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i Pear Readers —

2 | I'm delighted to sharg with you the story in this book.

It came to me in quilg a special way, and
I hope that it nurturgs gou as deeply
as it has fed me.

Before you start to read, | invite you to find
a eozy spot where you ean eurl up,
get comfortable, seitleg in, and enter into
the flow and rhythm of this tale.

Imaging that I'm rgading this to you, just like
it’s a bedtime story, sent to bring you
the very sweelest of dreams . . ..

With blgssinds & gratitude —

Palricia Pings

~I~



neg upon a time there was a goddess
who forgot that she was a goddess.

(I mgan, who could forget such a thing?
But she did!)
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This goddgss lived high
up on a hill, all along.

fround her house therg
werg birds flying, and
ribbons in the air, ecolored
bright whitg and beaming
gellow and rich dark blug,
all sparkling with the sun.

It was all very beautiful.

But she couldn’t sge
that. Because there was a
greal big leardrop on this
goddess’ heart, and that's
all that she could seg, this
big teardrop, wherever she
looked.

(How very sad, right?)

~5~



But ong day, on a day that sgemed just likg any other,
the goddess heard a voieg inside herself suggest that she
go down the hill and into the forgst. She had felt this voice
rgsonaltg within her before, and trusted it, but it had never
given her this type of megssage before.

It also showed her, in her mind’s ¢ye, an image of where
shg was 1o 0. She was surprised at how beautiful it was.

The ground there was all covered with a deep, thick,
s0ft greggn moss. On top of it were sprinkled eountless little
bright whitg and gellow flowers, sparkling just like fairigs’
laughter.

Il around stood big tall trees, tregs as old as timg,
peacgful, not ngeding or reaching for angthing, just happy
to be standing tall and surg in this placg.

Beams of sunlight filtered down through the Ieaves,
making soft sweel patlerns on the moss.

€very oneg in a whilg, a butterfly would appear in a
beam of light, suddenly revealed in all its beautiful eolors
— just for a moment — and then it would disappear again.
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The goddgss sighed seeing this blissful imagined segne, bul then she felt impatignt.

Crisply, she said back 1o the voicg, “OR, that’s beaatiful and all that.
But why on garth should | go to the troublg of going there? I'm quite comfortable herel”

The voicg seemed
to smilg as it
soothingly replied,
“gih, but if you go,
the moss there will
heal the sadngss in
your heart.

“I know that gour
sadngss brings gou
great pain. But init |
also sge your beauty.

“You arg sad
because your heart is
as big as gvergthing.

“Your sadngss and
your beauty arg the
samg.”

~9~



tearing this, the goddess felt an egnergy move inside her, quigt and sweet.
30 she relented and said, “OK, it dogs sgem that it would feel good to be therg in the forgst.”

To try out the idea, she walked to her

fjront door, opened it, and stepped outside.
She felt the cool air all around her.

But then she stopped and spoke to the
voiceg.

“l do have a question, though. What
should | wear? | don’t know what to wear
lo be in the foresl.”

Now it was the voiee’s turn to be
impalignt. “fre you Kidding?” it replied.
“You want to know what to wear?!”

The goddess knew thal the question
sounded silly. o she paused and looked
inside herself. Still, she saw that that was
her question.

“Ugs,” she said firmly, “That’s what |
want to know.”




To sge what happens to theg goddgss ngxt on her journgy,
you'rg invited to get your very own copy of this book.

The Goddess also makes a wonderful Reepsake gift!

“The Goddgss Who Forgot That She Was a Goddess”
“1l Story from Spirit, for people of all ages,
to soothg our sadngss
and nurturg our diving blossoming.”

Written and lllustraled by Patricia Pings

Quality hardeover, 64 paggs, full color
Illustrated throughout with original artwork
Quantity discounts and wholgsalg pricing arg available
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