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Cue the crisis

“Confusion will be my epitaph.”
♫ King Crimson



“Oh, it’s just way too fucking much.”  Coming from a seasoned 
professional astrologer, the words were bittersweet relief.  “I 
seriously do not know anyone who could handle this.  Survive it, 
yes.  But handle it?  No way.”  

“Thank you…!” I managed to gurgle back.  Finally, someone was 
dishing out some validation.

My astrology chart contained all the usual midlife crisis suspects, 
and heaped on top of those like some sick karmic sundae was an 
inordinate number of long, slow, drawn out, once-in-some-
people’s-lifetimes transits plus some intense pressurizing medium-
range effects.  The graphical ephemeris Bill created looked more 
like the polygraph of a fast-talking pathological liar.  Neptune was 
engulfing me in a great twin-fog of confusion and delusion even as 
Uranus goaded me into making erratic changes.  Chiron was busy 
re-opening my ancient wounds and pouring salt in them while 
Saturn had me ruthlessly scrutinizing things to the core.  Not to be 
outdone, Pluto was steadfastly tending its alchemical mission, 
burning everything to the ground and leaving me to crawl from the 
wreckage.  Though not necessarily in that order.  There was 
nothing orderly about it.

And what exactly are these “transits”, you ask?  The short answer: 
a convenient analytical scapegoat for what ailed me.  The real 
answer: the notable times when planets, wherever they currently 
are in the heavens, form significant angles to the locations those 
planets occupied at the time you came out of the womb.  Some 
transits are quickies and others seem never-ending—it all depends 
on the relative speeds of the planets involved.  Some are personal 
and others are sweepingly generational.  How they get interpreted 
is a huge can of worms that I think I’ll just keep the lid on, but 
suffice it to say that when a truly talented human astrologer is 
speaking, the stuff makes a whole lot of sense.  My consultation 
with Bill Herbst arrived in divine timing to save my sanity.



I was feeling a lot of things, if not sane.  My emotional terrain was 
largely sculpted in horizonless expanses of utter confusion, 
sprinkled with fleeting showers of clarity and saddled in periodic 
morasses of angst and depression.  When depressed, I applied the 
tried-and-true home remedy of massive oreo-eating and movie-
watching alone in the dark.  So dark had been my outlook at times 
that suicidal thoughts came to call.  I never seriously considered 
enactment though, fearing it would somehow screw things up for 
me in the afterlife, and I’d end up bawling “doh!” Homer Simpson 
style as it echoed down the canyon, ridiculing me for my foolish 
mistake.  So instead I filled scrawly journals and notebooks with 
cheerful little observations and queries such as “what the hell am I 
doing here?” and  “what is the point of all this anyway?” and “oh, 
god, please don’t let me become a crazy old cat lady, celibate and 
living alone with nineteen feline housemates.”

I had outward stability.  I had community.  I was in a pretty good 
financial position.  I had the time and means to express myself 
creatively.  I had the freedom to choose.  But I also had the 
unusual burden of too much choice.  Too much opportunity for 
discontent.  Something was missing from my life, and it wasn’t just 
a man—though that surely added to my discontent.  But it 
wouldn’t take a rocket surgeon to see how my mental state was not 
exactly a beacon for a healthy intimate relationship.

If anything, I was married to my house.  I’d been busting my hump 
remodeling the joint, tearing into every square inch and 
rearranging nearly every molecule of it with my own bare (okay, 
gloved) hands.  It was total immersion, and it provided a canvas 
for my art (big festive mosaic-tiled shower rooms, for instance) and 
for this reason I usually enjoyed the work thoroughly.  But there 
was madness in it too: obsession and perfection-seeking, physical 
exhaustion and emotional breakdowns.  I was starting to wonder if 
my health was being compromised by exposure to all the particles 
and fumes.  For years, renovation had been the main recipient of 



my time and energy, having already reduced my formal work hours 
to sporadic part time, consulting, and part year jobs.  

I’d been living in Portland, Oregon for an entire decade, and this 
was an astounding record for me.  It felt more like a small town 
than a city because I couldn’t go into a grocery store without 
running into people I knew—which made for a warm fuzzy 
existence for the most part.  That is, until the very same conditions 
began to invoke social suffocation.

It was a decade of wild creativity.  Moving to Puddletown 
immediately after my divorce, I got busy honing the fine art of 
playing.  I took up music and singing.  And dance classes.  I 
dabbled in the bikey sub-culture.  I started writing for the first 
time outside of academia.  I held elaborate theme parties that 
became legendary within certain social circles, spending months 
envisioning, preparing, masterminding, decorating, and staging.  
People adored me for hosting these events, as they were crucibles 
in which they could loose their own creativity and assume 
character roles, socialize, meet new friends and lovers, and then 
rave about it all afterward.  Those were high times in Portlandia.
But somewhere along the line, the fun-balloon was leaking its air.  
Not just because I occasionally had to huck some drunken rogue 
out on the curb or clean up horrendous after-party messes.  No, 
something deeper was stirring.  Waves of emptiness and discontent 
were beginning to wash over me with greater regularity.

My community was like family.  Friends are my family, because my 
bio-family and I are from such radically different planets that I’d 
deemed it necessary to step out of their orbit long ago.  But even 
chosen family can be dysfunctional (not to mention incestuous).  
After a while, I couldn’t throw a small dinner party without 
someone’s feathers getting ruffled because they hadn’t been 
invited.  I wondered if there could be such a thing as too many 
friends.  We were growing apart—slowly.  It seemed as if I was 
trying to figure out the meaning of life while they were 



contemplating what to wear at Burning Man.  Little by little, I was 
withdrawing from the pack into my own cocoon, though I didn’t 
rightly know it at the time.

☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀

Slightly soothed by the astrological assessment and newly 
equipped with the insight that this nuttiness was, to a large degree, 
my own custom crisis—and a finite one at that—I was able to relax 
a tiny bit.  I could stop comparing myself to others and coming up 
puzzled when I asked them if they’d had or were currently having 
a midlife crisis of their own.  Many people just sort of shrugged 
and responded with ambiguity.  Trust me, if you’ve been in the 
throes of it, you knows of it.  Apparently not everyone has them; it’s 
not some inescapable rite of passage.  Which makes it all the more 
scoffable from the non-crisis-haver’s perspective.  People looking 
on may conclude that your life is just peachy keen and lacking 
cause for dissatisfaction, but this doesn’t prevent you from feeling 
the way you do.  If anything, it only makes you feel guilty on top of 
feeling crappy and confused.  

What constitutes a crisis, really?  Dictionaries will say things like 
“a crucial stage or turning point in the course of something”, “an 
unstable period, especially one of extreme trouble or danger”, or “a 
sudden change, for better or worse.”  As for me: unstable?  Most 
definitely.  Extreme danger?  Not so much.  Aside from my recent 
communing with power tools, I’d gotten most of the dangerous 
living out of my system as a teenager.  But emotionally and socially 
dangerous, perhaps, yes.  

It seems that most people, by the time they reach forty, find 
themselves saddled with kids, spouses, jobs, mortgages, relatives, 
and god-knows-what-else keeping their day to day life firmly 
anchored.  Of course, many thoroughly enjoy the moorings and 



experience an uninterrupted lifetime of bliss in the harbor.  Some 
even manage to set sail to new adventures with the whole brood in 
tow.  Then there are others, like me, to whom a tether becomes a 
straightjacket, and who hunger to slash the ropes in the middle of 
the night, dashing boldly seaward, not knowing what serpents 
might rear their frightening heads but not really thinking about it 
either.  Running away from home and joining the circus is not 
necessarily the answer, but that doesn’t keep you from fantasizing 
about it.  

The cliché midlife crisis goes something like this:  Man meets 
Crisis.  Man buys red convertible.  Man takes to slippin’ ‘round 
with cute young thang.  Man’s wife feels victimized.  Ugly divorce 
ensues.  Lawyers laugh all the way to the bank.  Crisis earns a bum 
rap.

Hence the term middlescence.  Being an adult can be highly 
overrated.  As for me, I had no dependents other than one 
beguilingly cute calico, so busting out of stasis was a relatively 
victimless crime—though you wouldn’t necessarily know that if 
you were to query certain people in my life.  I was beginning to 
consciously adopt the new manifesto of prioritizing self over 
others.  And when you do that, believe me there’s going to be some 
backlash from the ones who’ve been overwatering at the trough. 

People often tell me I’m too young to have had a midlife crisis, but 
their assertions have more to do with their own feelings about 
aging (and a little to do with flattery).  I’ve heard of people having 
them in their thirties nowadays.  Crisis is in the mind of the 
experiencer.  Who’s to say where the middle of a lifetime falls, how 
long a middle transpires or a crisis endures?  Well, when you find 
yourself basking in the sunshine of your life for the sixty-seventh 
day in a row and looking back at the dark hole you crawled out of, 
you can then know with some certainty that the crisis has been 
finite.  And significant.  But I’m getting way ahead of the story.



☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀

Homeownership had been the cornerstone of my recent adult life.  
It made me feel secure—not just financially, but emotionally and 
socially.  Upon joining the landed gentry, it was satisfying and 
empowering to think that never again could I be made to leave at 
the whim of a landlord, nor would I be restricted in what colors to 
paint the walls.  Hell, I was tearing walls out and building new 
ones—total creative control.  And yet, after nearly a decade the 
solidity of home-girl life was wearing thin.  In fits and starts I 
grappled with the futility of security in general and materialism in 
particular.  I wanted to be free of it all, but paradoxically was still 
very attached to my creature comforts.  It was tempting to jump on 
board with one of those “I only own 100 items” campaigns, but I 
don’t think any of those people were in charge of a geriatric 
wooden house.  My tools alone would eat up the quota, let alone 
necessities like bubble bath and teacups.

Certain friends would say, “you already have less stuff than anyone 
I know”, but that kind of comparison is useless.  It’s not a 
competition; it’s personal.  I was feeling burdened by what stuff I 
did own and starting combing through it.  It’s always been pretty 
easy to part with generic things that are easily reacquired, but now 
I was expanding the purging turf.  Even my collection of 
memorabilia could no longer retain its sacred-cow status.  I’d 
schlepped that heavy boxful in countless mooves, never once 
questioning its value or validity until now.  It was mildly exciting 
to discover a frontier, to be able to cop a fresh look at old stuff.  
Why hold on to photos and cards from people I no longer knew or 
even cared about?  Guilt might work for the Catholics, but it was 
an ineffective motivator pour moi.  One by one, I held each item in 
my hands and considered how it felt when I touched it, looked at 
it, or thought about it.  In each case, it quickly became obvious 
what to do: either keep it or chuck it.  I think material things 
definitely hold energy and it can really bog you down if it’s not an 



uplifting kind of energy.  Call me a new-age bulimic, but I felt a 
hell of a lot better after purging.

☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀

Naturally, I was a big fan of the public library, because they took 
care of all the book-owning, leaving me free to enjoy just the book-
reading part.  It was win-win.  And the Multnomah County 
Library system was probably among the best in the nation.

One day in my local branch, I was drawn to a certain hardcover by 
Sylvia Browne (an overly made-up scary television psychic).  In it, 
she espoused a theory that our lives have five “exit points” written 
into the script.  Interesting concept.  Hmmm, if this was true, I was 
pretty sure I’d already passed on four of them, having survived a 
terrible car wreck, narrowly evaded bullets whizzing within a few 
inches of my cranium, experienced a near-drowning, and emerged 
physically unscathed from another harrowing motor vehicle 
incident that left me pondering guardian angels and time-altering 
surrealism.  If I really was careening toward my last exit, what 
then of the remaining miles?  

Apathetic inertia was ever-so-gradually being transmuted into 
carpe diem, nothing-to-lose verve.  If I was willing to die but 
didn’t, I was then willing to live without the fear of death, or much 
else for that matter.  I began, rather unconsciously and willy-nilly 
at first, to formulate a bucket list.  It was all too easy to identify my 
dislikes and aversions, but... what was it that I really wanted?
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One Way Ticket
to Woolandia

“There's a world inside where dreamers
meet each other.  Once you go

it's hard to come back...”
♫ Janelle Monae



For one thing, I wanted to see auras.  Probably ever since I’d read The 
Celestine Prophecy—you know, that one chapter where the main 
character starts seeing energy fields around people as they interact, 
exposing all their ulterior motives and control dramas.  As far as 
superpowers go, I found this one tremendously appealing, because I’d 
experienced a lot of bewilderment in my life from the chasm between 
people’s words and my murky perception of what was really going on.  
I’ve often longed for that elusive telepathic society where “say what 
you mean and mean what you say” is simply a way of life.

My fascination with the paranormal, however, was kindled long before 
that James Redfield parable emerged on the scene.  Mostly I blame the 
seventies for my strange obsessions.

☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀

The 1970s was a time of magic and innocence, other-worldly spectacle 
and paranormal possibilities, talking animals and cars, aliens, ghosts 
and witches intermingling with ordinary humans.  Well, at least on TV 
it was.  Like most American kids, I received a large part of my early 
education while plopped down in front of the tube (an actual tube, an 
old-school console television from yesteryear).  

I loved watching reruns of Bewitched, I Dream of Jeannie, Mr. Ed, The 
Flying Nun, and The Ghost and Mrs. Muir.  It seemed feasible that 
wiggling one’s nose could produce any desired effect—I mean, 
shouldn’t that be possible?  I sure wanted it to be.  The Magic Garden 
and H.R. Pufnstuf, whose creators were clearly experimenting with 
drugs, planted little seeds of altered reality into my impressionable 
young mind.  And I found an exotic bounty of suprahuman inspiration 
in The Bionic Woman, The Incredible Hulk, Wonderwoman, Shazam! and Isis.  
Really, it doesn’t get much better than Isis—an ordinary chick 
transformed into an über-powerful goddess.



As the decade ambled on, new favorites emerged: Mork and Mindy 
(imbuing new meaning to the term miscegenation) and The Dukes of 
Hazzard.  Can a car really jump across a canyon, land flat and keep 
driving?  Sure it can.  Evel Knievel did it on his motorcycle.  
Anything’s possible, even a clean-cut lip-syncing family traveling 
around in a funky bus and getting paid to perform.*  Those campy, 
goofy shows were a welcome contrast to the dysfunctional family 
reality show I was living in.  I read some too, but TV watching was 
often the more peaceful activity at home once we stopped squabbling 
over what to watch, because there was tacit understanding that 
television was sacred.  All conversations and sibling beatings 
automatically came to a halt when the commercials ended.

Of course I had a mood ring, a magic 8-ball and a Ouija board.  I 
wasn’t so naive to believe the ring was measuring moods, but I was 
more interested in the fun and wonder of the thing than in analyzing 
how it worked.  I was simultaneously fascinated and frightened by 
Ouija boards because I’d been reading accounts of people becoming 
possessed by spirits with not-so-pure intentions.  This was the sort of 
reading material I enjoyed at age nine—well, that and books about 
clairvoyance and ESP (extra sensory perception) and telekinesis and 
how time doesn’t really exist in a linear fashion the way we think it 
does.  (That time thing really blew my little mind, and the awe and 
puzzlement persist to this day.)

On rare occasions, I got to go to the old dilapidated movie house in our 
tiny town where they showed second-run, obscure, or otherwise 
cheaply acquired titles.  (Sadly, it later became a triple-X 
establishment).  Somehow I’d gotten wind of Beyond and Back, a grainy 
low-budget documentary about people who died, left their bodies and 
returned to tell about it—in other words, NDEs or near death 
experiences.  I was completely gone—hook, line and sinker.  I 
harangued my mother until she agreed to drop me off for a matinee 

* That Partridge Family bus design later infiltrated more of my artwork than I’d 
care to admit.



with two bucks in my hand one Saturday while she ran around town, 
grocery-getting in her usual grand coupon-queen fashion.  

Now, I understand that in the world of film, Beyond and Back is about as 
crappy and propagandistic as they come.  But to my tender sensibilities 
it was utterly captivating, even as I was aware of its Christian bias.  
Each of the people “interviewed” in the film perceived an anthropo-
morphized image of God that was depicted in a re-enactment with (I’m 
sure) horribly rudimentary graphics.  I wasn’t phased by the subpar 
quality—after all, this was the era when Atari video games were 
considered cutting edge.  A philosophical floodgate in my mind had 
been sprung wide open.  Thinking about stuff like that energized me, 
made me come alive, as if I was suddenly a full-color character in an 
otherwise black and white environment.  I never questioned the 
premise; it just seemed innately logical that we survive physical death 
somehow.  I was (and am) neither frightened nor particularly affected 
by it.  (Then again, I’ve never lost anyone close to me other than a few 
beloved cats and my wonderful 97-year-old great-grandmother.)

Aside from notable genetic longevity, my family was fairly typical of 
mainstream America.  Not necessarily religious, we sometimes 
attended church simply because society seemed to demand it.  We kids 
were occasionally subjected to Sunday school—and the greatest 
oxymoron known to child, Summer Vacation Bible School—but the 
motivation on the part of my parents was free babysitting rather than 
indoctrination.  (I would later grow to wholly appreciate the areligious 
and apathetic nature of my upbringing.  Much later.)

☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀☀

I’ve heard of other people having existential epiphanies at age nine or 
ten, strange as it sounds.  It was certainly a notable time for me, 
because after that my overt passion for the magical and mysterious 
went underground---presumably, sublimated in response to the 


