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Dedication
This 61)'0’( (s fo’byou.

Goddess Q

eplm sewes as a reminder that in this wm/&(, it is easy to fo?get

You have an army behind You.
These are Your directions [lome;
breadcrumbs to a/eways remember Your way back.

ﬂo/(mm)&&(jments

My 500(61&55 research is an a‘ma@amat&m
of received stoties, conversations, eistem'rg,
srwal(irg, rea‘oliry, and wréﬁrg over o(eca‘dw,
spun t(yetth/ with lived and learned Wwe
imajimhldn, and ourio.vity. Goddess C{éplm (s
moze than an historical account and collection
olf facts. It is an act of fanta“sy, and rw,wct.
I@cterw( s,woiaﬂjmtitup{e to the wurw(e/pfue
sto?yteeews who have L'nf&wna:&( ‘mejreatey:
Clarissa ?Lnj(oea Estes, ,jean Shinoda /30&11,
josep/l Cam,flleee ano( C{eeymrw(m/ feiot, to
name a,fe/w. 'ﬂmnj( You to Lozrene Shy&u‘ fm,
her fmtln and "mystkw@ vision. Thank You to my
rmrents, Garry and Debbie 5’(5«‘60, Iﬁ'/»:t ol{ all

for being my otigin story and place of my first
eearm'rg when it came to stories and the power
of “myt[z and olf course foz Your unwm»erirg
su,orw@t evelyo{ay, hejfﬂnﬂ with Pllotqjmphy
and uwmrg and anytlu'rg I asl( ofyou; my
solid fomw(at&m. 71mn,/( You to Winsbow Eliot
and Jslene Runnirgo(m foz the u[)&'ﬂ'irg and
esoteric ﬁ'&i[l eyfes in t[zisjoumey.

Thank you to my husband, Rich Theroux,
foz tllejl:fl: olfa, eife well lived. You are the
lﬁ'/?,e in the hearth of’my home and w&mg with
Al these breadcrumbs T am able to travel and
dance and Wy&m and never worry about laary
able to lﬁrw( my way safaey back.




Foreword
T — = ==

Jess 'ﬂmumx/ has com,n'&o( a amtemrwrmy text that encompasses the
com,)&ya'bicyj and richness of our (nney worlds as refeecteo( in these Mmow(mmy
and mwumtgoo(o(wsw A wmw(e/zl{ éggftfw comtrg l{aje women, it is also a
book that's a/[wwmfuejuw{e fozrwo{)& l{aﬂ@ajw a‘m;{jmﬁ(m As the author
describes Venus, it's {ml{ect.

Jess cafturexj the essential qua/&ﬁu of thwejoddwsw ﬁom around
the world in D[rw[l, umlc’ue, artistic, and inpfqh{fue ways. Tllrouj[l intuitive
and /(mm)&o(jea‘b& o(ojcriptidns, l)mhfue I/we{'ry, um’que artwozle, and
com,wsdimmte jut’o(a‘nce, she shows us how to /w&rwrw( each one. She oﬁ(m us
a W, eow'ry in&g[rt into t[:ejoc/o(eyjsexj and into oursebves. Her words— and
accom[mnyirg syméves—- feee as true as the arrows that Artemis Cets f({;/

Chaos reminds us to
Find oomfo’zt in the unj(mm)n
In the in between

~Winsbow Tliot, PHD, metaphysician, and author of
Be Still—how to heal mw(jrow and
What Would You Do jflmm Was Wotkirg You ad To Do



?reface
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In 2047 I was teaolnirg an art ass and we
were am/(try at fcmt o{&Mﬂn for an Wm[oee fo?/
the o&«‘sd, Io(ugmx( an affalmlwt, each eeb{'w
based om wjop(dws. As T embroidered each
Cetter in class and at ’Ruml}&housejww%y, I
would tell the stosies olf who I was fowu’rg o
at that moment. These letters were important;
rep/zwentative of lmje and universal truths.
When T had a sta‘ol( ol{ 26 &crm, &t{& Uinen

rectangfu, T decided to “make a 6:70/( out olf them.

Dt took a year to put the whole thing
tqgetlwz/, write the [oems to accompany the
&btm and o{e/ugn each Imje based on the various
cultures. This was a ,na‘ctice in d‘jﬂ“’ﬂ to truth
and amneclx'rg to L'o(eas, not about ection.

It was all intuition and heart. Mal(irg the

61)0/( was a balance between economy — too many
rmjw to hide the Au‘o/(s olf the emlnoio(my would
make the (mvl( too tlnw/( versus ‘frwrg ‘myw@f
l{rom eyc,wctatians o& the ,mst. There are threads
stlawirg and knots to Mo{ee with.

| — w

Fo@ymrs T carried this buok around with
me (n my 6ﬁol<{m‘o/( and purse. T would tell the
stories when ,wolo& asked. -T;«‘Iorury into rich
connectivity to a central, f&w a‘f femim’ne enerqy,
the lessons T wanted to remember were Caid out in
52 [4ges olf st‘rirtq and colour and love.

When the alﬂﬁty to share this with moze
,wopee came, it was inh’miﬁ(ﬁh’rg and dery
This book is an o,arw?tunity to @cfwrw{ on free—
verse {wefry and create o(tuey routines to l(ee{y our
power in the foﬂ’/ﬁm’lt ol{ our consciousness. Hs
You ,nactice these ref&wt&ms tlney wil become
second nature and lmrt o‘f who we are. ')A)o?,l(
towards a connection with everyt[lirg around You.
Meditate on home. Find [reace and tlrejoo(o(m
within. -jeyju'ca’mmu,b, 2024



Artemis: Nature is our temple.
Wilderness, our holy place. My bow
and arrow remind us to be true and my
crescent moon brings light. Py. 4

Placeholler: Nature is our
temple. Wilderness, our holy place.
My bow and arrow remind us to be
true and my crescent moon Py. 4

Placeholeler: Nature is our temple.
Wildenfess, our holy place. My bow
and arrow remind us to be true and my
crescent moon brings light. Py. 4

Godldlesses, A toM

Placeholeler: Nature is our temple.
Wilderness, our holy place. My bow
and arrow remind us to be true and my
crescent moon brings light. Pg. 4



Goddesses, N to L









I AM ARTEMIS

I am w:ﬂ(, one with the wilderness
A delectable bakance of timing
ﬂrw( immacublate chaos
One with the natural cyoa%
My home was Ancient Greece
ﬂno( now I live in the hearts olf those who
protect Mother Earth
I am C{Zplm‘ Puntress
No hunter comes Iﬂefzne me
Those animals T jet to know
We agree on teams
To survive, You never tu‘/(e moze than You need
To tfrrive, You ta'/(e what wants to be ta‘/(m
I am
The Boar
The Stag
The Bear
T am the moon and bl her cyoeexj
The crescent moon is the bend olfmy bow
My arrow (s my truth
714\1/ needbe P‘m”ﬂ the silence
Rwoeute and unwaveriyg
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T am the new moon

The ,nomise of the Zght wmirg, new laq,gim'lirgs
I too/( my vow of ce&'éﬁcy, my rm‘rtm% (s nature
Water over rocks is my music

T stand fo’b truth

The wilderness holdls that truth

Come to my home mw(you'e@feee

That {Yuth, the l)mze t[lrouj[l the windows
You'll fw@ safe to be You

ﬂrtemi.w'a p&mts: tarmgon, 'mujwo’zt, wo’zmwom;{,
/3urm'rg to cleanse the aly, in rmst&) in g/&rsd jars
These {)&mts, foz fevers, inf&«‘mmat&m, headaches
The extra bed is w@ways made fn wisitors

The antlers arw(feattnm mw(furs

ﬂo(m,mry my home are ﬂtfts l{rom the animals
Whmyou lmifo(your altars

Rememl)w the ethicw@\journcy o‘{ (mey receivirg]
What L'sjivm to You injul)ifarwe

You can't fom connection, You can't fa‘ke tmej/
7Vly home is a P‘eaoe wheze You can be You
When ,wo,?ee come to me in twneyjty

ﬁqf are received with love and oom[msd/ion
Including you

T am with You.

e



REFLECT T i

What are distractions
inyour &fe rf'qlvt now?

What is [urw(mug You b[rom lwug Your truest sa@f?

/Sreathe o(ee,fv

Who is Your truest seef?

What elements are sfrdrg in you?

What elements need nurturirg ?

ﬂre there distractions that could be re -focuseo(,
and used as o,armtumlﬁa fm, re -oem‘rirg?

for mmp&: dishes could be stopru’rg You Ifrom
wrilx'ry Your novel /mt, cou&(you use that time
to listen to a ,wo(mst o a favou'te album? Or
dictate notes? a time to meditate on lyg ideas?

ACT

Venture into nature

Carve out time to be quiet outside

with fami@/ o2 alone

summer o2 winter

You need {ruh aiy

grass between Your toes

dirt under Your ﬁrgmab@s

snow in your hair

Remem/am/ me, eel the Iw@se olf the mother
Protect and &ft up your sisters

MEDITATE

Wherever You are, Hose Your eyes
/3reat[w deep, L'mcyine the D[n%[r scent o‘f
rwwjrzm)t[r na dee{yfomt

Breathe deep
L'mcyine the soft mossy earth below You

feee the wind around You, jmt&,
J'ust erwujtl to make the trees whisru’/z/
Remember me

The new-moon sley may be dark,

The eght (s wmirg. Be the @[rf

You are armed with the truth

I am at Your side.

11
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Lam siLeuis There are so many stories, tlney caled me eus(fue
The Quem of Sheba and irw(u%ent.
T am the o(a,uj[lt% of a;\/'innarw( my mother A tapestry o‘f histosies
was a queen. ﬂrw( intentions
T know {w&bua,e and SW“e(WW%; both. Ijuws there was a little bit of'me in each stoyy
T am known for how much T have,and yet 7Vly home is l)mh’fu@, everytllirg jo&( and sflim'rg
T am still ra‘venoupey [Iuygr\y for moze, T would travel, and [fwoloee would travel to me
moze l(now&o{ge, mose Wm T have many treasures fmm across the world
Any way to grow ;)eyand T have musicians p@ayug fn ‘me a/eways
1 come ﬁom what is now ft[ubpia Sitars and zithers
T am the btyiminﬂ ol{a, &yg Cine glf /(iygs I&irg as I work around the home
71161/ wrote about me in the 2ebrew [Bible, Frankincense smoke S[%M/elrg
the Qur'an and the Kebra N@ast fIH’OMj[I the notes 0({ my song
av o&ffmt wo’w(sfo?/ the same story I worshify the sun
There was a woman The ongy celestial 604;(:1 to
She u{aset the notm Riva/@’me
She had [u,wky &iqs and l)ea,utifue lu{as ﬂ'w{ ’myjo&[
She was evil These monotheists come around
Evilly intelligent And push their, god
WL&(@/ out ol{ control, But it's the sun that catches my eye
a wea/ethy monarch Do what hirgs You /Jeeey\/gg&rg\/oy
a Phé&rsoplle/p-qum W[mtjiw:s You lmt{e/vfewj7
a heretic! Do that and T'0 be with You.
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REFLECT

Who are your 7

What I:eeps You fw@ alive?

What excites you?

What turns You on?

Are You getfing everythiry You desire?

.7{ not, what's stomu'rg you?

How can You restructure tlnirgs in Your &'fe to attract
elements You crave?

Ref&ct on the various stories oﬁ You that will
surface aftw Your death

What stories do You want I/Leopfe to remember?

ACT

Stretch. Reconnect with every inch of yoursee‘f.

First Your 6061!/, ro€l out yourjoints, next your mind.

Listen to voices outside Your usual, Wn&e

While in a sa‘fe space, ,wslz \l/ourseef to be
urwomfo’zta‘lyee

Do riddles

Pave You been wa‘nh’rg to train fm/ a marathon?

ﬁuy rum'lirg shoes.

Pave You been curious about a book that seemed
outside Your comfm,t zone? Reao( it

Pave You been curious aéoutfa,ittl?

from a p@ace ol{ Love and Com,w:dian, journ,ey to a
new land and learn everytlliniq You can

EXPAND.

MEDITATE

No matter what time o‘f\yea'r, lﬁ'w{ @ c’uiet p&‘ce to
lose Your eyes
/Sreat[le o(eep
imajine [teat, a(ry desert tleat, low down
L'majine the tdrguw ol{ sunshine on you
smell rich and wrt[ly scents
M\ljrr‘[l, Sandalwood, Cinnamon
settle in, breathe y&w, sbow ewzryttnivg down
Remember me
My insatiable thirst for knowledge for experience
and urw(mtarw(irg
You have sexcual power and roya/ety in Your blood
Bao’( s{ra{'q[lt, head hg[l, I am at Your side

15
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I AM cHAOS

T am Primordial
Fog and mist
Alphe
“the chasm” between heaven and Earth
711(@'\»6 called me a chaotic mix 0{{ elements
Existing in the ,m'mmaaﬂ universe
,:Vuma/e mud
T am the fwt«& space ﬁom whenre &'fe sprang
The 'misty aty t[lroujll which lu/w(sfgy
T am the Ia%qim'lirg
b’efm fnm
1 am com,;&yo and crude and oum'lirg
T smell like ozome
fi/(e earth and rain eil(e o{arl( dreams
Is,wﬁl( tltrouj[r all the mouths
See ttirouﬂll bl the elfes
My home is l)efm the l’{qin'li”(q
Timeews, fo’zmews, Cimitless.

18

I ryu'steo( lyefm mouths and eyjes

I s,wa'/( tflrouj[l Your cells

Do You hear me?

W/lisrwu'rg n azrguayeyj never writfen down
%rvuj/n the winds

Between the dust

S‘Imnmrg yarn ﬁom the ether

I am remirw(irg You of the Iﬂ(giimirg
There were no words

To misinterpret

'mm was m@/ essence

And things built from there

Or t[zei/ didn’t

ﬂwe,otwg when t[u’nﬂs don't wo’zj(
Unole/z/starw(irg that when ttu'rgs

Do work

I(rwwirg it is the universe at [’&‘f/
The lng &rg A(:,qan/ it all and we
ﬂrejust &t{'ee &rgs

Crwtirtq as we grow.



REFLECT

What confmsbirg
binaries are atp@zy in,you Zintrovert? exctrovert?
Chaos reminds you of the in between
It’s ol( to want to be alone and still crave connection
male? female?
we exist om a s,wcfrum olf characteristics.
Wo’zmcmw, tendencies that will evolve mw(ﬂrou)
as youjet to I(rww You moze.
c’m'et? Coud?

neuly7 inc(efwrwlent?
messy? ticdly?

You never have to lJejust one tlnirg

You are a comp&te and com,:r&yc /aeug that is ever
Jrowing, f&wirg, olmrgirg and evo&n’rg.

,[,’i/(e me, You are made up o‘f the whole universe,

everyt[lirg
You bring worllds into being.

ACT

ﬂctiw/ei/ pean, somd’[u’rg You could [fru'g into laem(q
Do up the lyeuep)u'nts.

What conditions would be conducive fo?/ Your

Big Bmg?
What do You need to add to Your soil
to 'mal(e tlu'rgs jrow7

— g O e = T

MEDITATE

Befm time, there wasn't so much aafe)w
there was everyt[u’rg .. at the same time
b’reatl:e o(ee,;v
,£L'fe is messy
everyone is comp&w
many ideas qa'stirg at one time
We fry to make sense ol{ it all
Surrender
You don’t have to understand it all to celebrate it all
Remember me

T am with You in the in between.
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ﬂéout the ﬂut[w’z/

Jessica ’mmwo entwines her own ['Lmona/ejoumey with
meticubous historical research and a s,%'/bituwe connection

to ,nomirwnt Joddws lﬁ'qura. ﬂrouj[v her “ma‘st%y of
emlnoio(my, watmareour, oée,mintirg, and ceramic
soue,ature, she delves into the 'mystica/e realms olf the
femim’ne o(iw'ne, shiniyg a eght on the [ower that resides
within every cherished and oftm-over&m/(eo( creature on our
Iofam&t. In a recent TedX ta/le, she %’4&%&( the ygmlﬁcarwe
olf love in our weeectivejourney olf (re)crea‘lx'rg the world.
Jessica, w&mﬂ with her husband Rich, run Rumble 2ouse,
an art 3{1%11 and studio in downtown Cu@my, Qlberta.



