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women are medicine

we , women are crea t ed in Her image . 

thi s i s how i t a l l begins . 

I am surrounded by women, far and close, who, 
one day found the courage to say “NO, ENOUGH” 
to their inner judges, their families, their culture, the 
secure but painstakingly dull career/life path ahead 
of them and who also found the courage to say 
“YES!” to LIFE, to their inner/divine guidance, the 
calling they ignored for years, that passion, that 
secret desire that never had the chance to take root 
because sunshine and inner waters weren’t allowed 
in the deep dark corners of the feminine psyche.

We are so many. So many that I get overwhelmed 
by the immense power, deepening connections 
and swirling energy between us. I get inspired from 
top to toe by witnessing the unfolding co-creations 
and solidarity among women who are not even in 
the same geographical location. I want to celebrate 
the return of the Feminine by sharing stories, from 

my own journey as well as other women’s journeys 
in reclaiming our authentic feminine power.

It is marvelous and magical to witness these 
women, their stories, rebirths, Home-comings. It is 
tender, it is inspiring, heart opening and makes life 
worth living.

I call these women medicineWomen.

They are the artists, social innovators, mothers, 
permaculture designers, storytellers, activists, 
elders, midwives, doulas, healers, wisdom & faith 
holders, grandmothers… who continually recreate 
themselves, fiercely determined to show up for truth 
and service in this time of planetary healing & 
transition.

http://www.womenaremedicine.com
http://www.womenaremedicine.com


"...What would happen if one woman told the truth about her life?

The world would split open..."*

*by Muriel Rukeyser



“trust, trust, trust”
whispered the old horse chestnut tree

as I sat on her roots 
and trembled like a child.

I trust, what else can I do? 



She doesn’t want to forget 
the generous hands 
holding her in abundance 
The love that fills her tiny 
body to the atoms
The beauty that inspires her 
wildest dreams 
The freedom and the 
connection
She wants to remember 
and immerse in ongoing 
procreation of the Earth
as a budding tree, 
as a pollinating bee, 
as a flowing river,
as a breathing cloud.
this is her childhood affair
which she is determined 
should be her full time job



In facing each other
we face the Divine 

we face our fears, our love
our beauty, our shadow, 

the greatest gift
is to really see each other



I am prepared to do 
so. I am longing for 

a deep dive into the vast 
ocean that I am and a 
high soar into the unity 
of Creation that we are.
Eventually, ultimately I 

want to, I will, I am 
dancing with the 

Creation, I am a drop 
of water in the fast-

flowing river, I am the 
seed that falls into the 
fertile soil, I am the 
child that slips out of 

the birth channel.
seamless.

I choose life and life 
chooses me. 

That’s how it is.

Yes, I want to surrender 
to that magnificent 
presence that I’ve been 
feeling – the presence that 
is ALL, whole, encompasses 
dark and light and all 
other dualities we 
experience, the presence 
that’s me and everything 
else at the same time.

That vast, omni-present 
life force. Perhaps if I can 
lay my over-active mind 
to rest and if I can dive 
into my heart. then, deeper 
into my belly. then, deeper 
into my womb, into the 
sacred emptiness.

Can I be nothingness in 
the vast scheme of things? 
a speck of dust? despite 
my fear that wild flowers 
might not come? Can I 
let go of my ‘self-
importance’, that I am a 
‘better’ person than you 
are?



whichever direction I look, I see 
Your face, I receive Your 
guidance, I feel Your presence.

“Ancient Mother, I hear your calling.
 Ancient Mother, I hear your song.”
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You might  not know this 
but everything  depends on you. 

  and everything  waits for your YES



there is no doubt in the sacred 
landscape of love, there is

only flow,
unfolding and opening 
to theGreat Mystery.



our children grow wild
healthy, sunny, graceful,
eat strawberries with their little fingers 
and roll in laughters,
bring tears to our eyes 
and joy to our hearts.

therefore,
it is necessary to live

with one particular question:

will we remain faithful to our 
children?



bless our mothers

bless our daughters



life is as clear and pure as a raindrop 
on a spider web
that when one lifts one's head and look 
in the eye 
of she-who-is-all-around-us
one will wake up from a deep sleep and
remember in awe
the clarity and pureness
of this one life she's given to

I lifted my roots, tiptoed around my spirit 
and found my way to this forest
now where I sit in silence and listen
and allow the Great Spirit to penetrate my 
Soul
day by day it expands me, nurtures me, 
grounds me
in one simple truth:
that above the field of madness



your own journey 
is calling you
to loose your shoes,
step onto the 
morning dew,
barefoot,
and walk,
summoned 
by the birdsong.



around the corner is the answer: 
a glimpse of God 
and more. 



let the Earth feel you, 
see you, hold your
restless, fragmented 
frame.
seep into the soil.
you will come back
perfected. 
that which you always 
were.



it is inconvenient but necessary
to wander off and get lost 

in the wild for a while, 
not knowing where and how 

to surface in clarity.
it’s a matter of unspoken faith 

to sacrifice our knowing 
and the illusion of our security

to learn to live 
with humility.

it’s like this. we keep journeying through 
the dark forest pulled by an invisible 
silver cord to our higher ground. 
we’ll walk as long and far as our 
humble feet and divine calling will take us.



“I know this journey was an attempt to find this great treasure – my unique gift 
to the world – I seek in the depths of my soul; a yearning that pulls me toward 
the heart of the world – down, that is, into wild nature and into the dark earth of 
my deepest desires. And a deep deep longing to belong: to belong to the World, 
to belong to Life, to belong to my Self. I feel the terror of coming so close to it 
and I also feel the terror of not ever finding it. Doubts come and go but all other 
times I know I am dancing at the edge of my destiny and I am committed to 
finding that treasure.”



listening to the wild song         
of the universe - 
the song 
that echoes within,
swirls and finds 
its unique form 
through 
me. 



Once you felt that 
mysterious longing, 
you can only honor it 
by listening. Don’t fight, 
don’t resist, only listen. 
If it seems crazy, 
ridiculous, impossible, 
outrageous, just 
surrender to it. Your 
Soul knows the right 
time, the right place and 
the right people. All you 
need to do is to listen. 
and to trust...

When the Soul calls, you obey and 
go. It doesn’t always call you to 
the other side of the world, like 
mine did. It could call you from 
any direction, you need to beware. 
And once you heard the calling, 
give up all your excuses and 
projections, and get ready. 



What a dance of co-creation between our 
awakening each day, setting intentions, letting 
them take off and receiving blessings, then hitting 
our toe into the little bump on the road, our 
hearts sinking into our grief, our unconscious 
grasp on our beliefs and illusions to feel secure, 
our loneliness and isolation from the rest of 
Creation.

Soaring high and then crawling low. And then 
learning to embrace it all. Learning all the time. 
Human experience.



I know I am going 
to follow my red 
thread which is taking 
me Home. Through the 
dark and light. Through 
the grief and joy. 
Through the destruction 
and Creation. This is 
why I am here on 
Earth.

And through each step, 
I bow to the Mystery. 
With gratitude.



and Her body is sacred
her roundness the shape of life
a threshold into this Earth 
from another mysterious place



Speak through your silence to me
through your soulful embrace 

in which I lay my heart in grace



There is one journey.
And that is the journey Home.
Everything is calling us Home, 
every being, every sound,      
every experience...
Together we journey, 
held in the arms ofGreat Mother.



One by one, the healers, the dancers, the courtesans, the 
priestesses, the midwives are showing up by that river that is 
flowing very fast now. We drop our robes and enter the river of life 
naked like the day we were born. There’s no turning back.        
We now swim together – not against the current – but with the 
furious rapids longing to take us Home…





in Gratitude

to all women who inspire /guide /teach me
and one another

To see more of Filiz Telekʼs work, 
please visit 

http://www.filiztelek.wordpress.com 
http://www.womenaremedicine.com 
http://www.thebravenewworld.org 

https://vimeo.com/sacredresonance/
http://www.flickr.com/photos/sacredresonance

Contact Info:
filizatbaraka@gmail.com 

+90 532 546 0847
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