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This past Friday the summery late evening skies ushered in a Cancer new 
moon. Instead of following my tradition of writing the moon-inspired 
newsletter, I spent the day preparing for my yearly return to the watery 
shores of my favorite Great Lake, the mini ocean where memories evoke 
some of my deepest feelings.  Without conflict and only minimal stress, the 
many details of leaving the multi-faceted farm-womb of the Self & Soul 
Center were accomplished with no better companion than the moon. 
Cancer reminds us of our watery origins, plunging us into emotional 
recollections of home, being cared for, the ultimate mother. Although I 
haven’t directly thought of my mother recently, memories of our Lake 
cottage keep flooding my mind.  

 
My mother’s final wish was to 
hear the waves of Lake 
Michigan, even as the other 
kind of cancer riddled her body 
with pain.  Perched in our turn 
of the 20th century cottage, high 
above in her hospital bed,  she 
listened without touching the 
healing waters.  Mom, or Ruth 
as she was named, had her 
introductory summer there as a 
teenager brought by her 
parents.  She entrusted her love 

into the lake, forests and a bare-bones house, making the purchase from 
her mother and eventually passing it onto her kids.  This heart and hearth-
felt home has been worth all the struggle to share it amongst the family, to 
even create a trust for future generations continued enjoyment of the 
paradise.  

Why would a sensible North-westerner devote so much effort for a short 
two-week stay in Michigan, year after year leaving Oregon in the peak 
summer only to arrive in the Midwest’s unpredictable chilly storms to hot 
humidity?  Simply put, I want my mommy, the longing and promise of love.  
I know it can be off-putting to hear an (overly) grown woman invoke desire 
for her mom, but truly, it is freeing.  I want the tender warm glow of being 



held in trusted arms, without the need to do anything. Although this was not 
so true in the relationship with my actual mother, the nature of this summer 
place embraces beauty and being, within and without.  There is no other 
experience like this in my life. 

As I nurture myself in this simple way, I am renewed to care for the earth 
and to continue my many collaborative relationships, old and new.  When I 
let in my desire to be mothered, my capacity to give expands 
exponentially.  Try it, you’ll like it!


