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Praise for The Exploits of Minerva 
 

“A must read for all 60-something women! We all can relate to these real-life 
stories. Minerva invites you in and soon you get the feeling that she is your best 
friend, sitting together on the couch with a cup of tea or a glass of wine. Great 
lessons to get us through our everyday challenges: find your tribe of women to 
learn, to share, to laugh, to cry with … especially at this age!” 
 
Ingun Bol-de Bock, Founder and President Female Wave of Change, CEO Move in2 
the Future and Creator, Wize Move Society 

 
“A story about friendship, navigating life's challenges and finding love, joy, and 
purpose along the journey.  A beautiful book to inspire and remind us that life is 
made up of a series of moments... these moments when woven together are our 
life! A valuable resource for women of all ages.”   
 
Charmaine Hammond, Best Selling Author, Executive Producer - “Back Home 
Again” and Co-Founder, Raise a Dream Training & Consulting 
 
 
“A very relatable story that drew me in from the beginning. Thoughtful discussions 
about unleashing creativity and navigating challenging transitions in life's journey. 
The author's descriptions of how she found solace through meditative practices 
and experienced the support of a women's circle are both practical and hopeful. 
The underlying theme of wanting to be valued for who you are rather than for 
what you do, resonates and rings true.” 
 
Nancy Edwards, Professor Emeritus, University of Ottawa, and author of Not One, 
Not Even One: A Memoir of Life-altering Experiences in Sierra Leone, West Africa. 
 
“Minerva’s ability to openly discuss separation and divorce, the loss of the love of 
your life, as well as burnout and aging, inspires you throughout this amazing book. 
Minerva shares a wealth of experiences with life transitions based on her own 
journey as well as those of five additional women who have supported one 
another in a Women’s Circle for more than twenty years, as only women can 



do.  This book is truly an engaging read and invaluable resource for women of all 
ages on how to live life from the inside-out.” 
 
Dorothy A. Martin-Neville, PhD, Speaker, Author, Leadership Coach/Mentor: Real 
Women Change the World: Letting the Good Girl Die so the Real Woman Can Live. 
 
“The Exploits of Minerva is a compelling story that gives readers courage to face 
life challenges fearlessly. The book arouses curiosity as Minerva boldly travels with 
readers on her personal journey, painting the picture of the struggles, fears, 
uncertainties, and breakthroughs. Her journey touches on what most of us faced 
in one way or another in our lives. The book reminds us that we are never alone.  
 
The Exploits of Minerva provokes us to embark on the Inner Journey and explore 
why we think the way we do, why we behave the way we do, and why we value 
certain things in life. The numerous real-life examples in this book are so valuable 
for all of us. 
  
Reflect on who you have become and draw strength to lead the transformation 
you need from The Exploits of Minerva. 
  
Yvonne Busisiwe Kgame, Teacher, Inspirational Speaker, Published Author, 
Mentor 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Prologue  
 

I can still remember the day when my bestie told me about the Women’s Circle 
Weekend. It was an experiential workshop that was the “way in” to forming and 
being part of a new women’s circle. I recall feeling a “push-pull” about the 
workshop. Part of me was excited; the other part was nervous and skeptical. 
 
I had moved to Vancouver to start a new life. Having recently separated from my 
husband, I thought having regular support from other women might be helpful. 
This was huge for me, as I rarely reach out for support. I am the strong one, the 
first born in my family. I’m the one who others come to for support. I’m the one 
who has it all together—or so they think!  
 
I recall entering the classroom with my friend and the facilitator greeting us with a 
warm smile. I immediately felt at home in her presence. Scanning the room, I saw 
women at various ages and stages of life. They all seemed to be friendly and 
eager to learn more about the person seated next to them. I felt welcome and 
curious to learn more.  
 
We proceeded with a rather intense weekend wherein we were taken through a 
number of exercises and given tools to assist us in creating a safe space, tapping 
into our emotions, communicating effectively, understanding how to deal with 
conflict, and so on. What really stood out for me was the expectation that all 
members of a circle be equally responsible for the conduct of the circle and for 
each other’s personal safety. There was also rotating leadership; the responsibility 
for facilitating the circle was rotated among the members.   
 
On the final afternoon, we were asked whether we wanted to be part of forming 
a new women’s circle in our area. That meant committing to meeting for two 
hours every two weeks for who knows how long. The commitment was a bit 
daunting, but my gut told me that I should step in and greet this opportunity with 
open arms, so I did. Little did I know that when I said yes that day, the women 
who created the circle would become my cherished friends and support group for 
more than two decades! 
 
 



Introduction 
 

Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Minerva. I thought of changing it 
numerous times when I was young, as I was teased by kids and never once met 
another Minerva. I always felt different and wanted to be like other kids. Then I 
reached an age when I realized I didn’t want to be like anyone else, and I now 
consider my name appropriate, as I now believe and know that I am unique.  
 
Sadly, I never got to share that realization with my mom, as she died when I was 
thirty-nine. Mom named me Minerva because, when she was pregnant with me 
(her firstborn), she was fascinated by Greek goddesses. When I was born, she 
thought I was more like Minerva than any of the other Greek goddesses. For 
those who are curious about what Minerva means . . . 
 
Minerva is a girl's name of Latin origin meaning "of the mind, intellect.” She was the virgin 
goddess of music, poetry, medicine, wisdom, commerce, weaving, and the crafts, and is often 
depicted with her sacred creature, the "owl of Minerva," which symbolized her association with 
wisdom and knowledge. As the most important Roman goddess, she is highly revered, honored, 
and respected. 

https://www.definitions.net/definition/Minerva 

I find the fact that Minerva is associated with an owl to be intriguing. About two 
years ago while lying on my yoga mat waiting for a class to begin, I received the 
message that I was being given an owl to guide me on the next leg of my journey. 
I then felt the owl swoop in and land on my right shoulder. I feel that she has 
been with me since and is always there to guide and protect me.  
 
I am now in my mid-sixties and have been on quite a journey. Years ago, as part of 
a personal growth workshop, I developed a faith statement. Part of that is: I 
believe that life is an adventure to be lived to the fullest. Certainly that has been 
the mantra for my life so far! 
 
I invite you to join me on the journey back in time where I share key life 
transitions and lessons I’ve learned along the way. It is my hope that you will 
glean some new insights, increase your understanding of yourself and others, and 
realize that you are not alone.  



Chapter 1 
The First Leg of the Journey 

 
Several years ago, before my dad passed, I asked him what he remembered about 
me as a child. He said that I seemed to have a “sixth sense” from a very young 
age. 
 
Reflecting on his words, I realize that, since birth, I have been highly intuitive. I 
love being in nature and am able to connect with people from diverse 
backgrounds and cultures. It’s like I “see” their hearts and connect with them at 
the heart level, rather than through the color of their skin or the fact they speak 
another language.  
 
For many years, I was not consciously aware of my intuitive gift. Over time, I 
learned it could be a double-edged sword. This ability enabled me to understand 
and easily connect with others, but it also at times gave me information about 
past trauma in a person’s life I didn’t want to know about. One day, I was standing 
in line at a bank waiting to be served. I received a “download” about the woman 
in front of me, a stranger, of sexual abuse she had suffered from a young age. I 
made the choice at that point to shut down that ability, and for many years, 
primarily used my intuition in my personal and professional life to make decisions 
such as whether a new job or position was “right” for me, or when it was time to 
leave a position.  
 
For a number of years, I felt like I didn’t belong. As a young girl, I collected rocks 
and stamps, things girls didn’t typically do. I loved playing outside and using my 
body. From a young age, I climbed and hung upside down on swing sets. On more 
than one occasion, my parents responded to my squeals and helped me get down 
as my clothing had caught on something and was inhibiting my movement.  
 
As a child, I loved playing outside and imagining with friends that we were pirates 
digging for treasure and sailing on the high seas.  
 
I was very curious about people and why they did what they did. I recall thinking, 
at about age three, while visiting a family friend with my parents, that I would 



travel around the world and work with people from different cultures and 
backgrounds.  
 
I find it curious that, when I sit down and take the time to reflect, the stories from 
earlier times in my life vividly come back to me. I “see” and feel them. 
 
I recall in kindergarten art class having the teacher show us how to do a project 
using construction paper and glue. What I “got” from that experience was that 
the children who received the most praise were those whose work most closely 
reflected that of the teacher. My young soul rebelled at that thought. I recall 
thinking: Why does doing something exactly like someone else make you special? I 
wanted to make something of my own that did not at all resemble the teacher’s 
work. Perhaps that is why I’ve been a secret rebel from a young age.  
 
 
 
  



Chapter 2 
My Personal Growth Journey  

 
I am what you’d call a “personal growth junkie.” I started my personal growth 
journey in the 1990s. I recall deciding it would be a good idea to start doing yoga 
to slow down and get free of the constant chatter in my head. Perhaps you relate. 
I recollect one evening sitting in a hatha yoga class where the instructor made us 
sit and meditate for what seemed like forever. She had never done this before. I 
felt like we were being penalized for someone’s behavior. Perhaps the instructor 
had had a bad day, or was trying to teach us a lesson. Whatever the reason, I 
found that session extremely challenging.  
 
How many times have you been forced to sit still, slow down, and listen to the 
ongoing chatter in your head? The first time it is rather scary. All those thoughts 
and your inner critic constantly running with many of the same messages over 
and over again. Did you know that the average person has more than 6,000 
thoughts per day? (Queen’s University study, published in 2020)  
 
After that class, I started to think hatha wasn’t the right style of yoga for me. I 
began trying other styles, from Ashtanga to Vinyasa flow, and finally realized that 
Vinyasa flow was my kind of yoga. Since that day I have been practicing faithfully 
three to five times a week.  
 
I didn’t discover mindfulness or start to meditate until I almost burnt out at age 
fifty-nine. Meditating was one of those things I thought I should do for many 
years, but I didn’t do it until my body screamed at me to slow down, go inside and 
“smell the roses.” Deepak and Oprah’s twenty-one-day “Meditation Experiences” 
have been my “saving grace.” I’ve always found it challenging to just “ohm out.” 
Deepak and Oprah enable me to plug in everyday for eighteen to twenty minutes, 
to focus on a theme and mantra, and listen to beautiful nature music. I am so 
much calmer and more grounded since I began to meditate daily.  
 
I’ve invested in a number of personal growth experiences. I remember some years 
ago, when preparing for a seven-day “Vision Quest” on Aboriginal land, how my 
boyfriend at the time found it hard to believe that I was paying to spend a week in 
a tent on land that had recently flooded; preparing my own food, fasting, 



drumming, dancing, and who knew what else! To me it was an amazing 
experience! At that event an aboriginal elder dreamt in my medicine name—
Laughing Otter Heart. At the time, I wasn’t too impressed by the name, as some 
of my friends received names such as Soaring Dawn Eagle and Great Buffalo 
Heart. Yet, as the years pass, I’ve grown into my medicine name and realize how 
much it reflects my true essence. I am playful, love the water, value family, and 
connection with others is so important to me.  
 
 
… 
 



Chapter 5 
Reconnecting with My “Inner Author” and  

My Body’s Wisdom 
 

I’ve always enjoyed writing and thought for many years that I would write books 
when I retired. Then in my forties, I asked myself “What am I waiting for?” and 
joined the local Vancouver Independent Writers group. We had monthly meetings 
with guest speakers—fiction and non-fiction writers, screenwriters, and literary 
agents. It was fun getting to know more about the business and engaging with 
other local authors. I was soon invited to join a novel-writing group. There were 
six of us and we were told we would be co-creating a novel together. We were 
instructed not to speak with anyone about the characters or the plot. The only 
rules we were told to follow were to follow the order of who would begin the 
novel and who they would next hand off their writing to via email. When each of 
us received the novel, we had twenty-four hours to add our “piece,” which ideally 
would be about three pages, max. If we weren’t able to do that, then we would 
pass and email it to the next person on the list. We kept doing this for several 
months. It was amazing how the novel took shape, and it was such a fun and 
creative experience. It started me on the road to creative writing as an adult! 
 
Curious to start writing on my own but feeling overwhelmed by the thought of 
writing an entire book, I signed up for a weekend workshop on “Writing Short 
Stories.” I was looking forward to the workshop until the evening before. I was on 
my computer and can’t remember exactly why when a “Turaya Meditation” 
workshop flashed across my screen. I dug deeper and realized the two-day 
workshop was being held that weekend in Vancouver—the same time as the 
storytelling workshop I had signed up for.  
 
I took my dog out for a walk and noticed the beautiful full moon. I asked it and 
myself whether I should attend the “Turaya Meditation” workshop and received a 
strong “yes.” When I got home, I phoned the contact number for the workshop 
and asked if there was still room for one more. The woman said yes but that I 
needed to bring her a check that night to cover the costs. Without hesitation, I 
signed the check, got in my car, drove to another part of the city about forty-five 
minutes away, and registered. Little did I know what experience awaited me. . . . 
 



The next morning, I arrived at the workshop curious and eager to learn. The room 
was full of women of various ages and backgrounds. We were all welcomed by a 
reception committee and encouraged to find a chair. The workshop began on 
schedule, which impressed me, and the woman at the front of the room was 
mesmerizing. She had this incredibly positive energy about her and appeared so 
relaxed and grounded. She oozed confidence and clarity. She told us a bit about 
her story and how she came to create or discover Turaya Meditation. At one 
point, she walked methodically around the room and stood in front of every one 
of us. She put her hands in front of our bodies and, for me, she zeroed in on my 
heart. I initially felt the vibrant energy coming from her hands and then I felt raw 
pain, like someone was pulling the bars off my heart, similar to when a window 
has been painted shut and at first is difficult to open and then suddenly it does.  
 
After the initial pain of the bar removal, I felt a heaviness release from my heart 
and a sense of calm come over me. It was something I’d never experienced 
before. I felt freer and open to new connections and partnerships. I can honestly 
say that experience changed my life. Removing the bars from my heart opened 
me up so I could begin to let people in and to feel more deeply. I realize on 
reflection that, during my first marriage, I had numbed out. This experience 
started me on the path to reconnecting with myself and with others.  
 
… 
 
  



Chapter 15 
Aging 

 
I believe that age is just a number. Throughout much of my life people have 
thought I was ten to fifteen years younger than my chronological age. It has felt 
good. Recently, though, I realize I am starting to look old. My husband got one of 
those magnifying mirrors so he could find his ingrown hairs. I made the mistake 
one day of turning to the magnified side and, to my horror, saw a number of lines 
running down both sides of my mouth. When did they appear? Not wearing 
glasses does have its upsides as we can’t see imperfections in our (or others’) 
appearance when we choose not to wear them.  When I saw those wrinkles, I had 
to face the fact that I am getting old. Another thing the magnifying mirror 
revealed was the dark hairs beginning to appear on my upper lip and chin. Lovely! 
Time for electrolysis! 
 
I awoke one morning to find that I had lost the tone in my upper thighs, and they 
were a bit saggy. These legs that I had run and jumped with since a young child, 
that helped me win the junior girls’ track cup when I was eleven. These legs that I 
had jumped over trees and run like the wind with.  
 
It seems age catches up with us. Bit by bit, we tend to see things about ourselves, 
and others close to us that reveal we are indeed aging.  
 
I went to have a bone-density scan done recently and when I got on the scales at 
the appointment, I found out I had gained eight pounds since last year. Me, who 
hardly ever gains any weight and has been proud to have stayed around 112 to 
115 pounds for years! 
 
Another thing that happens is we start having aches and pains we’ve never 
experienced before. I remember the memorable day when I tried to get up from 
the dining room table and my left hip locked. I was unable to bear weight on it for 
a moment, and then I could. Precursor to me finding out I have moderate 
osteoarthritis in my left hip. The joys of aging! 
 
Another thing we notice is that our close friends start sharing the aches, pains, 
and illnesses they are experiencing.  



 
The more evidence we receive about aging, the more chinks form in our forever 
youthful armor. 
 
As they say, “Aging is not for the faint of heart.” 
 
All of us respond to aging in different ways. Some of us want to look and feel 
young forever, so resort to various types of plastic surgery to remove 
wrinkles and lift cherished parts of our bodies. Others continue to challenge our 
bodies by doing intense hikes, and continuing with downhill skiing, serious 
kayaking, and other adventure sports, as if we are defying the aging process.  
 
Emily is one of the latter group who continues to challenge her body and has also 
been blessed with a tall, willowy stature and strong arms and legs. When her face 
started to show some wrinkles in her mid-forties, she had no qualms about seeing 
a plastic surgeon and getting her face “lifted.” Emily missed several women’s 
circles and cited medical reasons for her absence. I was absolutely astounded 
when she showed up at circle a month later looking about ten to fifteen years 
younger! I was seriously tempted to do the same thing. But then I don’t like going 
under the knife, so quickly reversed my decision.  
 
Some of us continue to dye our hair up into our seventies, whereas others let 
themselves go grey in their forties. I’m one of those women who I think will keep 
dying my hair into my eighties! I’m not growing old easily. I admire both Anita and 
Donna in our circle—two women who have let their grey hair show through. Mind 
you, Anita especially, has beautiful white, flowing locks! I think if you’ve had 
blonde hair from a young age, it’s a lot easier to let your hair go gray. I, on the 
other hand, have had dark brown hair with auburn highlights from childhood. I 
think it’s harder for women who have darker hair and complexions to stop dying 
our hair and let the natural grey show through. Anyway, that’s my story and I’m 
sticking to it! 
 
I remember when Anita told me she now felt invisible. In her younger days, men 
would often smile and check her out, and now she feels they not only don’t look 
at her, they don’t appear to notice her, and that makes her sad. It is hard to 
realize that we are aging when we often feel young inside. We do miss feeling 
noticed by the opposite sex. I smile and feel good when a younger man smiles at 



me. Perhaps I haven’t yet become invisible. Or perhaps I remind them of their 
mother?! 
 
Isn’t it amazing the myriad ways people deal with and respond to this natural 
process in our lives! 
 
Crone is a word I don’t relate to. Wise elder or sage is much more palatable to me 
and, dare I say, to most of my women friends. We like to think that, as we age, we 
become wiser. That said, I’ve seen a number of women who react and respond in 
many ways their younger selves did. For example, being jealous and talking 
behind other’s backs. My thinking on this is that if we don’t consciously make the 
effort to learn and grow throughout our lives, old thoughts, beliefs, and behaviors 
that no longer serve us continue to raise their ugly heads throughout our lives.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 


