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“You, whose day it is,
get out your rainbow colors
and make it beautiful.”

Traditional Nootka Song

As I sit down to write this piece, a

birthday card from my daughter that has
been sitting on my desk for months catches
my eye. “You, whose day it is, get out your
rainbow colors and make it beautiful,”
reads the inspirational quote on the front
cover. It brings tears to my eyes. What a
perfect synchronistic message to inspire my
writing this morning. I am grateful that
my daughter knows me so well — picking
such a perfect card — but it’s a bittersweet
reminder that she’s currently navigating her
freshman year at college and no longer
living at home with me. Its a reminder,
both liberating and poignant, that I am
now officially in my “empty nest.”

Then the gardeners arrive with their
gas-engine lawn mowers and deafening leaf

blowers and my dog won't stop barking
at them. A large truck rumbles down the
street. I utter my grievances out loud.
Fortunately my little dog, Lizzie, is the
only one in earshot. “Don’t you guys
know I just sat down for some peace and
quiet? This is not a good time!” What
happened to that sacred space I was
trying to carve out for myself this
morning to allow my creative impulses to
flow, to help me become more attuned to
that voice of inner wisdom and inspira-
tion within? Gone in an urban instant!

I chide my dog — not very peaceful
or sacred of me — and select a beautiful, if
New Age-y track on my iPod, called
“Serenity,” to help me return to some
semblance of peace and focus. Slowly,
my heart rate begins to slow, my
breathing deepens. “Serenity” is doing its
job. I pet my dog and apologize to her
I know she’s just doing her job as my
protector — and I begin again.

“You, whose day it is...” Yes, it is my
choice what I will make of it. These days
feel so new and unfamiliar as I navigate
my way through the huge transition that

the completion of day-to-day parenting
entails. I've been raising my two daughters
for 23 years, and have been a single mom
for the past 16. Despite our closeness and
deep love for one another, we find
ourselves in different places on the planet
and I am re-discovering what it means to
be a woman on my own. I'm feeling into
my new rhythms: figuring out what it is
that [ want to do every day now that I
don’t have to get up to make breakfast and
drive anyone to school, to show up at an
office or be home in the evenings to make
dinner, help with homework or just share
some girl talk. What do I feel like doing?
What would bring me pleasure or joy?
What would give my life meaning now
that the little people who have been the
greatest source of meaning and joy for me
for two decades are now bigger people and
out the door, off on their adventures,
creating lives of their own. These are
questions I haven't had time to ask myself
in years, but to be asking them now feels
like standing under a cool, refreshing
waterfall in the midst of a lush, tropical
paradise.

What is my life about now? What's

next for me? I don't really have a clear
sense yet. 've spent much of the last year
drifting aimlessly. It feels like so many
things that have been the focus of my life,
that I've identified myself as, and that have
kept me in Los Angeles — mother, a career
in public health, the small business that I
created as life coach, my marriage and
other romantic relationships — have fallen
away over the past several years. Things
that inspired me before in terms of work or
career no longer feel juicy. It’s as though
I’m pulling up anchor, but I dont yet
know where my ship is going. I turned
fifty a couple of years ago and right on cue,
for the first time I feel in my bones a
profound sense of the finiteness of my
physical being. Even though my energy is
good and I'm hopeful more delightful
adventures are on their way, the end seems
more real. So it all feels very precious and
like now is the time to really live the life I
was meant to. But what is that? The way
is still being revealed.

Oprah said recently that 40 is when
you give yourself permission to do what
you want, (you no longer care what others
think); 50-is when you get to be all you've

been meaning to be (you're no longer
willing to put it off). Having passed the
50 mark, I find myself deepening on my
spiritual path. This feels like an excellent
time to cultivate a greater sense of faith
and trust in the process of Life. I'm
realizing more and more how little of it
really is in my control and how our job as
humans is to continually let go, even of
those things we most cherish, including
our children, our formerly youthful bodies,
perhaps where we live, in order to make
room for a fuller expression of who we
really are.

So as I've been contemplating this
time of transformation (both personal and
global) and trying to find peace and
acceptance of where I am here in the midst
of my urban environs, I've found myself
drawn to places of serenity and beauty in
my (rather large) backyard of Los Angeles.
In these sacred spaces, I hope to tap into
my own inner sanctuary, to begin to find
answers to some of my questions, to help
guide me forward.

I grew up in Los Angeles and have
lived here most of my life. Over the years,
I have discovered some really lovely and
peaceful places right here in the midst of
the hustle and bustle and urban sprawl that
is LA. Our city is not necessarily known
for being one of the more sacred places on
earth, quite the contrary; but as I began to
delve into it, I uncovered a surprisingly
rich and varied spiritual history here in the
City of Angels and I am discovering that I
do find solace, inspiration and healing as I
spend time in these special places. Here
are a few of my favorites.
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- w Natural Preserve
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Driving up the coast
to Malibu, especially

on a clear, sunny day,

g
always fills me with a

sense of freedom and adventure. As the
expansive blue sky, sparkling ocean and
winding highway open up before me, I feel
myself opening up, decompressing from
life in the city and becoming more
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