWLXLIPMXXPIFMVH
8LEXOITXWSQER][EVQ
-¶ZILIEVHMXMRXLIGLMPPIWXPERH
%RHSRXLIWXVERKIWXWIE
=IXRIZIVMRI\XVIQMX]
-XEWOIHEGVYQFSJQI
-Emily Dickinson
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KEYSTONES
Practical formulas for moving into the Lapiz Stage
Here are some suggestions that will infuse energy back into your
life during the Lapiz stage.

42

!

Be curious. Seek new opportunities to discover or
rediscover your active self. Get your body moving, take dancing lessons, join a yoga class. It’s
important to go for walks, to take deep breaths
and to mingle with uplifting people who have
your best interest at heart. Adorn yourself in blueness—lapiz lazuli, sapphire or aquamarine.

!

Find a quiet place and think about the things that
bring you joy, the things that make you giggle like
a child, the things that are fun to do. Write them
down and find pictures that reflect these emotions.
Mount or place them in a highly visible place for
you to see everyday. GO DO THEM!

!

Create a collage that reflects your dreams, goals,
and desires. Be open and receptive to your inner stirrings that want to be seen, felt and experienced. Display your artistic masterpiece in a visible location for your daily inspection.

!

Be gentle with yourself. Quiet your overactive ego
that loves to judge your shortcomings. Create a
mantra—your sacred saying—that becomes your
daily ritual and nourishes your soul. Here’s an example of a powerful mantra: I am part of the Divine
impulse that continuously creates this beautiful
planet filled with fragrant flowers, towering trees,
and brilliant rainbows that embrace the expansive
sky.

PERSONAL INSIGHTS

Breathe deeply into the Lapiz Stage. Take
time to savor what you are experiencing.
Write down your feelings, thoughts, and
insights that emerge during your ascent
from darkness into a blue dawn lined
with silver possibilities.
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ALBEDO Passage into Midday
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WHITE THOUGHT
,IVI¶W[LEX-PSZIEFSYXXLIWPMTWXVIEQFPERORIWW
3JXLI[LMXITEKIERH[L]EXPIEWXYRXMP
1]WEMPWIXWEKEMRWXXLIKSPHWYRKSMRK
(S[RMRXSWSQIUYMIXVIHSGIER
;MXLMXWTVSQMWISJTIVJIGXGVIWGIRX
6IIJW[LSWIIQIVEPHWLEHS[WFI]SRH
8LI]IPPS[WERHWSJEHVIEQTEVEHMWI
,EVFSVERMPPMQMXEFPIGSRGITXMSR
-¶PPFIGOSR[LMXIXLSYKLXWXVIEQMRKXLVSYKLXLITEPI
:IMRWSJXLI[LMXIPIEJXSWMROHIITMRXS
8LI[EXIVQEVOERHMRWMRYEXIXLIQEVKMRW
8LI[E]EWEMPSVW¶KMVP[VETWLIVPIKEVSYRH
%PEQT[LSWIMPPYQMREXMSREPWSJEPPW
8SMXWORIIWFIJSVIXLIKVERHJSKMRGSQMRK
—Tom Clark
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ALBEDO (WHITENESS)
Mineral: Salt
Element: Air
Sense: Hear
Operation: Sublimatio, Calcinatio
Jewel: Pearl, Moonstone

I

n the Albedo stage, we begin to see the silver lining looming
just beyond the blue horizon. Our vision expands and we
feel cleansed from the impurities that affected our equilibrium. We want to float in the air like an ethereal white dove! We
have just gone through a perilous voyage fraught with trials and
traumas. If we’ve stayed the course and did not shipwreck on the
island of illusions, then our soul melody is free to marry its spiritual lyrics and give birth to our sacred song. This sacred song is
our soul story, our personal myth that no one else possesses, or
has heard before. The ancient alchemist Maria Hebraea’s special
song says:
Maria utters wonders briefly, for she thunders such things…She
binds three powerful substances into the ends of the tubes, Maria,
the light of the dew, binds a band in three hours…She unites love’s
affinities…
Arnaldus de Villanova (1245-1313)

Her sacred song adorned in symbolic phrase talks about her
prowess as a renowned alchemist. It sings of her genius that
enabled her to do the Great Work in three hours. Maria was
involved in the operation of sublimatio (whitening) when she
harnessed her prodigious gift of intuition to penetrate the mysterious landscape of Alchemy. She received great pleasure from
her intellectual insights and delighted in sharing them with her
companions. Her passion for discovering truth is revealed by her
pronouncement:
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I swear to you by the Eternal god that when that poison [negativism] is dissolved until it becomes subtle water—and I do not care
what the solution is—it congeals the mercury into luna silver with
the power of truth…Patai

The jewel found within her teachings is in knowing that regardless of the formula, the ultimate goal is to merge with our
truth. Will our sacred song tell about our accomplishments, our
empowerment? Will its lyrics praise our genius as women who
see beyond the trivialities of modernity that tout mediocrity?
Will we delight like Maria Hebraea in our achievements? Or
will our Opus (life work) fizzle out from the cultural pressures
that demand conformity? Clarisa Estes in her book, Women Who
Run With the Wolves, says that women have the spiritual vision to
meld the imaginative realm with the external environment and
travel between these two worlds with ease. At this time of life, we
have the wisdom to be the visionaries for our clan.
However, sometimes visionaries need glasses, maybe even bifocals. On completion of the Albedo stage, we may think that
our Great Work is done. That’s because the purification process
we’ve undertaken gives us a vision of our ideal in life—a connection with Spirit, the place where angels dwell. It’s easy to
become attached to this zone of spirit. We begin to think that
our wisdom along with our virtuous insights gives us the answers to life’s challenges. Unfortunately, our noble intent may
overshadow the dangers lurking in this seemingly elevated place.
We become blinded by the light that causes our nighttime body
moisturizer to be sucked in endlessly by our aridity.
We can become one-sided, stultified, rigid, dried-up, and
stuck in a stance of fundamentalism—that is, inflexible in our
beliefs. The intensity of our incessant rituals of whitening and
cleansing make us lose touch with the natural world and our
own nature. Perhaps impurities play a stabilizing role in our
spiritual development and keep us humble and in touch with
our humanity.
There is an alchemical saying that goes: “He asks to be buried, to be sprinkled with his own moisture and slowly calcined.”
The process of calcination, or calcinatio, is a necessary stage for
us to experience in order to re-align with Spirit, but the intensity
of the cold heat, can cause us to break apart in a crumbly, dusty
heap made up of other person’s ideas. In other words, by losing
our own nature, we become vulnerable to other’s beliefs that
could harm us.
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Because the Albedo stage sweeps us up to the loftier spaces
away from Earth, there is a tendency to deny corporeality and
bodily substance. In this place, our egos can get inflated and
sabotage our sacred journey. This is why we need to ready ourselves for the Citrinitas (yellowness) stage that brings fire, and
fermentation to challenge our spiritual growth.

We are Human Beings not Human Doings
-Deepak Chopra
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MYTH
OF

SELF-DISCOVERY
Life is a process of becoming, a combination
of states we have to go through. Where people fail is that they wish to elect a state and
remain in it. This is a kind of death.
—Anaïs Nin

Y

our intent is to take a short walk to the small chapel nestled near the cemetery to give thanks for your new beginning. You feel ebullient and lighthearted. It has been a
long time since you’ve had such clarity about your life’s purpose.
The bright sunlight plays with the tree lined walkway and creates odd-shaped shadows. You are finally back on the right path
to self-discovery.
The earth smells like wet hair with a hint of lavender rinse.
As you pass the cemetery and go to the chapel, an out-of-theordinary woman wearing a white gossamer dress walks toward
you. She has an angelic aura about her. You ready a smile, but
realize that she is oblivious to you. She seems to be in a trance.
As she passes, you stop, turn and stare at her. She halts and
mimics your actions. She out stares you. As your eyes shift away
from her, she calls out your name. Who is she? How does she
know your name?
She informs you that she is the way to salvation and that you
need to follow her toward the light. She is mesmerizing. The
woman reaches her hand out to you and invites you to walk with
her. You find yourself in rhythm with her steps. Where is she
taking you? She opens the chapel doors and guides you inside.
The interior is lit by dozens of candles.
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She directs you toward a private alcove and instructs you to
sit down. You can’t refuse her instructions. She asks you to embrace what she is offering you. Many have accepted and have
lived forever in the light. The angelic woman praises you and
admires your strength of character. She then guides you to a
warm lighted room to take a shower in a white marble enclosure
with moonstones glistening around the edge. You disrobe and
step into a luxuriant waterfall of soft rain. You feel cleansed and
purified of all the residual pain and sadness of the Nigredo and
Lapiz. Yes, this is what you needed.
Afterwards, the woman in white assures you that your life will
forever be rooted in the stage of Albedo--purity with perfection.
She wraps her long arms around your newly washed shoulders
and infuses you with pulsating energy. You know in your soul
that spiritual growth is energized by the wounds that point to
your shortcomings. Can you dwell in the Albedo stage forever
without being blinded by this intense light? Do you need the
shadow that challenges you to push past your pitfalls?
You come back to the present moment and realize that the
woman is pressuring you for an answer. She tells you that few
people get this incredible opportunity to live forever in the Albedo. You are special and are ready to climb to the highest realm
of Being. She adds that your pure state of being will eventually
lead to guiding other women to the Albedo.
You’re compelled to move away from her and to ask her poignant questions about living forever in the Albedo stage. She is
surprised at your uncertainty. You must believe that what she is
offering is a gift from above. You ask her if this is Heaven? She is
silent.
You are on your journey of self-discovery which is seasoned
with Nigredo and Lapiz. Insights and spiritual growth come from
the push/pull of living life, the ups and downs. Living in a constant state of Albedo feels unnatural to you. Where is the juiciness, the transformative impulse that urges us toward our soulwork?
NO! You tell her. You are an earthbeing wrought with all of
the states and stages of nature. The shortcut to enlightenment
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is very tempting, but your inner guide directs you to the right
answer: Your truth lies in your humanity! Heaven is for angels
and not for a juicy woman like you.
The angelic woman raises her hand and motions you to leave
her presence. You turn and walk toward the chapel doors. The
candles flicker and go out just as you step into the natural light
of day.
You shout to the sky to bring on all of the alchemical stages.
You are a woman of substance who sings her soul song that is
infused with high and low notes! Your ultimate pursuit is to live
your story in whatever form that takes.

Our truth lies in our humanity!
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ALBEDO

NARRATIVES
Heather’s Story

A

t twenty-three, I found
myself madly in love
with Jeremy. After I first met him on a plane coming
back from the East Coast, I phoned my mom and told her that
I had found the man I wanted to marry. Was it too good to be
true? Yes, it was—when he phoned me later and invited me to
meet up for a drink with friends, he mentioned he was bringing Marsha, his girlfriend of five years. Well, of course—such a
good-looking, charming, intelligent guy would have a girlfriend!
What was I thinking? I decided to go—maybe I would meet one
of his friends, maybe another great guy. But I couldn’t turn off
my attraction for Jeremy and I thought I felt an equal pull from
him that was left unspoken.
Thus, began a long relationship with Jeremy as “friends,”
mostly by email, and infrequent social occasions. I tried to quell
my feelings for him and made efforts to be light and breezy.
I have to admit, that I was quite heartsick and tried to check
myself for signs of obsession. But a couple of times I had let myself succumb—Jeremy and I became intimate. Even though we
experienced a profound, loving connection, we both felt awful,
realizing that our actions betrayed Marsha. I had started a new
job and was very lonely. When I took a college course at night, I
met new friends who invited me to their church. They explained
that it offered colorful services, contemporary music and many
young people. When I attended the service, I was overwhelmed
with the friendliness and warmth that flooded the church.
Over the next few months I got totally involved in many different aspects of church operations and felt deeply connected to
a higher plane. When I was informed of the rules that insiders
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(the “sharp” people) had to abide by, I felt a little uncomfortable,
but soon grew accustomed to the guidelines. One of the main
suggestions was that dating should be engaged in with church
members only. Actually, I considered these “guidelines” to be
rules that I should follow because they provided a powerful distraction (from thoughts of Jeremy) and a purposeful direction
for me. Another activity that seemed to help me at the time was
meeting with one of the counselors in the church. He was very
kind and inspired trust and confidence. When I found myself
confessing my guilty feelings for Jeremy, the counselor advised
me to ask for divine guidance and to make my own decisions.
I was frustrated—I wanted him to tell me what to do! But, as I
heeded his advise and began to mediate and pray I felt cleansed
of my old, habitual perceptions.
After many months of devoting all my extra time and effort
to the church, I felt it was time to leave the area. As the veil lifted
and I gained clarity, I slowly found my way back into society.
Now I realize that the counselor’s guidance gave me the space
for the necessary ambiguity to purify my heart and take time for
introspection to uncover my own personal truth. This experience served to connect me with the ground of my being and to
re-articulate who I am and where I am going.
I have begun to envision an opening
and to realize that I am not a bad person because of my feelings for Jeremy.
I now say yes to life and trust that the
greater good will result if I put forth
a sincere intention for the right things
to happen (instead of what I want all
the time). I won’t go into detail about
subsequent events, but I will tell you
that Jeremy and I are planning our
wedding!
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W

hat do we learn through Heather’s experience? Was
it a waste of time to explore the Albedo? Did she go
there as an escape that turned into a sugar-coated
solution? Or was she biding her time in that space, waiting for
herself and Jeremy to shift and transform?
These are false questions because they lead to a narrow, minimized view of the journey of soul through our life stages. The
real question is: Why and Where do we need to be taken by the
Albedo? To explore the lofty heights of the Ideal, to be cleansed
and then burnt to ashes is not a casual encounter, but rather,
a NECESSITY at some point in our life path. The gift that the
Albedo brings us is captured through Mylius’ words: “the white
stone, the white sun, the full moon, the fruitful white earth,
cleansed and calcined.”
For Heather, entering the Albedo was a requirement for her
to get in touch with her inner being, her soul-self, rather than
just carrying out the dictates of her superficial persona. Through
this process, clarification emerged because she had the experience of contrasting her falling-into-the-abyss passionate self with
her disciplined, spiritual, seeking-grace self. Finally, Heather surrendered to the truth that persisted through all her trials—her
love for Jeremy. These experiences created a matrix that could
support her movement forward and
lead to a much deeper, sustained relationship.
The Albedo stage gives us the ability
to fly like doves into heavenly realms
filled with pureness of being. We may
desire to remain in this ideal state.
However, keep in mind that we are
not angels, but humans traveling on
our road to wholeness.
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KEYSTONES
Practical formulas for exploring the Albedo Stage
The beauty of the Albedo stage can elevate us because it provides
a meditative space to cleanse and purify our spirit. However, our
lofty ideas can activate the ego and introduce rigidity of attitude.
So here are a few suggestions for bringing the soft influence of
the Albedo into our lives.
!

Find a quiet place where you can meditate. Listen to your sacred voice within that gently inspires
you to embrace your spirituality. Add a string of
pearls to your wardrobe or a moonstone ring.

!

Join a choir, choral group, go to a rock and roll
concert or listen to some of your favorite music.
The important thing is to experience the rhythm
and magic of music pulsating within you.

!

Volunteer at a local shelter or Nonprofit group that
focuses on helping those in need. Organizations
like Habitat For Humanity gives people the opportunity to pound nails, paint walls, and sod lawns.
Get your hands dirty!

!

Stretch your spiritual intellect. Read a nonfiction
book that gives you insights about living a heartbased life. Challenge yourself to see outside of
your accepted belief system.

!

Create a sacred space. Gather objects that have
special meaning to you, such as an image of a
spiritual personage, crystals and musical chimes.
Light a candle and write a poem that expresses
your lofty ideals.
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What lies behind us
and what lies before us
are small matters compared to
what lies within us.
-Emerson
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PERSONAL INSIGHTS

Breathe deeply into the Albedo stage. Take
time to listen with a third ear to what you
are experiencing. Write down your feelings,
thoughts, and insights that emerge during
your ascent from a blue dawn lined with silver
possibilities into the whiteness of the Albedo.
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CITRINITAS Passage into Sundown
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The Spell of the Citrinitas
Oh, to fall into that vast, sensual, and corporeal realm!
Coming from the cold, purified silver-white ether where my soul froze
to ashes, crisp and dry.
And now, descending to the sphere of earth, crashing back into life!
I am swept downward to a place of no time;
To a landscape of flowing, acidic citrinitas, jewel of hot golden amber.
To an over-flowing orchard, dripping with ripening, lush mangoes.
Collapsing into a volcanic torrent of molten waves,
my breath expels in a sonorous rush,
my body gives way in a heated sigh
—my will floats away.
It is you, you, who transport me to this alien planet,
this sulfurous place where my soul lives in ecstasy,
mired down in a fecund, juicy morass of rapture and exultation!
I wallow in this yellow-mustardy glow of saturation,
becoming more and more,
my being pulsating with passion,
I sniff the air...Oh, here it comes without warning
—The outer danger.
Like a writhing eel from the Underworld, teeth bared, head rearing up.
My subterranean knowing gnaws at me like hidden piranhas.
I glance sideways as insidious, subtle voices pursue me.
They scream, “You are careless! Don’t go there; it is forbidden!
Karma and consequences will win out!”
“Yes, yes,” I say, brushing them away like annoying gnats,
ignoring the impending juggernaut of inevitability.
“Give me my mystery! Take down the barriers! Let me create
my sacred temple within him!” I demand.
My voice becomes a piercing echo in an eternal corridor of
Nothingness— as I careen after the receding swirl of
passion and possibility.
The hissing voices whisper to me, “Even Icarus lost his heavenly wings in a
melt-down on his way to the Sun!”
I allow the wisps of fire to become embers in my solitary soul,
searing me with the Mark of his brand,
carrying me out of the fertile valley
—to the next level.
- C. Davidson 2007
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CITRINITAS (YELLOWNESS)
Mineral: Sulfur
Element: Fire
Sense: Smell
Operation: Putrefactio/Separatio
Jewel: Citrine, Amber

C

itrinitas is the stage that’s filled with the juiciness of
relationships (others and our own), and isn’t that one of
the main reasons for being alive? In this stage of yellowness, we are challenged to stay in touch with spirit, but also to
acknowledge with our intellect that the hard light of day needs
a different kind of consciousness and working of our psychic
material. This is the time when we wander, like Dorothy and
her friends, down the yellow brick road with our senses, olfactory and otherwise, focused on the myriad happenings in our
solid, concrete, organic world of plants germinating, substances
fermenting, and sexes copulating.
When we enter this state of full awareness of natural life
forces, we are exposed to stimulating smells, sometimes sweet,
but oftentimes putrid, fecund, or sulfuric—in other words we
are experiencing putrefactio. We are tempted to back off from
direct involvement with these sulfuric conditions. But if we are
serious about “getting our act together,” then we must throw
ourselves into the quagmire. And like Dorothy’s friend, the
Cowardly Lion, we will hone our courage in preparation for
going forward.
On a visceral level we are stirring around in a chaotic jumble
of forces, merging together to create one big mixture of emotions—out of control is the overriding sensation! We become attuned to the dynamics of relationships going on around us—the
teenager who rebels, the person who rises out of the ashes of a
lost love, the couple involved in acidic interactions. James Hillman explains that we become more pulled into our “yellowed
intellect” which is “complicated with emotions…jealousy, cowardice, fear, aging, decay.”
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The result of diving down into the ferment of the Citrinitas
stage is that it creates a transit zone for the final changes we need
to make for transformation to occur. This is where the process
of separatio takes place. In this condition of fermentation we
have to separate out our priorities, slice through the trivia, and
home in on those gnawing issues we left behind in our zeal to
reach perfection and harmony within the Albedo stage. An alchemical saying expresses the power of Citrinitas: “By means of
rot, essential change takes place.” In other words, the decaying
matter fertilizes new growth, and the juicy, messy display of passionate emotions prepares the ground for new understanding
and union.
Working in this stage reintroduces flexibility, humility, openness, and the ability to engage with whatever destiny throws into
the muck of our lives. It is through this portal of discovery that
we begin to “smell” the roses. This is the time when forces from
without and from within pull us toward a deep initiation experience. Edward Edinger says: “In the carcass of the lion lies a new
sweetness, thick and yellow and sticking to all things like honey,
like oil, flowing like wax and gliding as it touches.” Merging
with this natural life force will bring passion back into our lives
and lead us directly to the state of
Rubedo where body, mind, soul,
and spirit are joined.
Though the stage of Citrinitas
may be intoxicating, getting caught
in the oozy mass of putrefactio causes
fragmentation and disintegration
of one’s boundaries that can affect
relationships, career objectives, and
even life direction. As in all of the
alchemical stages, we need to experience their essence, but not make
them our permanent home.
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MYTH
OF

DECOMPOSITIONS

T

he trek back home, after your
Eustache Le Sueur,
encounter with the White
Melpomene, Erato
Lady, depletes your energy but
and Polymnia, 1652/1655
your resistance to her seduction puts
a smile on your face. Your mouth is dry and you are thirsty for
some cool water. You turn and walk toward your front door.
You enter and breathe deeply joyful to be home. You are ready
to plunge into the mysterious manuscript presented to you by
the Muses. Somewhere in those pages are the jewels of insight
that will catapult you into the stage of Citrinitas and guide you
through the depths of decomposition, a vital exercise on your
path to wholeness. You are looking for a clue, a hint that helps
you release any righteous ideals that are still binding you to the
blinding light of Albedo.
You gulp down a large glass of ice water that quenches your
thirst. You open the slider door and step out onto your back
patio. You find a cool place and sit in the bistro chair with the
soft cushion seat. You position the large manuscript on your lap
and open it at random. It’s a story about a robust woman whose
laughter changed a town stuck in rigid rules and ceremonies.
For years, the people of the little village were convinced of their
happiness through the daily announcements infused with seductive sayings that eked out of speakers strategically placed at the
farmers market, the local park and even in front of their public
library. No one could escape the constant cadence of positive incantations directed by the dictatorial Mayor whose own existence
depended on keeping the villagers convinced of their well-being.
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Day in and day out, one could hear the Mayor’s voice resounding
throughout the village.
Good day to my beloved people. You are
blessed to be citizens of this serene and
safe community. Take pride knowing that
we are the envy of neighboring towns.
Walk in love and pray for your Mayor
who wants only the best for you.
What the people saw and experienced was tainted by the maligned
messages created by the unscrupulous Mayor and her small group
of followers. A false sense of pride was instilled within the bosom
of each citizen. Sadly, they had forgotten how to belly laugh or
giggle at silly jokes. For you see, joyful laughter and merriment were
banned from the streets of the village.
At first, the town’s women beamed with pride at electing their
first female Mayor. Everyone anticipated the good life filled with
joyful celebrations. They were wrong. The new major took her position very seriously and created strict rules denouncing unruly behavior. Her motto was: Look good, be right!. As time went on, anyone
caught doing dastardly acts of merriment were summoned before
the rule enforcers and shamefully ridiculed. In a very short time,
the gentle folks learned to control their emotions and only mimic
the accepted smile that garnered Mayoral approval.
During the autumn festival when farmers from towns near and
far brought there goods to sell, a very unexpected occurrence took
place. While everyone smiled and exchanged niceties to each other,
a woman of robust proportions sauntered into the festival grounds.
Ignorant of the rigid rules and ceremonies imposed by the village
leaders, the large bosomed woman set up her colorful gypsy cart and
began singing songs in praise of Balbo, the wild and rambunctious
woman who made Demeter (the mythic queen of heaven) laugh.
The village women began to gather around the songstress. They
were mesmerized by her unabashed laughter and suggestive songs
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and her luscious amber necklace. Oh how they longed for the freedom to enjoy their ancient rituals and celebrations. Soon, the village women were caught in Balbo’s magic. Laughter and guffaws
filled the air.
When the Mayor and her underlings heard the ruckus, they
dashed over to the celebration and tried to forcibly subdue the over
zealous women. The gypsy woman protested at such absurdity! She
couldn’t understand the reasoning behind such stifling rules. Why
would anyone alienate themselves from the joy of laughter and
music, from the juiciness of life? All she knew was that she must
continue singing her edgy and provocative songs to her beloved
Balbo.
As the angry leaders were about to grab her, she lunged for the
cart’s door, climbed inside, secured the door and continued singing
her ribald songs. Try as they might, the Mayor and her clan could
not break into the fortified cart. Eventually the hinges on the door
loosened.
Just as the mean-spirited leaders were about to put an end
to the disobedient woman’s unruly behavior, the village women,
intoxicated by the sensuous songstress, started throwing rotting oranges, fermenting melons and putrefying potatoes at the invaders.
Within seconds, the dignified leaders were drenched in decomposing garbage.
The village folks and their neighboring comrades formed a huge
circle around the soiled leaders With caution, the gypsy woman
emerged from her sanctuary and upon seeing the sullied servants of
village law, she began rolling in laughter. Her large bosoms bouncing with her every breath. Without any hesitation, the hundreds of
villagers joined in. The intensity of their combined laughter broke
the spell cast by the sulfur smelling town leader.
To this day, rumors abound about the fate of the town leader.
Some say that the dethroned Mayor slipped out of town and was
never seen again. Others suggest that she succumbed to her sensual impulses and joined the gypsy woman playing the mandolin
and doing exotic rituals to Balbo.
For the villagers, their new found freedom brought a deep appreciation for joyful laughter and unabashed merriment. They
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vowed to uphold their freedom of expression forever. And in honor
of the gypsy woman, a statue of Balbo was erected in the Town
Square.
You close the book and ponder at the significance of this
unsophisticated folktale. Why would such a simple and silly saga
be included in this ancient manuscript? It almost feels irreverent to you; then you see the common thread tying you with the
outcast leader.
She created a world of rigid rules and ceremonies and stifled
her sensual nature. Instead of embracing the juiciness of life,
the righteous Mayor denounced her womanly desires.
You realize that you have held tightly to your righteous ideals
that have caused you angst and pain, even when you were given
insights that would free you from your unyielding ways. What
choices do you have to make now? Must you be drenched in rotting garbage to get the message, or can you claim your juiciness
without a struggle? You pick up the phone and call Merriment
Hot Springs. You instruct them to ready a full spa treatment for
you that includes a dip in the mud baths.

“Choose life—only that and always,
and at whatever risk.
To let life leak out,
to let it wear away by the mere
passage of time,
to withhold giving it and spreading it,
is to choose nothing.”
-Sr. Helen Kelley

69

CITRINITAS
NARRATIVES
Tanya’s Story

I

t was late Fall, crisp air, a full orange moon. I remember
having a zinging, energetic feeling, and at the same time I
was frustrated on a number of levels. So I prepared to go to
a Halloween party. I carved a pumpkin, meditated, did swaying
movements, and got more energy spinning. I went to the party
in a very symbolic outfit.
First of all, I put on a sexy costume, low cleavage, bright citruscolored silk with sparkling bangles that glinted when I moved.
Then I made a tin heart that symbolized the five guys who had
been in my life. It had all been hideous! So I took five nails and
drove them through this little tin heart and I wore that—and
devil’s horns. I found a way, through this thing I made to express the thoughts that were going on. I brought out something
inside of me. I pulled it out and set the energy moving with
intent. It was intuitive. I was overtaken by it! Aphrodite was
pulling me into her realm.
I did what I was summoned to do; it was a calling, a way of
working. I started dancing as if possessed—I had never done that
before. My blood was boiling! I screamed to myself—with these
elements I want something to change! As a result I felt power, a
certain feminine potency. It had to do with physical energy, sensual energy, sexual energy. I got back into my body and gained
control of my own vital energy inside of me. It was a defining
moment. I put all these things into the pot and something transformed. It was an alchemical sort of thing!

Aphrodite was pulling
me into her realm
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Emma’s Story
To whom it may concern:
I am writing this on the day before I will enter the Smith County jail
for a sentence of ninety days. It feels bizarre, almost surreal, that the
path I have chosen has landed me here, as I approach my thirty-fifth
birthday. Having admitted to serious charges of possession and intent
to sell marijuana, I am paying the consequences by serving my jail sentence—although some say that my sentence is too light, that I should be
going to prison for my offenses.
How did I get here—a professional, middle-class, vote-in-every election, citizen? Well, at first it didn’t seem like such a slide. I just wanted
to try something different, to spread my wings after getting out of my
ugly, constricted marriage. So I embarked on what I termed my Social
Project—meet a new group of people, indulge in some fun times, be a
little risky for once! Going bar-hopping with my single girlfriends was
just what I needed to peel away my cocoon. I met lots of good-looking
guys who were attracted to me and gave me attention—that was intoxicating and exciting! Expressing my sexuality gave me a new freedom and
a sense of power and control that I hadn’t known before. The drugs and
alcohol that I sampled only served to amplify all these new spontaneous
experiences. I felt that this time was an opening for me, a life-affirming
breakthrough.
However, as I continued in this lop-sided pattern of only personal
indulgence, other parts of my life began to crumble and deteriorate. My
job performance, as well as my health, declined dramatically. Because
I had stopped communicating with my friends and family, they became
distant and hard to reach. My judgment began to falter, my logical mind
took a vacation, and I felt like I was on a runaway roller coaster.
Looking back, the mistake I made was to believe that the totality of
life can be spent in that particular layer of volatility, in a hedonistic
playground, in a nightclub that never closes. It was one thing for me to
explore my personal freedom through new experiences and experimentation, to delve into my sensuality, to take a hold of life and live on the
edge—but it became another poisonous thing when I was only motivated
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out of my need for power and hunger for self-gratification—to feel good.
(It seems very pathetic in retrospect!)
And so it happened that during one of those “exciting times” with
one of my anonymous boyfriends, in a haze of booze and drugs, we
made what I thought was a small deal selling some marijuana so we
could get some extra cash. It turned out to be a big deal when we were
busted and I was actually led away in handcuffs.
Now, I’ve lost my job, my apartment, can’t make payments on my
car, not to mention the toll it has taken on my family and friends—who
by the way, stood by me when my other so-called party friends somehow
disappeared. The one thing that I’ve learned through my gigantic disastrous downfall is that my friends and family, plus new “real” people
I’m meeting through Alcoholics Anonymous, will be there for me when
I finish my incarceration and they will help me work my way back to a
life of meaning and balance.
Tentatively and hopefully yours,
Emma

Overcoming adversityY
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REFLECTIONS

W

hen in the realm of Citrinitas, we will confront sensual stimulations and emotional arousal. With caution—and an exit strategy—we can venture into this
world of olfactory aliveness to reclaim our juiciness. Tanya’s
story illustrates how she immersed herself in Citrinitas and affirmed her power.
Tanya found an outward and meaningful way to express the
toxic emotions that were brewing inside of her. Her vamp-like
costume, rich in symbolic images, helped her express her sensual Citrinitas impulses. Tanya chose to reconnect with her vital
energy, her passion for life that had been stifled or calcified by
past relationships.
Citrinitas is an essential but potent life-force that reunites us
with our carnal nature, where we can conjoin with our fullness
of being—cellulite and all. But like any of the other stages, finding our equilibrium in this volatile environment can sometimes
throw us into a tail-spin, only to find ourselves on the dark side
of the Citrinitas.
Emma is a case in point. Citrinitas pulled her into her body,
into the ripening of her life—the deliciousness of decadent living. Unchecked stimulation resulted in over-the-top behavior.
She exposed herself to the underbelly of Citrinitas when she
peeled back her cocoon and left herself vulnerable to excessive
arousal. She ignored the rules of the game by pulling away from
her family and friends who could have offered her a safety net
and back-up support. Instead, she went over the edge, indulging
in the highs she desired. At this point, with her judgment incapacitated, she was incapable of setting boundaries that would
curtail her extreme behavior.
Identifying too deeply with any of the Alchemical stages, like
Emma did with the Citrinitas, can put us in jeopardy of losing
our cognitive abilities to make sound decisions. We need to seek
a healthy and balanced action plan that can help us separate the
meaningful from the trivial, the harmless from the dangerous,
and the sensual from the sensational.
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DANCE LIKE YOUR LIFE DEPENDED ON IT!

Dance like your life depended on it!
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KEYSTONES
Practical formulas for embodying the Citrintias Stage
The stage of Citrinitas offers us the gift of regeneration. We have
the opportunity to delve deeply into the depths of our soul to
wash out the putrefying ooze that traps us in our unyielding and
stubborn ideals.
!

Take time to let your hair down. Wrap yourself in
sensual garments—silk, glittery bangles, fake fur.
Celebrate the juiciness of life with your intimate
friends and family! Give yourself permission to release your inner vamp.

!

Take up pottery—be aware of the earthy clay substance as your hands dive in. Feel the soft heavy
texture; listen to the sounds as you squish the
mud.

!

Enjoy a full body massage. Submerge yourself
into a hot bubbly bath, surround the tub with light
golden colored candles. Put on soft, sensual music. Read a sexy novel.

!

Appreciate daily all of your bodily functions: menstrual cycles, hot flashes, birthing babies, bowel
movements and beyond.

!

Send yourself love cards that reflect your positive
attributes, your uniqueness. your s p e c i a l n e s s .
Be grateful for you.

!

Add an amber object to your altar or invest in a
citrine pendant.

!

Be ever vigilant for signs that point you towards
your passion, your bliss! Take action and GO FOR
IT! Trust in the outcome.
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Putrefactio
7SYRHWSJERGMIRXWIVIREHIWIGLSPSYHP]
%RKYMWLMRK[MXLTEMREXORS[MRK
-EQH]MRKXSXLISRI-[EWFIJSVI
&EVI[LMXIORYGOPIHLSPH
SRTEWWMSREXIMHIEPW
6IFYOMRKXLIMVTEWWMRK
1EHEXLEZMRKXSPIXKS
6IPIEWIVIRI[VI[EVH
:MWXEWFVSEHIRIH
,ERHWQSZMRKKIRXP]SZIV]IPPS[MRK
QIQSVMIW

+VEGIJYPP]I\MXMRKTEWXERHJYXYVI
;LMXIRIHF]VMKLXISYWVLIXSVMG
4PYRKMRKMRXSTVIWIRXTYXVIJEGXMS
7QIPPMRKWQIPPWIZSOMRKGLERKI
-R Rubio 2007
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PERSONAL INSIGHTS

Stop and smell the fragrance of life that is
part of the Citrinitas stage. Take time to reflect on what you are experiencing. Write
down your feelings, thoughts, and insights
that float down from the white light of the
Albedo to the juiciness of Citrinitas.
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RUBEDO Convergence of Day and Night
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8LI'VYGMFPISJ0MZIW
;IWXERHMRXLMWGVYGMFPI
[LMPIEPPEVSYRHWLEHS[W
SJERKIPMG[MRKWFVSSHSZIV
SYVXVERWJSVQEXMSR
8LIZIKIXEFPIKPEWWSJREXYVIMW
GPIEVXSHE]WSXLEXWMPZIV
JVYMXWETTIEVXSWTEVOPISREPP
XLIPIEZIW XLIMVPIKEG]XLINYMGISJQER]VEMR]HE]W 
8LIWYRMWFVMKLXERHPEWXRMKLX¶W
QSSRPIJXEKPMWXIRMRKHI[
)EGLXLMRK-PSZIMW[MXLQIMRXLMWKPEWWRS[
EPPGSSOMRKMRXLIEPIQFMGSJPMJI
;LEXW[IIXEPGLIQ]XLMWMW
XLEXLEWMXWFMXXIVTLEWIW
TYXVIJEGXMSHMWWSPYXMSRMKVIHS
FYXXLIREPFIHSVYFIHSVSW]HE[RERH
FI]SRHETVSQMWISJEPMKLXXLEXWLMRIWPMOIXLINI[IP
SRXLIFVS[SJWSQIKVIEX[M^EVHP]JSVQ
PSSOMRKMRSRYWLIVI
7MPQEVMPGMRXEQERMIQIVEPHXLEXJIPPJVSQXLIWO]
TLMPSWSTLIV¶WWXSRI²VE]WSJE[EOIRMRK
MRXLIZIV]LIEVXSJHEVORIWW
-XMWRSXLMRKPIWWXLERHMZMRIPSZIQ]PSZI
XLEXWLSYPHFMRHYWEPPGSSOMRKXSKIXLIV
RS[LIVIMRXLIGVYGMFPISJSYVPMZIW
-Stephen Larsen
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RUBEDO (REDNESS)
Metal: Gold
Element: Essence
Sense: Vision
Operation: Coniunctio
Jewel: Ruby

C

ongratulations! You have entered the final alchemical
stage of Rubedo, whose blood-red color throbs with life’s
energetic impulses. In Russian the word krasny, means
both beautiful and red—this is the time when we finally see below the superficiality of life and develop true inner vision of redgold clarity. The essence of Sol, the sun power, emanates from
the Rubedo. Sunglasses may be necessary if we have a flawed itinerary or have allowed our ego to take charge.
Hopefully, our experiences in the Citrinitas stage have
grounded us enough to become the divine Luna Queen for our
ultimate rites of passage: our Royal Marriage to the Solar King.
We hear wedding bells ringing from the holy cathedral just up
the pathway. Our guests are waiting and the groom is anxious
(disclaimer: this is not about a flesh and blood male). This is our
moment to receive the golden treasure that we have garnered in
the stage of Rubedo.
This coniunctio (the holy union) symbolizes the ultimate relationship that a woman can achieve: the wholeness of her nature—body, mind, spirit and soul. Maria Hebraea would declare,
“One becomes two, two becomes three, and by means of the third and
fourth achieves unity; thus two are but one.”
This wise woman understood the essence of the Royal Marriage. Body, mind, spirit and soul transformed into one whole
woman. A contemporary way to understand the coniunctio is
captured in the concept of integration, when you meld all parts
of yourself into one. This is the defining moment when what
you think and feel matches what you say and do.
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However, in order for women to achieve integration, they
have to experience and accept their multifaceted personalities,
flaws and all. If they don’t, then hello Nigredo or the other stages
in between! As we’ve mentioned earlier, the alchemical journey
is not linear and least of all predictable! The alchemical description of the journey is rotatio (rotation).
This means that we will always be flowing in a circular pattern of empowerment, the natural expression that flows out of
coniunctio. Just as a wheel keeps moving ahead to a new experience, our exploration is never finished. An alchemist once said
that “buried jewels are of no use to the world.” The Rubedo calls
us to spread our light and to contribute our voice to the world.
The road will constantly present us with new challenges. And
there is always the chance that our ego will misread our inner
desires and sabotage our journey. Separations and divorces from
our essential nature can occur if we neglect our inner Royal
Marriage. But as wise women, we have dedicated ourselves to
our marriage union and are committed to this confluence of elements made in paradise. This is the place where we interblend
all our life experiences—the good, bad, and the ugly—into a
meaningful whole.
The actual truth that we will finally discover when we arrive
at the Rubedo is not that we become elevated to a higher plane.
Rather, we enter a full awareness that red is of this world, we are
of this world, and our self-unity reflects and harmonizes with
the unity of the World Soul. Dorothy finally understood that
her ruby-red slippers, with their infusion of golden glimmer,
were her deliverance out of the Land of Oz. She learned that
there is “no place like home.” We too can recognize that the
alchemical stage of Rubedo is our ticket home. Imagine, we are
only a few clicks away from our destination. In the end, the object of getting to Rubedo is to share the light
that reflects from our sparkling ruby.
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Our deepest fear is not that we are inadequate.
Our deepest fear is that we are powerful beyond measure.
It is our light, not our darkness, that most frightens us.
We ask ourselves, who am I to be brilliant, gorgeous,
talented and fabulous?
Actually, who are you not to be? You are a child of god.
Your playing small does not serve the world.
There is nothing enlightened about shrinking so that others won’t
feel insecure around you.
We were born to make manifest the glory of God that is within us.
It’s not just in some of us; it’s in everyone.
And as we let our own light shine, we unconsciously give other
people permission to do the same.
As we are liberated from our own fear,
our own presence liberates others.
-Marianne Williamson
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MYTH
OF

RELATIONSHIPS

T

he Merriment Hot Springs
lives up to its name. Your
body oozes warmth from
your hour-long soak in the mineral baths. You saunter over to the pool to cool down your
overheated body. As you step into the shallow end of the pool,
you sense that someone is watching you. Penetrating eyes follow
your every move. You finally get the courage to investigate the
source of this intense gaze.
Sitting near the exit sign is a man draped in an oversized
towel. Your eyes lock and exchange an ancient knowing that you
have met before. An energetic surge goes through your body.
He’s the man you dreamed of over eight years ago! How can this
be? You’ve manifested him into existence! Your heart pounds
as you realize that you’ve merged your two worlds together. You
blush as you remember the details.
You exchange smiles. You try and ignore your inner stirrings,
but some strange energy keeps tugging at you to gaze back at him.
It’s been a long time since you’ve felt such a sensual arousal.
He gets up and walks toward you. His smile gets bigger and
bolder as he nears. He positions himself near the edge of the
pool and says that you look familiar to him. Can you tell him
that he was in your dream, that his smile left you aching for his
tender touch? This moment feels surreal.
The conversation is upbeat and polite. He loves to travel and
just got back from Hawaii. His description of the breathtaking
vistas capture your imagination. Do you enjoy traveling? Yes of
course, you tell him. You pinch yourself to make sure this isn’t
another one of your dreams. You feel the pain from the pinch.
OK, you’re awake. You hate to stop this magic encounter, but
your skin is becoming prune-like. Gradually, you step out of
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the pool and head toward the women’s locker room. He asks if
you’d like to continue the conversation at the local coffee house.
You nod yes and will meet him there.
What has just occurred? Was this an encounter originally designed in another dimension? You are full of questions, but not
resistance. Each step is unfolding as if prescribed a long time
ago.
You join him at the coffee shop. He points out your mutual interests and how easy it is to talk with you. It’s as if you’ve
known each other from another lifetime he says. You smile and
note that perhaps there’s something to that idea. It’s nearing
midnight and the two of you are entangled in intense dialogue.
The coffee house is about to close. You exchange phone numbers and go your separate ways. You are smitten by this warmhearted man that stimulates your creative urges and supports
your lofty ideals. You can’t rationalize any of it.
You arrive home and enter the sanctuary of your home and
notice that you have a message waiting on your answer machine.
You’re aglow from your encounter and sit in your favorite chair
to pick up your message. It’s a message from your dream man.
He recaps the evening and expresses his gratitude at having met
you and that he looks forward to your next meeting. You fall
asleep in your chair.
The dream takes you to a mysterious realm filled with sentient beings.
They project a sense of wholeness as if the yin and yang, the male/female is within them. You’re an observer and are not compelled to interact with any of them. Suddenly, you feel a touch on your shoulder. You
turn and see one of the beings next to you. He asks your name and what
brings you to the Union of Mind and Spirit? You reflect on the odd name
given to this heavenly place.
Before you answer him, he tells you not to be distracted by outside
influences and that what you seek is already within you. You have been
given permission to spend time in this realm because of your arduous
journey in search of wholeness. He informs you that loving relationships
are paramount to a healthy life-style. However, losing oneself in others
hinders our soul work and keeps us from our holy marriage. Holy-mar86

riage, what is he talking about? He says that the gift they have for you
will help you understand Coniunctio, the hieros gamos. Coniunctio,
hieros gamos? You are perplexed by these strange words. He smiles and
motions for you to follow him.
The two of you walk over to an impressive altar covered in a shimmery gold cloth. Glistening crystals of every shape and color are randomly placed on it. He reaches for a golden box encrusted with jewels
and hands it to you. You open the box and inside is a gold ring with a
beautiful red ruby mounted on it.
It is yours, he tells you. They’ve been keeping it for you for millennia.
You don’t understand it’s significance but seeing the ring baths you in
love. He tells you that it’s your marriage ring and represents union with
yourself, the hieros gamos. You are compelled to put it on. The floodgates
of emotion flow from deep within you. You sob uncontrollably. He assures you that all you need to do is say yes to you and the Golden Seal
of Love will be yours. YES! You hear yourself say as you wake up with
a stiff neck.
You glance around the room and notice you’re still in your
chair and it’s almost daylight. You stretch luxuriantly and pour a
glass of pomegranate juice. The sun is starting to rise. Something
has changed within you. There’s a feeling of imminence as if
you are embracing a new fullness of being within yourself. The
lingering thought about your magical chance encounter of the
day before has also changed. With an easy laugh, you realize that
you’re not attached to the outcome. You see an expansive, open
field of possibilities.
Oh, the dream. You remember the dream in full detail. You
look at your left hand expecting to see the ruby ring. You know
that this was a breakthrough dream and you must write it down.
This dream is a sacred gift that will change the course of your
life. You make a vow to yourself and the Divine Realm to say
yes to you. You pronounce your YES with gusto and decide that
after you take a nice warm bath, you will visit the local jeweler to
find just the perfect ruby ring wrapped in golden filigree.
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Wisdom is knowing I am nothing
Love is knowing I am everything
In-between I am moving.
-Anonymous
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RUBEDO

NARRATIVES
Joan’s Story

I

joined a women’s group just to pass the time and meet some
other women. I stay at home a lot because my husband is
off traveling the world as a journalist. As I got to know the
women in the group deeply, trust developed. What began to fascinate me was the process of looking over parts of our lives and
then doing a ritual to honor our experiences.
I started to realize that I was feeling some healing about past
disconnected events and fragmented parts of my life that contained quite a bit of devastation and pain. I began to connect
some unconscious images that emerged to my concrete everyday
life. One time I visualized seeing myself with welcoming outstretched hands as I entered a portal. In my second visualization, I came to a split in the road and realized that both paths
were negative.
As I crossed the bridge towards the split, a third self came
along and pulled the disconnected parts of me together. Finally,
I had a third dream-like experience where all my parts came
together and I felt solid and concrete—real! It was a powerful experience and I still feel the healing effects in my everyday life.
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Maggie’s Story

M

aggie’s wake-up call about changing her life direction
literally came with a crash! As she was pedaling her bicycle through the park, bombarded by dark thoughts
that had plagued her for months, she hit a bump and was catapulted off her bicycle and thrown onto the hard ground. As she
was hurtling through the air, the thought bursting through her
consciousness was, “How can I die before I’ve had a chance to
live?” She woke up five days later in the hospital with a severe
concussion.
When she finally came to consciousness, she remembered
that her last thoughts had been about leaving her husband,
Frank. But how could she leave Frank when he was the perfect husband, provider, lover, and fun-loving clown. Her life was
perfect—good jobs, plenty of money, lovely home, good friends.
Yet...something was missing. All her logical reasoning went
against this panic that engulfed her. In the hospital she realized she hadn’t paid attention. She was in denial about gnawing
thoughts of unrest, uncertainty, and hopelessness. She remembered another time just two months ago when a car almost ran
over her. She later said:
The universe was tapping me on the shoulder saying that if you
don’t change, you’ll have to start at zero and something worse may
happen. It was telling me to grow up, to pay attention. My awareness about leaving Frank was so confused, that I thought I might
do myself in; that unless I made a major change, something bad
could happen to me. This led me to the awareness that I’m not going to live forever—that half my life might be finished without ever
finding out what I really want to do with it. I need to get a plan
about life and not simply react to life.
It finally dawned on Maggie that she could not be herself unless she carved out a place to be on her own. She left Frank after
a painful and arduous time.
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People kept telling her she had no reason to end things, that
she had a perfect life. After a difficult departure, changes started
happening as she launched herself on a different life journey,
defining a new path. She moved to the West, divorced, retired
from teaching, worked on getting her license as a massage therapist, and engaged in new relationships. Now, she realizes that
conflict between her inner and outer self blocks the flow of her
creativity and throws her off balance. It is clear to her that this
type of pattern is like being on a treadmill to nowhere. Maggie is
still feeling her way in this new landscape, trying to increase her
self-understanding through Eastern healing practices, poetry
writing and journaling. Her new words come out haltingly, yet
strong and assertive:
I’m more confident to say my truth now ... My goal in life is to
have the same thing that is in my mind, match what comes out
of my mouth. It doesn’t mean that I’m cruel and hateful and say
any irrational thing that comes into my head. If someone asks my
opinion, I say it very positively and tactfully in a way that I know
is constructive. I don’t whine anymore. I take things as they come
in the present moment. I feel like I’m passing that great life exam,
where you tear your hair out, but finally some golden moments
appear where you can say, “YES, I get it!” I don’t have to wear
masks anymore. The inner me matches the outer. I don’t have to
be anyone, except who I really am. So that if you were to talk to
me, spirit to spirit, you would know who I truly am.

Become what thou art.
-Pindar, Greek poet
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REFLECTIONS

W
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hat was happening in Maggie’s and Joan’s lives that
stimulated such wild imaginings and extreme responses in them? Sometimes we allow ourselves to
be quashed under layers of convention, societal expectations,
and the dominant demands of others—that is what we have been
taught to do and it can be very fitting and a way of life that is
necessary for us during certain periods of our lives.
However, when drastic external events, like Maggie’s, are
forced upon us, it may be a not-too-subtle wake-up call for us to
pay attention to the creative forces that will not be denied. It can
be akin to a kettle boiling over—when the restless energy of inner
yearning to be ourselves bubbles to the surface, we must heed
the call, lest the sacred water of life and spirit steam away and
evaporate. If we never investigate this dimension of ourselves,
we end up with a dried-up interior, an empty shell of existence.
When we decide to cast off certain aspects of life that have
lost meaning, and to explore new pathways into ourselves, we
are saying yes to the creative call that forced itself on Maggie.
What does the call look like? It may consist of new actions in our
life that lead to surprising and even shocking realizations about
ourselves. Changing careers, cultivating new relationships, initiating new activities such as meditation, even engaging in psychotherapy, can spur us on to new directions.
Almost always, the process involves looking into our not-soattractive sides, at the same time as we are realizing our positive
potential. When we embark on the journey of integrating all
these parts of our personality, like Joan did, we are practicing
congruence. Maggie talks about this when she focuses on matching her inner self with her outer self. This phenomenon happens to us when we look into the mirror and say, “This is me
and I am good enough—I accept all parts of me. What I say to
you is my own truth.” This, then, is the heiros gamos, the sacred
marriage of all aspects of our true selves, to finally dwell in the
golden ruby of the Rubedo.

Step out with confidence
Firmly rooted in the knowledge that
Who you are and what you want requires
no one’s permission.
Say yes to you, say yes to your voice.
Say yes to your Soul Story.
-R.Rubio
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KEYSTONES

Practical formulas for Integrating the Rubedo Stage
Many of us believe that sacrifice is an essential part of finding
and following our life’s purpose, our Great Work. Sacrifice does
not mean that we have to suffer, it means that we loosen our
control over our expectations and allow the sacred impulse within us to guide us to our destiny. Trust and surrender are key to
a successful outcome on our journey to wholeness—The Stage
of Rubedo!
!

Throw a Rubedo Party in honor of your Alchemical Royal Marriage! Invite friends and family to
join you in this very special transformative time in
your life!

!

Lovingly support and encourage women who are
traveling through the different Alchemical Stages
of Transformation. Remember, this is an everevolving journey we are on, rich with golden opportunities to make a difference in this world.

!

Create your very own Hieros Gamos Ritual! Build
an altar filled with your favorite essences, crystals, images, symbols and sayings. It’s your time
to honor yourself as an Alchemical Woman worth
your weight in rubies!

!

Visualize breathing through your heart. Think of
your chest area as a giant loving red-gold heart
and imagine that your breath is gently received
through that opening. Then picture your breath
going slowly through your heart. As you breathe
out, consciously send blessings and compassionate feelings out to your loved ones, someone you
are thinking of, or the world in general.

honor your alchemical self
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!

!

Draw an image of a bridge. On one side of the
bridge indicate, through words or phrases, the
concrete activities or pastimes that occupy you on
a daily basis. On the other side of the bridge, indicate some goals, ideas of the future, fantasies,
dreams, and wishes that you hold. Then with a
red marker and a gold gel pen, connect the two
areas of words with strong, bold lines that follow
the design of the bridge. The final step is to rewrite
the two areas of words in the middle of the bridge,
so that they create a kind of word salad. By doing
this exercise, your logical thought processes and
your irrational self can merge to stimulate a new
level of creative thinking.
Visit your local jeweler and find your special ruby
ring wrapped in golden filigree.

Humanity is meant to be a bridge, a link, a bonding force such
as a marriage ring symbolizes between Divinity and nature.
-Hildegard of Bingen
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PERSONAL
INSIGHTS

Embrace the richness of life that is part
of the Rubedo stage. Take time to envision the culmination of your journey.
Write down your feelings, thoughts, and
insights that emerge during your triumphant time in Rubedo!
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CONIUNCTIO
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;MXLXLIHVE[MRKSJXLMW0SZI
ERHXLIZSMGISJXLMW'EPPMRK
;IWLEPPRSXGIEWIJVSQI\TPSVEXMSR
%RHXLIIRHSJEPPSYVI\TPSVMRK
;MPPFIXSEVVMZI[LIVI[IWXEVXIH
%RHORS[XLITPEGIJSVXLI¾VWXXMQI
8LVSYKLXLIYRORS[RVIQIQFIVIHKEXI
;LIRXLIPEWXSJIEVXLPIJXXSHMWGSZIV
-WXLEX[LMGL[EWXLIFIKMRRMRK
%XXLIWSYVGISJXLIPSRKIWXVMZIV
8LIZSMGISJXLILMHHIR[EXIVJEPP
2SXORS[RFIGEYWIRSXPSSOIHJSV
&YXLIEVHLEPJLIEVHMRXLIWXMPPRIWW
&IX[IIRX[S[EZIWSJXLIWIE
5YMGORS[LIVIRS[EP[E]W²
%GSRHMXMSRSJGSQTPIXIWMQTPMGMX]
%RHEPPWLEPPFI[IPPERH
%PPQERRIVSJXLMRKWWLEPPFI[IPP
;LIRXLIXSRKYIWSJ¿EQIEVIMRJSPHIH
-RXSXLIGVS[RIHORSXSJ¾VI
%RHXLI¾VIERHXLIVSWIEVISRI
-T. S. Eliot
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AFTERWARDS

T

he path to Alchemical wholeness is a worthy journey for
all brave-hearted women to experience. From the beginning of this adventure, our intention has been to guide
you through the five stages and seven operations of alchemy that
are filled with immeasurable treasures for you to discover. We
know that the alchemical map is not easy or predictable to follow. It is not a linear experience, going from Nigredo through to
Rubedo. It contains unexpected twists and turns that challenge
each of us daily.
At times, you will be steeped in the dark matter of the Nigredo, feeling isolated from the world. Suddenly, you will have an
Albedo breakthrough and discover a way out of your funk or perhaps you finally see the destructive patterns that have trapped
you in one of the alchemical stages and can let go of it!
Remember that the practical formulas included in each of the
alchemical stages are the keystones that can help you through
the uncharted waters found in your life journey. Also, the personal insight section is a special place that acts as a clearing
house for you to find and work with the hidden story that has
influenced your life choices.
We encourage you to be gentle with yourself and trust that the
lessons learned in each of these alchemical stages can bring new
and joyous insights that will contribute to your transformation.
The ancient alchemists were passionate in their quest to
change base metal into gold. Along the way, they created a symbolic system that touched the innermost part of their souls.
Maria Hebraea and all those that dedicated their lives to the
alchemical journey have given us an amazing gift, the Philosophers’s Stone, that holds the potential for changing our basest
experiences into golden opportunities.
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Go forward
unafraid...eager to
know deeply
the Golden Woman within
that beckons to be
heard and understood.
-R. Rubio 2007
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licensed therapist who specializes in depth
psychology, energy psychology, and the
challenges of life transitions. At National
University in northern California, Dr.
Davidson teaches in the Master of Arts
program of Counseling Psychology.
Catherine’s background includes a
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counseling, and mental health consultant
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Dr. Davidson focuses on facilitating emotional growth and
healing. And eliminate rest of sentence, all else remains the
same. As a Life Coach, Catherine assists people to integrate past
experiences into the matrix of personality to pursue meaning
and significance. She offers an exploration of new animated and
alchemical perspectives to reach fulfillment of personal potential.

Overcoming adversityY
Ramona P. Rubio, Ph.D. is a
Cultural Mythologist who uses
story as a portal into life transitions.
Her main focus is on the alchemical
journey and living a meaningful
life. She facilitates women’s healing
circles where dreams and desires are
shared and supported.
As a Life Coach, Ramona
creates a nurturing space where her clients can imagine themselves
in a whole new way. She guides them to the story they want to live
and helps them discover their creative potential. For Dr. Rubio, it
is vital for people to embrace their uniqueness and say yes to new
possibilities.
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D

Woman

esigned and written with care and respect for the
ancient alchemists and for today’s readers seeking
positive change, this book reconstructs an age-old
system of transformation dating back to Alexandria, Egypt,
200 A.D.
The Alchemical Woman translates the ancient metaphorical
tradition of Alchemy—practiced by diverse cultures for
millennia—into a meaningful and practical tool for selfdiscovery. Elaborate concepts, such as the coniunctio, dressed
in mysterious images are edited into workable compositions
that enable women to readily adopt these ancient and
mystical concepts as their own. This interactive handbook
gently guides the reader through the five alchemical stages—
from Nigredo to Rubedo—that are the foundation for THE
GREAT WORK, the Philosopher’s Stone, the elixir of life.
It reveals potent formulas for dealing with all the aspects of
the psyche—the shadow and the light.
The Alchemical Woman appeals to women who seek personal
empowerment, spiritual fulfillment, and a methodology that
is practical, powerful, and that provides specific steps for
evaluating and transforming one’s life.
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