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Responses in the moment 

 

As the news spread of Marion’s death, an outpouring of love and gratitude began.   

 

 

How very sad. 

Strange, I was very drawn this morning to pick up her book Bone. It was a message.  

Warmth and sadness .  

Phillipa x  

 

 

Dearest Ladies, 

 I did heard it before and was very much touched by the news. Via you ladies I would like to send my ex-

pression of profound gratitude, admiration and respect for this inspiring woman. May 

the seeds of this outstanding work she grounded on this planet blossom in our hearts, 

minds, bodies and souls and become propagated everywhere we go.  May her words, 

stillness and dancing keep on guiding and inspiring us on our journey.  

Deeply grateful, 

Carlota  

 

 

 

Oh, she was a very good lady.  

Dear dear Marion, thank you. In my thoughts always - how often your image has been 

with me at all kinds of times, and will continue to be.  

With love,  

Guislaine 

 

 

 

Thank you.  I'll be able to pass this on to so many others who have an interest in Mari-

on & all our work.  

       Mary Lucille Hindmarch 
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Thank you for informing me.  

A great teacher is gone, gone to the world beyond. 

I pray that her soul finds peace 

and may we carry her wise teachings 

deep in our hearts. 

Best wishes, Lena  

Lena Måndotter 

 

 

Dear all, 

 Thank you for letting us know. I have been anticipating this news, every time I received Body Soul news. 

Marion followed and stood for where her heart directed her too. She was a beautiful example of how the 

mind, body and soul can work in harmony and do good. She has now been set free from her earthly 

bounds, may her soul sore and roam free, and continue to be in service of our world and the universe.  

I am grateful to have met and worked with Marion and encountered the body soul community she initiat-

ed. A place of integrity where I felt held more than in any other group setting.  

Warmly, 

 Marianne  

Marianne Henderson 

 

 

 

This is lovely.  

I join hands and hearts with BodySoul Europe members as we give tribute to our beloved teacher who 

traveled across the ocean to be with us for so many wonderful years..  

Good wishes to each of you!  

love,  

Vernessa  

Vernessa Foelix 

 

 

Roses—(photo—Timothy Dykes, Unsplash) 
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Thank you for sharing the sad news about Marion Woodman`s passing.  

She is dancing in a happier sphere now.  

Sheila.  

Sheila Bartlett 

 

 

 

I’m reminded of our training group's recital of Blake's Tyger Tyger  in Ross's and Marion’s actual garden 

on Sydenham Rd. -  the power of Blake's poem that Marion transmitted to us with such passion and ur-

gency, having us mirror her and repeat our lines again and again until our bodies resounded with each 

singular image … 

We were on fire!  

Marian  

Marian Dunlea 

 

 

 

Dear Marian, and All, 

 

Thanks so much for this memory, as vibrant today as it was that day in the garden so many years ago  - 

Marion’s eyes aglow as she tossed the ball on each of Blake's lines,  with us in call-and-response, vibrating 

there among the flowers!  

 

Yes!  She encouraged our Fires; our tearful and juicy Waters; our deep, stand-point Earth; our intuitions 

and voices on the Air… 

 

And thanks Be for her potent ‘cooking’ partners, Ann & Mary, in the alchemical kitchen. 

May this BodySoul work continue to live on  in each of us, with deep roots, big hearts, and ample branch-

es, reaching deep down within, and out into the world. 

With gratitude & love,  

 

Tina. 

Tina Stromsted 
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Like everyone else in this warm and holding group, I am trying to weave my way through this week and 

my grief.   

 

I am not an analyst, I train Montessori educators - with passion!  Marion always said 

her work was for everyone so I took heart from that and used it in my work. What a 

powerful influence it has had! 

 

I was asked on Monday by a colleague in my Montessori circle to write a blog to ex-

plain how Marion had shaped our work.  I wrote this and now share it with you.  It is written for people 

from a very different background from most of you, therefore I try to explain what Marion did in simple 

language.  It is my tribute to our beloved Marion.  

 

With love and gratitude 

Clare 

Clare Healy Walls. 

 

 

My Mentor, Marion Woodman (1928-2018 ) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Two of the major inspirations in my life created “Eureka” moments for me.  The first, in my early 

twenties, happened when I started to read Maria Montessori’s books. I got extremely excited, 

thinking, “This woman makes sense.  What she says fits to what I really feel about children and 

life generally.”  The second, in my early fifties, happened when I started to read 

Marion Woodman’s books. I got extremely excited, thinking, “This woman makes sense.  What 

she says fits to what I really feel about myself and life generally.” 

(photo—Daniela Sieff) 
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Marion Woodman died this week and it has left me with a sense of awe and wonder at the power-

ful influence she has had on my life and on my main life’s work, Montessori education.  I spent 

many weeks listening to this woman’s wisdom over a period of ten years.  It was a deep privilege 

to have known her and to be able to carry on some aspects of what she created in my life and my 

work. 

 

Marion Woodman was a Canadian Jungian analyst who took Carl Jung’s work, and developed it 

further, exploring aspects of consciousness through the body, feminine energy, addiction in our 

modern world and the power of love and presence for human beings. 

 

“I want to die having lived my own life”, is what she told us many times. She certainly did that! 

And in the doing of that she opened the door, enabling us to live our own lives fully. What does  

that mean for me? It means I learned to listen to the real me, my inside feelings, my soul, in Mari-

on’s words. I learned to do it some of the time, and I learned to forgive myself on the times when I 

forgot and reverted to the old ways. I learned to be kinder to me and more understanding of oth-

ers.  I also learned that sometimes one must be firm and clear to be true to oneself.  Most of all, I 

learned the incredible value of presence and love when dealing with myself and others.  

 

What did Marion and her work give me to enable me to learn those things?  In association with 

Mary Hamilton and Anne Skinner, Marion developed BodySoulRhythms.  

Marion Woodman, Ann Skinner and Mary Hamilton  

(photo — Tina Stromsted) 
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I attended about ten week-long courses with these amazing women over a period of ten years. 

We analysed dreams, we listened to and really heard poetry, we painted, we sang and above all 

we danced.  We came into our bodies and there discovered our true selves.  Sometimes we 

cried, sometimes we laughed, we explored our bodies and our souls, all the time in the presence 

of a group of people who totally accepted us as we were in that moment. What a privilege!  When 

we went home at the end of those weeks we were renewed, more attuned to the importance of 

our own lives, and a little bit stronger when faced with the temptation to go on living someone 

else’s life – that was always the challenging one  

 

In her books and her talks, Marion repeatedly pointed out that what is most missing from our cul-

ture is the Mature Feminine. Real Mothering, she explained, is the ability to “hold presence.”  In 

this world there is never enough time to get the level of mothering we need, mothers are only hu-

man after all.   We need to learn to be present and give love to ourselves first, and then we will 

be able to give it to others.  When Marion talked about the feminine, she meant inner energies in 

men and women. Marion constantly repeated to us that we also had to develop our inner mascu-

line energy to balance and protect our inner feminine.  She was not talking about “women’s lib” or 

“frilly pretty girls”.  Inner feminine is about the fierce earthy energy that encompasses compassion 

and growth.  

 

 

(photo—Adam Reid) 
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Marion showed us how to become conscious of our own inner blocks, our prejudices.  Through 

dance, song, painting, writing, we learned to become conscious of what we had been holding for 

years, holding on to positions that were not really about ourselves, rather they were about some-

thing we felt we “had to” do to be accepted in our world!   She showed us how to listen to our 

bodies, to love them – in other words to be present to ourselves.  Presence does not judge, it lis-

tens.  If we are present for a person with our whole heart, they will feel it, even when we say not a 

word.  That is being human! 

 

Marion Woodman spoke to me at the end of my BodySoul training and asked me to bring her work 

through my work to parents.  I wrote The Conscious Parent based on Montessori principles. Later I ob-

served that people learned better by teaching themselves (a Montessori principle and completely in line 

with Marion’s work) so with the help of others, I wrote The Conscious Parent in Action, (also called Con-

scious Adult, Conscious Child) a handbook for discussion amongst adults who would like to become more 

conscious.  My work was evolving! 

 

Probably the most important thing that I learned from Marion and her BodySoul method, is something I 

have used in my personal life and my work in every place I can.  I try to pass this message to those I love, 

those I teach and those I work with.  I learned that I must love myself and forgive myself before I can fully 

love others.  I learned that this is not done by preaching but by being in my true self, by loving my true 

self.  And I learned that finding my true self, means listening to my body and my heart, allowing time to 

hear messages from inside me, being patient and allowing life to unfold.  Just as Montessori had said 

about the child! 

 

Let me finish honouring this powerful and inspiring woman, Marion Woodman, by quoting one of her fa-

vourite pieces.  For me, this knits together my personal life, my journey with BodySoul, my passion for 

Montessori education and how I aim to manifest it in Waterpark Montessori and my writings. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Clare Healy Walls 

Co Cork, Ireland 

“Some day, after mastering the winds, the waves, the 

tides, and gravity, we will harness for God the energies of 

love.  And then, for the second time in the history of the 

world, humankind will have discovered fire.”  

 

– Teilhard de Chardin (as quoted in The Ravaged Bride-

groom by Marion Woodman, University of Toronto Press) 
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Marych O’Sullivan-Sanford replies:   

 

 

July 12th 2018  
 

Dear Clare et al,  
 

I reply to you in gratitude. Let me try to explain.......... 
 

Like everyone else in the BodySoul community, I have been saddened at the leaving of Marion Wood-

man from this earth in death, while simultaneously registering, with warmth, huge  gratitude for her 

magnificently articulate, and accessible, contribution to the wisdom of this world and to my own life.  
 

She was part of what has encouraged, and enabled, me to step into my truest self. And, together with 

Ann Skinner in particular, to find the truest tones of my own voice, both internal and external in song.  
 

Clare, I completely resonate with you speaking of learning about love, in the sense of depth of presence, 

from Marion. I know that I can not work with my psychotherapeutic clients  unless I truly love them. Un-

less I'm truly present. I found presence to be the most important thing I had to offer at the bedside, or 

chair-side, of those I was privileged to work with in Palliative Care.  

 

Marion helped me understand the workings of my own heart in complex relationships, with both friends 

and partners. She was one of the people who saved my marriage to my beloved husband. She helped me 

understand its meanderings and returns. Happily, we reached more and more depths together, and 

alone, as a result. A blessing when, alternatively, it might have broken asunder.  For all that I am deeply, 

deeply grateful.  
 

I too am not a Jungian Analyst. My background being psychosynthesis, Psychoanalytic psychotherapy 

(which I had to ask Marion Woodman to respect once in Grimstone, as it was part of what had brought 

me to that point. She gracefully agreed.), BodySoul Leadership, Clinical Supervision and Somatic Experi-

encing.  
 

For all that, I feel very strongly that if we have been graced with such extraordinary teachers as Marion 

Woodman, and if their wisdom is truly wise, it must be able to be understood by any human being on this 

planet. If not it becomes elitist and, by default, excluding. I feel passionate about this, having grown up in 

a family system that treated those working to support our privileged lifestyle as lesser. This is why I am so 

grateful for your piece, Clare, making Marion Woodman accessible to people who are not Jungian trained 

nor lucky enough to have known Marion Woodman or her work.  
 

I have not, explicitly, continued BodySoul work since my ten years of Leadership apprenticeship. Yet it 

continues to inform how I am in this world. It continues to inform how I am with myself. It continues to 

inform how I am with clients in my work. It continues to inform how I am with my friends. It continues to 

inform my singing. I try to live my life from a place of authenticity because of it. Authenticity above all 

else. Grace indeed! 
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I  am deeply grateful to Marian Dunlea, who in following her own authentic path, introduced me, among 

many, many others in Ireland and Europe, to BodySoul work and to Marion Woodman.  

    

Marion Woodman did not change my life as such, as I began searching for meaning as a very young child. 

But what she did do was encourage and grow my confidence in that searching, especially by introducing 

me to the vast depths of my own metaphors in my dreams. She greatly enlarged my breath of under-

standing of human nature with her marvelous, embodied, teachings. My life is immensely richer for her 

presence in it.  
 

Lastly I want to say how heartening it has been to 'hear' so many more of our community’s voices on 

Leaderchat’s appreciation thread for Marion. I have long wondered about us becoming an elitist few, who 

end up speaking only to ourselves on LeaderChat. I have had growing difficulty, discomfort and misgivings 

about that over the last few years.  My deepest wish is that we all continue to support each other, and 

dialogue with one another on this forum and not return to 'just the same few voices’. 

 

Ours is a precious community, but will die if it becomes elitist and remains only those ‘same few voices’. It 

will die if it remains mainly US centric. It will die if only the same few original teachers are acknowledged 

all the time, omitting those who have long been teaching in Europe, Australia, Mexico and Brazil, to name 

but a few. It will die if the next generation, and the generation after that, are not acknowledged or seen.   
 
 

So your 'plain english' articulation of Marion Woodman, Clare, is wonderful. I am so grateful that you've 

shared it with us all. Thank you! 
 

Hugs of warmth, sorrow and, above all, gratitude for Marion Woodman, and our BodySoul Community, 

from the western shores of Ireland.   
 

Love,  
 

Marych x 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Marych O’Sullivan-Sanford 

Co Galway, Ireland 

(photo—Marych O’Sullivan Sanford) 
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Marion Woodman’s work has changed my life  

and I want to honour her life, her deep wisdom and her vision. 

 

I met Marion Woodman’s work in 2004 through Marian Dunlea. A 

dear friend of mine had invited me to come along to a weekend 

for Brigid’s Day in Bell Harbour in the Burren in the west of Ire-

land.  My first impression was. “This is Magic – just  like the Nar-

nia series I had read hungrily at age 8 years – cycling my bike to 

the local library for more!!. Two years later when my three daugh-

ters were a little older I began attending a fortnightly BodySoul 

group with Marian Dunlea in Dublin. This time I found huge terror 

at trusting – letting go – coming home to my body. I brought a 

dream image on my first night, of a very small and very wild 

woman with very sharp teeth who bit into my hand and wouldn’t 

let go as I tried to go to professionals meetings in work!!  

 

After three years in Marian Dunlea’s Monday night group, Marian began to gather a groundswell 

of women, eventually 25 in all, each of us ready to undertake a training in BodySoul work.  The 

“Ongoing Professional Development Group” (OPDG) began in the Burren in the west culminating 

in the LTP5 training, - a total of 7 years of  formal training and an amazing journey filled with love, 

frustration, camaraderie and deep, deep, deep soul work. 

 

I find it so exciting that this beautiful work flows like water in various cultures and professions and 

brings such a depth of meaning to all that it touches. Through dance, art work, body work, we find 

resonance and an internal witness that facilitates us in connecting aspects of ourselves within, 

and connecting in more authentic ways without.  

 

 I’m thinking of how BodySoul work can flow in vari-

ous cultures and thinking specifically of our Celtic cul-

ture, with its deep root in the earth and worship of the 

feminine.  

 

The goddess was revered as the earth Being.  To this 

day, we identify in the landscape the bodyparts of the 

goddess – the Paps of Anu Co Kerry – the Paps of 

Jura and the Paps of Fife in Scotland, while wells and 

hills are also named for the goddess in her many 

guises. 

 

Through the seasons of the year, all aspects of the feminine were celebrated – the maiden in 

spring, the mother in summer and the hag in winter. Sally Ann O’Reilly another LTP5 woman and 

myself have just finished facilitating a series of four residential BodySoul weekend workshops.   

The Hearth of Four Fires, Lughnasa  

(photo—Abigail Whyte) 

The Paps of Anu, 

(photo—voicesfromthedawn.com) 
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The series, called The Four Fires, is based around the Celtic Wheel of Time, rooted in the sea-

sons and the feminine in the landscape in Ireland.  The body work effectively explored and 

opened us to the landscape in the various seasons and we found a parallel resonance in our psyches 

with the metaphors and symbols from nature and the seasons providing food for growth. 

 

The journey through the Four Fires of the Celtic year has been such a rich journey for all of us – partici-

pants and facilitators alike. It has brought each one of us into a more felt connection not only with the 

feminine within our own bodysouls, but with the feminine in the land and the landscape as each of the 

Four seasons emerges. 

 

Thinking about it now, it feels that doing the LTP5 training in Ireland was like being part of a new wave of 

BodySoul work.  Most of us had never worked with nor ever even met Marion Woodman herself and yet 

her work was just so vibrant for all of us, and it is this aliveness that is proof to me that her work is strong 

and enduring and that it has the capacity to adapt and grow with a new generation. 

 

Míle buiochas, Marion Woodman!  And may the organic growth of your beautiful BodySoul work which 

came from you as seed, go on to the next as blossom and that which came to me as blossom, go on as 

fruit.*   

 

(*from Dawna Markova, I will not die an Unlived Life.)  

(Míle buiochas = A thousand thanks) 

Abigail Whyte 

Dublin, Ireland 

 

 

 

(Apple Blossom—photo Sally Ann O’Reilly) 
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The Containing Bowl of Sophia 

-by Alison Sayers 

I first discovered the work of Marion Woodman at a challenging time in my life. I was in my mid 30s, in the 

midst of the pain of a relationship breakdown, in a demanding job, looking for help from all angles.  The 

discovery took place in the dark basement of a bookshop in Camden Town. Now I can say, well, of course 

it was in the dark and uncomfortable basement – where else is the treasure kept?  

 

I’d come across the series of Jungian booklets and discovered Marion’s work among them. I remember 

taking these from the shelf one by one, sitting on the floor, starting to read and becoming immersed, their 

titles and words speaking to me in my confusion and despair.  

 

I bought the books, and they sat on my shelves for about 20 years, a nice cluster of red and white spines, 

somehow surviving the periodic waves of editing my book collection.  I could tell myself that, “I’ll get to 

these soon” and somehow they were a kind of insurance policy, a safety net for my discomfort, my fear of 

my broken-ness.  

 

And then.  And then.  One day, at a Jungian seminar on Active Imagination, the afternoon was given to 

three women from BodySoul Europe to introduce their work. Rather than talking from a script about the-

ory, the usual format, we moved with the Dance of Three, and worked with art materials to express and 

externalise our experience.  

 

At last.  At last. This was what I had been looking for, a Steiner school * for 

adults was how I had expressed it at one stage, a space for play and creative 

expression, for movement, for body and soul to find their connection. During 

the afternoon, the three women spoke of a workshop involving mask-making  

In Safe Hands 

Bowl by Elaine Griffin, Castlebar. (photo—Heverin Photography) 
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that would run in a couple of months in Greece.  This sounded terrifying, risky 

and yet I knew I had to go. I emailed immediately to see if there was a place – 

and there was! And I took steps immediately to make the payment, even 

though it was not easy to find a bank.  It had to be done. 

 

And so began my BodySoul life.  This work that combines working with 

dreams, with fairy tales, with movement and art materials, with music, 

song and ritual, with complexes and archetypes as energies, with thresholds, with new-ness, which em-

braces bodysoul as one.  This is what speaks to me so strongly and to be held within the community who 

share this, that is where I want to be and this sustains me to sing my song.  

 

So from here, I have such deep gratitude to Marion for her work and life in having created this practice 

and community, for having collaborated so fruitfully with Mary and Ann to develop BodySoul Rhythms 

and teach and support all the women leaders who are taking this practice to others and developing it fur-

ther.  She will long be honoured, appreciated and loved for having developed this community, the con-

taining bowl of Sophia in which we can be held and become our free selves.  

Alison Sayers 

Yorkshire, UK 

 

(drawings—Alison) 

Marion and Mary 

(photo—Tina Stromsted) 
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In Bed, by my Side 

 

A section of Marion’s diary entry of January 12, 1994 reads: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Words cannot describe the impact this passage had on me as I read and re-read it around a year ago. I 

was at the time undergoing chemotherapy and was having similar conversations with myself particularly 

every fortnight when taking my treasured, beautiful body for yet another dose of poisoning. 

Then my soul got out on the ceiling.  She sat up there quite quiet and not angry 

with me. 

“I’m doing what I have to do to live,” I said to her. 

“Yes,” she sadly agreed.  “Are you sure you need to go through this burning?  Do 

you think there is any cancer left that we couldn’t get rid of if we visualized 

enough?” 

“I don’t know,” I said.  “I can’t think anymore.” 

Then my body wanted to vomit and shit, 

and wanted off that bed.  “I’m not going 

to stay here,” she said. “You know better 

than to bring me here, Marion. How 

could you set me up for this scorching? 

I’ve cared for you all your life.  I’ve com-

pensated.  I’ll do it again if you give me 

rest and proper food. I’ve taken you 

where you were supposed to go when 

God wanted to move you. I got you out 

of the womb you went back to in Forest 

High School.  I got you out of South Sec-

ondary School, and before that I got you to 

India.  Now I can’t understand why you don’t realize that the dead baby in your 

womb has been removed and we are ready to go on to new life. If you damage me 

– my immune system is already in trouble – what will become of us?” 

“It’s all true,” I said. “It’s all true. You’ve been a wonderful body. God has repeat-

edly spoken to me through you. Picked me up by the scruff of my neck and the seat 

of my pants and forcibly removed me from a dead situation and forced me into a 

new. But cancer is different. I did not detect it in October and I’m not sure I can 

now. There is a loophole in my psyche that I could slip through into death.” 

Woodman, M. Bone – Dying Into Life, Penguin Compass, p.63-64 

(photo—Elaine Mansfield) 



18 

 

 
Did I really need it? Could I not do it some other way? How could I possibly be doing this to myself? The 

mind was fuzzy, it could not answer properly. And yet time did not wait for the answer. Between dealing 

with the dreadful effects of the poison and the practical requirements of daily injections, PICC line 

maintenance, blood tests and medical appointments, two weeks very quickly went by and the dilemma 

was present once again, just in a stronger and more angry way. And as I held my broken, fragile, weak, 

changing body I too could say to myself “But cancer is different.”  And Marion was there with me. 

 

I had never met Marion face to face but there she was lying in bed by my side within the pages of Bone. I 

held onto it as one does to a friend you don’t want to let go. And this friend had no need to go anywhere. 

She stayed and gave me her warmth, her wisdom, her understanding. She knew what I was going 

through and that was an unbelievable comfort, an anchor, a life giver. 

 

What a privilege, what a blessing, what a gift to be present in a time and place where its been possible to 

access the work of such a brilliant mind, such an enormous soul, such an inspiring woman who brought 

the body and its importance into the light. I have come to know Marion not only through her written 

work but also through all the women I have met who carry her teachings and energy and pass it on. And 

there is so much more to learn and experience. 

My deepest gratitude to you, dear Marion.  

Ana Kirby 

Forest of Dean, UK  

 

Marion (2006) with Andrew Harvey 

(photo— Barbara Susan Booth)  
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A Journey with Marion Woodman 

 

“Once we get used to listening to our dreams, our whole body responds like a musical  

Instrument.” 

Marion Woodman 
 

It was November 2016 and I attended the Samhain Clay Mask workshop, led by the very soulful Marian 

Dunlea and Wendy Bratherton at Ammerdown.  

 

I went with no agenda and as we sat together in circle for the first time, I was asked what my ‘word’ was. 

Unbidden, the word ‘Resurrection’ erupted out of me. Resurrection became my essence at the end of the 

workshop. Resurrection, and the work we did as a collective, is still very much alive to this day.  

 

Participating in the work of Marion Woodman and being present at truly one of the most powerfully em-

bodied workshops I’ve ever had the privilege to attend, is something I will never forget.  

 

Below is a poem to honour my journey with the Woodman Foundation without whom, none of this sig-

nificant shadow transformation would have been possible. Blessings and love to everyone and everything 

(even Leonard Cohen) that supported me on my journey to death and rebirth. 

 

I will hold a seat at the table of my heart for Marion Woodman and I honour all she achieved in this life-

time. Thank you for the strength and expertise of Marian and Wendy and for the Sisterhood I was wel-

comed into during Samhain 2016 and Resurrection. 

With sincere and heartfelt thanks—Chrissie Sawyer 

 

Samhain Seedlings 

 

“Let go Angel” whispered Samhain, 
her voice a soothing, fearful melody 
“I want to plant seeds; 
bring light to the Witch Wound 
 
And they dance. And I freeze. 
 
“Ssshhh now…It’s time to let go  
of guillotine and drowning lungs 
of terror and an old, old shame 
of fire and stake – fear no more 
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Be brave; find courage 
Dance your dance 
Scream your rage 
Reclaim your land” 
 
In the dark and the still 
My hands find clay 
Cold, wet, sticky with fear 
And my soul dives in 
 

Deeper and deeper I plunge; into her 
fingernails claw, finding their way home 
to primitive chaos; the prima materia 
And all goes black; volcanic rage glints 
 
Crouching low, she-wolf moans  
Ancient whispers leading me 
Down and down, Yoni to earth, Yoni to earth  
I birth, claws full of dirt; screaming inside 
A sound comes; I look up through wild eyes  
“Mine”.  
 
Baring teeth, I snarl - “MINE”  
 
“Yes”, whispers Samhain  
Reclaim your land, your dignity; your Magik 
let Yoni….. let women’s work heal 
And let that deep, deep wounding howl” 
 
I rise from soul dance, muddy, bloody, tearstained 
Sisters stand strong – holding me safe 
 
We rest as the reformed clay dries… 
 
And my mask isn’t a mask at all 
It is a clay bowl 
A Yoni 
It is ‘Resurrection’ 

Chrissy Sawyer 

Nottinghamshire ,UK 

Yoni Bowl – used to burn incense every day 

(photo—Chrissy) 

Resurrection stands in the therapy room for my Clients 

(photo—Chrissy) 
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Just One Personal Memory of Marion Woodman 

 

Like so many of us, I have such warm and important memories of the Grimstone intensives, when Marion 

stood or sat in front of us, deeply listening to each speaker, with what felt like her unique quality of light, 

shining on each individual story.  And then her magical and profound interpretations. 

 And of course  her words and our explorations were so enriched by the profound work of Ann and Mary. 

 

I wanted to share just one personal memory, that shaped my life. In 2005 I started to have a very simple 

recurrent dream – that I had forgotten to take a particular pill essential for my life. Once or twice I find 

myself out of bed with my hand on the bedroom doorknob, which was something that had never hap-

pened before. 

 

As a voice teacher and therapist I happened to be apprentic-

ing with Ann on one of their shared courses, and at coffee to-

gether, Marion asked me –  with that lovely bright enthusiasm 

she had - 'Do you have any dreams for me?' I told her about 

the recurrent dream. She looked at me with her particular 

penetrating look and suggested we meet after lunch." So we 

did, and in that discussion she asked me to consider what 

might be my unlived life.   

 

I had always wanted to act, and never felt I could follow that 

through. But as a result of her interpretation, and our talk, I 

gave that serious attention. And as so often happens – as we 

know – all sorts of synchronicity in ideas, choices and happen-

ings started to arrive. And I took note, and suddenly found I 

was considering a year's part-time acting course. Still lacking the confidence, I noted my dreams and con-

sulted my beautiful 'Shining Woman' Tarot cards, Angel cards and even a friend's Swedish runes -  all go-

ing deep for guidance. 

  

And in 2006 I did years acting course, and ended up playing Mme Ranevskaya in Chekov's The Cherry Or-

chard. And, as Robert Frost says in the last line of his poem, The Road not Taken: 'And that has made all 

the difference'. 

 

Thank you Marion - for that, and for your wisdom, your love, your humour, your knowledge, the poetry of 

your words and so much more. 

 

  Christina Shewell 

Bristol, UK 

with her particular penetrating look  

(photo—Tina Stromsted ) 
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After Skites 

 

 

Hello BodySoul Sisters.  

In celebration of Marion Woodman’s legacy, here are some images from the beautiful environs of 

The Mask Workshop in Greece, which took place in June this year. 

 

For myself, it was a wonderful time of deep exploration with other women discovering their 

‘unlived lives’.  

 

As our stay at the soulful Skites hotel, run by beloved Karin and her partner, came to a close, we 

came together to sing. All the women joined in singing songs that were dear to Marion. We were 

celebrating Marion’s upcoming 90th birthday. We did not know then, that Marion’s passing was 

not far away.  

 

These images take me back to this special place shared with women on their paths of discovery. 

Deep gratitude and thanks to all. Marion you are in my heart.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Diane Bhurruth 

Derbyshire, UK 

(photos by Diane) 
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Let the Warm Love Flow—Messages from Marion Woodman 

 

Marion Woodman’s last letter came in February 2011, almost three years after my husband Vic’s death. 

 

I met Marion in 1988 when I went to my first workshop with her. We had corresponded since 2003. In the 

last years, her neat and orderly letters became scraps on the back of an envelope or old greeting card. 

Lines wandered about the page, but she was still there with wise intuitions, reflections, and guidance. 

 

When I needed encouragement to finish my book, Leaning into Love: A Spiritual Journey through Grief, 

she wrote, “DO IT!” When I needed comfort, she held my raw grief tenderly and wrote of her own mar-

riage and how hard it would be to go it alone. 

 

In her last note scrawled on the back of an old birthday card, she said she was determined to write to me. 

Her note ended with this: “As you bring to consciousness your feeling and try to work with it. Be Gentle 

with yourself. Let the warm love flow.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Virgin and Child with St Anne 

Leonardo Da Vinci 

(image—Wikipedia ) 

https://elainemansfield.com/about-elaine/new-release/
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She was saying goodbye and leaving me with a tough assignment. It’s easier to notice and criticize 

what I lack or where I fail.  But without nurturing myself with love and gentleness, what’s the point of 

this life? 

 

In 2004, I dreamed of Marion as an ancient Crone handing out cookies to a crowd. Her big belly laugh 

filled the dream space. I told her the dream at a workshop while we sat in a quiet room, knee to knee. I 

described the thick blue eye makeup, wild gray hair, and messy maroon lipstick of Dream Marion. As I 

told Marion the details, she obviously enjoyed being a spiritual clown and wise fool. She laughed from 

the belly, just as she had in the dream, but instead of cookies, she shared sweet understanding and 

insight.  She fed me sacred soul food. 

 

Marion taught me to honor the Sacred Feminine. She was devoted to Sophia, St. Anne, and the Virgin 

Mary, but she found wisdom in all world religions and myths. She nourished me with C.G. Jung, Marie 

Louise von Franz, other Jungians and her own books. She recited poetry and Shakespeare by heart and 

found archetypal wisdom in fairy tales and mythology. Through dance, art, ritual, and sound, she 

helped me connect psyche and body. She was the feminine inspiration I craved after years of studying 

male philosophers with male teachers. 

 

Thank you, Marion, for standing next to me in the underworld of grief after Vic’s death. Thank you for 

believing in me and helping me believe in myself. Thank you for teaching me what an authentic wom-

an can be and give. If she dares. 

Elaine Mansfield 

Burdett, New York 

 

 

(photo—Elaine Mansfield 



25 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Memories of Marion Woodman 

 

Where do I begin to speak of the brilliant legacy that Marion left behind for me? 

It is impossible to name them all but they still live in my cells and in my bones. 

Presence, Poetry, Jung, fierce Passion, Authenticity, Wisdom, Love, Courage, Dance.. 

 

Jung's work was already a guide for me by the time I began reading Marion's books.  I was still living in 

Toronto in 1980, unaware that Marion's office was only blocks from where I lived. But I did not meet her 

until 1999 at Pajaro Dunes in California. By then, I was jumping up and down with excitement and joy as 

like so many of us, my soul already recognized hers and I imagined that I knew her.   

 

Because of Marion's presence in my life now, aging and the process of individuation have become a grand 

adventure. A growing tenacity to live from the courage of my own self is now a daily calling to the dance 

that is life itself. 

 

Perhaps Marion's greatest gift was one which her beloved husband, Ross described as "Marion's incredi-

ble capacity to give and to receive love.”  Her shimmering, fierce spark cut through to the authenticity of 

our selves. This was one of the greatest gifts she taught me and this teaching continues to reverberate for 

me, for each of us who knew her and for the growing number of women and men who have been inspired 

by Marion, whether or not they have every met her.  

Marion and Ross (Photo—Eva Rider) 
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We each have unique memories, stories and personal relationships with her. Marion had an ex-

traordinary ability to enable us each to feel that we were unique, seen, heard, loved and lovable.   

 

We were the wounded daughters of the last days of Patriarchy who had endured childhood's si-

lent oppression to be good girls, to remain unseen, and unheard because we were too loud, too 

quiet, too much, not enough. We had learned well how to make ourselves invisible and silent. 

Marion taught us how to honour and express our creativity. Marion saw into the dark hidden cor-

ners where we had hidden the best of our creative Souls.  

 

With the expert and loving containment provided by Mary Hamilton, Ann Skinner and Paula 

Reeves, we blossomed and we learned to take our place as women with voices, embodied in our-

selves, honoring our own instinct, imagination and intuition, with an eye to becoming whole in 

ourselves.  

 

My memory of the very first intensive I participated in: – Marion on the floor next to me, remind-

ing me to make my own sounds to break free of my guarded body defense, as I struggle with the 

seemingly overwhelming sounds in the room – Marion looking into my eyes with the words, "I 

honor the Soul within you" at the end of my first Intensive. How my shy hidden Soul, blinked in 

disbelief! Had I been seen? –  invited to play, to dance, to be the creative Self so yearning to come 

out and play?  Was there really such a place where there was no one who said "You do not be-

long". "You are not good enough"?  

 

I remember, many year later when my life lay in shattered pieces around me, Marion called me 

on the phone on the morning of my departure for a pilgrimage to the Southwest of England. 

 

“How did you know to call?” I asked in wonder. "I don't know. I just felt I had to call you," she re-

sponded.  

"Keep your heart open,” she reminded me. It was wise advice and the greatest challenge to me at 

that moment. It has been a long journey and I am still learning but the humor, the wisdom, the 

curiosity and the love continue to teach me.  

 

Marion's teaching led me ultimately to trust in my own calling, my own work to learn and to 

teach, continuing to embody the work of bringing Spirit into Matter, to marry the feminine and 

the masculine and to “be who I am because that is who I am."  

 

In honor of Marion Woodman and of Sophia, Gnostic Goddess of Wisdom whose emissary Marion 

always has been, I share, once again a poem I wrote in dedication to the Work of this Becoming, 

inspired by Marion Woodman.  
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For Sophia    

   

I am the Voice behind the Silence behind all that you have forgotten and not yet remebered.  

I am the Dance between...that one and single movement that twists like grapevine in Spring. 

I curl through toes, bend around ankles, grasping at knees and thighs. 

I am sinew, muscle, bones.  

I sing your cells awake...anew. 

I lighten your shoulders; 

I kiss your fingertips. 

 

You are my vessel, my instrument, my temple, my shrine. 

Through all of your passages, through darkest tunnels of time, through wild winds to quiet 

shores.. 

I have held you; 

even and especially, when you believed faith to be a farce  

and reason merely a tool that men designed for ends without beginnings. 

 

To pave a way to me, life boarded up your heart  

and slowly turned up the heat. 

Smoldering white ash, now...you are ready to receive me.. 

To trust, because all other roads are barred to you. 

Your will is now at last, My Will.  

 

Surrender - 

Dance, 

on the cliff edge; the mountain crag,  

Dance, 

on the crest of an ocean wave; a cumulus cloud,  

Dance,  

on a puff of smoke billowing from your own chimney. 

 

Sing..... 

even though you are off-key; 

Sing, 
and the rain begins to fall; 
Sing, 
because my voice calls you when all else is Silence. - 
 

 Eva Rider 
Santa Cruz, California 
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Love is the Real Power 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"Love is the real power. It's the energy that cherishes. The more you work with that energy, the more 

you will see how people respond naturally to it, and the more you will want to use it. It brings out your 

creativity, and helps everyone around you flower. Your children, the people you work with--everyone 

blooms.” ― Marion Woodman 

 

This quote sums up for me the work that Marion Woodman gifted me with. At the age of 27, I was intro-

duced to Marion Woodman's work by Marian Dunlea. It was a Brigid's Weekend, organised by the Insti-

tute of Feminism and Religion (now WomanSpirit Ireland). I was 6 months pregnant and as we did the 

Dance of Three, I felt, 'Now I know what I want to be, when I get older.” Now nearly 20 years on, these 

words echo through who I am in this world. My love of Creativity, my family, my lover, my friends, the 

community I live in, and this landscape I have the privilege to live in. 

 

As the news came in of Marion's death, I was in the middle of launching an exhibition called 'The Colour 

of Stillness' with another artist. As the women gathered for Marion's farewell ceremony, we were having 

the opening to a packed house (so full that some could not get in!!). It felt fitting, that this exhibition was 

a celebration of the work I have been doing over the last 20 years and continue, to become who I want to 

be in this world.  

 

Having completed the Leadership Training in 2016, I now get to share this work and to pass on the gift I 

was given. 

 

Fiona Rooney 

Co Galway, Ireland 

The Colour of Stillness—Fiona Rooney—oil on canvas 
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Beyond Words 

My thanks to Marion Woodman for all her writing and wisdom and to my beloved teachers who have 

coached me as I struggle to arrive and put down roots in my own body - Marian, Sheila, Sue and Patricia. 

Arriving—Fionnuala Bates—acrylics on paper 

Working Through—Fionnuala Bates—acrylics on paper 
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Pleasure—Fionnuala Bates—chalk pastel and acrylics on paper 

Skin—Fionnuala Bates—multimedia  on paper 
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Wise feminine Nature 

 

I met Marion before BodySoul Days sometime in the eighties of the last century when she came to Lon-

don and held a dance workshop in Regents Park.  There she was, a small magnetic woman with delicate 

hands and feet, moving precisely, easily, amongst a group of more than sixty men and women, getting 

these uncertain strangers to hold hands, dance, and lie on the floor together - and not feel awkward at all, 

instead and mysteriously almost skipping home afterwards.  

 

This has been and is Marion to me: Unforgettable lady, authentic and gifted with such a spirit who gave of 

herself with joyous spontaneity.  

 

One day, a few weeks after my mother died (1992) - a difficult relationship - I found myself wandering 

around the house gathering stuff: photographs and letters and books and papers and little drawings (my 

mother was a writer and artist); I filled up a large brown paper bag, chose a day when I knew no one was 

around and took my precious materials to the back yard, and struck a match.  Watching little flames turn 

into bigger flames, photograph edges blackening and curling at the sides, I began to walk around this bon-

fire clockwise, and then anti-clockwise, and then again, and again.  I still have no idea what it meant only 

that I felt something dark and heavy lift off my back and I was relieved.  Somehow there was room for 

grief, and love.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There are other times - of coming home after something shattering, when I know to drop myself onto the 

floor and be out of my head quite literally - thank you Marion, crawl on all fours as I turn into a panther, 

or a lion, and i groan, or let out long mooings like a cow whose calf has been taken away from her … or 

put on some angry bluesy jazz and move to that …more thanks to Marion!  Hardly a day goes by without 

this presence of a wise feminine nature – its funny straight crafty creative self – there beside me and not 

only in bad times. 

Guislaine Vincent Morland 

London, UK  

(photo—Robert Oh, Unsplash) 
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Marion, Mary and Ann have touched and freed my soul 

 

Marion, Mary and Ann have touched and freed my soul, enabling me to find, articulate and share the ful-

filment and joy that is available to us all—in gratitude—Josie Gould—Devon, UK 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Praying 

 

It doesn’t have to be 

the blue iris, it could be 

weeds in a vacant lot, or a few  

small stones; just  

pay attention, then patch 

 

a few words together and don’t try 

to make them elaborate, this isn’t  

a contest but the doorway 
 

into thanks, and a silence in which  

another voice may speak. 
 

- Mary Oliver 

Dancing Light—Josie Gould 

Dreaming of the Dart—Josie Gould 
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Singing Soaring Skylark 1 

Singing Soaring Skylark 2 

Josie Gould 
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After the Storm 

Josie Gould  

Over the Top 

Josie Gould  
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For Marion Woodman, In Memoriam (1928-2018) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I remember your glory 

Feet planted, raspberry tunic swaying  

you strike the match and stand aflame  

Eyes lifted and glowing, arms raised  

knobby hands with veins of sapphire.  

Your voice reverberates through my bones  

 and my mind moves to stillness. 

 

I came half-starved  

with angels, soft-bellied children   

and poets who entered your door. 

My tongue mute to passion   

heart mistaking tundra  

for absence of pain. 

I came to your hearth by day 

you came to my dreams by night. 

Soft dew light shimmering  

light hearted feet relishing each step. 

Song-filled communion and laughter  

The world made new. 

 

I thought it might be an oak limb falling 

when you left us.  

The way one bough -the only one  

that could fall without smashing our roof-  

came crashing one cloudless summer morning - 

(photo Adam Reid) 
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Or that you would come at night  

and I would send you off in the privacy of a dream - 

our very last heart to heart.  

Instead you left with the Copper Beech in the park across the way 

Glorious beech -ruddy-leafed goddess of seven limbs. 

You left, not all at once, but bit by bit 

central trunk cracked- you were with us,  

though not quite yourself. 

 

Still, your fiery leaves danced in sunlight  

you sang lustily as the wind picked up off the lake 

and we played as children in your branches. 

 

When the second limb went you no longer called our names 

 we became your unnamed brood.  

Though we loved you, we kept our distance 

as you retreated beyond memory’s pale to stories and verse. 

Beyond the reach of letter or phone, I got news of you second hand 

over wires you never mastered. 

 

In half -hearted virtual dialogue  

we talked of what had been, suspended, 

still magnetized to a past under your wing. 

On a quiet Monday morning  

a third limb lay on the green 

bark wrenched open ruby leaves shriveling  

cordoned off with barrier tape and a caution 

not to climb. 

 

Then a stump with oblong rings  

spicules not yet softened 

by summer’s storms. 

 

Dogs run freely now  

across that patch of park. 

Bound over tenacious roots-spokes to your axle— 

numerous and far reaching. 
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My line of vision unbroken 

I round the corner where  

the Copper Beech held court.  

It’s afterimage follows me  

like a phantom limb as I imagine  

hoisting myself into your arms then  

tumbling into stillness as the breeze 

catches my wings  

and lifts. 

  Keren Vishny 

Illinois, US 

 

 

 

 

(photo—Keren Vishny) 

(photo—Joey  Kyber , Unsplash) 
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Tribute to Marion Woodman  

 

I first met Marion in 1997 at Grimstone Manor where this photo was taken in 2004. To look at, 

Marion reminded me of my maternal grandmother, and from the time we first met I was enchant-

ed by her presence, her magic, her vision and her insights. I’d been strictly raised as a child of the 

patriarchy and this wise woman’s teachings about the Feminine touched something very deep in-

side me, woke me up from a very deep sleep, and introduced me to the possibility of gifts and 

treasures I could never have imagined. 

 

I am deeply grateful to you Marion for all that you gave of yourself, so generously, to so many. 

You had an extraordinary capacity to connect with others in just the right way, and at just the 

right moment with a look, a touch, a gesture, or a word.  

 

I shall never forget the gift of your timely, life-giving gaze during the Positive Mother exercise. I 

was curled up terrified in a corner and you, dear Marion, sat beside me, propped up on pillows 

throughout the whole exercise. Present, mindful but never intrusive, you waited for the single mo-

ment when the frozen infant me was ready to be seen; and when that moment arrived, you slowly 

opened your eyes wide, you smiled, and with your quizzical, knowing gaze you brought me back to 

life. 

 

Of all the books that Marion wrote Bone is truly my 

favourite. It is a deeply moving story of a wonderful 

woman who practised what she taught and shared 

her suffering and deep humanity with us all. At 

each stage of my life, I read Marion’s words anew, 

and each time I do so, I discover new teachings that 

support me on my journey.  

 

For all your wise words, kindnesses and insights, for 

your playfulness, laughter and compassion, I thank 

you dear Marion from the bottom of my heart.  

 

 

 

Louise Holland  

Cambridge, UK 

(photo— Louise Holland) 
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Goodbye to Marion Woodman 

Celebrating the rich harvest of her days 

 

During this time of saying goodbye and remembering Marion - and celebrating the rich harvest of her 

days, harvest has been the image that has most sustained me, echoing these lines from Edith Sitwell…  

 

Love is not changed by death … 

And all, in the end, is harvest 

 

Harvest too in these lines from Psalm 126 which have been an insistent rhythm in me, since hearing of 

Marion’s death  

 

They go out, they go out full of tears, carrying seed for the sowing 

They come back, they come back full of song, carrying their sheaves. 

 

With all that, in her large-hearted way, Marion contributed to the nurturing and sustaining of so much 

life, in so many people, I envisage the sheaves of 

her harvest as too abundant to count – and that 

leaves me, now, despite her death, celebrating rather than grieving, indeed, ‘full of song’. 

 

These same lines from the psalm have encapsulated for me one of the most important gifts that I re-

ceived from BodySoul. The work of Marion, Mary and Ann was so full of courage and generosity, keeping 

faith with the seed and its unique potential while being willing to hold and sustain each one through the 

necessary grief work for as long as it took. 

 

Marion, for whom poetry was such a powerful soul medium, often quoted this sonnet from Rilke that 

gives voice, in an astonishing way, to this process of keeping faith with and midwifing the unique 

‘possibility of being’ in each one:  

 

This is the creature there has never been. 

They never knew it, and yet, none the less, 

they loved the way it moved, its suppleness, 

its neck, its very gaze, mild and serene. 
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Not there, because they loved it, it behaved 

as though it were. They always left some space. 

And in that clear, unpeopled space they saved 

it lightly reared its head, with scarce a trace 

 

of not being there. They fed it, not with corn,  

but only with the possibility 

of being. And that was able to confer  

 

such strength, its brow put forth a horn. One horn. 

Whitely it stole up to a maid – to be 

within the silver mirror and in her. 

 

(Sonnet to Orpheus II, 4: translated by J.B. Leishman ) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

   

 

 

 

 

With love and warm gratitude for the great generosity of all that has been given and shared to honour 

and remember Marion; for the uniqueness of each voice as it comes to join with all the others, for the 

abundance of sheaves. 

Madeline O’Callaghan 

Cambridgeshire UK 

illumination from a 15th century medical 

journal illustrated by Robin Tessart  
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A Woman Greatly Loved 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I see myself facing east standing at the altar, the hearthstone, on the Boghill alongside a line of my fellow 

teachers Sheila, Sue, Wendy Bratherton, Pauline, Patricia, Olivia, Candace, Paula, Wendy Willmot.  The 

participants gather behind us, around us, together we step into that liminal space where Marion flanked 

by Mary and Ann invited us to pray.  We call on Sophia, for her holding strength and grace, her arms 

around us, her breath within us, her ground beneath us, her air above us, and her flowers calling us to 

glimpse an inner beauty …  

 

Over and over Marion summoned us to come to the altar, both within and without, where Sophia holds 

the opposites that can seem to tear us apart, while cradling the dreams and hopes and stirrings of new 

life.  

 

Marion with her call to prayer – truly her father’s daughter – and supported by the unique gifts of Mary 

and Ann and Paula rooted us in our bodysoul, gave us permission/showed us how to open to psyche ex-

pressed in image and breath, gesture and sound.  We faced the challenging work of redeeming the im-

print of the negative mother‘s animus on our bodies and psyches.   Marion helped each of us to seek out, 

in our dream images and in the body work with our fellow sisters, the inner good mother who could love 

the emerging bodysoul self into being.  

 

Marion, you taught us to dare to love and the cost of that loving …. Indeed a favourite refrain of yours 

comes to mind now, “You are a woman greatly loved and capable of great loving…” 

Marian Dunlea 

Co Galway, Ireland 

(photo—Meg Wilbur) 
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Images and Memories of Marion 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

During this *‘thin’ time* of our experience of sending Marion on her way, many images have surfaced for 

me.   

 

My body still holds the memory of the moment when Marion walked down the stairs in Einsedeiln, Swit-

zerland, in a turquoise track suit in 2008.  By then I had been immersed in the bodysoul world for six years 

through Marian Dunlea’s sensitive and strong midwifing, through my own reading and through the grow-

ing network of women in my bodysoul world.  I entered Marion’s orbit towards the end of her active 

work, but I continue to carry the joy and suffering of that precious week. I listened to her, watched her at 

the shrine of the Black Madonna, shared a dream with her, and even argued with her! When I recall that 

week I am reminded of Seamus Heaney’s line from ‘Postscript’   where he talks of ‘catch(ing) the heart off 

guard and blow(ing) it open.’   

 

My heart was caught off guard at the sight of the woman in the turquoise suit, and it has remained ‘blown 

open’! 

 

I joined Marian Dunlea’s Wednesday morning workshop in 2002, and it was here that I was introduced to 

Marion Woodman’s work.  I had just finished a six year period of taking care of my elderly parents. They 

died in 2001 and 2002 respectively, and so I continued my lifelong desire to live as deeply and authenti-

cally as I could through a Catholic religious congregation. The gift that came my way was the realisation 

that my body plays a vital role in all soul work. Many intensives, weekends and seminars later in the com-

pany of extraordinary teachers and participants, I knew I had come ‘home’. 

(photo—Adam Reid ) 
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Another image that comes to me is of a small a cabin in the Wicklow hills in Ireland as I watched and lis-

tened to Marion on DVD, night after night for a week. I was on my own and so I felt I was conversing with 

this woman who seemed to know what to say and when to say it. During each day of that week I walked 

in the hills and came back each evening for more of Marion’s wisdom! And in her ‘company’ I did the 

‘work’ of integrating bodywork, dreams, art and journaling.  A few years ago I listened to Marion read 

‘Mass on the world’ by Teilhard de Chardin on a CD. I have loved it and been influenced by it ever since! 

On the day she was dying I read that meditation as my prayer to accompany her, and could ‘hear’ her 

strong voice speaking over the world: 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Marion and the bodysoul teachers and community have accompanied me as I struggled and came to a 

good relationship with croneship. As I move into my late seventies I have the privilege of accompanying 

elderly women in community and of being present to young primary school teachers as they begin their 

professional careers. Both worlds feed me, challenge me, and bring me joy and friendship - and in each I 

am guided by the formative influences of Marion W and Marian D and their bodysoul colleagues. 

 

As a member of a religious community in the Catholic Church I suffer deeply with 

others at the failures, defensiveness and patriarchy of the institutional Church.  

Marion’s influence has helped me to meet those elements in myself and to search 

through my body for the integration and healing that she so passionately desired 

for each of us and for our beloved planet. I am reminded of Fred Gustafson’s 

words when writing on the connections between Jung and de Chardin, ‘Jung made 

it clear that it is one thing to understand what comes out of our unconscious; it is 

another to live the ethic it requires’. Marion Woodman and her colleagues on both  

sides of the Atlantic nudge me daily to take this seriously! 

Marion Reynolds 

Dublin, Ireland 

 

Editor’s note: * “thin time” -  an Irish expression meaning a numinous time. The Veil between the Worlds is felt to be thin when 

we are accompanying someone through the dying process, or at Samhain, and the feast of All Saints, when ancestors can come 

visiting and their presence be felt.   

‘One by one, I see and love all those whom you have given me to sus-

tain and charm my life. One by one also I number all those who 

make up that other beloved family which has gradually surrounded 

me, its unity fashioned out of the most disparate elements, with 

affinities of the heart, of scientific research and thought. And again, 

one by one, I call before me the whole vast anonymous army of liv-

ing humanity, those who surround me and support me though I do 

not know them…..’ 

“Jung made it clear 

that it is one thing to 

understand what 

comes out of our un-

conscious; it is anoth-

er to live the ethic it 

requires.” 

Fred Gustafson 
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Spirit Blows Where it Wills 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“The Spirit Blows  Where it Wills.” - Marion Woodman 

 

Dear Marion Woodman! 

 

”Bone—Dying into Life,” are the words that come to me now, as I sit here in my fauteuil in a small town in 

a distant country in the northern parts of our paradiselike planet, trying to connect with you.  ”Bone—

Dying into Life,” is the title of one of your books.   To me, how you combine these words is magic, 

essential and breath taking. When I stop in front of them, breathe and let them in, they fall into the 

center of my being, to the still point, the place of everything and nothing. Something has to die in order to 

give birth to something new in a continuing dance between life and death. It seems so obvious and yet it 

is so hard to carry through, for me, at least. How can I let go of all the stuff that prevents me from living 

with compassion and letting out my creativity? This has been my obstacle and task for six decades. How 

to let go of fear of being alive and dare to meet people around me? And dare to meet the Black 

Madonna? How to give room for love, joy, curiosity in life? How to dance the circle dance, how to breath 

in and breath out, how to step back and forth, how to bow lower, and lower? 

 

For sure you have helped me on my journey! 

 

By reading your books, especially Bone / Dying into Life and Dancing in the Flames and by listening to you 

on that gorgeous dvd, also called Dancing in the Flames, over and over again, I learn about the layers in all 

of us. Let go of one and you will meet the next in an ongoing lifelong process. I learn about the Black 

Madonna and that we need a Divine Feminine together with a Divine Masculine in order to become 

whole. I learn about dreams and metaphor and how, by listening to the voices from that inner 

unconsious, with all its depths and layers and mysteries, we can open doors to new rooms in ourselves 

and find new ways of being. 

(photo—Judy Zappacosta) 
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What a gift those insights are! What a gift you are to us, dear Marion, to all of us who have had the 

privilege to meet you, in real life, or like me, through your books and interviews. There are moments 

when I cry listening to you. You speak so gently and with such clarity about all your own deep experiences 

of serious illness, marriage, moving on and listening to the life force, the gypsy in you, listening to your 

body. You have taught me something about listening and something about being body and something 

about trust. 

 

I would like to quote you from the dvd, where you speak about the Black Madonna and what you came in 

contact with by ”bowing lower”: 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thank you, Marion Woodman, for your wisdom, warmth and generosity! If only we could sense and 

honour life and Mother Earth like you do, we could have a chance and a possibility to create peace within 

ourselves, among each other and among all the living creatures on this planet.    

 

”Earth is one country and we are its citizens.” - Marion Woodman. 

Nina Kihlman 

Porvoo, Finland 

     ”Of course I think that she is earth. The dark feminine to me is the earth. We live on 

our mother and this globe going around in space is our mother who feeds us physically. 

Then you think of the glory of the flowers, the glory of springtime and the perfume, the 

colours, their shapes, and the soul rises to the spiritual dimension. All our senses come 

alive in her presence. So I was very much in touch with spirit, God's spirit, but I had no 

sense of God in the earth.  

 

 

I belive that we are going to be forced in to a recognition of the feminine as Divine. And 

again love the earth, recognize the creation, that is the earth. This, (you touch your 

arms) earth! And the child can be born from that earth. And that is Black Madonna for 

me.  

 

And, but it's not only earth, it is the spirit that's in the earth and the glory and the 

beauty of all those living things, and so this experience of moving lower and smelling 

the earth and feeling its energy and opening my own body as part of that earth. That 

was a new experience, but very exciting. I felt a new energy coming in.” 

(photo—Judy Zappacosta) 
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In Creating we are Created 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

“In creating, we are created.” – Marion Woodman 
 

 
Thankyou Marion in myriad ways.  
 
I had a few moments of meeting with Marion in the flesh, and feel her presence very strongly since she 
died, she is a voice I hear, a presence I feel. 
 
 
 My first encounter was at a huge seminar in a London (UK) hotel in the 1970s, on the deep masculine and 
the deep feminine. This was a revelatory experience, her passionate words stirred feelings of truth in me. 
She got us all dancing the dance of three, seemed like hundreds of us, complete strangers to me. After my 
first dance with my eyes closed in complete surrender to Chopin’s Nocturne - I opened them to see my 
witnesses crying.  
 
 
My second was 20 years later. I told her a dream during a lecture break about being welcomed to a work-
shop by her with my male art therapist companion – “Oh!” she said “Perhaps you should come to a 
BodySoul workshop, after all - it is a dream.”  Acting on a dream was a new idea and I followed through, 
overriding rational financial concerns to find myself on a long slow journey into BodySoul. Dreaming and 
Imagination as the soul’s reality, is the focus of my work. Then 3 more workshops in Zurich as I deepened 
the bodysoul work.  

(photo—Eva Rider) 



47 

 

 

Sharing an enigmatic word dream with her another time about the words “intentional realm,” she report-

ed it gave her goose bumps and that intentionality was a feminine word. Somehow she got straight to the 

hidden qualities of things. I didn’t rationally understand but she was always profound, simple, true, origi-

nal, learned and without ego.  I marry what I have learned over 18 years of bodysoul work, with 10 years 

of Embodied Imagination work with Jungian Robert Bosnak.  My practice, my dream work, are grounded 

in the unity of bodysoul imagination.  

 

This summer I held a week’s retreat for a small group of women therapists who have been in a dream 

group I run for 3 years. It was a simplified intensive, we worked with dreams and made masks, and 

worked with them in the exquisite way I learned in BodySoul Rhythms. It was so profound and beautiful, I 

cannot express enough my gratitude for learning how to create and hold that space for birth of the new.  

Nuala Flynn 

London, UK 

 

The Ghost of History 

Nuala Flynn—oil on canvas  120x100cm  

Blue Dreaming 

Nuala Flynn—Oil on Canvas  50 x 60cm 

 

Clouds over Ballyvaughan 

Nuala Flynn—oil on paper 50 x 70cm  
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An experience with Marion Woodman 

 

In one of the intensives I gave birth to a mask that had 

two faces. The ‘upside down’ side didn’t fit properly and 

since I didn’t particularly like how it looked when I put it 

on, I decided to focus only one side and ignored the oth-

er.  The side of the mask that I worked with had a mer-

cury, quicksilver-like quality: it was vibrant, evasive and 

full of life. While working with its archetypal energy in 

the gardens of Grimstone I could feel my body becoming 

taller, lighter and faster… and I loved it.  

 

Coming to the end of the intensive I began to feel a heaviness in my heart and told myself that, perhaps, 

it was just the anticipation of the separation from the ‘mother-ship’. This sensation intensified during the 

masked ball and contaminated the celebration of the week-long workshop. After a while I could neither 

sustain the lightness brought by the mask nor contain my tearful body that was sinking down, so I re-

moved my mask to find a corner to cry. When I saw the rejected side of my mask, the very one I decided 

to ignore, looking back at me I came to the realisation that the intensive had come to an end and that I 

had missed a precious opportunity: I had to go home and carry this unfinished piece alone.  The pain of 

being consciously in touch with how I abandoned one side of my personality at the 

expense of the other was excruciating.  

 

In this unredeemable space I saw Marion coming towards me. She was dressed in a 

lovely purple velvety top and I felt so ashamed for spoiling such a beautiful party. I 

explained to her what had happened and still remember the quality of her words… 

‘there will be another intensive, some masks bring too much material from the un-

conscious, it is okay…’ but deep down I knew it wasn’t okay. There was no solution 

to the fact that I was both rejecting and rejected.  So with smiling eyes Marion said 

to me:  

   Come and dance with me Punita… 

 

In that moment my body understood that it was possible to carry my brokenness and still celebrate life 

and so I joined Marion in her dance… 

 

‘God turns you from one feeling to another and teaches by means of opposites so that you will have two 

wings to fly, not one’ 

–Rumi – 

Punita Miranda, 

Amsterdam and London UK 

Come and dance with me Punita 

photo—Punita Miranda 
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Pure Joy with Red Hair 

 

Returning home from a recent Four Fires Retreat, a series of BodySoul workshops based on the Celtic 

Wheel of Time, that my colleague Abigail Whyte and I offer, a participant and I paid a visit to the famous 

Brownstown Dolmen, the capstone of which, at  150 tons, is the heaviest in Europe.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Just looking at the stone, trying to meet its enormous size, I began to ponder how our ancestors manoeu-

vred this behemoth into place.  Overwhelmed by the effort of trying to figure it out and struggling to im-

agine how our forebears, with limited tools and no technology managed, when suddenly, a great peal of 

childish laughter broke through my musings and brought me back into my body.  To my utter delight this 

red haired girl had discovered a most perfect place to chase her little sister by galloping around  and 

through the spaces between these watchful giants. 

 

Because of her joyfilled laughter and playfulness, I found that another possibility of relationship with the 

stones was emerging.  Spaces began to open up inside me that allow a different, more lighthearted way 

to negotiate the weight of my laboured thinking and simply be in the presence of these beings.  I began to 

rejoice in the pleasure of the bright-eyed, flame-haired young feminine opening up another portal, anoth-

er way in, through her active imagination.  And I welcomed it into my bodysoul wholeheartedly. 

 

This experience reminded me of how honoured and supported my young feminine has felt by the work of 

Marion Woodman and by the world that opened up for me through BodySoul , helping me recognise how 

crucial it is to nurture and make space for childish laughter, for spontaneity, creativity and active imagina-

tion in my “too weighed down by the burden of responsibility,” adult self.  Like the red-haired girl 

“holding up” the giant stone, let there be balance in all things, a time for being the responsible adult AND 

for having fun! 

Sally Ann O’Reilly 

Kildare, Ireland 

(photo—Sally Ann O’Reilly) 
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YES YOU WILL 

 
 

In my very earliest days of BodySoul work, which had taken me down and in to a previously 

unknown depth of pain and despair, I was sitting on the floor at the end of an afternoon of 

body and voice work, with a black charcoal in my hand and a massive sheet of paper in front 

of me.  I had just completed a drawing of big thick black bars, behind which stood a wild-

haired woman gripping those bars and looking desperately out.  At the bottom of the picture 

were the words:  I WILL BE FREE. 

 

Just at that moment, Marion passed by behind me.  She paused, looking at my picture, and 

said with fierce love,   “YES, YOU WILL!” 

 

Marion was so often there at those pivotal moments saying with her presence, and with very 

few words, exactly what was needed.  Her words still ring.  Her presence remains. 

 

Sheila Langston 

Vancouver, Canada 

(photo—Sheila Langston) 
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From Chrysalis to Butterfly:   a tribute to Marion 
 

 
Many years ago I bought one of Marion’s books in a little bookshop in Totnes, Devon, it was Addiction to 

Perfection. I had never heard of Marion before that day. Something called me to it. I don’t know exactly 

what for, or why, but this act of buying this book on that day, at that time changed the path of my life in a 

way that I could never have imagined. The way that she wrote opened me to a potential in myself beyond 

my own imagination. 

 

In both her writing and her teachings, Marion was a gracious storyteller, 

bringing both humour and humility into the conversation with great wis-

dom. I’ll never forget an event she ran with Robert Bly in London, this was 

my first real encounter with her. Together they told the story of the Maid-

en King, interweaving the wonderful tale of Baba Yaga with engaging 

group activities. Whilst the event was fabulous in many ways, I marvelled 

at Marion’s storytelling - as though she was ’in the story’, rather then 

‘telling the story’. I was deeply impacted by the power of this way of work-

ing, marvelling at her style as well as her teachings.  

 

Marion was equally brilliant at telling her own life stories, she was willing to share deeply private life-

changing experiences for us to see the ‘conditions’ that were failing each one of us personally and in soci-

ety. Over the ensuing years I engaged in many intensives followed by an apprenticing of BodySoul 

Rhythms, where she frequently peppered her teachings with absorbing stories. Some she told many 

times, each time with a different edge, offering up a mirror to us all in our learning. Shining a light into the 

dormant recesses of our inner worlds, we discovered our own deep, hungry souls. Marion knew how to 

teach and write in a way that stirred the soul. 

 

One thing she taught me - and so many others in this community who learned from her beautifully craft-

ed ambition - is to live deeply what your heart’s desire is calling. This ordinary woman was, in truth, extra-

ordinary. She knew what she had been called to do and followed that path with intimate grace. She knew 

how to reach out and teach, through her writings, through the power of dream images, myth, poetry, art, 

nature, the body, through ways of the Feminine, shaping a learning architecture with Mary and Ann that 

incorporated both theory and experience - the Masculine and Feminine at times so intricately woven it 

was hard to tease them apart. 

 

With engaging dedication to her life’s work, Marion awakened and enlivened the Deep Feminine in wom-

en all over the world, for many of us, igniting a commitment and determination to bring the Feminine into  

Marion Woodman & Robert Bly 

(link—www.betterlisten.com) 

(free downloadable MP3 tribute) 

https://www.betterlisten.com/products/an-evening-with-marion-woodman-robert-bly-on-the-maiden-king
https://www.betterlisten.com/products/an-evening-with-marion-woodman-robert-bly-on-the-maiden-king
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consciousness through our own professional practice. In the same way as she had done, she encouraged 

each of us to take up our own mantle, to integrate and embody the Feminine in ourselves, bringing learn-

ing to life in our work, in our own way. She did not want a thousand Marions taking her work into the 

world - whilst at the same time holding firm to some core principles that she believed were needed in the 

teachings of BodySoul Rhythms. I give thanks to Marion for that, her encouragement led me to create 

bridges to the Feminine in one of the most difficult terrains that any of us could have chosen - the corpo-

rate and political world. The way that Marion brought herself to her teachings, through storytelling, 

through image, with passion and determination, and that wonderful twinkle in her mischievous eye, 

offered each of us a mirror. For me, that has meant holding my ground in bringing the Feminine into con-

sciousness in this tough, often unforgiving landscape that I have chosen.  

 

Thank you dear Marion for all that you brought to us in so many different ways. Each of us emerging from 

our own individual chrysalis, we allow our wings to dry, then with grace and courage, together we fly. 

 

 

Sue Congram 

Herefordshire UK 

watercolour—Sue Congram 
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Thank you Marion 

 

You taught me that the symbol is the bridge 

from instinct to spirit, that the way across 

can be as narrow as a dagger’s edge, 

demanding courage, balance, patience, loss.  

 

You taught me how to listen to my dreams, 

 to seek and trust the mysteries of night, 

allow my exiled soul to sing and scream, 

and  let my shadow dance with sheer delight. 

 

I learn to wait, to watch the flow of time, 

allow the seeds of change to put down roots, 

I learn to bless the softly falling rain, 

to welcome bud and blossom, bite the fruit. 

 

‘Trust yourself’, you tell me, ‘Dance! Let go! 

So love awakes—and living waters flow. 

 

©Tessa Strickland 

Somerset, UK  

 

(photo—Caleb Jones—Unsplash) 
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Marion Woodman Calendar 2019 

 

Sarah Prezekwas and her committee Dorica Nevin and Suzanne Green have 

compiled and produced a wonderful tribute to Marion Woodman who would 

have celebrated her 90th birthday on August 15th 2018.  This features art work 

by Dorica Nevin and Cindy Jacobs and photos shared by many, including Dan-

iela Sieff and Vernessa Foelix.   

 

The calendar is available through the Marion Woodman Foundation website.  

Right click the following hyperlink and select “Open link in New Tab,” then go 

to the new tab.  Alternatively, cut and paste the URL into your browser: 

https://mwoodmanfoundation.org/latest-news/ 

 

 

Musings, honouring Marion Woodman 

 

Benedicte Lampe and Vernessa Foelix have collaborated in creating a 

video to honour and remember Marion Woodman.  They celebrate  - 

 Being midwifed into the work by an awesome team: Mari-

on, Sheila, Sue and Patricia 

 Feeling love and appreciation for Mary, Ann and Paula, as 

we honour BodySoul work today. 

Right click the following hyperlink and select “Open link in New Tab,” 

then go to the new tab.  Alternatively, cut and paste the URL into 

your browser:   https://vimeo.com/291378158   

 

 

Marion speaks TS Eliot  

 

Susan Adams has shared her recording of Marion reciting from 

TS Eliot’s Four Quartets, East Coker.  Our thanks go to Susan 

and our hearts to Marion!  

Right click the following hyperlink and select “Open link in New 
Tab,” then go to the new tab.  Alternatively, cut and paste the 
URL into your browser: https://vimeo.com/285583938 

(photo—MWF) 

(photo—Vernessa Foelix) 

(video—Susan Adams) 

https://mwoodmanfoundation.org/latest-news/
https://vimeo.com/291378158
https://vimeo.com/285583938
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The Tyger—William Blake (1789) 

 

 

Tyger Tyger, burning bright,  

In the forests of the night;  

What immortal hand or eye,  

Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 

 

In what distant deeps or skies,  

Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 

On what wings dare he aspire? 

What the hand, dare seize the fire? 

 

And what shoulder, & what art, 

Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 

And when thy heart began to beat, 

What dread hand? & what dread feet? 

 

What the hammer? what the chain,  

In what furnace was thy brain? 

What the anvil? what dread grasp,  

Dare its deadly terrors clasp!  

 

When the stars threw down their spears  

And water'd heaven with their tears:  

Did he smile his work to see? 

Did he who made the Lamb make thee? 

 

Tyger Tyger burning bright,  

In the forests of the night:  

What immortal hand or eye, 

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 

(Einar Fritz—Tigar Art) 
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More of Marion 

 

 

(photo—Heba Zaphira Zarifi) 

(photo—Vernessa Foelix) 
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Marion with Mary, Ann  

(photo Tina Stromsted) 

Marion with Paula Reeves 

(photo Tina Stromsted) 
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Marion and Ross reading Blake (2007) 

(photo—Daniela Sieff) 

Marion and Ross (2009) 

(photo—Marlene Schiwy) 
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Marion, delighted in warm February weather (2015) 

(photo—Marion Boa) 


