Excerpt from Chapter 15 of THE MAGDALENE ORACLE

It’s Time Now For You To Step Up

YOU HAVE SUFFERED ENOUGH

Awreya Magdalen
My Story

The Circle of Magdalene Women

Mother Anna spoke again as pictures of my repeating bouts of distress and
longing played in my mind:

It5 time to step up.
Her voice held liquid compassion as well as a forceful command.

As I was beginning to connect to having a choice to step up out of my tormented
state and extinguish it, she hoisted me up out of my density and I might say out
of my identity.

Before I could wonder, What? 1 was being approached and gathered wholly into a
small crowd of women. Touched and pulled close by women with arms and
voices and hearts so familiar, their colours and clothing as if I'd known them



somewhere, their faces radiant. They were one and all an energetic pulse of tender
devotion, a mirror to my quaking soul.

They vibrated a love so pure, so delicate and fierce at once my heart gushed open
in a pop of surrender to relish it, to drink it in.

I love you all so much!1 told them all.

Such was the immediate tumble into my patient heart, as if I had known all along
there would be this reunion, this moment of coming home. I inhaled and merged
into their urgent embrace, their urgent remembrance of my soul, their anointing
and consecration of my light body. My energy frequency trilling upward, nectar
filling my cells, I knew the match to my own majestic heart.

Finally, finally.

As my heart unburdened its grief, deep layers and petals unfolding, I looked into
their eyes. I took in the magnificence. Each one shining her own journey, each
having stepped up through layers of separation, through her own despair of not
belonging, to find her perfect moment to choose the eternal gift once and for all.
My heart registered strength through those eyes as I rose into trust, then humour,
then deep joy and shaking relief.

In the midst of it all I shocked myself by bursting forth with a question:
What about the men?

Somehow in that overwhelming embrace I was still processing my day. Out of
unconscious desperation I suddenly demanded an answer from them like a
stubborn child. The answer came unified from their hearts:

You love them. That'’s all. You love them deeply, as they are.
And you come to us to be held.

Melting back into their touch I contemplated what they had together, what they
knew, how their hearts sang in concert. I imagined my life knowing this embrace,
tully, permanently.

I'm held, always. I am known, desired and loved each and every moment. I can stay full and
happy, be part of, included, adored. I accept this invitation to be respected totally, as an equal, as
one of these stunningly beantiful Magdalenes.






