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“Only when we are brave enough to explore the Darkness
will we Discover the infinite Power of our Light.”

— Brene Brown

S
tella couldn’t see Rachel’s house from the street, although 

she lived in an old neighborhood in Seattle with brick Tu-

dor homes and neighbors all around. There was a six-foot 

fence wrapped around both sides of the house, and as Stella pulled 

open the gate, she was blanketed by grape vines stretching over a 

wooden trellis leading to the cottage in back of the house. Prolific 

tomato plants grew along the path, their reddening globes swelling 

with juice. Tibetan bells hung on the porch column of the cottage. 

This was Rachel’s studio where she did her work. Stella didn’t know 

yet what that work would be since Rachel hadn’t gone into detail 
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about it during their phone conversation.

Stella rang the bells as directed, alerting Rachel to her presence. 

She took off her shoes, also as directed, by a handwritten sign post-

ed on the clear glass French door. Entering the room, she placed 

her shoes on a small brown rug next to the door and stood for a 

minute looking around.

The ceilings were high, with a wood fan slowly rotating the air, 

which had a natural clean smell. Off to the side by the door was 

a small, faded green wicker chair, not big enough for an adult to 

sit on—perhaps it was for a child. Over the chair was an orange 

and white afghan. It looked soft, fluffy like a baby’s blanket. In a 

corner across from the door was a cast iron black stove to heat 

the room, and next to the stove, a futon mattress lay on the floor, 

covered with many pillows and blankets. A small side table on the 

stove’s other side held little trinkets and art objects. Off to the right 

was a massage table draped with a Mexican wool blanket, colorful 

in turquoise, black, and yellow. Just above the massage table were 

hooks, one holding a little boy’s jean jacket and another holding 

a stethoscope. A bookshelf against the other wall was filled with 

books, pictures, dolls, and seashells.



59

CHAPTER 2

The last thing Stella noticed was the big green beanbag chair, sitting 

right in the room’s center. Once she did, it dominated the room, 

and she wondered how she had managed to miss it before. Stella 

felt her anxiety fluttering in her stomach. She thought about sit-

ting on the beanbag, but then she thought it must be where Rachel 

sat during the sessions with clients, so Stella sat on the futon mat-

tress and waited until she heard footsteps coming down the path, 

walking up the steps and across the porch to the door. While Stella 

waited for Rachel, she thought about the drive to Rachel’s house. 

She had been anxious about having to cross a bridge, not knowing 

how the therapy would be for her, and whether it would even help.

A short, fifty-ish woman with shoulder-length gray hair entered 

the room. She smiled at Stella; her smile was wide and genuine, 

as if Stella were the person she most wanted to see right then. She 

took her hand.

“I’m Rachel,” she said. “I am so happy to meet you.” Her voice 

was soft, yet clear and penetrating. Letting go of Stella’s hand, she 

plumped down in the bag chair. Thank God I didn’t sit in it, Stella 

thought. Stella had looked up the name Rachel. She was very inter-

ested in the meaning of names. The definition was from the Bible, 
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meaning, “ewe” or “little lamb.” In the Bible, Rachel had been a 

beautiful and cherished wife of Jacob, and the mother of Joseph 

and Benjamin.

Stella’s anxiety increased and her mouth became dry. Her heart 

started palpitating. She had been in therapy before, but it felt dif-

ferent now. This wasn’t an office; there weren’t any desks or chairs 

to sit in while Stella discussed her problems. Maybe this form of 

therapy isn’t for me, she thought; then she answered herself imme-

diately. The other forms didn’t work either, did they? And she knew 

her anxiety was getting more and more out of control, to the point 

where her normal life had vanished. She’d had to leave her sales 

job; she was always anxious when she left the house by herself and 

it was hard for her to be alone at any time. She had to be willing to 

try anything. Had to.

While Stella had this internal dialogue sitting on the futon, Rachel 

spoke softly. “Stella why are you here?”

“Well, I am afraid and anxious all the time,” Stella said while Ra-

chel busily gathered objects from the room, placing them on the 

floor next to her. “I have always felt this way since I can remember, 

but it seems like the apprehension is getting worse.” She watched 
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Rachel spread a white blanket on the floor, big enough for a person 

to lie down upon.

On top of this, Rachel arranged a shawl that had a deep egg-

plant-color background with a delicate design in lighter purple 

woven through it. It had long slender fringes, making her arrange-

ment look like waving fronds of purple seaweed in a white ocean.

“Oh, that looks good,” Rachel said.

As Rachel wandered around the room, she explained how she was 

building a space for Stella, and she continued to gather up items 

like a doll and a pink flower; then she went outside and took a 

piece of bark off her cedar tree. Back inside she picked up a purple 

cord, like something used to tie back curtains. She placed the ob-

jects around the perimeter of the eggplant shawl.

“Okay; that’s good,” she said.

Stella sat on the futon and stared at the space Rachel had created. 

She didn’t get it. This is weird, she thought. What does she want 

from me? Rachel was silent, gazing at her creation on the floor. Was 

she meditating?

After what seemed like a long time, but was probably just a minute 
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or two, Rachel smiled and Stella heard her warm soft voice say, 

“This is your space. I’ve created it just for you, a womb if you like. 

When you are ready, you can enter it.”

Stella immediately froze. Her arms and legs felt like they belonged 

to a robot. Not knowing what else to do, she got up and placed 

herself inside the circular space on the floor. She lay down on the 

purple shawl. Her head and her toes lay on the white blanket.

It was quiet, but Stella did not feel peaceful. She felt uncomfortable; 

she was probably doing this—whatever this was—wrong. Rachel 

wasn’t saying anything, so Stella just lay there. She closed her eyes. 

After a while, she had a vision—she guessed it was a vision; she 

didn’t know what else to call it. Stella was a bird, a big bird like 

an eagle with a huge wingspan. She was flying, soaring over the 

mountains. She felt the lift of the wind. She could see rivers be-

low; she even saw ripples on the rivers and fish in the depths—her 

eyesight was that keen. Stella perched on top of a mountain just to 

look around, and then she heard a voice.

“Where are you?”

“Huh?” Stella asked. She was herself again. The eagle was gone.
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“Where did you go?” It was Rachel’s voice. Stella didn’t answer be-

cause she didn’t know what to say.

“Are you comfortable in this womb?”

“Not really.”

“You can get out if you want to.” Rachel’s voice was calm, peaceful, 

like an angel’s voice.

Stella got up and went back to the futon. They sat in silence for a 

few minutes, and then Rachel asked Stella to describe her experi-

ence.

“Well, I felt like a bird flying around,” Stella said.

“Was this a new experience for you?”

“No, when I was younger, I would dream about being a bird, but I 

haven’t had those dreams in a long time.”

“That was your way of detaching from your environment,” Rachel 

said matter-of-factly.

“Oh, okay,” Stella said, not really understanding what it meant. 

Still, she felt tears start to build in her eyes. But Stella couldn’t allow 

herself to cry because she was afraid she wouldn’t stop. She had just 

met Rachel, and she couldn’t cry in front of someone she had just 
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met. She shifted around on the futon. She didn’t want to talk about 

flying anymore.

Rachel said nothing for a while. They just sat there in silence. Stella 

heard the birds chirping outside and the wind blowing through 

the trees. It was springtime and the buds on the grapevines were 

starting to unfurl into leaves; she gazed at them through the glass 

door. They were that pure spring green, so fresh, so new.

“We’re almost done for today,” Rachel said. “Here is what I picked 

up. I think your mom probably drank alcohol when she was preg-

nant with you. She didn’t want to be pregnant. She didn’t want an-

other baby at that time. That’s why she drank.

“You know, Stella, not being wanted is one of the deepest wounds 

a person can have. This wound is responsible for your loneliness in 

this world, and it’s also responsible for your toughness, your ability 

to survive. You had to be tough to survive in your mom’s womb.”

As Rachel talked, a picture rose in Stella’s mind. She saw her moth-

er, Shirley, sitting at the kitchen table, wearing a camel-colored 

dress and smoking a cigarette. A brownish drink in what Stella 

thought was called a “lowball” cocktail glass was in front of her. 

Her rounded belly pushed against the table.
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Stella wanted to cry; she could feel the tears pushing their way for-

ward, but she clamped down hard inside so she wouldn’t. It was 

hard for Stella to cry in front of people she didn’t know.

“It’s okay,” said Rachel. “You’ll cry when you cry. You will learn to 

let go of all this grief. This is the start of your healing work. You will 

replace all your old beliefs with new ones.”

Somehow, Stella had held the grief in, but she knew she was on 

her way. And underneath the grief was an odd sense of relief—she 

wasn’t crazy, she wasn’t wrong; everything she had felt her whole 

life was true: the feeling of being a burden, abandoned, not import-

ant, not loved. It was all true because her parents had not wanted 

her. They still didn’t.

Stella got up to go. Rachel picked up the eggplant-colored shawl 

from the floor and handed it to her. “This represents a womb,” she 

said. “It is yours now.” Then she gave Stella the purple cord. “This is 

our connection to each other,” she said. “Wear it whenever you feel 

anxious, and bring it to our next session.”

“Thank you,” said Stella as Rachel hugged her goodbye.

Stella walked out the gate onto the street and back to her car. Her 
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tears finally began to fall as she sat in her car. She thought how 

unusual this form of therapy was. Stella had never experienced 

anything like it before. She felt comfortable with Rachel and was 

optimistic.

On her drive home, Stella passed by her old high school and saw 

that it was being torn down. She smiled and thought, The death of 

an old script!

Stella didn’t stop crying until she picked up Gabrielle from school. 

The eggplant shawl was around her neck, and the purple cord was 

tucked in her purse. Stella wasn’t sure what to make of these items 

that Rachel had given her. She waited in the car to pick up Gabrielle 

as her head began to swirl. She felt very anxious immediately, so 

she pulled the cord out of her purse to hold on to it. She felt stupid 

sitting in line with all the other parents holding on to that piece of 

fabric to try to end her apprehension, so she placed it between her 

legs on the seat, just in case Gabrielle surprised her by sneaking up 

alongside the car. Stella continued to hold on to the cord for dear 

life as she breathed and tried to take her mind off the pit in her 

stomach and her dizziness. Suddenly, Gabrielle opened the door.

“Hi, Mom.”
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“Hi, honey; how was school today?” Stella asked, starting the car.

“Well, my friend Alex and I teamed up today for a science project,” 

she said, fastening her seatbelt.

“What did you learn in school today?” Stella asked, pulling out 

onto the street.

“Just how to construct the volcano Alex and me are making.” Ga-

brielle looked out the window while they drove home. Even if they 

didn’t say much else, having Gabrielle with her helped with the anx-

iety, and soon Stella forgot she had had an anxiety attack.

g     g     g

It was time for bed, so Stella went to say goodnight to Gabrielle. 

Gabrielle loved it when Stella rubbed her back so she could fall 

asleep. Stella thought about the session with Rachel and how dif-

ferent it was compared to the other forms of therapy she’d had in 

the past. I have come to my last piece of rope. I’m hanging on for 

dear life. I don’t have any other tools in my arsenal to heal this anx-

iety. This time it has to work. Stella was so tired from the day and 

especially from the anxiety attack that she went to bed earlier than 

usual. She laid the purple shawl over her pillow for closeness and 
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wrapped the cord around her waist. It went around three times 

before she could tie off the ends because she had lost more weight 

from the anxiety.

This is my chance to change the way I mother Gabrielle, she thought. 

Ashton and she had divorced when Gabrielle was three years old. 

It was very important for her to be a good mom to Gabrielle and 

want more for her than she ever got from her mother. She saw the 

similarities from her past behavior with Gabrielle that indicated 

wounds from her own childhood; she wanted to change the course 

of parenting so Gabrielle didn’t have to suffer from all the gener-

ations before her with the abuse, neglect, and lack of love and re-

spect that Stella had been subjected to by her mother. She wanted 

to confront her truth and heal.

Stella turned off her light and tried to fall asleep. She started feeling 

a pit in her stomach. It was heavy and felt like a knife cutting the 

inner layer. It was a very familiar feeling, a constant companion for 

most of her life. She knew it was a symptom of anxiety. Stella got 

up to search the house for Tiger and brought him into her room so 

she could cuddle with him. Stella had learned to soothe herself as a 

child by cuddling with her family’s dog. Even as an adult, it always 
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brought so much relief from the anxiety. Tiger brought a sense of 

safety to her, helping with the loneliness and the stomach aches 

that came with it.

Stella had done some research on the positive effects an animal can 

have on anxiety, and by having Tiger as a family pet, she felt very 

safe. She felt all the love Tiger had for her, and having him close to 

her to help calm her anxiety and ease her loneliness.

Stella lay there for a bit, going over the day and how she had seen 

her old high school being torn down. She knew it was probably 

just a coincidence, but it felt symbolic to her. She eventually fell 

asleep with the cord wrapped around her waist, the eggplant shawl 

draped on her pillow, and Tiger snuggled next to her.




